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FOREWORD
The Globe-Trotting Judoka by Morgan Girardeau
represents a geographical tour that combines Judo of the
visited countries with local cultures and traditions. The book
reminds us of the people who dedicated their life to Judo and
who promoted our sport.
It is a recital and invitation to simplicity and honesty,
fostering at the same time the universal values that bind our
society with the aim to contribute to a better, more dignified
and united world.

Photo credit : IJF - International Judo Federation

Marius L. Vizer
President
International Judo Federation

PROLOGUE
“To explore, to meet people and to share, all through the love of
judo”, this was the ambitious aim of Morgan Girardeau, Judo
instructor, 5th Dan black belt, as he headed out into the world on
14 September 2015.
He was taking with him the values of the moral code of this
educational and sporting discipline, and also a desire. The desire
to learn about and understand the Other, in accordance with the
principles of judo, particularly in terms of mutual support and
benefit.
From Europe to the United States, via Asia, he would visit 41
different countries - a symbolic number for him, as it would also
be his age when he returned. In each of these countries, he would
practise judo, thus earning himself a place in the History of this
martial art.
At the end of this rich and intense experience, this moving and
challenging human adventure, which lasted nearly two years, after
travelling 132,606 kilometres and meeting more than 10,000
judokas with whom he would share his passion, Morgan would
return to the place where it all began: the dojo of his childhood.
The origin of this project, the daily organisation, the anecdotes,
reflections, lessons learned during this personal journey - he
shares all of this with us now, naturally, just like his approach
throughout his visits to a total of 121 judo clubs.
And what if his most important experience, on this path of
development, might not even be with those who practise judo?
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Note:
For simplicity’s sake, Japanese terms and expressions that are not in common
use will be used in simplified form with no accents or gender inflections.
A glossary is provided at the end of the book.

PREFACE
By Ronaldo Veitia Valdivie
We have enjoyed life’s pleasure: loving and learning about judo.
This discipline, one of the most highly valued and authentic
sports, has brought me the great honour of meeting important
people and sharing a common denominator with them: our
immeasurable love of this discipline which, compared with other
activities, in my view, gives rise to such wonderful feelings, to
solidarity and to learning. In my view, the friendships that we
create with those who are closely involved in this martial art are
eternal! Life has been proving this to me for many, many years
now.
As you’ll see in this book, the practice of this magnificent
discipline generates unique emotions and special situations that
need to be written about. It’s impossible to resist reading this
book, holding as it does the lifeblood of this experience, a mother
lode of knowledge.
With the greatest affection, we must thank our friend Morgan
Girardeau for what his love of judo has enabled him to achieve
here. With the heart of a true judoka, on his way around the
world, this small yet great man is making his mark on History
with all the experiences that he has faced. Nevertheless, there were
many who doubted his ability to achieve his aim. There are always
people ready to be critical of great achievements. They are
pessimists. Opposing them are the optimists, all those who have
supported and accompanied him in his extraordinary project.
Reading this book, we learn about everything that judo can
represent, everything that this educational and sporting discipline
can provide in daily life. When he was with all the kind people
who welcomed him and who admired his mission, Morgan

Girardeau felt truly at home. With these good people, he felt his
energy and confidence replenished; essential elements when
facing such a huge challenge. With the courageous heart of a
fighter, he had no hesitation in taking on and achieving a huge
challenge that few people would even attempt.
I had the great pleasure of welcoming him to my home, when he
came to see my museum. Although he told me he felt it an honour
to talk with me about everything that I had been able to learn
during my fairly lengthy career, he didn’t realise that the honour
was mine, to be able to spend time with someone with such
extraordinary values. What a pleasure to be able to welcome and
get to know this person - someone who is capable of this journey,
someone who can commit to an ideal and achieve such a genuine
triumph.
Sharing the thoughts and experiences of our friend Morgan
Girardeau takes us right to the heart of judo. His energy makes
our hearts race. He passes that energy on to us all. His adventure,
visiting dojos all over the world, has been viewed very favourably
by the INTERNATIONAL JUDO FEDERATION (IJF), and rightly
so. They rightly considered and assessed his mission as: an
extraordinary journey!
It is essential that all judokas, all over the world, should have the
chance to soak up the heroic qualities found in this very beautiful
book. As they make their way through these pages, they can
experience the author’s journey by his side. And Morgan
Girardeau, bearing the marks of these various training systems
and tough showdowns with high-level athletes, with never a
complaint, has brought his own meaningful experience to the idea
that: “Money makes people rich, knowledge makes people wise,
BUT HUMILITY MAKES PEOPLE GREAT”.
This is the educational perspective through which he has viewed
and lived the whole of his world tour. Just like the bamboo that
bends more, the taller it grows, he embodies this attitude of

humility and respect, and passes it on to us in this fascinating
book.
I respectfully suggest that you absorb and take in every moment
of this book. Through these unique and fabulous experiences, you
will discover judo in all its diversity and come to fully understand
it.
I hope, with all my heart, that people will follow the example set
by Morgan Girardeau. I’d like to thank him here for having invited
me, so respectfully, to write the preface for his story, a story that
will prove to be highly educational and instructive for anyone
who, like him, has a heartfelt passion for one of the best sports in
the world - judo.
This work will endure forever because of the unique and
unforgettable experiences recounted here. Morgan Girardeau has
had an idea, implemented it and made a success of it. He has
turned a dream into a reality.
All the best in the world for this book and for this small yet great
judoka.
El Veiti
Ronaldo VeitiaValdivie – 8th DAN black belt,
Hero of Labour of the Republic of Cuba
From 1986 to 2016, Director of coaches of the Cuban Judo Federation
Track record at the head of the women’s team:
57 world medals including 16 titles,
24 Olympic medals including 5 titles,
2 times world’s top-ranking team (1995 and 2005),
7 consecutive victories at the Pan American Games, held every four
years, i.e. twenty-four years uncontested champion.
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1ST COUNTRY: FRANCE
It was about half past five in the evening. It was early
September in 1986 and, just a few moments earlier we, my
mother, my sister and I, had just come out of the SAINTE
MARIE school, where she was a teacher and we were pupils.
I was sitting with my sister in the back of the family car, and
we parked in a tiny car park in front of a red door. A large
entrance door, at the back of some high-rise social housing in
the Bourdonnaye district of Vannes in Brittany. I had just
changed my clothes. I had put on a beautiful white judogi,
which at that time, not knowing any better, I simply called a
kimono. Time to do some homework while waiting for the
class to start, time for a quick snack, all the while being
careful not to get this beautiful samurai outfit dirty - and
then I was ready.
This red door was the door of the JUDO CLUB
MORBIHAN. I was nine years old and just about to start
learning judo! However, this first attempt was an
unsuccessful one. My rebellious side in reaction to discipline
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and my desire always to look for people stronger than me on
the mat during fights, and the end-of-class randori quickly
made me discouraged. After two or three lessons, I turned
towards another sporting activity, this time one without the
competitive spirit. Learning to swim. My dad wanted my
sister and me to know how to swim, he said, to prevent any
accidents. We lived by the sea and it was possible that we
might somehow fall into it. It was only two years later, and I
can’t really remember what had made me decide to have
another go, that I found myself once again on the mats at the
same dojo, whilst still doing swimming every Saturday
afternoon up until the age of sixteen.
I never lost the taste for the water and still today, I enjoy
swimming a few lengths and also like to accompany my two
young sons in their efforts to learn swimming and diving.
Pierre Pautler sensei, my first judo teacher, was a man who
knew how to guide his flock and I must admit that we were
by no means the least in need of such guidance. Often
disruptive, always chatty. One of my friends, despite being
warned constantly, quite regularly received a tap or two on
the bottom with the shinai, with the sole aim of getting him
to correct his occasionally disrespectful behaviour. These
were the methods of a different era, fortunately no longer
found in French clubs, though I would encounter them again
later in other countries that I visited.
In my practice from my youth, I retained the friendships
that I’d created, as well as the delight at changing belts at the
end of every season, all the more so when I didn’t need to
wear the intermediate grades. I passed from white belt to
yellow, from yellow to orange, from orange to green, from
green to blue, from blue to violet and finally from violet to
the brown belt. This was my belt, a little bit darker than the
others, but not yet the venerable black belt, that I was
16
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wearing when I left to pursue my higher education studies at
Châtellerault, in Vienne. With my qualification securely in
hand, in this new town, I experienced complete autonomy, in
terms of time, space and movement, which brought me the
greatest happiness. Indeed, I discovered overnight the
concept of freedom, an idea that had barely existed in the
strict education provided by my parents. I don’t blame them
for this, but it’s true that, in those days, we weren't often on
the same wavelength and that, because of that, I didn’t
consider myself to be the calmest or most studious child in
the town of Vannes. There I was, four hundred kilometres
from home, living in a small room in the home of my host,
with my only item of worldly wealth being my bike - also my
sole means of transport.
So it was that I found myself knocking on the door of
CSAC ESOG, in order to start my new sporting endeavours.
This would be marked by the most important stage in my life
as a practitioner of judo, namely the obtaining of the
beautiful and prestigious black belt.
After having brilliantly passed the Nage No Kata test, I
scored fifty points in one go, in my first Shiai competition,
which took place just behind the place where I went to train
every week.
I felt at home.
Although I never had significant results in official
championships, I was always buoyed up by the sacred fire
on the shiais leading to obtaining of a new grade.
Obtaining the black belt also allowed me to discover a new
dimension in judo practice: the kata, a fundamental form and
intergenerational link between past and future judo
practitioners. Since then, I’ve always made it a point of
honour to present the precise harmonious benefits found in
respect for the original form and principles envisaged by the
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founder of JUDO in 1882, Jigoro Kano Shihan. I preferred to
validate this module with congratulations from the jury
rather than to just get a “passable” result.
It was just the same in my teaching too. I ensured that my
students worked in this mindset, with rigour and
perseverance. They didn’t just learn a kata, a sequence of
several codified movements, in fifteen days, simply to pass
the exam. A kata must shape the body and mind. Mastering
the kata requires hours and hours of practice.
There I was with this new grade, this black belt, contrasting
magnificently with the white cotton of my judogi. Of course,
I was happy and proud of the work I’d achieved during
those first ten years, but it wasn’t so much the belt itself that
made an impact on me on that day. The belt ceremony,
organised in my honour especially, by Marc Brejard sensei,
Jean-Claude Riquin sensei and François Poupin sensei, my
teachers at Châtellerault, highlighted the most beautiful of all
values in my eyes - friendship. All my friends were there, on
the tatami, to share this important moment in my life as a
judoka. And in my head, a flash, a vision, a dream!
I was thinking about everyone I’d practised with. The
judokas of Vannes and Châtellerault, those that I met at
competitions or during training. The times that I spent at
Château d'Oléron for the international training camp that
took place every summer at the end of July, in particular,
remains etched on my memory forever. The black belt that
I’d just received in some way represented the sum of all
these partners. They had each given me a piece of themselves
as they offered up their own physical integrity. Even though
judo is an individual sport, I could never have worked and
progressed without the presence and help of these fellow
practitioners. This is how this situation of mutual support
18
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creates that purest of human feelings: friendship. I also
understood that the road that I’d embarked upon was a long
one. My learning had begun, and I felt aware of my duty to
share, to pass on the little that I had already learned. Why
not do this in other places? Other towns, other countries,
other spaces, other dojos?
It was during this ceremony that the idea for my JUDO
WORLD TOUR came to me. In line with the principle of
mutual support and benefit, the jita yuwa kyoei outlined by
Kano Jigoro Shihan, I imagined practising my beloved Judo
in every country that I could manage to visit. The seed was
sown. Now it just needed to germinate...
... It took twenty years for this tiny seed to come to life.
Without ever losing sight of this dream, I followed my
path, in my personal life as well as my professional and
sporting life. I was fortunate enough to have a wonderful
marriage and to become a father to two beautiful boys. Thus,
I built my life, year after year.
When I thought about my project, I would say to myself:
"one day, maybe..."
And while I waited for that day, passionate about stories of
adventure and travel, I devoured all the books written by
explorers and adventurers that I could find. Books by Mike
Horn, Nicolas Vanier, Sylvain Tesson, Ludovic Hubler,
André Brugiroux, Gérard d'Aboville, Maud Fontenoy, or
even Peggy Bouchet filled my personal library. I studied
them down to the smallest detail. I noted their preparations,
their equipment, their routines and I even managed to ask
questions of some of them. They always responded with
such kindness and goodwill.
Throughout each story I read, I dreamed of these
adventures, living them vicariously.
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Up until the day when that project surfaced in my mind
again. It was the beginning of 2015. A few months before, I
had separated from the mother of my children and the daily
routine of my work in textile printing was starting to weigh
me down.
I’d always loved the feeling of living life at a hundred and
ten percent, loved to be active, moving. But now I had the
feeling of stagnating, of just treading water. I was eighteen
months away from turning forty. My physical condition still
allowed me to be able to take substantial training loads. It
was the right moment for me to take the plunge. I decided to
bring my project to life.
At that point, in secret, I started organising the adventure.
A very interesting phase but also one raising so many
questions. I went paperless for as many of my documents as
possible and ended the various contracts that were tying me
to this sedentary life. In order to finance my adventure, I
took the decision to sell everything. My furniture, my
business, my car, my household appliances and even some of
my guitars, however dear to my heart. I kept one of them
however, which I left at my parents’ place, along with some
books and many delegates’ or champions’ judogi, which I
had started to collect. I gave my clothes away to my children
and my friends. I felt alive again. I was in "project" mode! All
the tips, all the experiences of those who had gone before,
whose words I had devoured, came back to me naturally. I
bought the backpack that would accompany me for the
planned two years of travel. Ultralight, with a capacity of
fifty litres, I started to fill it with things that I considered
useful and particularly essential. Every day I wondered
whether this object, or that item of clothing was a good
choice, and up until the night before departure, I was
continually trying to save a few extra grams of weight here
or there, even going so far as choosing to take Dr. Bronner
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soap, which I could use to wash my body and my hair and
even to clean my teeth. In the end, at the start of my journey,
my bag weighed nearly thirty pounds. My judogi alone, with
the belt, accounted for nearly seven. Nevertheless, I did
stretch my rules a little, to include some gifts received from a
few friends: a pair of sandals, a sticker of my favourite film
“BACK TO THE FUTURE”, and a folding plastic glass,
which would delight one of my hosts in Mongolia three
months later. As a good self-respecting Breton, I also added a
few tins of PÂTÉ HÉNAFF which I would present as gifts in
thanks to my first hosts for my board and lodging.
Having achieved my objective of obtaining the backpack, I
took out insurance for the potential risks inherent in this long
period outside of France (CAP adventure - CHAPKA). Under
the advice of my family doctor, I made up a first-aid kit with
a summary sheet of dosages to be used for potential ailments
that I might encounter. I then underwent several preventive
medical examinations, in particular all the necessary shots
for international vaccinations. Finally, I made my first visa
applications, one for Belarus, the other for Russia. Beyond
these countries, I would be taking the necessary steps, as my
journey continued, in the embassies concerned for
neighbouring countries.
It would therefore take me about nine months to set the
score of this story to music that I wanted to play.
At the same time as these preparations, despite everything,
I was still taking time to prepare a technical performance for
the fifth dan examination, which I obtained on the twentyfirst of June, the day of the music festival, thanks to unfailing
support from my partners, Erwan, Lamine, Christian, and
Max.
Once all my organisational work had been completed
secretly, I then had to deal with the informational aspects.
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Announcing to my family, my children and my friends my
decision to leave to embark on this ambitious project. There
were many, particularly in my close family, who knew that I
had such a desire to travel. I had never hidden it and had
always talked about it openly and freely. These people
weren’t surprised. Aware of potential feelings of sadness or
anxiety that might be noticed, despite everything I prevented
them somewhat by making my announcement only a short
period before my departure. Just a short month so that they
would not worry too much about me. Once I had informed
my nearest and dearest, in order to increase my selfconfidence and stop myself from even slightly wanting to
turn back, I shared my resolution with everyone I knew and
anyone I encountered.
Although I quite often received messages of
encouragement from some people, there were others who
did not understand my approach and sometimes showed
surprising reactions. Some would even go to the extent of
keeping their distance from me. Individual perceptions being
what they are, I certainly don’t hold it against them. “To each
his path, to each his way, to each his dream and to each his
fate” as Tonton David puts it so well in his song.
My sons, for their part, found some lovely ways to play
down the situation. They wrote me a supportive message on
the first page of my diary, a few lines that I would reread
regularly throughout my travels. In this same diary, I also
kept with me a photo of them, taken when we had travelled
to New York a few months previously. We knew that, during
this time, our relationship would be different. However,
thanks to the communication tools that we have these days,
we would be able to see each other and hear each other
several times a week in video calls using Skype and
22
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FaceTime. Once I had left, my big boys did miss me, but I
stood by the choice I had made. The choice to fully live this
dream, a choice that I wouldn’t have again in my lifetime.
My parents, despite not being very keen on computers, were
also jumping on this band wagon. They created computer
accounts as needed to be able to follow their son’s
adventures. This son who was heading off once again. It was
a Monday. It was 14th September 2015. My dear parents, I’m
leaving...
It was my dad who took me out that morning onto the
Rennes road bypass, the starting point for my journey at the
start of this association year. My father has always been
active, sporty. Being unable to do judo in his youth, due to
the lack of facilities in his region of Rouillac en Charente, he
turned to football, rugby and then running. Always
enthusiastic, he now spends most of his spare time as a
volunteer for rugby in particular. He’s also the one who,
without realising it, gave me a taste for travel and discovery.
When I was little, I used to love lying alongside him on the
floor in front of the television. Settled against his shoulder, I
watched rugby matches but also, especially, magnificent
documentaries on nature and wildlife. The Ushuaïa
programmes presented by Nicolas Hulot and the deep-sea
diving of Jacques-Yves Cousteau left an indelible impression
on my young mind. Images that I wanted to discover one
day with my own eyes. As a young child, I was fascinated. I
dreamed of seeing these countries, these cultures, these vast
natural spaces and all the wonders of the world that were
built by Man. My father, who had embraced a military career
at a very young age, had been involved in some campaigns
abroad. Out of humility, I never asked him questions about
what he had done there, but knowing that he had been there,
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particularly to Africa, that he had seen gazelles, and buffalo,
strengthened my interest in travel even more.
Although it had rained torrentially the night before, on this
September morning the sun was out. I had chosen this date
to take account of a few elements that I believed to be
important. Once the school year had passed, I had wanted to
make the most of the summer holidays with my boys and I’d
also wanted to accompany my second son on his first day of
secondary school. Following in the footsteps of his brother,
he had finished primary school and was now moving up to
“big” school. For him this involved having to adapt to a new
way of working, combined with new learning and teaching
methods. After that, I had scheduled an extra week for
finalising my last preparations, giving back the keys to my
accommodation, shutting off utilities. Monday 14th
September 2015 was therefore arbitrarily set to be my official
departure date for my voyage, marked by a large green cross
in my diary. From the start, from the idea of departure, this
notebook, my diary, I cherished it like a treasure. It went
with me everywhere, all the time. I recorded my impressions,
my moods, every day. Before leaving, and thanks to the
various notes that I would attach to it, I already had a
writing project in mind. I was thinking of a book about this
experience, this adventure that you are about to read.
I was on the starting blocks. My journey was now about to
start. I had the outline of the route in my mind because I’d
visualised the shape of it a few times on the map of the
world that I had on the wall of my living room. From West to
East, following the main roads of each country, I had chosen
a northerly route through Europe, Russia, then Kazakhstan
and Mongolia, avoiding places in the South that were
politically unstable or areas where there was open conflict.
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When it was time for me to take to the road, there was no
emotional outpouring between my dad and me. This road
would nevertheless be guiding my steps towards new
horizons and would, each day, take me a little further from
him and from my Breton roots. Time to take a final photo, a
final inspiration and there I was, on my own. On my own
and eager to get going! Like a competition that I had been
preparing for, for many weeks, I couldn’t wait to start this
first randori with myself. Eager to go into battle. Eager to set
off on my adventure. Eager to discover other spaces, to feel
the wind on my face, to go where everything is new and
everything is wild. On that day, I walked alone but I had
with me, on my mobile, every album recorded by my
favourite singer, Jean-Jacques Goldman. His songs, so full of
meaning, had always been an accompaniment for my life
and I couldn’t have told you how many times I would listen
to them during my journey, particularly during my
travelling or waiting time, when I would be tired of reading
or studying.
I had decided to hitch-hike as much as possible on the first
stage of the journey in order to meet new people and also to
save money. In order to quickly persuade potential drivers, I
had prepared a beautiful laminated white sign, bearing the
words "JUDO WORLD TOUR", "MERCI", with my project
logo: the Earth surrounded by a black belt. With a pencil, I
could then quickly add my next destination town to my sign.
This was a great success from the start and would continue
to be so every time that I used it. I was at a strategic point on
the Rennes road bypass, at the exit for my home town. My
first driver was called Franck. I was off!
People talk about all sorts of things when hitch-hiking.
Social barriers just vanish. You open up to the other person
25
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completely, without fear, without embarrassment. Although
there may be some uncertainty about being picked up by a
car, the certainty that you will never meet again is almost
complete. Slices of life that intersect, interaction of people
often from different backgrounds, but always sharing a
common denominator: everyone who hitch-hikes will one
day become a driver who picks up hitch-hikers. This state of
affairs makes it possible to swap ideas about this mode of
transport, known all over the world. I love this means of
transport and, thanks to my sign, I never had to wait more
than fifteen minutes.
From the start my drivers would appear one after the other
in quick succession, right up until I arrived at the gateway of
Europe. After that, I would opt for the most traditional
means of transport, such as buses, trains, ferries, and even
sometimes planes where, astonishingly, the cost of a flight
would be lower than the means of transport mentioned
above. I remember all my drivers. They generally
transported me for hundreds of kilometres. I travelled
physically next to them. With our exchanges, our
discussions, I would also very often imagine their lives.
The first leg of my journey that I planned from Vannes was
the trip to the capital, Paris, five hundred kilometres away.
Many times, all around the world, people would want to talk
about the iconic landmark of the city, the Eiffel Tower.
Although I expected the Champs Elysées to be the second
best known place in France for foreigners, I was surprised to
find out that it isn’t at all. The second most popular French
attraction throughout the world is Mont Saint-Michel.
It only took two cars for me to travel about 470 kilometres
and it was Pascal who dropped me at the very beginning of
26
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the afternoon a short distance from the Arc de Triomphe on
Place de la Concorde. Now it was up to me. Despite a
message left on my FACEBOOK page a few days
beforehand, I didn’t have a judo club to welcome me as I set
foot on Parisian soil. I was nevertheless confident and
optimistic. Indeed, based on the principle of mutual support
and benefit, I hoped that once I found a club, its membership
might include somebody who would be kind enough to offer
me some accommodation so that I would be able to rest
overnight and feel ready to continue my journey the next
day. I thus spent my afternoon sending out e-mails. I
contacted all the big clubs of the capital. Surely there would
be one who would respond favourably to my request...
Wrong. Perhaps my request was a bit “last-minute”. Perhaps
my method wasn’t appropriate. Perhaps my message wasn’t
sufficiently clear. Whatever the reason, I never received a
response from them - I’m still waiting!
In order to avoid ending up sleeping under the stars on my
first night, I also contacted my friend Olivier Hermeline
sensei, teacher at the DOJO DE VANVES. If no judo club had
contacted me by the end of the afternoon, then I would train
in his club that evening and I would ask the members of that
club if they could offer me shelter. This was a good move. It
was in Olivier’s club that the first session of my journey took
place. A particularly rich and elaborate taiso training session.
Olivier graciously offered me his hospitality for this first
night of my adventure. The gamble that I had taken seemed
an ill-judged commitment or at the very least, needing some
improvement...
This concept of asking for help was completely new to me
and, what’s more, I was working without a net. I couldn’t
envisage any fall-back solution if there was no judoka
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opening up their house, apartment or dojo to me. With
hindsight, I think I neglected this important part of my
preparation and that generated a certain anxiety in me,
which stayed with me for many days. I was actually so
convinced of the universality of the principle of mutual
support between judokas that I couldn’t imagine a lack of
action and commitment to such a principle on their part. I
had taken meticulous care in the preparation of my things,
my backpack. I had taken care to properly understand and to
focus on the idea of solitude and adaptability, in particular
by choosing to sleep, in the last few nights before my
departure, in dojos for which I held a key, rather than
accepting invitations from my family or friends. I should
have planned ahead for my sleeping arrangements and put
together a plan "B" just in case.
It took me nearly ten days before I finally admitted that I
would need to reserve a bed in a hotel or youth hostel, in
order to avoid imposing my presence on someone who
didn’t really know me. I would end up using the
COUCHSURFING network, which aims to provide free
temporary accommodation on a peer-to-peer basis, but
despite my personalised requests, this system would only
end up working for me once.
The second Parisian establishment that I e-mailed was that
of Pierre Le Caer sensei, of the DOJO DE LA CHAPELLE. As
I entered his dojo, I felt aware of a special atmosphere. I was
in the presence of someone with great passion, and the right
outlook and attitude to inspire respect. Pierre had made
several trips to the Land of the Rising Sun and was happy to
share his experience. An open-minded person, always ready
to learn more, he regularly invited experts, especially from
Japan, sometimes to learn specific techniques, sometimes to
learn katas. Something that we don’t often see today - the
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doors of his dojo are open to judokas from all over the world,
all through the year and seven days a week. The Master
listened to me, heard about my project, but showed no
visible emotion. He answered my questions sparingly, a
"yes", a "no", but always kindly. I could see that the person in
front of me was someone who had lived and who, despite
his advanced years, was still living and breathing judo deep
within his soul. I was in awe. It was always without a word
that I would be invited to take part in the group and to
follow the session just like all the other people there on the
mat.
Whenever I asked for authorisation to practise with a judo
club, association or establishment, I always took the
approach that I was there to learn. I was a student there to
receive a new lesson. I couldn’t honestly consider any other
approach, and, on the other hand, this allowed me to
experience so many new teaching methods, all of equal merit
from the student’s point of view. This decision also allowed
me to practise with many different people. With no
hierarchical barriers, with the particular physical contact that
characterises our discipline, I put myself in a good frame of
mind to be able to ask for offers of accommodation at the end
of the session. This time in this club was very important in
my eyes. It comforted me on an essential point of my project.
An element that would also be the subject of a post on my
blog. A post entitled "Attitude". As I indicated in this piece
published in September 2015, the entire credibility of my
adventure relied on my outlook and interpersonal skills, on
the concept of attitude. It was after observing me practising,
with selflessness, sharing, and respect, that Pierre Le Caer
sensei, at the end of the session, simply and naturally,
offered me his own bed for the night.
I am convinced that, if my behaviour had not reflected the
values of this dojo, I would have had to find accommodation
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elsewhere than in this honourable institution. Despite some
constraints, I had had the good fortune to be educated by my
parents within a framework of values. From the start of my
initiation into judo, there was another influence in my life. In
1985, on the initiative of Bernard Midan sensei, an excellent
document was envisaged and created. Today, this important
summary document holds a prominent place in all French
dojos. The values that it mentions - courtesy, courage,
honesty, honour, modesty, respect, self-control and
friendship - provide guidance and focus for behaviour in the
context of our discipline, but also beyond it, in everyday life.
This is the “Judo Moral Code”. A particularly powerful
educational item and, consequently, one that is frequently
taken up as a model in other sporting disciplines. I would,
much to my delight, find it abroad, on my travels, sometimes
in its original form in French, other times translated into the
language of the country concerned.
When I envisaged my project, I felt the desire to share it
and, to bring it credibility and ensure a certain amount of
media coverage, I created a dedicated FACEBOOK page.
Initially called “JITA YUWA KYOEI WORLD TOUR”,in
other words “a world tour according to the principle of
mutual support and benefit”, I very soon changed the title to
“JUDO WORLD TOUR”. This made it easier to understand,
not only for judokas, but for the general public. I
nevertheless kept the name of the principle envisaged by the
founder of judo, Kano Jigoro Shihan, for the Internet address
of the blog.
My passion, the genuine guiding thread of my journey,
brought me the chance to see and admire wonderful scenery
and landmarks. By putting up a post every day on my
FACEBOOK page, I could make everyone who followed me
feel part of my journey - they could travel with me
vicariously. I was delighted. This social network, for me, was
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much more than a channel for communication. For the
planned two-year journey ahead of me, I was travelling light
when I left. No laptop, no tablet, no camera. The significant
advantage of doing things this way was that I didn’t have to
carry the weight of these items of equipment. For all my
admin for the trip, I only had a mobile phone, an Apple
iPhone 5S, because I had heard so much about its merits,
particularly concerning geolocation all over the world. I
never regretted choosing this phone, given the intensive use
that I had to subject it to. It was extremely precious to me
throughout, and I never let it out of my sight. Moreover, this
device would be the one on which I would start writing this
book. The downside was that the storage capacity of such a
device was limited, so I had to find a way to mitigate that
issue. I used FACEBOOK to save all my stories and keep a
photographic record. On my phone I only stored two or
three photos per day. All the others were deleted because
they were then available via the social network. The posts
that I put up each day were also translated into the language
of all the countries that I had visited previously. In order to
do this, I used the GOOGLE translation app. This method is
certainly not perfect in terms of syntax, grammar and turns
of phrase, but it did enable me to generate a broadly
comprehensible post. The drawback of this approach
remained the time that had to be spent on the various
“copy/paste” operations, and the length of my posts from
the mid-point of the journey onwards.
Since I was now in the French capital, I took the
opportunity to visit some of the most iconic Parisian
landmarks. From the Eiffel Tower, via the Arc de Triomphe, I
wandered the streets and avenues seeking out encounters
and discoveries. It was whilst passing in front of the French
National Assembly that I thought that I’d really like to visit
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this lofty symbol of the Republic. It was mid-morning on a
Wednesday and a government question and answer session
was scheduled for 3pm that afternoon. Unfortunately, access
was prohibited to me. In order to visit the National
Assembly, you need to have an invitation delivered by the
representative for your constituency. Of course, I didn’t have
one. It would take more than that to put me off though,
because I truly yearned to enter the building. By lawful
means, of course!
I therefore decided to phone the office of my
representative, whose contact details I had found on the
Internet. I explained the situation. In summary, there I was at
the gate, asking to go in. They were careful to make sure that
I understood that I had only a very slim chance, because it
was such short notice. However, against every expectation,
my request was accepted. I had the great surprise of
receiving the invaluable ‘magic key’ ten minutes later on my
phone. Having handed over all my personal possessions, I
then went into this building, the birthplace of all the laws of
the French Republic. It was at the height of the migration
crisis in Europe. All the countries were affected, and I must
admit that the debates were rather lively. But then, aren’t
they always? Not content with just having been able to
attend the debates, I then had the honour, at the end of the
session, to be welcomed by Mr. Hervé Pellois, the
representative for my constituency. For a few minutes, I was
able to walk the corridors of power, in particular the public
lobby. We captured this moment in time with a photo taken
in the gardens of the Assembly and from that moment on, I
could always count on the unfailing support of this man,
who is straightforward, available and completely committed
to serving his constituents.
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Before setting off to head north, I took part in a last judo
session in Paris. This time it was at the Parisian club called
LE STADE FRANÇAIS. This was a self-defence jujitsu
training session, with Laurent Rabillon sensei and RaymondYves Cairaschi sensei. It was there that I met up with my
friend Charles Haquet, a major reporter with the magazine
L'Express, who passed the rank of fifth dan at the same time
as me. At this time, we had no idea that we would find
ourselves eleven months later on the other side of the world,
close to the temples of Angkor in Cambodia. Life is full of
surprises. I was also going to have an opportunity to live an
extraordinary life the very next day.
Following the credo of “carpe diem”, I was trying to make
the most of life. The aim was to have no regrets. I believe that
by being alert and attentive, only the most wonderful things
come to us. Some people call this luck. But I call it creating
opportunities.
I actually tend to believe that opportunities can be
generated and the situation that I was about to experience on
my journey to Lille could be seen as a very good example of
this.
At my request, Hervé, my hitch-hike driver, stopped his
vehicle at a precise point on the edge of the road. A few
people were waiting in front of a coach surrounded by a
large cordon of security forces. I understood the reason for
this arrangement when some of them indicated the presence
of the French Basketball team nearby. The iconic player Tony
Parker and his partners were staying in the hotel where the
coach was parked. In Lille the EuroBasket competition was
taking place at that time and the French players were
preparing to play their semi-final that evening. In other
words, it was impossible to get into the magnificent hotel
where they were staying. All the more so with the huge
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traveller's backpack that I was carrying on my back.
However, I could see an opportunity to meet Tony Parker
and thus to bring some joy to my children. A new challenge
to take up. For them! Reserving the smallest room, right by
the doors of the establishment, would allow me to achieve
the desired result and meant that a few minutes later I would
find myself in the lounge area having a discussion with the
whole team and their managers. The players would
gradually go into their private bubble too, and before this
crucial stage of concentration, I would exchange a few words
with some of them and take the photo I wanted with the
great French player. The autographs that he would sign for
me on that day would be something for my children to be
proud of, among their classmates. I was a happy dad.
Lille is a festive city, and all the more so with so many
supporters present for the duration of this sporting
competition. The beer was flowing and the streets were
extremely lively. The sun was shining and I took the chance
to admire the giants positioned on the large central square as
well as the superb city zoo, free to visitors. A club had
responded to my requests. It was the ASPTT club and JeanFrançois Déant sensei, a Breton expatriate, who would be
officiating for the session that I was preparing for. JeanFrançois knew a lot of the judokas that I had mixed with in
my region, particularly the educational supervision in the
Breton league, and we enjoyed reminiscing about various
points on our respective paths. On the mat, there was
Nicolas, a physiology student. He was training but very
unobtrusively - I did not particularly notice him in the
middle of the group and I’d also had no chance to practise
with him. However, it was Nicolas who offered me
hospitality at the end of the session.
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I was impressed by the maturity of this erudite young man
and I very much appreciated the conversation that we shared
that evening. His duvet cover, placed on the floor of his
single student room, combined with my sleeping bag, would
turn out to be the most comfortable of mattresses. Before
leaving, I offered him a small symbolic gift. The same as I
handed over to my hosts from the start of the adventure: a
tin of pâté. But not just any pâté, a tin of PÂTÉ HÉNAFF,
"the Sailor’s Pâté". Over the years, this small blue tin has
become a staple of Breton culture - as iconic as the familiar
"nautical" striped Breton top or the traditional musical
instrument of the region, the bombard. With this offering, I
could thus express my Breton identity and belonging. When
I began my journey, this family business in Brittany, located
at Pouldreuzic in Finistère, was preparing to celebrate its
centenary and was organising a competition on its
FACEBOOK page for this. The aim of the game was to take
snapshots of the tin of pâté in real-life situations, and every
week a winner, chosen by the administrators, would receive
a gift. Using the small blue tin that had been offered to me by
my friend Soizic as a leaving gift, it was very natural for me
to join in with this concept and even to continue once it had
finished. Thus, throughout my journey until the very end, I
would post photos of my two small tins, which travelled
with me to the four corners of the earth. One of them would
come to end her life at Pouldreuzic in the HÉNAFF family
museum, next to that of Thomas Pesquet, the French
astronaut of the European Space Agency. The other would
return to Morbihan where it would be preserved as a
priceless treasure by my friend Soizic.
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2ND COUNTRY: BELGIUM
After having left the Lille area by tram, I crossed the border
between France and Belgium on foot. Even though there are
no longer border posts within the Schengen area, the
commercial landscape serves as a physical demarcation here.
On the main road to Brussels, there are many cigarette shops
and service stations, where there were none just ten metres
before. Taxes vary from one country to the other, and this
state of affairs is clearly evident here, over a very short
distance. In this final quarter of 2015, Belgium was seeing a
sporadic flow of migrants passing through, heading towards
the United Kingdom. Brussels is no exception to this rule. I
see it everywhere. This city was also the place where I came
to understand the harm that can be done by alcohol to young
people. When I set out early in the morning to explore the
city, I saw many of them on their way home, supported by
the arms of others who were equally inebriated. Unable to
stand up, some were even stretched out in the street,
completely incapable of the slightest movement.
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Against this background, my status as a Backpacker
received particular attention from the police and customs
services. I’m not twenty any more, and despite my smile and
the fact that my clothes were clean and in good condition,
and my face cleanly shaved, none of these seemed to be
sufficient. Several times a day, I was subject to arrogance,
mockery, rudeness or even disrespect from the very officials
who are supposed to represent quite different values. I’m not
counting the times when I was required to justify myself
regarding the purpose of my travels. Neither am I counting
the times when I was made to empty out everything in my
backpack. After several such inspections, having had enough
of being judged purely on what I might seem, I made an
important change, which would literally change the course
of my expedition. An action that would invariably reduce the
tension that some would try to impose on me. I took my judo
black belt and put it on top of all my other belongings, so
that it was the first thing anyone would see. Invariably, once
the belt was noticed, I would no longer be made to continue
emptying the bag.
Here, in this part of Europe, the answers that I then gave to
the questions put to me would generate a complete lack of
interest. It would be a different matter in the rest of the
world, most specifically in Russia. There, my belt would be
considered as a strong symbol of respect, admiration and
comprehension. Despite these inspections and all my travels,
I would be lucky enough to hang on to my backpack right up
to the end of my adventure. Its weight would end up
changing a little, but not its volume. Fifty litres, not one
more. As the seasons changed and changed again, I would
feed it the items of clothing that I didn’t need and get rid of
things when I no longer required them. To achieve this, I
made regular shipments of items to my family and needed to
make purchases from time to time. The various gifts I
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received were sent automatically to my parents. I would
have the joy of rediscovering them when I came home. My
backpack very soon started to bear the marks of its travels.
As time went on, I would attach to it the flag of the country I
was in. It is curious to note how difficult it was to track down
these small pieces of fabric, as a sign of having passed
through various countries. Sometimes it was a real challenge,
in fact. For example, I would end up having to buy the
Belorussian flag in Vietnam, a major centre of manufacturing
for this type of item. For the sake of simplicity, it was also in
Vietnam that I would buy all the patch badges of the
countries that I still hadn’t visited. I sewed them on during
my travelling time or when waiting between each border
crossing. This amused local people and at the same time, it
kept me busy. My backpack thus became something of a
curiosity, therefore generating smiles and conversation!
The ROYAL CROSSING CLUB DE SCHAERBEEK is a club
whose contact details were sent to me by my friend Didier
Cado sensei. Didier was the first person who opened up the
networking doors to me in this way. He would not be the last
and I would benefit from this mutual support throughout
my travels, even though I took care to perform my own
research to find dojo addresses other than those that were
offered to me. This concept of service is natural to all
judokas. In our discipline, we simply apply jita yuwa kyoei,
i.e. the cornerstone of mutual support and benefit or to put it
another way, mutual benefit by joining forces.
Judo is not a team sport, but without the presence of a
partner, or a group, there can be no individual progress. Due
to mutual support and harmonious understanding with
others, development and enrichment become possible, and
by extension, this awareness can benefit society and the
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World. In addition to jita yuwa kyoei, there are two other
essential and inseparable principles, devised by the founder,
to guide our practice. The second is seiryoku zenyo, the good
use of energy, whether physical or mental. Seiryoku zenyo
suggests application, for any problem, of the most
appropriate solution. Taking the right action at the right
time, with perfect control of the energy used. Thus, using the
adversary’s strength and intentions against them, this
concept encourages a constant dynamic search for perfection.
The final principle, and for me the most important, is “do”,
the way, the path. It is combined with “ju”, adaptation,
flexibility of body and mind, the concept of non-resistance, in
order to define the name of the discipline, judo.
Much more than a sport, judo is therefore a genuine
educational discipline that, by proposing physical, moral and
spiritual development, allows practitioners to flourish in
harmony with themselves and, in particular, with others. It is
for this reason that, in 2015, UNESCO declared this martial
art as the best first sport to teach to children and young
people, from four to twenty-one years old. By practising, by
becoming aware of each of my actions, I train to be
adaptable. This value, paramount in our societies, was
something that I would need throughout my adventure.
Beyond the moral code and my education, I needed to focus
on this forming an integral part of my attitude.
At the door of his club, when we met, Alain de Greef sensei
welcomed me cheerfully. Immediately, he took a definite
interest in my approach and I found I really enjoyed
following the challenging training session that he provided
that evening at his dojo.
The working area was rather small but this didn’t detract at
all from the quality of teaching provided here. The
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extraordinary path of his student Toma Nikiforov, who I met
at the end of the training as we enjoyed a small local drink,
attests to this. An athlete who has won medals many times
on the international circuit, a few months later Toma would
win the silver medal at the world championships in Morocco
in the open competition, i.e. all weight categories combined.
My second Belgian leg was to Liège and like a fishing float,
I was soaked. It poured and I had to walk for many minutes
to get to the address of the club, which I had found on the
Internet. The dojo was located opposite the gym to which it
belonged. This was a slightly special place because it was
owned by Mrs. Ingrid Berghmans sensei. When I pushed the
door open, I didn’t really expect to meet her behind the front
desk. Yet here I was, facing a great champion with an
impressive list of achievements. She was the highest
achieving female judoka in the world in the 1980s including,
in particular, the Seoul Olympics in 1994, when women’s
judo made its first appearance as a demonstration sport. The
coffee that she gave me had a unique and excellent flavour.
As well as warming me up nicely, it had the extraordinary
simplicity of the person who had prepared it for me and with
whom I enjoyed some conversation in the time that we spent
together before the evening session led by Francis Ghyse
sensei.
From Vannes, to the clubs visited, and I would say right up
to the end of my JUDO WORLD TOUR, I didn’t specifically
notice any major changes in the teaching of my sporting
discipline. The sessions would usually start with a general
warm-up including ukemi (falls). This would then be
followed by learning a technique on the ground, ne waza or
standing, tachi waza. Next there would be some sequences of
movements without falling, uchi komi, or with falling, nage
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komi, before the fighting section of the session, randori, for
application of the taught technique and fundamental
principles of judo as stated earlier. I wasn’t disoriented at the
moment. The only potential difference apparent between one
judo establishment and another, for students of identical
ages, was in their sporting level and particularly their results
in competition. The higher the level, the shorter the warmup, the more challenging the uchi komi and nage komi, the
less learning there was, if any, and the longer and harder the
randori.
I shared these initial observations with Jacques, this man
with a big heart who offered me hospitality after the session
at the Liege dojo judo club. "For the luck of the poor" as he
said to me when I got into his beautiful car. This would be an
evening “for the luck of the heart”. Jacques and his charming
spouse Maike welcomed me and treated me like their own
child. I could feel all the love that they gave to their own
family and to their pets. They took great care to see to my
comfort, and as reflected in their beautiful house, they were
attentive to the smallest details, even offering to wash my
judogi overnight. I would find it the next day, dry and
ironed on the living-room table, making me wonder again
whether Maike had taken any time at all to sleep last night. I
continue to be in touch with them regularly and the
friendship that was created in just those few hours is
unwavering.
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3RD COUNTRY: GERMANY
Dusseldorf was the first city on my journey where French
wasn't the language of communication. The many beautiful
and powerful cars, the women wearing designer fashion and
the luxury boutiques were indicative of the rather well-to-do
character of this city in the North Rhine-Westphalia. It had
been a long time since I’d studied German at the Lycée
SAINT FRANÇOIS-XAVIER in Vannes. A subject that I had
particularly hated and in which I had therefore never
excelled. This school, located close to the port in Vannes, has
produced some brilliant people; the yachtsman Loïc Peyron
or Anne-Claire Coudray, a high-profile news presenter on
one of the main French tv channels, with whom I shared the
school benches in my youth.
It was the club JC71 that was first to respond favourably to
the e-mail that I sent to the various establishments found on
the Internet. This way of making my request was somewhat
lacking and quickly became ineffective where Internet sites
would have no English version or where the Latin alphabet
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was not used, replaced by another. It was Thursday and as
usual there was a minibus trip to Cologne. This was mass
training at the National Centre. It was open to all
competitors. The level of commitment was high and when I
came out I was completely exhausted. In the midst of the
judokas, Kay, a young physiotherapy student was my guide,
and sometimes my interpreter. I then had the honour of
being invited to his home for dinner and for the night.
With his parents, genuinely enthusiastic about my project,
we talked at length and despite not having practised the
language of Goethe for nearly twenty years, I was surprised
to see that the few words I had learnt under sufferance came
back to my mind fairly easily. I wasn’t capable of holding a
conversation, but I did manage to work out the meaning of
some words when they were spoken clearly and gently.
However, English generally remains the language of choice
for communication with the inhabitants of the Earth.
I must admit that, in this area, the French are more than a
little bit behind their European neighbours and the rest of the
world. But personally, I’ve always adored learning English. I
studied it throughout my school years, right through to
college. I love speaking English whenever I get the chance,
particularly in my volunteer activities for the FÉDÉRATION
FRANÇAISE DE JUDO ET DISCIPLINES ASSOCIÉES
(FFJDA) when I welcome foreign delegations at the airport.
Compared with the Nordic countries or other countries such
as India and the Philippines, the difference in level is
abysmal. No need to explain where we're from when we
arrive at a youth hostel! We are recognised and labelled as
soon as we open our mouths to speak. I worked at using
each of my sentences whilst at the same time shedding this
terrible accent that is the laughing stock of most of our
neighbours.
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This quest is something that is never completed, I still have
much work to do to reach my target level. I ought to say that
learning English doesn’t operate in the same way
everywhere in the world. In many countries, particularly
India, the English language is completely integrated into
overall learning. All subjects are taught in English and the
students’ first language is thus considered in the same way
as history, geography or the sciences. This total immersion
approach is applied from the youngest age. Despite many
situations I’ve experienced, I was still always so impressed to
encounter children aged eight and ten, who spoke to me in
almost perfect English. This specific educational approach
has benefited the many young English and American
travellers that I’ve been able to meet. With disconcerting
ease, they’ve had no difficulty in finding work as teachers for
several months allowing them to generate an income. A little
fund to allow them to extend their travelling time.
There were only two countries where I had difficulties in
communicating - Kazakhstan and Thailand - but even in
these two cases, I managed to cope. Firstly, with a little
patience, you can always find someone who speaks English.
In a relatively urgent situation, I also had the option of
making myself understood in a language other than that of
Shakespeare. If I had any battery remaining on my mobile
phone and access to the Internet, with the GOOGLE
translation app, I could use my screen to show a translation
of my words. Otherwise, I had in my coat pocket a small
booklet entitled "Gpaslesmots”. This is a booklet of images,
photos of everyday life, everyday situations, common places.
Don’t they say that a picture is worth a thousand words? I’ve
proved it many times!
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Finally, the language barrier sometimes wasted a little of
my time but it also allowed me to save some and gave me
some smiles. It sometimes happened that I was bothered by
people who were drunk. When I responded to their
approaches with the first verses in French of a fable by Jean
de La Fontaine, I would generally be met by a questioning or
perplexed air, which was quite freeing. A highly effective
method! Fortunately, I would not find myself needing to use
this strategy very much throughout my journey.
From Dusseldorf to Berlin, there was only a single
travelling stage, which I completed quickly, sat on the front
right side in passenger vehicles. I found the German capital
amazing. I observed a certain form of energy there, a
dynamism, a great open-mindedness and solidarity. People
have respect for each other as they are and the image that
emerges is a beautiful thing to see. The same applies for judo.
The three establishments that I visited were different but
despite everything, what they had in common was a certain
type of organisational problem.
At the first, JUDO CLUB LINCHETENRADE, I was
welcomed by Olivier Gstöttner sensei, a former legionnaire
with whom I consequently spoke a little bit of French. At the
JUDO SPORT CLUB CHARIS 02 E.V. I practised with Franck
sensei, Christian sensei and the group. At the last club, with
Hinnerk sensei, at BERLINER JUDO CLUB 1922 E.V. I met a
French expatriate, Jean-François, who would do me the
honour of providing my accommodation for the night. These
three clubs were affected by having no fixed infrastructure.
Held in school gyms, the teachers had to put down and pick
up the mats in accordance with scheduled sessions. Despite
the fact that the mats were small at one metre squared, and
therefore light to carry, this situation is rarely viable in the
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long term. In the small signs of resignation, I can see clearly
in these teachers, however passionate, a certain type of
demotivation and exhaustion.
However, when everyone is ready on the mats, this sense
of a pessimistic feeling evaporates as if by magic. The
enjoyment of practice overrides all the material concerns and
emotional issues that may be present. The outside world and
its worries no longer exist for the duration of the sports
session.
These teachers brought me the discovery and experience of
a new concept, that of mokuso. A meditation phase, mokuso
at the start of a session was used to bring calm into the mind.
It’s a way of leaving the world and its worries outside the
dojo, to focus on the session ahead. The mokuso at the end of
the training session gives a chance to relax the body and
mind. One would try to empty one’s mind, to find a certain
serenity after the intense activity that had just taken place. I
would encounter this practice in China, in South Korea, in
Japan, in India, in Myanmar and more generally in all the
countries of South East Asia.
In Germany, in order to deal with sometimes unsettling
situations in my daily life, I made some changes in my
organisation. From my arrival in Dusseldorf, I made advance
reservations for all my nights in a youth hostel. I no longer
wanted the uncertainty of not knowing where I was going to
sleep that evening. I did this by using the
“HOSTELWORLD” app on my phone, always being careful
to book the cheapest establishment. If I wasn’t offered
accommodation by any judoka that I met at a session, I
nevertheless had a sense of security, guaranteeing me some
serenity. This arrangement also gave me greater freedom. A
freedom that came at a price, nevertheless. This was why I
chose to sleep in dormitories, mixed or not, with four to
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twenty beds or even more. Ear defenders were extremely
necessary equipment for this situation. Indispensable!
The overcrowding and lack of privacy caused me no
problems, much like the lack of storage space. Always
aiming to lighten my backpack as much as possible, the
locker that was generally attached to the bed was extremely
useful for me. This really wasn’t the case for many of those
that I encountered, who seemed to be carrying everything
around with them and the kitchen sink besides. They never
seemed to use all the things they were carrying but kept
them with them “just in case... “.
In the meantime, these travellers were wrecking their poor
backs and using so much unnecessary energy every time
they moved.
When leaving Vannes, I had freed myself from all material
concerns. The only valuable items that I had with me for my
project were my black belt, my judogi and a very thin belt
bag that I wore on my belt, containing my most precious
items: my passport, my credit cards, my vaccination logs, my
international driving permit and a USB key for all the copies
of my important documents. This bag was with me 24 hours
a day, 7 days a week, 365 days a year. I slept with it, I
showered with it, I went to the toilet with it and I had it in
my sight all the time, particularly when I was taking part in a
judo session. Everything else was necessary but not
indispensable. I therefore had no fear of losing these items or
of them being stolen from me. When we say “owning
something”, it implies that the rest doesn’t belong to us. I’m
not afraid of anything because I have nothing to lose and as I
have nothing, I have everything!
Youth hostels can be found in all the countries of the world,
and in all cities that have any tourist centre of interest.
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Providing affordable accommodation, they may be intimate,
with just a dozen customers, or more business-like large
units, with a potential sleeping capacity of a few hundred
beds. Apart from in Japan, where youth hostels are booming,
they are generally accessible from day to day. Some people
even live there when life’s hardships lead to them leaving
their own homes. Cleanness, service quality and level of
occupation vary from one country to the other and may
depend on seasonal factors. Completely autonomous and
free to use my time as I wished, I didn’t check these criteria. I
just paid attention to the price, to keeping it as low as
possible. Having a roof over my head was amply sufficient
to meet the security requirements in my personal Maslow
pyramid.
Many nationalities are represented in these places, but,
apart from the countries whose population have a very low
financial capacity for travel, the French, like the Chinese, are
rather a minority. The travelling culture is far more
developed in the Nordic countries of Europe and in
Anglophone countries than in France. Often, after validation
of their undergraduate or graduate studies, young adults
from these countries take some months out to explore the
world. This period of exploration can last up to one year but
is generally from three to six months. They then return to
their studies or start their professional career. This cultural
custom allows them, in particular, to work on developing
their language skills. Skills that are nevertheless already very
much better than ours. This means that, in the communal
area, introductions take place quite simply and naturally.
“Hi, I’m...”, “where are you from?”, “how long have you
been here?”, “how long are you staying here?”, “where have
you been before?” “have you planned to go somewhere
next? “.
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As far as I was concerned, I would quickly become a small
focus of interest. The patch badges on my backpack would
quickly bring a sparkle of interest to the eyes of all those
keen to meet and share experiences. Mutual support and
solidarity also went hand in hand because we were all
looking for good tips: the best way to get to a particular
tourist place, the cheapest local restaurants. The top objective
of the Backpacker is, basically, to spend as little as possible!
The Backpacker’s mind is always thinking of how to extend
the number of days of his trip. It’s an unrelenting quest and I
was always impressed to see how some people excelled at
this skill. They would continue to negotiate assiduously,
whilst aware that the money saved, converted into euros,
was worth only a few pence. To an extent, I also ended up
joining in this little game. Somewhat juvenile behaviour
justified by a state of affairs. As travellers, we were always
perceived by local populations as purses on legs. When in a
new country, not knowing the real value of the currency, we
were all too often scammed. So we saw it as poetic justice. A
small victory that brightened our day, when we had
negotiated like a god to save a penny or two on a kilo of
fruit, at a price that was four times cheaper than in France
anyway, despite having been absolutely fleeced the previous
evening or that morning, on a Tuk-Tuk run of two or three
kilometres and paying ten times the normal price applied for
the local population.
To avoid this type of nuisance, networking was
indispensable. I paid close attention to the descriptions when
making hostel reservations. They very often gave me a
precise indication of the amount to be paid depending on
mode of transport, between train station, bus station or
airport and hostel.
Ultimately, I adored and supported these friendly places
where, with a few minor exceptions, respect was a value
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shared by all. I even preferred them to standard mid-range
hotels that offered large rooms, but somewhat lacked
originality and for which it was necessary to pay a
considerable surplus for the smallest of services not included
in the basic provisions. A youth hostel will always provide
the essentials. WIFI was widely available, even though
network quality wasn't always excellent, and nor was the
extent of the coverage within the building. Despite
particularly low tariffs, breakfast was very often included,
considering that a kitchen was constantly available if one
wanted to prepare one’s own meals. Organised tourist trips,
particularly good value and all the more so when they are
shared with other travellers, were also generally offered.
In the hostels finally, I loved to follow the practices and
customs. It wasn’t unusual to see travellers offering their
time and energy to perform the routine activities of the
establishment. For a few hours a day, they were rewarded
with some free nights of accommodation during their stay.
The simplest hostels thus generally met all of my needs. On
my arrival I would nevertheless check whether washing
machines were available or, if not, whether there was a
launderette nearby. Although I could wash my tee-shirt and
my underclothes every day while showering, my judogi and
my trousers required proper machine washing regularly.
All hostel experiences are exceptional. Every story that one
experiences generates an unforgettable memory. I will never
forget the SOUL KITCHEN HOSTEL in Saint Petersburg,
identified as one of the most beautiful youth hostels in the
world. I forgot my duvet there! The upside of this situation
was that I lightened my backpack by an item that I would
come to consider non-essential by the end of my journey.
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4TH COUNTRY: NETHERLANDS
Having been taken on as a volunteer by the FFJDA for the
organisation of the "Paris Grand Slam Ile de France" judo
tournament, I didn’t want to go any further than the city of
Berlin. On my return to Paris, I chose to add the Netherlands
to my travels and stopped off in Amsterdam. Although the
city was rather tranquil during the week, with its 811,500
bicycles, at the weekend, it became a real place of
debauchery for young French people. It was amazing to
observe how the red-light district and the coffee shops were
full of crowds on Saturdays and Sundays.
My requests to clubs via their Internet sites didn’t bring me
complete satisfaction. There were many who never
responded and, also, I had trouble with keeping track of all
my requests. Some sites have set up a form-based system.
Others required me to send one, or even several, e-mails
because I had different possible recipients. Ultimately, I
ended up not knowing who I had sent my requests to and I
had to laboriously cross-check my information whenever a
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reply came in to me. In cases where I had received no reply
to my electronic messages but had managed to find the
weekly timetable of sessions on the club website, I would
turn up an hour before the start of training. I then introduced
myself to the teacher, told him about my challenge and asked
him whether I could attend the session. Throughout my
adventure, I received only two refusals. These occurred in
Japan, despite it being the country where judo was born. The
explanation was that it was generally necessary in this
country to be presented by a third party. In order to facilitate
this approach of a physical presentation, I would create
visiting cards in Mongolia. They would confer a certain sort
of credibility on the project.
This was how I found myself at the door of the JUDO
CLUB ACADEMIE in Amsterdam and met Luc sensei and
Mark sensei. They welcomed me warmly to their dojo
located close to the Van Gogh museum. For the first time
since I’d set off, I saw judokas training in the katas. If judo
was likened to language learning, the katas could be
considered to be the grammar. The postures, movements and
techniques to be learnt illustrate the fundamental principles
to be mastered for correct long-term practice of judo
throughout one’s life. This is the common base for all
practitioners.
Ruud and his partner were preparing for an international
competition in this rigorous discipline. They refined and
regulated the finest details, fully assimilated the ju no kata,
the kata of flexibility, which they would need to present in a
few weeks. I had the luck and the opportunity to practise
with knowledgeable people. I benefited from this by taking
UKE’s role, receiving the throws. Only one other time would
I see people practising the kata. That would be at Laos.
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Always with the aim of presentation in an international
competition.
I left Amsterdam for Paris, for the first time using longdistance bus services. The commercial battle between the two
main companies in this sector, EUROLINE and FLEXIBUS,
works to the benefit of the consumer. Prices are low. This
had no effect on the service quality offered. It was
impeccable. The seats were very comfortable, generally
equipped with a power socket. WIFI was always available
and of excellent quality. I would use this very cheap means
of transport to return to Berlin, then to go to Poland, once my
voluntary work was completed.
On this bus, I met Oussama and Mounir, two Algerians on
a business trip. The free, open conversations that we had
were enlightening for all of us. In this regard, I often
remember the two phrases that Oussama said to me then:
“All our lives, we sacrifice our health to earn money. Once
our professional career is over, we sacrifice this money to
have health”. There’s some truth in this thought. For me,
health is the most important aspect of life. On this sporting
adventure, it was even more so. The biggest risk of my
project was injury. I had taken out insurance to cover all the
risks in this matter, but I wasn’t protected from having to
suspend my trip if I underwent the slightest physical injury. I
therefore paid particular attention to listening to my body. I
rested as much as I considered necessary and constantly
made sure that I was eating well and staying hydrated.
During training sessions, I also preferred to take fifty ippons
in a single session rather than forcing, blocking and leaving
on a chair or stretcher with a broken arm or a knee brace.
Despite everything I would end up undergoing a few small
problems known to judokas all over the world. A major
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trauma on one of my fingers in China, which would prove
extremely incapacitating for a few months, and some
problems with my left knee that would fade after a short rest
period.
So I returned to the French capital and smiled inside as I
strolled through several of its districts. Groups of ten to
twenty people were standing outside the front of their
employers’ premises in various places in the city. The trade
union demands that they were expressing didn’t seem to be
the same but the spirit of protest was there. I would only see
these types of groups in Canada, almost at the very end of
my trip.
I felt like a child when I had the chance to spend time with
champions. The international competition that took place at
the start of October 2015 at the Palais Omnisports in Paris
Bercy provided a new opportunity for me to meet people
and therefore new happiness.
The sports complex had just opened after major renovation
work and was now called the ARENA BERCY. For one week,
I took the role of welcoming delegations at Paris airports.
With my partner Julia, the drivers Pascal, Sébastien, Jerome
and others, we would be responsible for the athletes,
managing the process of guiding them to their respective
hotels. Although it was enjoyable to see them recognising us
every year, I also saw it as an excellent opportunity to
practise the English language.
During these few days, I performed all the tasks assigned
to me, whilst being able to watch magnificent fights at times,
taking place in the central area.
I was able to add to my enjoyment, once the competition
was ended, by going to watch these athletes who all then get
together on the same mat for a joint training session.
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Two indoor arenas were equipped for the occasion, in
which I saw a few judokas with whom I had had the
opportunity to practise during the first weeks of my journey.
Unfortunately, I wouldn’t have the chance to work with
them on the mat this time.
In this Olympic preparation phase, there were already too
many of them for the available area. I preferred to remain
discrete and not to ask for this favour from the French
management. I nevertheless exchanged a few words with
some people. There were many who would enjoy welcoming
me to their establishment during the rest of my travels.
In the meantime, I decided to go back to the city of Berlin to
continue my adventure onward from there to Poland.
However, I couldn’t do this without first having greeted
some friends. It was 21st October 2015, an extremely
important date in the “BACK TO THE FUTURE” film
trilogy.
A group of fans, friends, had made the journey specially to
participate in a major event organised on that evening in
Paris in recognition of the story of the film and its main
characters, Marty Mcfly and Doc Emmett Brown. There was
no way for me to join them because I had to leave, I would
surely meet them again sometime later. I would be back in
the future!
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5TH COUNTRY: POLAND
Katowice was my point of entry into Poland. The bus was
late and I got off in this mining basin city in the middle of the
night.
I hadn’t prepared for this eventuality and didn’t have a
place lined up for sleeping that night. All the youth hostels
were full or unreachable.
I was alone in the middle of nowhere.
At the start of my journey I had tried using the services of
the COUCHSURFING network but my approaches had
always been in vain.
Today, fortunately, Maria responded favourably to my
request, a message in a bottle that I’d sent out. Thanks to her,
I found my way to a hostel on the next day, to continue my
route.
During my exploration of the cities and countries that I
passed through, I wanted to visit places, often full of
emotion, that had marked or that still now bear witness to
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History. I consider the duty of remembrance important and
necessary.
Contemporary humanity must not reproduce the errors of
the past.
So far, I had seen the Berlin Wall and visited the house of
Anne Franck at Amsterdam. Later I would see the Great Wall
of China, the demarcation zone between North Korea and
South Korea, the town of Hiroshima in Japan or even the
Cambodian killing fields. The Auschwitz - Birkenau
concentration camps were therefore an essential stop on my
journey, which would leave a permanent impression on me.
Within this place, as with those cited before, there was no
limit to the power of human violence. I visited History with
respect, compassion and in a spirit of sharing.
I regularly sent my friend Sébastien all the brochures that
were given to me on entry to these tragic places.
Up to this point, I had benefited from pleasant or even
great weather, and this would be with me almost until the
end of my voyage.
I never pay attention to the seasons when I’m travelling
though. For one thing, I can’t change the weather, and for
another, bad weather for me is conducive to taking beautiful
photos often with the greatest contrasts. I should also say
that I like bad weather. When it rains or snows, when the
wind is blowing or there’s a storm, things can only get better.
This isn’t so in the opposite situation. Beautiful weather can
only get worse.
It was in Poland that I found it was time for a bit of a
reassessment of my wardrobe. I bought a hat, a coat and a
few other garments in anticipation of the cold that I’d soon
be experiencing, as I was heading into winter in Russia,
Kazakhstan and later Mongolia.
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It’s important to note that, despite Poland’s membership of
the European Union, this was where I needed to change
currency for the first time since my departure. The Zloty
became the first in a long series of different currencies. I
wouldn’t be coming back to European currency until I
returned to France.
It’s interesting to look at the major disparities that exist
between currencies. I’m not talking here about the price you
pay for the same item, varying between countries, but about
the number of coins or notes used for the same value. In
some countries, I felt as if I was rich, with all the notes that I
had in my pocket, although in fact I only had the equivalent
of a few euros.
Fortunately, to help me with my budgeting, on my mobile I
had a free exchange rate app, XE CURRENCY. By relating
the cost of a local item to its value in France, I could simplify
my decision making. Today’s connected world does make
travel easier. I downloaded many other apps that proved
extremely helpful in my daily life. GOOGLE Maps allowed
me to move easily from one point to another, to locate the
accommodation and the dojos that I wanted to get to. I
booked my overnight stays in youth hostels using the
HOSTELWORD app.
CTRIP, FLIXBUS and SKYSCANNER helped me to choose
the best mode of transport to use, as needed.
Finally, every day, I spent time reading and working in
foreign languages on MOSALINGUA and DUOLINGO. This
helped me to improve my English and to learn Spanish so
that I would be prepared for visiting the Latin American
countries.
It was thanks to Bartlomiej, who I met via FACEBOOK,
that I was able to access SEKCJA JUDO KS AZSAWF
KATOWICE managed by Piotr Sadowski sensei.
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The group here was formed of many people who competed
in the national team and Bartlomiej was one of these strong
judokas with whom I enjoyed training. Proving how small
our world can be, a few months later, Bartlomiej would post
to my FACEBOOK a photo of him with Kay, the judoka who
had welcomed me when I visited Dusseldorf. At a sporting
event, they met each other and ended up talking about the
JUDO WORLD TOUR. They then realised that they had both
crossed my path.
My friend Bartlomiej proved to be a great help throughout
my adventure. He was the person who created the map of
countries visited and ensured that it was updated regularly.
At his club, where there was a magnificent mural, I also
noted an odd situation. Some of the judokas didn’t train with
the group but were performing special muscle strengthening
exercises. I learnt that they were injured and therefore
couldn’t follow the main session with the others on the mat.
This was something that I would see again in Vietnam. The
national coach would also share a rather relevant observation
with me: "just because you have an arm injury doesn’t mean
that you can’t work on your legs, and vice versa!".
In order to get to Belarus, I needed to travel via Warsaw, a
city that was completely devastated during the second world
war. I was surprised to learn this during a free tour that
covered the history of the ghetto and the persecution of Jews
in this city. The centre of the Polish capital doesn’t show a
modern architectural face. On the contrary, it has been
extremely well rebuilt to look exactly like it used to in the
past, based on historical archives. It’s a lovely place for
walking and I learned, in particular, that Esperanto, the
international language spoken in about 120 countries all over
the world, was invented and created there in 1887 by Ludwik
Lejzer Zamenhof.
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When it came to food, I wanted to be in tune with local
practices and customs. The climate combined with the
geographical location of the countries had a significant effect
on the variety of fauna and flora.
This means that there are huge variations in the plants and
animals available for creation of human food.
Each country has its culinary specialities and traditions
and, without pre-judging them, I tried and tasted everything
that was put before me.
I was particularly keen on street food because, every day, it
would always have the advantage of being fresh, local and
good value. So I tasted currywurst (curry flavour sausages)
in Germany, and would eat scorpions and dumplings in
China, pho soups in Vietnam, natto in Japan, samosas in
India, dugong in Australia.
Regarding drinks, the fermented camel’s milk or mare’s
milk that I would come to drink in Mongolia, accompanying
the meat from the same animals didn’t seem unpleasant to
me. I honoured whatever was offered to me even though I
sometimes had to grit my teeth.
So, in Poland, I ate pierogis, the filled ravioli that I would
also find later in Russia, under the name of Pielmenis.
I can’t put together a list of everything that I was able to eat
or drink, but I must admit that the thought of a fine prime rib
on the barbecue or a great cheese board made my mouth
water. I allowed myself a moment of craziness in Japan and
spent thirteen dollars on a “President” brand box of
camembert. All too aware of the overpricing, I savoured it as
if it was caviar, with a baguette in the KODOKAN break
room.
With varying degrees of success, then, my palate
discovered new flavours, and so I had no problem in
covering my basic daily requirements. However, there were
times when I suffered with stomach problems. Sometimes
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these would lead to a substantial weight loss in countries
where hygiene was more of a potential issue. It was clear that
on my return I would be in a different weight category.
On another note, not being able to play guitar weighed me
down at times. Some youth hostels provided a guitar for
guests, and so I ended up playing a few pieces. When there
were times when I went for several long weeks without
being able to strum on any strings, I would go into a music
shop and ask to try a few guitars. This always helped me to
keep going until the next time.
Before leaving Warsaw, I had the honour of visiting one
last judo club. It was located in a polytechnic school. This
was the SEKCJA JUDO POLITECHNIKI WARSZAWKIEJ of
Przemyslaw Hajduk sensei.
Worthy of a genuinely excellent sports complex, the
polytechnic had all the necessary infrastructure for success.
Impressive facilities of the sort that I would only ever find in
Belarus, Russia and Kazakhstan.
The polytechnic basically provided its students with a
superb dojo, a pool, a jacuzzi and a sauna.
In the countries of the former Soviet Union, the sauna is
culturally anchored in society, like the onsen public baths are
in Japan. Often combined with a large cold water pool, it is
recognised as helping with elimination of fatigue, toxins and
stress.
Enjoying a session here after training, as I would do later
with members of the Russian national team in Adler,
therefore gave me the greatest benefit.
It put me in a good frame of mind to be able to walk back
to the hostel and prepare myself psychologically for the next
day.
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Tomorrow was going to be a special day. I was preparing
to leave the European Union.
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6TH COUNTRY: BELARUS
On 1st November 2015, I was on the train. This was the first
time since the very start of my journey that I’d taken this
means of transport.
I was heading towards Brest in Belarus, not to be confused
with the town of the same name in Brittany in France. I was
preparing to head into one of the two countries for which I
had needed to apply for a visa beforehand in France. Just as
with its neighbour, Russia, obtaining a residency permit is
far from an easy task. Being aware of this, I had also
favoured using the services of a French visa management
company in order to avoid having to make lots of visits to
the Parisian consulate.
I had to book hotels in advance, sending an inordinate
quantity of documentation so that I could ultimately receive
it, with the obligation to stay strictly within the constraints of
the schedule that I had set for myself.
Up to this point, no stamps had been added to my
passport. Today would be the day that I’d be crossing the
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border by land, and what’s more, by train. I had no idea how
this type of procedure would take place.
I shared my sleeper cabin with Oleg and Ieveenig who
laughed at my level of excitement about this event. Despite
the feeling of being completely innocent and having nothing
to hide, I would always have a bit of anxiety when crossing
borders. Whether leaving or entering a country, I didn’t like
the idea that my fate may be entirely dependent on the good
will of the police officer who happened to be there in front of
me. This woman or this man had actual power and could, if
he or she wished, completely overturn the travel schedule
that I’d arranged for myself.
This could well have been the case a few days later in
Russia and I would also observe someone being prohibited
from leaving Myanmar just because the corner of one of the
pages of his passport was torn.
On another note, in Cambodia, I would be kindly relieved
of a “little” hundred-dollar note by the immigration services.
“The Earth is only one country and all of mankind its
citizens” (Bahá’u’lláh). If only this could be true and the
borders abolished!
In the meantime, this was not the case and I had to deal
with and comply with all the regulatory political
requirements.
So there are two stops that mark the crossing of the
boundary line between Poland and Belarus.
The first is on Polish territory where the formalities for
leaving are fairly simple. The official looked at my passport
and checked that my face really was the same as the one in
the photo in my precious travel document.
Just a few metres further down the track, the second
inspection would be completely different.
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Once the sniffer dogs had passed, I heard a repeated
clicking noise approaching. To add to my nerves, one of my
neighbours in the compartment found it amusing to mime
loading a handgun when I asked about it. I was uneasy and
the tension was palpable.
As I’d found in Belgium, my situation aroused particular
interest from the immigration and customs services. On the
request of the officers, I had to empty out my backpack
completely, because something posed a problem. “So what’s
this box with all these tablets? “. My first-aid kit was a bit of
a challenge for them. The sheet on which the dosages were
noted wasn’t translated into English. It was subject to the
most intense scrutiny, down to the smallest of details and the
intervention of a third party would prove necessary to allow
me to continue my journey. This was far from over!
When I arrived at the hotel, I realised immediately that I
was in a country where the practice of inspection was an
obligation, even second nature. My presence was recorded in
a register and every morning a man with a small black
briefcase would come to look at this book. The immigration
sheet that was given to me on the train also bore the
authentication of my actual presence in the hotel. Any
change of travel plans is prohibited, there is no flexibility.
I had to stay in the establishments that I’d booked at the
time of my original visa application.
This was all the more unsettling given that I had arrived in
a country where time seemed to have stopped in the 1970s,
whether in terms of lifestyle, haircuts, cars, or clothing. The
colours of red, khaki and brown dominated everything and
the gigantic scale of the communist monuments there
matched the level of devotion of the country’s youth to its
army.
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In this context, my aim was to very quickly find a
welcoming establishment in order to satisfy my aim of at
least one judo training session in each country visited.
But here I faced a dead end. It wasn’t possible for me to
understand the Internet sites. It was impossible for me to act
without help.
Fortunately, I once again benefited from human kindness.
The receptionist, Irina, a pretty girl from the East, conducted
searches for me to find a club and to give me its opening
hours and address. With the same kindness, she would
respond to each of my requests and would even be
compassionate at the end of my stay when I presented her
with a photo of the water that came out of my taps at this
hotel classified as a three-star establishment. Despite there
being no work going on in this area, the water was black.
There was no way for me to get to the BREST FIGHT CLUB
BUSHIDO, twenty minutes or so from the hotel, without the
services of a taxi. The entrance was guarded by a Baboushka,
a Russian grandmother, and just as in the churches, where
they are omnipresent, it’s better to cooperate and meet all
their requirements.
As I hadn’t had any opportunity to send notification of my
impending arrival, I was about an hour early. There were a
few children in the changing room and so I prepared to
accompany them whilst awaiting the arrival of the teacher.
To be able to reach out and communicate with local people
and especially with children, I carried with me two packs of
cards. No need for talking, let alone understanding every
word of the local languages. The universality of this game
throughout the world was sufficient for me to make myself
understood. These two packs allowed me to do a few magic
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tricks. This was always fairly successful and, on this day, too,
I was loudly applauded by my young audience.
When he arrived, Alexander Sergeevich sensei welcomed
me with enthusiasm and suggested immediately that I take
the session. This freed him up to manage some
administrative tasks and to talk with some of the parents
watching at the edge of the mat.
The framework for practice was a little surprising.
Some of the children were wearing a hat, others were
wearing their outdoor jackets, or even jewellery under their
judogi.
This didn’t stop these youngsters aged eight to eleven from
following my session with great interest. At the end of the
class, they greeted me in turn and even called out to me to
admire some of their skills. Despite their young age, the
shime waza choking techniques and the keys to kansetsu
waza held no secrets for them. As I would see in Kazakhstan
and in Thailand, at this club there were actually substantial
bridges between the various combat sports: judo, jujitsu,
sambo and even MMA. The young students had a go at all
the disciplines at the same time. This allowed them to take
part in different competitions and thus to glean many
medals. Alexander was therefore proud to show me all the
trophies won by his establishment. He was also happy to
show me the sauna and pool facilities that his students could
use at the end of each training session.
In Minsk, my final stop in Belarus, it was once again thanks
to the services of the hotel receptionist that I was able to be
put in touch with a judo club. This club was located fifteen
minutes walk away from my room, and so I had no need to
find a means of transport to get me there. Except that at the
time that I got all the necessary information, the name and
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address, it was nine o’clock in the morning. The session had
just started.
Jogging gave me a useful warm-up and I arrived at the dojo
right in the middle of the phase of repetitions of movements,
uchi komi.
After the usual introductions and explanation of the reason
for my presence to Simeon Gumanov sensei, I found myself
on the mat, facing a judoka who didn’t seem particularly
thrilled to find me taking the place of his accustomed
partner.
This "Golgoth" weighing more than 12 stone would spend
thirty minutes inflicting falls on me using his “special”
favourite technique, ura nage.
I’m not very tall but I’m convinced that I shrank a little bit
during these particularly intense and challenging minutes.
This was the first and would be the last single time in my
adventure, that I would perceive a certain level of hostility
from one of my partners.
When I arrived in a club, I was conscientiously scrutinised
by the teachers. I would even be assessed, tested. As a
general rule, the senseis would put me into the hands of the
best athlete in my weight category and observe. Sometimes
the latter would even come up to me directly to confront me
on the ground or standing. I observed that they only very
rarely performed the warm-up and the session, but they
always chose the last randori in a long series to come and
position themselves opposite me.
For the two hours of this training session, I was thus
entitled to fight for more than twenty minutes with the same
partner up until the time when he would cause me to fall
onto the mat. The test seemed to have been completed,
because I was invited to come back that evening for training
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with the juniors. But my back and neck had hardly recovered
from the uchi komi of the morning. The mat here seemed
hard to me. Siméon Gumanov sensei was replaced by
Ryabcev Leonid Sergeevich sensei but the teaching method
remained the same.
These teachers, bearing their prestigious high-ranking
white and red belts, were seated on chairs at the edge of the
mat. With their thick socks and a big woollen jumper under
their judogi, they directed and controlled the session.
The students, who are used to this, apply the instructions
that are given to them in the same spirit as they comply with
the verdict of the scales. Indeed, as I would later see in the
Japanese schools but also in Myanmar with the national
team, all the students at the end of each training session,
noted the results shown on the scales in a book provided for
this purpose. This is used to implement regular monitoring
of weight, given that competition judo operates in weight
categories.
Minsk is a dull city in the rain. Perhaps that was the
projection of my frame of mind inviting me to define it thus.
I looked forward to continuing my adventure and
discovering new cultures, other landscapes, experiencing
extraordinary and unforgettable meetings.
The next country looked hopeful in this regard. I felt
impatient.
Tomorrow, I would arrive in Russia.
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7TH COUNTRY: RUSSIA
“Red Square was empty. Nathalie walked in front of me.
My guide had such a pretty name. Nathalie… “… I could
hear this song by Gilbert Bécaud playing in my ears as I set
foot in the main square of Moscow.
Outside, the temperature was minus four degrees, but the
effect of the wind chill made it feel more like minus twelve.
This didn’t bother me in any way. I’d always preferred the
cold seasons to the hot ones. I was in Russia and I was
extremely excited to be able to explore beneath the first
flurries of snow. It was the second and final country for
which I had applied for a visa beforehand from France.
Concerning the degree of requirements of the administrative
services, I had had to apply three times, and had finally
recovered my passport with the entry ticket attached on top
the day before leaving Vannes.
This was a country in which I would go constantly from
one surprise to the next. Despite the constraint of having
made an advance payment for my accommodation, imposed
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by the consulate in France, I was pleasantly surprised to
learn, from the hotel reception, that I was free to choose not
to stay in the establishment as scheduled.
My bank card hadn’t been debited. So I had the option of
moving somewhere that seemed good to me anywhere in the
territory during the period of my tourist visa.
This provision opened doors to me just as I had hoped
would happen. I could visit Saint Petersburg, which was not
originally on my schedule, and in particular I could go to
Sochi - I had been holding a hope of training there with the
Russian judo national team.
Once again, I called on the services of a receptionist to aid
me in some of my approaches. Oksana was invaluable as an
assistant. She made all my transport reservations, because I
realised very quickly that the tariffs applied for national
companies were five to ten times lower than those that I’d
been able to see using French Internet sites. Oksana made
bookings to suit my preferences, even going so far as to use
her personal codes so that I could benefit from the best of
current promotions.
I was living the dream. I could take the Trans-Siberian
railway!
Any prejudices that I might have had about Russia before
going were swept away with one hand as soon as I got to
that vast land. The Russian people were extremely kind and
offered to help me whenever I needed assistance. During my
time in Moscow, France was shaken by dramatic attacks and
the Russians never failed to show me compassion whenever
they learned my country of origin. Here, there was a very
high police and military presence. There were remote
surveillance cameras and security gates everywhere. I
stopped counting the number of times I had to open my
backpack to show the contents, but paradoxically, I felt very
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safe. With my black belt on top of all my other belongings,
these checks were generally quick, because they were
simplified, and very often a new conversation was started
about the belt and the organisation of my journey.
I would even sing the Marseillaise with the police in a
station, lost in the middle of nowhere at three o’clock in the
morning, during my transit between Kazakhstan and
Mongolia.
In this high-security atmosphere, I visited all the tourist
attractions of the city: the Kremlin, the magnificent GUM
shopping complex, Lenin’s tomb, the extraordinary
Partizanskaya market, VDNKH Park, Saint Basil’s
Cathedral...
But it was what lay underneath the capital, in particular,
that most impressed me.
At a depth of about one hundred metres, the Moscow
metro system, a fallout shelter, is an absolute jewel, an
underground palace with all of its ornaments.
I took half a day just to explore the number five circle line.
I stopped at every one of the stations to admire the statues
and frescoes, the chandeliers and the marble. Once I'd taken
some photos, I then got on the next train to continue round
until I’d completed the full circle.
All of Soviet power can be seen there, in the stylised art. I
would never get tired of discovering new details with every
use of this mode of transport.
Since my time in Poland, I always walked with a small
piece of paper in my pocket.
I was careful never to lose this, because what it contained
was of paramount importance for me. I have always
sincerely believed that the four words, "hello", "please",
"thank you", and “sorry”, with the addition of a smile,
contribute to healthy and lasting relationships in society. I
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also have told my children that success in life comes with
expertise, but especially when it is combined with the
outlook and attitude found in use of these four terms
representing politeness and respect. In every country, I had
these expressions translated, as well as those of "goodbye",
"how are you?", and "great!". My contacts with local
populations were thus greatly facilitated and everyone that I
encountered on my journey showed me kindness and
friendliness.
It was the same with Julia and Paul, two young Russians
that I shared a space with on the night train between
Moscow and Saint Petersburg. I loved this travel
arrangement. It meant that my daily life was not interrupted
and especially, it allowed me to save money on a night’s stay
in a traditional hostel.
Julia and Paul did not know each other so we were all
getting to know each other at the same time. Paul was a
young man of thirty and Julia was only twenty-two. We
spent the whole night talking. Time didn’t matter much to us
and, when it came to the time to leave the carriage, without
me expecting it at all, these two people offered me
everything that they had.
Paul handed me a ticket and accompanied me into the
metro so that I could go to the youth hostel that I’d booked.
Julia, for her part, gifted me her time. She intended to show
me around Saint Petersburg, this city that I was impatient to
explore.
In fact, when he was doing his military service in the
French Navy, my uncle had had the chance to stop off there
and had very often sung the praises of the beauty of the city.
In his time, the city was still called Leningrad.
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Once I had dropped off my luggage, Julia and her friend
Marguerita waited for me at the foot of my building. The
Admiralty district building. It contained the fantastic SOUL
KITCHEN HOSTEL, the most beautiful of all the hostels I
stayed in.
With my young guides, in a freezing wind, I wandered the
streets of the second largest city and the former capital of the
Russian empire.
Two amazing days on the banks of the Neva, during which
I would be dazzled by the architectural beauty before my
eyes but especially by so much kindness from these two
charming young Russian women.
Unfortunately, I was subject to a time constraint. The visa
that had been given to me only allowed me twelve days to
visit Russia.
So I had to leave my new friends quickly and take a plane
to Sochi, and more precisely Adler.
It was in this former Olympic city on the shores of the Black
Sea that the Russian national judo team had its quarters and
it was thanks to the trainers Patrick Roux sensei and JeanPierre Gibert sensei, who I’d met in Paris one month earlier,
that I was allowed to train on the mats with that team.
When I reached Adler, Feliciano Marotto, the team’s
physiotherapist took charge of me. With Julietta, an athlete,
he took care of my settling in and ensured that I had
everything I needed right up until my departure.
Patrick and Jean-Pierre were away at that time, and it was
Dimitri Morozov sensei and Andzor Gaunov sensei who
would provide the training sessions. They had been told of
my visit in advance and they welcomed me sympathetically,
introducing me to the whole group.
In this resort I found sports facilities and equipment of the
highest quality.
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Regarding the everyday life of the athletes, I was impressed
by the attention to detail, the almost clockwork precision of
the training programmes put together by trainer in chief Ezio
Gamba sensei. His methods are tried and tested. In
particular, they had allowed the Russian men’s team to win
no less than five medals, including two titles in the last
Olympic games in London in 2012. The judokas, depending
on their individual schedules, know their timetable by heart
and give their greatest effort for the exercises to be
performed.
The morning ritual itself is unchanging. Each day started at
8 am with a stretching session before breakfast. In cathedrallike silence, everyone would be in the dojo, the athletes and
the management together.
At 10 am I was honoured to take part in kumi kata with
certain athletes from the team. Fighting at fifty percent
power for five minutes then at one hundred percent for one
minute. I caught my breath between each ippon. I didn’t
really see the difference in the strength of the moves that I
experienced. With a feeling of soaring, yet also floating, I
admired the technical level and endurance of these
champions. The days were hard and repetitive but all the
exercises that they performed, particularly those for
strengthening muscles at the end of a session, with rope
climbing under weight stress, didn’t seem to satisfy their
insatiable appetite. They still managed to find ways to
challenge themselves with games of pure strength, in a
healthy atmosphere and a competitive spirit to the benefit of
all. The whole Russian spirit of the strong man!
With two training sessions par day as well as specific
muscle work, the workload is as large as the weight on the
mats of this dojo. Once again, I held onto a fragment, a mark,
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a memory: one photo with the group and one with the
teachers, the senseis. Two snapshots to illustrate my
FACEBOOK post of the day. I almost took another that
would have been symbolic for my project. Basically, just
through a chance of timing, the Russian President, Vladimir
Putin, high-ranking eighth dan in judo, came to greet the
national team two days before my arrival. A missed chance
to discuss the JUDO WORLD TOUR with one of the most
powerful men on the planet…
Despite spending several hours, after my departure from
Sochi, looking through the window of the mythical TransSiberian railway that was taking me to Astana, looking at the
superb scenery that rolls past me, I was still thinking about
this. I was sitting in a half-empty sleeper train and I had
ahead of me about eighty-one hours, more than three days,
to spend in the same compartment, in this same confined
space, under the authority of two women from the rail
company. They took turns in shifts and their role wasn’t
limited solely to ticket inspections. Always immaculately
dressed, they also did the cleaning of the premises and
facilities, selling of souvenirs and consumer items and
loading of the coal. Once their professional obligations were
completed they could go back to their personal lives and I
saw them wandering the sleeper corridor in their dressinggowns. On this train, at this precise time, I was aware of the
immensity of the Universe and the smallness of my existence
on Earth. I was nothing and even less, nobody. Just one small
man who wanted to go around the world from West to East
with his passion for judo to guide him.
Everything is relative and this idea appeared to me as an
obvious truth. Running water and electricity are luxury
items. It seemed certain to me that the rural homes that I
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could see just a few hundred metres from the railway line
didn’t have those items. In France, what a privilege it is not
to have to go into a hut at the bottom of the garden, when
we’re driven by the urge that leads us to “sit on the throne”.
Here, there were outdoor wooden latrines provided for all
the houses.
Changing the subject completely, what is fame? I observed
that, for a good number of people on Earth, the only leading
lights that they know belong to their immediate local
environment or at the most to the regional area.
It was in this context that I shared my night with simple
people, who offered me their food and talked to me about
their lives, whilst I tried in vain to understand all their
words. We also shared our smiles when we heard their
phones ring out with the musical standards of Mireille
Mathieu or even Salvatore Adamo, two French-language
singers from a time before mine. The Russian people never
stopped showing me their warmth and I would very shortly
be seeing this again.
Russia is a gigantic country covered by no less than eleven
time zones. However, for the train, the reference time shown
on the tickets and in the stations is that of Moscow. It could
very well be seven in the evening in Vladivostok. If it was
marked as nineteen hours on the transfer ticket, it would
mean that, in reality, one would have to wait seven hours. At
the same time, it would only be midday in the capital. When
I left Sochi, I had three days ahead of me to reach
Kazakhstan. In other words, I had some leeway! Ultimately, I
didn’t have so much, quite the contrary! With all these time
differences, I crossed the border a mere five hours late by the
border guards’ watches. A mere five hours that were very
important because they meant a change of date on the
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calendar. To put it simply, it was one day past the validity
end date of my Russian visa. So when they got to me and
stopped, the immigration service personnel made it clear to
me that the date displayed on my passport differed from that
shown on their stamp.
I was in the wrong and was asked to get off the train with
only my coat to cover the small tee-shirt that I was wearing.
My socks, my backpack, and everything it contained,
remained on the train. I wasn’t allowed totake them.
According to their words, the formalities concerning me
would be quick, as they should be for the other passengers
on the train in this low season for tourism. The occupancy
rate was barely thirty percent. I was there in the countryside,
my bare feet in minimal city shoes with my belt bag on my
belt. The countdown began.
Missing his footing a few times on the ice, the immigration
official who'd taken charge of me led me at a run to an office
located a few hundred metres from the rails. A one-day
extension stamp was then able to be applied to my passport
as soon as I had paid a sum of a thousand rubles, or about
fourteen euros, for this customs procedure.
Unfortunately, the situation then became more
complicated. Although I had dollars on me, I no longer had
enough local currency in my wallet. I would always get
currency exchanged before changing country. The sum of
currency I’d have left would always be very minimal and
would just allow me to cover paying for a sandwich or a
coffee. The border crossing services wouldn’t accept dollars.
I had to go to a cash point to make a withdrawal.
The nearest one was five hundred metres away. So, still
accompanied by the official, I ran to the bank to carry out
this operation and to give him the necessary sum.
At this point, things went downhill a bit… when I
presented my thousand rubles to the official, he categorically
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refused to accept them. I would need to deposit this sum in a
bank account by going through the cashier. Unfortunately,
the military officer did not have with him the IBAN details
for the account concerned. He would obtain them several
minutes later after having made a dozen or so phone calls.
We felt our anxiety increasing.
Every second felt endless, but despite everything time
continued to pass, like the Bastille Day parade on the
Champs Elysées in Paris. It would take three quarters of an
hour for me to finally be able to make the transfer. The first
series of numbers that the policeman received was
incomplete and the second was incorrect. I was getting
genuinely worried about whether I would be able to
continue my journey, especially because I would have to go
back to the office again to get my passport stamped. To add
to my anxiety, I was completely unable to see any sign of the
train from where I was located. I had absolutely no way of
knowing whether it was still there or if it had continued on
its route.
When, out of breath and freezing cold, but with my
passport in my hand, I finally did get back to the carriages,
the doors were closed. So near to my goal, I couldn’t let the
train go without me, with all my things still inside. I
screamed and hit the first window I could get to, with my
fist. Alerted by the commotion, a railway officer opened a
door close to me. There was no time to think about whether
this was the right part of the train or the right carriage - I just
got straight on! No sooner were my feet placed on the steps
of the carriage than the wheels were starting to turn. The
train started to move.
I had dramatically jeopardised the chances of success for
my adventure but made it with just a few seconds to spare.
The immigration official who had accompanied me
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throughout this administrative process, which I was entirely
responsible for, had done everything he could to make sure
that I could get back on this train, with my papers in order.
He could so easily have walked instead of running,
procrastinated instead of being proactive.
But in fact, he had been just like all the Russians that I
encountered during the thirteen days that I spent in this
country: full of kindness!
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8TH COUNTRY: KAZAKHSTAN
A few hours later, having recovered my emotions, I set foot
in a new country, and a resolutely forward-looking city,
Astana. The capital of Kazakhstan since the end of 1997, this
city has many modern or even avant-garde buildings,
growing more every day and, despite a continental climate
where it freezes for nearly six months a year, Astana was a
place that I would enjoy exploring.
Generally referred to as “CHUPACHUPS” by the local
population, in reference to the familiar lollipop shape, the
Bateyrek tower is no exception to the rule regarding
modernity and I visited it with the same anticipation as I
would bring to one of those sweet treats.
Afterwards, to burn off those calories, I went to the TAK
ASTANA CLUB, the dojo whose details had been sent to me
by the youth hostel receptionist when I had asked him to
translate my usual key phrases for me.
Ashirov Akhat Senorovich sensei, with his sparkling eyes
and his sincere smile, seemed an endearing person.
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He wore a stopwatch around his neck, which he never took
off.
As soon as I arrived on the mat he offered me a skipping
rope. This was the first surprise he gave me, but it wouldn’t
be the last.
I had arrived on the day of the weekly physical preparation
session and so, after about twenty minutes of warming up
with the skipping rope, we followed a series of varied and
complementary exercises for strengthening muscles: pushups, pull-ups, uchi komi, pounding a truck tyre with a
hammer, abdominals... Everything was going on there. It
was physical, I was dripping with sweat. I loved it. When I
left that hall the first night, a smile of satisfaction was right
there on the corners of my lips and that same smile was with
me again when I went back in the days ahead for the actual
technical sessions.
As I’d seen in Belarus, here too, the sports of jujitsu, sambo
and judo were linked. In Akhat’s dojo, these disciplines were
practised at the same time, together on the same mat.
Everyone was mixed together. The fighting rules were
defined before each confrontation. The authorisation to
perform techniques, with regard to use of grips below the
belt, was generally the sticking point that allowed the
protagonists to agree on the chosen discipline. According to
current competition rules, this arrangement is prohibited in
judo. For my part, I enjoyed exploring new forms of duality.
The values of the sport were omnipresent, and our
exchanges were guided by a spirit of sharing. I never got
tired of responding positively to the requests put to me,
especially those coming repeatedly from Aliya Jilkbaeva, a
multiple world champion in sambo in the under eighty kilos
category, who wanted to understand how I could manage to
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throw her several times in succession and always with the
same technique.
Akhat took me under his wing and I had some
extraordinary moments in his company. I shared everyday
life with a man who was full of enthusiasm, who also held an
impressive record as an international competitor. With him
and his friends Anna, Nicolaï, Elena, and Tlegën, in the city
of Schuchinsk in the North of Kazakhstan, I was able to
experience the simple joys of Russian traditions: strolling out
on lakes frozen by temperatures of minus twenty degrees
Celsius, traditional Russian foods accompanied by vodka,
sauna sessions... A real joy.
Up until this point, I hadn’t sought out attention from the
media and institutions to ask them to spread the word about
my project. I would do so later, at the midway point, with
the aim of preparing for the release of my book at the end of
the journey.
Akhat was a man who loved to be generous and also
enjoyed arranging surprises. On our return to Astana, he
asked me to accompany him to a ceremony for promotion of
the sport. A ceremony organised by the national
government. Just a spectator of a procedure synchronised to
the millisecond by the military band, I looked fairly low key
with my simple jeans and my traditional MIZUNO hoodie. I
was surrounded by military costumes and uniforms. I was
even more embarrassed when, once the Minister's speech
and that of the local Olympic Committee had ended, I was
invited to present my approach and my perception of judo to
the whole assembly. I wasn’t used to being honoured and
given so much attention. I was given gifts, posed for many
official photos and signed the guestbook that was presented
to me. Even now, I don’t know what the purpose was of my
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speaking at the event. Akhat, for his part, seemed happy and
proud to spend this time in my company. That’s also what I
shall remember from the day.
It was time for me to get back on the road, or rather on the
railway, not without a few difficulties too. I had to obtain a
Russian transit visa to get to Mongolia, because there’s no
border post between that country and Kazakhstan.
On noticing the extension stamp, that source of stress,
added to my passport when I came to Astana, the consular
official issued a few reserves. As well as the simple
traditional administrative procedures, I was now obliged to
give additional guarantees. Under time pressure, I finally
managed to obtain the precious document, which would
allow me to take the Trans-Siberian again.
So I continued on my adventure and enjoyed more of the
magnificent scenery that I’d already been able to observe
since my departure from Sochi.
I travelled alongside part of the largest freshwater reserve
in the world, Lake Baikal, and once again enjoyed
interactions with the local Russian population.
It was minus fifteen degrees when I arrived in Mongolia on
5th December 2015 at the end of the afternoon.
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9TH COUNTRY: MONGOLIA
Now it was nearly three months since I’d left Vannes. Far
from experiencing a certain physical or psychological fatigue,
I was in great shape. On the cusp of my forties, I wanted to
make the most of the time that I had to explore, admire, meet
people and share experiences. My days were long and I
savoured every second. Their rhythms were marked by
precise rituals and organised in accordance with the
constraints inherent in each country. Mental and physical
exercises, preparing the schedule for the next few days and
the
associated
bookings,
searching
for
training
establishments, making my daily posts on my FACEBOOK
page...
As soon as I arrived at the station at Ulaanbaatar, I was
surprised to see the shuttle buses chartered by various youth
hostels. At this time of year, winter, it was low season for
tourists and the Trans-Siberian was a large provider of
potential customers. It was therefore best for them to pick up
tourists immediately, as they arrived in the city. I was one of
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them, especially since, just this once, I hadn’t reserved any
overnight stays when I set foot on Mongolian territory.
Usually, I would perform this action on the day before my
arrival, using my mobile. This time I hadn’t been able to do
so because there hadn’t been any network, nor any power
available on the train for me to recharge.
My mobile phone was nevertheless the essential tool of my
project. I used it as my computer, GPS, calculator and
currency converter, torch, camera and video camera,
translator and holder of all my data... Incidentally,
sometimes I even used it as a phone. To be able to access all
these services, I needed a Wi-Fi connection, which I’d
generally found in hostels, MCDONALD’S restaurants or
STARBUCKS cafés. The search for networks formed a part of
my everyday quest up until Belarus. From Russia onwards, I
would buy a data SIM card in every country that I visited.
This brought me autonomy at a cost decidedly lower than
the price I would have had to pay if I had kept my French
SIM card.
Arriving in Mongolia, I had planned to stay there for a
month. In order to define the approximate duration of my
journey, of about two years, I had scheduled time in each
country corresponding to the time allocated by their
diplomatic policy. As time went on I varied my plans
according to my expectations or sometimes according to the
constraints that I might encounter. Here I had two goals. The
first was to practise judo with Mongolian judo practitioners,
having so often heard about the rough nature of their kumi
kata. The second was to take a journey of several days in
total immersion in the Gobi Desert. The extraordinary
moments that I would experience in this month of December
2015 would turn out to be beyond my wildest expectations...
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I still wonder now why I hadn’t thought of this before… for
the first time since my departure, I used FACEBOOK to
contact the Mongolian training establishment. I had had the
opportunity to meet Bukhbat Mashbat sensei, international
judge, several times during my volunteering activities for
FFJDA.
It was he who had put me in touch with Nyamkhuu
Damdinsuren and it was the latter who welcomed me, the
day after my arrival, at the Ulaanbaatar National Centre, for
a first Sunday session.
From that day, I would spend three hours every day at the
JUDO TRAINING CENTER. Under the guidance of the
teachers Odvoig Baljinnyam sensei, Dashgombo Battulga
sensei, Gantumur Dashdavaa sensei, Dashjamts Enkhbaatar
sensei and Khishigbat Erdenet Od sensei, this is where I
would also have one of the most beautiful experiences of my
adventure.
In fact, here the judokas were true warriors. I had never
encountered such a level of physical commitment as there
was on the mats where they trained. The Mongolian struggle
has been running through their veins since their earliest
infancy and they all aspire to being in the national team, with
all the opportunities it brings for travel and improvement in
their living conditions. The protocol of bowing at the start
and end of the session reminds them of it at every moment.
In front of the teachers, two lines form in order. The first is
the line of national athletes. Behind them, the other
practitioners, a large number of them, form the second line.
This differentiation doesn’t continue in the randori phases.
The aspirants to glory waste no time in trying to defeat the
holder of each category. During fights, they thus have hopes
of being picked out by the coach, who sits serenely on his
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chair but misses nothing of the disputes played out in front
of him.
Conducted by a judoka designated by the sensei, the
starting and ending parts of the session would in themselves
constitute a specific physical preparation session in France.
Stability is the key element of the Mongolian body map; also
many of the muscle-strengthening exercises involve the
lower limbs. No matter how hard I worked on them every
day, my thighs couldn’t get used to the pain and it was very
often the case that the aches of the day before were still with
me as I pushed open the door of the dojo every evening.
Regarding pure gymnastics exercises, in the warm-up
phases, having never had the chance to practise them in my
youth I felt a certain level of trepidation about trying them.
This was the first time that I stayed so long with the same
establishment. It would also be the last, during my
adventure. Staying longer allowed me to deepen the
connections that I created each day and to find out more
about the operation of this establishment, which was
completely dedicated to the quest for medals. The young
students aspired only to winning, to being just like
Naïdangiin Tüvshinbayar, the first and only Olympic
champion in the history of Mongolian judo, who they all
thought of as like a grandfather, because he was so kind and
accessible. Every opportunity was a good chance to feed
their hunger for victory.
What a pleasure it was to see their huge smiles at the end of
the year when they were given a judo calendar and a
dedicated photo of a champion of the national team. These
same champions who work on the same mat just after their
own training session.
In this country, everyone from the little children to the
President of the federation, lives and breathes judo. Their
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daily routine is practice, the dojo is their home and their
clothes generally bear the kanji for the gentle way combined
with the national flag. On the only day that the club closes
annually, 30th December, the adolescents are still there
contributing to the maintenance of the building, in particular
carrying out full cleaning of the site, replacing lightbulbs or
even performing painting work. Insatiable! They are
insatiable!
For my part, I took a real pleasure in practising with
exceptionally skilled athletes. My advanced years compared
with some of them and my relatively low level in
competition combined with the excellent physical condition
of my partners made for particularly challenging fights. The
seniors were untouchable... The cadets and juniors too. My
back suffered in silence... In order to prevent a potential
injury, I therefore decided to allocate myself some rest days
to meet the secondary objective that I’d set myself for this
country, namely to explore the inland territory, the wild and
unspoiled nature of the Gobi Desert.
In a 2002 Russian minivan, in 1970s style, there were five of
us setting off on an organised tour. We were going to meet
with nomadic families who live in perfect communion with
their herds, with nature and the seasons. Families who live
completely autonomously in small structures, that they call
“ger”, the Mongolian word for home. Whether it is called
Choum by the Nenets, or Ahakoum by the Tuaregs, this type
of housing has the advantage of being easy to use, easy to
take down and light and therefore easy to transport. Offering
shelter from the assaults that come from the sky, for
centuries these structures have covered all of the basic
requirements of various members of the family.
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In terms of location, in this area two and a half times the
size of France, it isn’t a coincidence.
Ancestral principles, rituals and customs govern family life,
farming practices and more generally all the decisions taken
by the clan. Nevertheless, the daily life of these families is
gruelling. Witness the life expectancy of sixty-five for a man
and sixty-nine for a woman.
In this context, the financial contribution from tourist
activity provides some mitigation of the difficulties
encountered.
So, it was with Baina, the driver and incidentally a “doctor”
of car repair, Ogi, our guide, translator and cook, that Ebi, a
young English woman from the youth hostel, Mickaella, a
young Australian woman, and myself took our seats in the
van. The stars in the sky were so bright that they lit up our
faces. Watching Baina and Ogi, we felt absolutely safe. We
were going to have a unique experience, an unforgettable
human adventure. The future would give us just that. The
landscapes were full of grandeur and the temperatures of
minus thirty degrees outside didn’t dampen our enthusiasm
when we decided to get out of the truck to take large
numbers of photos. Everyone got the sunset, the herds of
cows, horses or camels. Baina and Ogi took every
opportunity to share their experiences and memories from
their youth with us.
With them I felt looked after, completely safe, even when
the truck was stuck in more than a metre of snow or broke
down in the middle of nowhere.
But it was really during our time with the families that the
true magic happened. It was there, prevailing in those small
homes, placed on the arid soil itself, with a habitable surface
area rarely more than thirty square metres, a spirit of mutual
support, sharing, that I didn’t find anywhere else in my
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journey. Surely there is an explanation in the harsh climate or
the beliefs of the people here.
Whatever it was, I felt and didn’t hide my pleasure in
taking part in all the activities of the “ger”. Whether it was
the endless “Shagai” parties, games of knucklebones, looking
after livestock, loading up freshwater supplies, charging
electrical equipment, or even slaughtering a camel to cover
the food requirements for the family for four months.
The local practices have advantages and disadvantages. For
my part, I savoured every second.
In this winter period, meat was the basic food of the
families. Available throughout the day, it also occupied the
central position next to the hearth in each home and, like tea,
contributed to the tradition of hospitality of the steppe. I
never got tired of finding what was in the bowl, nor of
tasting what was offered to me. Noticing my appetite for
exploring new flavours, my hosts would extend to me the
honour and the pleasure of inviting me to drink fermented
mare’s and camel’s milk, carefully preserved from the
previous summer. It was unusual but not so very unpleasant
or unappetising.
The days passed at an alarming speed and almost made me
forget that I would have to leave one day... There were two
heads of families that I formed a special connection with.
There was no need for us to speak the same language in
order to understand that we shared the same values, those of
humanity: kindness, generosity, respect for the given word.
When I offered my small telescopic plastic glass to one of
them, as a leaving gift, I had the same feeling as if I’d offered
him one of the British crown jewels. My joy was equal to that
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shown on the face of the recipient, weathered by the
harshness of the seasons.
To the second man, I promised to return to see him in the
summer season, with a bottle of Cognac in my hands, a
reference to the many times that we’d talked about this
subject.
So I headed back to the National Training Centre in the
capital. I would have the pleasure of sharing moments of
complicity and magic here with two great international
champions.
The first, Kim Jae Bum, from Korea, a medallist at the
London Olympics in 2012 in the under eighty-one
kilogrammes category.
Khashbaatar Tsagaanbaatar, the second, the world
champion in Rotterdam 2009 in the under sixty-six kilos
category, who I’d often encountered in Paris during my
volunteering times.
The training sessions would now set the pace of my days
until the end of my stay in this wonderful country.
Despite everything, I took time to admire the last tourist
attractions that I hadn’t been able to get to before, in
particular the enormous statue of Genghis Khan located
about thirty miles from the capital.
There were only a few days left before the start of the new
year. 25th December is a day like any other, because the endof-year celebrations take place on the thirty-first.
Unfortunately, I wouldn’t still be there then.
Whilst my friends were preparing to celebrate New Year’s
Eve, at the end of the day I was settling in on the train that
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would be dropping me off in a few hours’ time in Beijing in
China.
Behind me I left Ulaanbaatar, an unusual city with all its
TOYOTA Prius cars, some left-hand and some right-hand
drive models, its taxis and its quite special traffic conditions.
I felt strongly emotional: the sadness of leaving these
strong, warm and sincere people, so proud of their country
and its traditions.
And I had made a promise to one Mongolian one day. I
would keep it...
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10TH COUNTRY: CHINA
The People’s Republic of China... When I left Brittany at the
start of autumn, I only had two visas in my passport. One for
Belarus and one for Russia. For several days I had been
wondering whether I should also have applied for one for
China. With regard to the particularly rigorous
administrative formalities, I had taken a chance on leaving
without one. With hindsight, this would prove to have been
the right choice.
I was really extremely surprised to obtain a double entry
ticket from the Chinese Embassy in Ulaanbaatar, in other
words the chance to enter Chinese territory twice for periods
of thirty days.
It’s true that, since Astana, I had tried to get luck on my
side whenever I needed to get a visa for the next country that
I was going to. I took very great care over the various
elements that were required explicitly, but I took special care
to present a qualitative case. All my document copies were in
colour and I sent many additional elements in support of my
good faith as a tourist. Bank statements and evidence for my
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French residential status in particular. So I had only very
rarely needed to add to my applications, and at the same
time this meant I’d avoided wasting time on spurious trips.
In order to identify which countries would require me to
obtain this diplomatic authorisation, I used the French
diplomacy app, CONSEILS AUX VOYAGEURS. For each
country, this site contained all the relevant and necessary
information, such as, for example, the entry and exit
procedures, potential special arrangements or even contact
details for French-speaking medical services.
I very quickly realised the luck I had in being French and
having a European passport. In fact, the nature of this small
book, but particularly the origin of its issue, opened doors
around the world or conversely closed them again. Among
the various people of a different nationality that I had met,
this state of affairs generated sadness, envy, anger or
resignation. Some territories were simply completely closed
to them. Others, despite the inclusion of major guarantees,
when applying for a simple tourist visa, are indirectly closed
in terms of all the unjustified and unexplained refusals that
they may experience. In summary, I couldn’t recommend too
highly that, from the youngest age, people have the pleasure
of this wonderful opportunity for exploring, sharing and
openness, offered by our homeland.
When I arrived in Beijing on 1st January 2016, after having
spent New Year’s Eve on the train, at the very moment that
the axles were being changed to adapt the train to the
different width of the rails, between the two countries, I was
both impressed and excited.
Impressed by all the building work and road infrastructure
that I could see through the windows of my carriage.
Excited by all the stories, the legends of this country that
had entered my subconscious from my earliest years, whose
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reality I was going to have the opportunity to see for myself
over the next few weeks.
China would undeniably symbolise my entry into Asian
soil.
I had barely disembarked before I was transfixed by all the
contrasts of this ancient civilisation. The weight of traditions
is often in conflict with the modernity of exponential growth
and the energy that I could take in, in the air in Beijing, was
as high as the level of pollution prevailing above the city immense.
In this environment, I had only a few aspirations: visiting,
exploring and trying to understand.
I had hardly had time to put my bags in the Beijing youth
hostel before I was already inside the Forbidden City, at the
foot of the Temple of Heaven, in the Olympic Park with its
bird’s nest shaped stadium, around the Summer Palace, on
Tiananmen Square or even climbing the unnumbered steps
of the Great Wall of China.
Little had I imagined that I would fall so rapidly under the
spell of this gigantic territory and that I’d be happy with any
way of satisfying my desire for exploration and enrichment
by travelling through it.
So I went on foot, by bike, by bus, by underground, by car
and by train; I went to Xi'an to admire Emperor Qin’s
terracotta army and the superb city fortress, to Leshan, to
take photos of its immense Buddha carved into the
mountain, and even to Chengdu to rapturously behold thirty
giant pandas living peacefully in a dedicated research and
reproduction centre.
From one discovery to another, I also went from one
surprise to another.
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For example, I observed the strong family pressure exerted
on children to make them marry before the age of twentyfive. On another note, I was asked several times to pose for a
photo with couples and families. These people, generally
from remote provinces, had come to the capital to see the
sites and had never met a foreigner before.
But the greatest of the surprises was somewhere else, and it
would stand out in my memory for years to come.
Beyond the importance accorded to it, wealth was apparent
everywhere here.
It was visible, taking the form of very many beautiful and
powerful luxury cars on all the main roads of the capital. I
wouldn’t see so many again at any point in my adventure.
More discreetly, I found wealth there at the bottom of my
bowl in the whole range of culinary flavours that were used
to delight my palate and my enthralled stomach.
Unfortunately, just like all the picture postcards that I’d
been sending ever since my departure, there was a less
attractive side to China than this photogenic image. Control
and police presence were omnipresent in every aspect of
daily life and, in this context, I sometimes felt as if I was
enclosed in an environment that could deprive me of the
most important of human concepts, the notion of liberty. As
an example, there was no way of sending a parcel unless it
had been meticulously inspected and personally sealed by
the postal services officer.
On another note, there was no way of accessing
information and international databases when I needed to
perform a search. I had an electronic mailbox managed by
GOOGLE. I had no way of using it.
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In order to counter this atmosphere of censorship, I used a
VPN system (Virtual Private Network) to bypass these
constraints put into place by the political regime. This didn’t
stop me coming up against major problems in finding a
constant high-quality signal when I wanted to communicate
visually with my children and my family, or taking ages to
upload my daily post on FACEBOOK.
Paradoxically, it was via this social network that I got into
contact with one of the Beijing clubs that would welcome me
a few days later and from that point on, it was also thanks to
FACEBOOK that I could approach, make requests of and
communicate with all the judo clubs of the world. By
combining the term “judo” in the search bar with the name
of a city or a country, I would enter directly into
communication with people who would offer me hospitality
and availability for a few days.
Thus it was that in the middle of a residential district of the
capital I met Wang sensei. A discreet man, this former
member of the Chinese national team was now running
classes in a gym club nestled between tall residential tower
blocks.
The sport was previously fully professionalised, but over
the last decade it had undergone a considerable expansion.
Opening up of sporting activities to the amateur public has
occurred alongside the development of a society focused on
consumer culture and interest in physical appearance. M.
Wang and other former high-level athletes very rapidly
understood the personal benefit that they could draw from
such a situation. By justifying their past status, they highlight
the skills and expertise to an elitist clientele with strong
purchasing power. M. Wang thus benefits from particularly
substantial revenues, whilst performing a professional
activity that is fully aligned with his passion.
105

JUDO WORLD TOUR

To add to the group on the mats, many expatriates also
make the journey to the dojo twice a week. I found they were
helpful in my efforts to communicate with this teacher, who
was the same age as me, but whose knowledge of the English
language was almost non-existent. Angel, a Puerto Rican
student was one of these.
The area proposed for development was limited but the
classes took place in a studious and friendly atmosphere.
Completely involved in his session, Wang sensei performed
all the exercises. He gave of himself, from the first bow to the
final bow. In terms of teaching, I discovered, for the first
time, the practice of taiso, at the start and end of each
training session. Similarly, during warm-up phases, I found I
was performing exercises that I wasn’t used to practising
particularly regularly, the front fall onto forearms or even a
specific backward roll. It turned out that I would find these
same movements included again in practically all other
Asian countries.
With the pace of my visits and training sessions, I could
feel that my time in China was running out, it was already
the end of this first visit. I had planned to go to Tianjin,
where a ferry would take me on to South Korea.
Unfortunately I then discovered that it was impossible to
get hold of a ticket for this mode of transport.
When I went to the address of the agency that issued these
tickets, I found it no longer existed physically and, despite
many searches, I couldn’t find a new address for it.
So then I looked at air transport, which paradoxically
showed cheaper fares than I would have been paying for the
same journey by boat.
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So it was that, on 28th January 2016, on the tarmac of the
Seoul airport, for the first time I set foot on Korean soil.
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11TH COUNTRY: SOUTH KOREA
In the airport hall, I put my small backpack on - this was
my hand luggage for all my air trips. I was never apart from
it. I would be replacing it a few days later in Japan, with
another one that was just a bit bigger, and a bit more
waterproof. The contents of this light bag remained
unchanged from the start of my travels. A genuine survival
bag, it held my judogi and my black belt, my diary, an
external phone charger and its cable, a towel, a tee-shirt, two
lots of underwear, my ear defenders, my two packs of
playing cards, the two tins of PÂTÉ HÉNAFF that I use for
photos, a toothbrush and the essential life-saving item of the
traveller: a roll of toilet paper. My other travelling bag,
identified with all the patch badges, could be lost, forgotten,
stolen during transport, or in youth hostels, and I could still
continue my journey and my adventure.
South Korea wasn’t part of the itinerary that I’d scheduled
a few months earlier on the map in my living room. I had
planned to go directly to Japan after my time in China but,
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during my time in Mongolia, after having practised with
Olympic champion Kim Jae Bum, with the manager of his
university, we had discussed the possibility of meeting again
in his country.
Nevertheless, this plan would never actually come to
fruition. I’d never received answers to the various e-mails
and FACEBOOK messages that I’d managed to send him. So
I’d arrived in a new place without any psychological
preparation for what I might find there.
My only cultural knowledge was limited to the particularly
tense relations that this country maintains with its northern
counterpart, the totalitarian regime of Pyongyang. In this
context, I was appalled that, in this period of cold war, with
the substantial risks weighing on the nearby Seoul
megalopolis, tourist visits could be organised to the
Demilitarized Zone (DMZ) and the Joint Security Area (JSA)
which is particularly sensitive and exposed. The countless
identity checks performed by American military officers
during the organised tour that I went on, did nothing to
reduce my first impression of disbelief.
On the contrary, they tended to rather add to my feeling of
discomfort and anxiety. Indeed, I couldn’t help feeling that,
just by my presence, I was contributing somewhat to the
unhealthy and somewhat juvenile game of political
propaganda being played out by the two main protagonists
of this story.
Just as the South Korean Peninsula is landlocked between
its Chinese and Japanese neighbours, the attitude and
outlook of its inhabitants seem to be a globally wellproportioned mix of these two cultures. Unfortunately, some
of the social trends gave me quite a lot to think about. How
many Korean couples or groups of young people did I see
dressed exactly the same in public at the weekends and in
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the evening? How often did I see men and women passing
their time looking in a mirror or spending up to an hour
putting on make-up, gazing into the mirror of their mobile
phone case? How often did I notice the importance given to
physical appearance? Even the professional agency that I’d
asked to take my identification photos for my Indian visa
application, had decided to retouch my snapshot on their
own initiative, assuming that this provision was part of the
service I was paying for... How often did I see Koreans
wearing glasses with no lenses? How often did I have to put
up with an indifference, lack of openness or empathy from
all of these people who hadn’t had the opportunity to be able
to leave their country one day, whether for studies, for a trip
or in a professional context? How often, in fact, did I witness
patriotism, to the extent, at times, of dangerous excess? My
answer is unfortunately: every day.
Fortunately, I also had the opportunity to meet people with
whom I could exchange points of view, points of life too. In
particular, I thought about Nari, manager of a small Seoul
restaurant where I had quickly become a regular. And about
Young, technical engineer for a subsidiary of the French
group Électricité de France. And about the young soldier
who offered me the patch badge from his jacket so that I
could position it next to the others on my backpack or even
to those passionate about music, with whom I enjoyed
chatting about the extraordinary dynamism of the Korean
music scene.
In this context, I anticipated some future requirements. I
completed my procedures for applying for my Indian visa,
which I would be using about four months later. I made the
full inventory of my bags and reorganised them ready to get
rid of some winter clothes that would no longer be useful for
me in the next few weeks and finally I decided to visit Jeju
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Island, the tourist interest of which I’d heard about from
several people in Beijing. An acclaimed site for honeymoons
for many Chinese citizens, it’s true that Hallasan mountain,
the highest point of South Korea, the traditional orange
growing and the freshness of its sea products made this
island particularly attractive.
This country astonished me. When I got into contact with
Yoo Kyung Won sensei, the teacher at SEOUL Y CLUB, I was
far from imagining that I would also end up exercising my
passion. When Kano Jigoro Shihan, from Japan, decided in
1882 to teach judo, the gentle way, a number of elements
were necessary for the practice: the dojo, the rei, the rules of
conduct, the judogi, the sensei teacher, the partner, and
finally the ukemi, representing symbolic death when it has
the ippon value, i.e. when it is mainly performed on the back
with force, speed and control.
More than a century later, thanks to teachers, as the
guarantors of traditions, these essential and inseparable
building blocks still exist today. As a worthy representative
of this corporation, the first of the things that Pierre Pautler
sensei taught me when I was at his club, was the way to
perform the ritual bow correctly.
Since then, several times during the classes, I had
performed this action, a tangible mark of politeness and
courtesy, but most of all an expression of respect and
deference. Whether performed facing a teacher, facing a
partner, entering the dojo or taking position on the mat, it
was above all before the photographic portrait of the founder
of this martial art that all judo students, all over the world
formalised their entry to and exit from the session. In India,
Laos and Vietnam, students who were late would also go
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first to bow before Jigoro Kano Shihan before joining the
teacher on the mat.
My first look, on entering an establishment, always sought
out this face, which had become so familiar to me over the
years.
If it wasn’t there, it would unsettle me every time, as was
particularly true in October of 2014 when I followed a course
with Greek world champion Ilias Iliadis, in the new dojo of
the French National Institute for Sports, Expertise and
Performance (INSEP). The building had just reopened after
major work and the facilities weren’t fully completed yet. As
judo culture is an inseparable element of FFJDA policy, this
gap had very quickly been filled.
I was more than an hour early when, for the first time I
pushed open the door of the dojo of Yoo Kyung Won sensei.
I didn’t want to change my usual custom, which is to arrive
somewhere, preferably several minutes early rather than
being even a few seconds late.
I went into a magnificent small hall, adorned by a large
Korean flag in a central position. Invited to sit comfortably
on a sofa in a welcoming space, I was interested as I watched
the session taking place before mine, dedicated to young
children aged seven to eleven. In this club, I would later be
surprised to learn that the teacher himself performs the
washing and any repairs needed for the judogi of all his
students, and similarly he provides transport there and back
every day for these youngsters with his own school minibus.
But the real surprise is something else... Although in France,
you have to be fifteen years old in order to be eligible to try
to obtain the prestigious black belt, I was very taken aback to
see it here worn by young practitioners who can’t have been
older than nine.
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In many countries in the world, the level of progression in
martial arts is generally formally marked by belt colour and
by grades, called dans. From the white belt of the beginner to
the red of the keijin, literally “living treasure”, the grade, a
distinctive sign, a mark of responsibility and symbol of
identity is the embodiment of three inseparable elements:
shin, gi and taï.
For many years, these three Japanese characters adorned
the left side of my judogi jacket. I was happy to be reminded
of them.
Shin represents the moral value, the spirit. It is character,
attitude. Gi is the technical value, essential expertise in
application of the principles of judo. Taï is the physical value,
in other words the physical qualities used in the service of
the technique.
In summary, the body is in service of the technique and the
spirit is what sets the body in motion. The measurement and
the importance of these values vary in spite of everything
according to the age and level of the practitioner. They also
determine his or her behaviour, not only on the mats but in
life generally. As an example, the young will tend to
prioritise technique to an extent, whereas, after having spent
many years in dojos, the older judoka will have become
aware of the depth of the shin element, thus discovering a
certain form of wisdom.
But the symbolism of the black belt is greater still. A
genuine brand image, sometimes conferring on the wearer a
slightly mythical aura, it is so much more than a reward. For
the judoka, the black belt is a recognition and validation of a
series of skills acquired and of personal development,
attitude. So, although here in Korea, it is awarded after a few
months of practice by the teacher, elsewhere in the world, it
is generally a jury who decides whether it may be obtained
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after successful completion of technical trials, tests of fight
effectiveness, and of knowledge of the discipline - the
sporting and cultural environment. Even though the
technical level of these youngsters is significantly higher than
that of a French child of the same age, but that is also easily
explained by the fact that they train tirelessly every day of
the week. So, as a teacher, I am a bit surprised at this
educational practice.
It was also in Korea that I discovered, for the first time, a
warm-up taking place to music. There would be other clubs
in other places all over the world, where I would find this
custom again, such as Japan or Australia, for example. The
last specifically Korean detail concerns the bowing at the
start and end of sessions. Due to patriotism, this ritual took
place here in front of the national flag, which took the place
of the portrait of Jigoro Kano Shihan. At the ACE JUDO
SCHOOL of Lee Sang Jin sensei, as well as the features
mentioned above, there was a dried fish that I saw above the
door. A superstitious symbol, it is there to ward off bad vibes
and evil spirits, to keep them out of the dojo and away from
the judokas.
So many contrasts with what I was used to seeing or doing,
particularly in terms of certain teaching methods, which
allowed me to enter into sincere and open discussions with
the teachers. Some of them had been able to go abroad for
training and for competitions and so they were very aware of
all these differences.
This meant I was lucky enough to get answers to all of my
questions except one.
A question that I hadn’t dared to ask for fear of adding to
the embarrassment of the teacher. This question was: “Why
do you issue a black belt to children in these conditions when
you don’t seem to adhere to this tradition?“
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All of these aspects didn’t prevent Korea from training
some exceptional competitors, as shown by Kim Jae Bum,
who I met in Mongolia, Jeon Ki Young, the highest ranking
Korean competitor so far, or even Wang Ki Chun, a student
of Maître Lee Sang Jin - I had been able to attend one of his
sessions and take part in a ground fight with him.
So it was that I emerged from my judo practice in Korea
with a certain number of moral concerns. These thoughts
almost made me forget another equally surprising aspect of
this society.
Here, the age of a person was governed by a traditional
calendar. The human gestation period is taken into account
in the calculation, as is simply the passing of the first of
January. So, someone like me, born on 26th August 1976, on
the threshold of entering my forties next summer, would be
considered according to the Korean system, to be between
forty-one and forty-two, depending on the current time of
the year. Fortunately for me, it’s the Gregorian calendar that
applies generally in civil use and that was the system I’d
used when organising my departure by ferry from the city of
Busan.
Thanks to the technical characteristics of the Beetle
hydrofoil boat, it would only take me three hours to reach
Fukuoka in the Japanese archipelago.
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12TH COUNTRY: JAPAN
Personally, I like rules. When they are clearly defined and
above all supported and implemented by honest and
exemplary people, I consider instructions, guidelines,
organisation, and even sometimes restrictions, to be useful.
However, if any one of the above conditions isn’t present, I
struggle hugely with following the direction, the project that
I want to be part of.
As soon as I set foot on Japanese soil, I found myself in
another dimension regarding the rules that determine what
is considered polite behaviour in society. In Japan, the
watchword is “discipline”. Sometimes, when certain
postures seemed entirely opposite to my culture, I would
tend to replace this with “conditioning”.
Japan really seemed another world to me. The everyday
practices, customs, buildings and other infrastructure, all
reminded me more of an anime than real life. I felt as if I was
one of the characters in these mangas, these traditional
comics, read or rather devoured by millions of fellow
citizens. From the cube-shaped cars to taxis whose doors
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open by themselves; from vending machines positioned
every fifty metres throughout the archipelago to formal
dedicated open outside spaces respected by smokers; from
the layout of neighbourhoods to the extraordinary queues
lined up neatly in front of tube and train carriages; from the
ergonomics and cleanness of ultra-modern facilities that
literally defy bacterial laws, to the aesthetic refinement that
even extends to the artistic designs of the drain covers in
each city; from the concept of identity and belonging
elevated to being a value to the idea of work elevated to
being a mission, I was confused. I found it hard to get my
bearings.
Yet I had to adapt quickly to cope with all these cultural
changes.
The first change in my attitude concerned the possible risk
to my physical safety. In fact, silence was everywhere. It was
overwhelming, sometimes dangerous. It was in the streets
that the absence of noise gave me a real feeling of insecurity.
In the whole of the three months I spent in Japan, in fact, I
would only hear the sound of a vehicle horn one single time.
Considering the completely silent bicycles or electric cars
and the traffic running on the opposite side of the road,
compared with France, I had to be extremely cautious
whenever I went anywhere. Paradoxically, my behavioural
adaptation was easy. On one hand, I had been habituated to
this process by judo which, don’t forget, literally means “the
gentle way” in the sense of Adaptability. On the other hand,
regarding the discipline, the values that I try to live my daily
life by are the educational values of my parents but also
those of my sport, which are, after all, taken from bushido,
the code of behaviour of the medieval samurai of Japan.
After some thought, I no longer felt I was in a country whose
culture was diametrically opposed to mine but in a country
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allowing me to improve my outlook and attitude and,
regarding my sport, my martial art, to add to my expertise. It
is also true that several times a day, I could equally be
enthralled by the refinement, beauty, and cleanliness of a
temple giving off a gentle and soothing atmosphere of
serenity, and yet also be surprised to observe the presence of
a traffic officer as an addition to a perfectly operational set of
traffic lights. I also found myself wondering about the
existence of tube carriages reserved exclusively for women,
and being amazed at the extraordinarily widespread use
made by the Japanese population of a completely ordinary
accessory - the umbrella.
Thus it was that, after having tasted the charms of sleeping
in a capsule hotel at Fukuoka, been picked up in front of the
Genbaku dome in Hiroshima, enjoyed a scalp massage with
my haircut, passed beneath the sixty tons of the great Torii of
Miyajima, and over the five wooden arches of the samurais’
bridge at Iwakuni, I then travelled by train, reliable but
expensive, to arrive at Kobe, where a few days later I would
be able to confirm the extraordinary flavour and tenderness
of the local beef, which is one of the main factors
contributing to the international renown of this city. Thanks
to my friends Hikari Cariou-Sasaki sensei and Yves-Marie
Cariou sensei, of Fouesnant, I had been put into contact with
Takahito Kokubu sensei, who worked in the city high school.
Kobe wasn’t originally on my itinerary but in a way, it
proved to be the start of my pilgrimage on the archipelago.
Indeed, as the birthplace of judo, Japan is "the country", the
dream of all the practitioners of the world, and consequently
the essential part of my journey! After about thirty years on
the tatamis, I needed to get perspective on where my values
fitted in, contrasted with the Japanese mythology, but also to
try to understand why these remarkable judokas regularly
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take the top positions in the world rankings. For all these
reasons, I decided to stay three months in the Land of the
Rising Sun.
Takahito was charming. He had mastered the basics of the
French language and found genuine pleasure in being able to
converse in the language of Molière with me. He
accompanied me to the dojo at his school which, like Japan
itself, had a refined aesthetic. The wooden framework of the
walls went beautifully with the sprung floor and the built-in
mats were no more than a millimetre above the general floor
level. Simple, effective and consequently beautiful.
When we arrived, a quarter of an hour before the session,
the students were already present. Some of them were
sweeping, using a diagonal method that meant the whole
surface could be covered very quickly and efficiently. Others,
after having stood on the scale positioned in a corner of the
room close to the boxes of ELASTO elastic bands and the nail
clippers, recorded their weight on the dedicated sheet
provided for this purpose. These rituals were performed
every day. In the Japanese educational system, the cleaning
of the rooms by the users contributes to learning respect, to
the sense of responsibilities and equality. In this spirit, use of
indoor shoes or slippers is standard in all schools and
businesses. For my part I use one of the pairs provided for
casual visitors. Just as there were spaces reserved for
umbrellas, a locker area therefore formed part of the
standard provisions for all schools and businesses that I was
able to visit.
Under the supervision of Yuri Nakae sensei, Takahito
Kokubu sensei and Sato sensei, I took part in my first
Japanese session. In actual fact, Nakae sensei communicated
his instructions to the senpai, who then ensured that they
were applied by the whole group.
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In the Japanese hierarchical system, the senpai is there to
relay information between the Master and the youngest
practitioners in the discipline. Due to his experience or
seniority, he is also the point of contact, the tutor, the guide.
To practise with a Japanese judoka, is to find oneself in the
presence of the epitome of purity. Purity in his body shape
first of all, forged, from the youngest age, through the long
series of repeated movements, the uchi komi. Technical
purity, too, which results from their straight posture in
fundamental kumi kata, taking hold of the judogi. Just like
Yuta Ishikado who, thanks to uchi mata, his favourite
technique, managed to throw me into every corner of the
mat, in all positions. The concept of imbalance, primordial in
our discipline, had been completely mastered by these young
practitioners, who were particularly proud of their
cauliflower ears. In Japanese culture, in fact, having ears that
are completely deformed following repeated friction or
pressure, is a mark of respect, a sign of perseverance in
practice.
Thanks to Takahito Kokubu sensei, I was able to fully enter
into the spirit of the birthland of my passion. He got me to
visit the "Kikumasamune" saké distillery belonging to the
family of the founder of judo; it was this same rice wine that
was served at the celebration of the Kagami biraki at the
KODOKAN in Tokyo. Traditionally held at the start of
January, this festival is an enjoyable way to mark the
ceremony of vows and marks the first training session of the
New Year. I was also lucky enough to be taken by Takahito,
with Hisataka Matoba sensei, a sports teacher, to the Nada
high school, where Jigoro Kano shihan had given many
lectures. Attached to the walls of the main hall and the
school dojo, his educational principles, jita yuwa kyoei and
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seiryoku zenyo, handwritten in his own hand, resonated
here as a legacy for future generations.
I was happy.
I was changing and growing in an environment in which I
felt at ease. I spent my time on visits and training sessions,
on discoveries, meetings and sharing. I didn’t stop myself
from doing anything, except for paying careful attention to
my finances. My budget was calibrated to meet my needs
over a period of about two years. I didn’t want to take any
money, under any circumstances, from the savings that I
would need in order to start a new life on my return. I
prioritised free activities, walked a lot and had to make
careful choices. Some outings were superfluous and I
ignored them. Others were essential. So, before leaving Kobe,
I needed to visit a place of rest and relaxation, something
characteristic of Japan, one of its specialities, the onsen (hot
spring). The hot spring at Arima is one of the oldest and the
mostwell-known volcanic sources in Japan. It was there in
the public baths, in golden-coloured water, at a temperature
of forty-six degrees and with many therapeutic benefits, that
I took this rejuvenating treatment, renewing my body and
mind before setting off again for new adventures. As
expected, I didn’t see anyone there with tattoos, even though
this situation does seem to be changing over time in some
places. These decorative and/or symbolic designs were used
for many centuries to publicly mark bandits as a form of
punishment. The negative connotation of tattoos borne by
the yakuza, the members of the Japanese mafia, also played a
large part in creating this situation.
For the journey covering the distance from Kobe to Osaka I
travelled by train. The Japanese railway system runs with
watchmaker’s precision. The Swiss Official Chronometer
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Testing Institute (COSC) could easily issue them a certificate
for their ability to stick to the timetables, almost to the
second. The processes implemented by the drivers and
railway officials, in order to achieve this level of precision, is
impressive and deserves some special attention itself. The
network is also highly developed, with exemplary service
quality. On the downside, there is a cost. In order to reduce
costs, foreign tourists have the option of buying a voucher,
outside of the country, which they can exchange on arrival in
Japan. This is the Japan Rail Pass, the JR PASS. I bought mine
in Korea. For a set period of seven, fourteen or twenty-one
days, it is then possible, with this package, to enjoy
unlimited travel at no further cost on the trains, buses and
ferries run by the JR company. This is a powerful tool, but
it’s still important to plan one’s itinerary properly in order to
make the best use of it. So I left Kobe, presenting my JR pass
to the controller, but not without having first gone to see the
suspension bridge over the Akashi Strait, known for its
central span, the longest in the world.
Although it’s true that I don’t specifically check the
weather and the seasons whilst travelling, Japan was the
exception to this rule. The timing of my visit to this country
within the whole period of my journey had actually been
determined by the phenomenon of the Japanese ornamental
flowering cherry trees, the sakura.
From earliest childhood, I had admired many photos of this
tiny white flour tinted with pale pink, which added to the
beauty of a monument or a site, or to set off the bushido
warrior spirit of the samurais on traditional prints.
A source of inspiration, a genuine symbol of spring, of the
ephemeral nature of beauty and life, the spectacle of the
flowering of these trees is anticipated by all of the local
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population and by many foreigners who make the journey at
this time. I was one of them.
So as soon as I had put my things in the youth hostel, I was
on the tube on my way to one of the most popular places to
see the trees in bloom: Osaka castle.
Unfortunately, it was the end of winter. It was still too early
to admire the beauty of the blossom, to chat and picnic and
sing beneath the boughs, in two words in the Japanese
tradition, to celebrate hanami, which means literally “to look
at the flowers”.
Despite everything, in relative solitude, I was still able to
enjoy an earlier, but equally spectacular, flowering, with its
white, pink and red tones; that of the ume, plum blossom. I
quite literally fell under the spell of the city of Osaka and
spent my days exploring and discovering its temples, shops,
arcades and towers.
When it was time for me to train, the city had already
offered me many of its secrets.
Japan is a country governed by codes, and Japanese judo is
no exception to this rule. In order to access a club, a
university, it’s generally necessary to have been introduced
beforehand by a third party, qualified for this role. Whereas
in countries all over the world, a direct request to a teacher
generally allows you to join the group and take part in
training, this arrangement didn’t apply in the Land of the
Rising Sun. Travelling alone, with no formal escort, I would
find myself refused access to the dojos of Tenri and Nara but,
throughout the full course of my journey, these would be the
only two specific instances of this.
Thanks to Madame Yoko Sakaue Ishikado sensei, winner of
a bronze medal in the Barcelona Olympics in 1992, in the
women’s over 72 kilos category, Atsushi Kodama sensei, one
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of her former teachers kindly opened the doors of her school
section in Osaka to me.
At JYOSYO HIGH SCHOOL, as in most Asian countries,
following the traditional sweeping of the floor by the
students, the sessions are run according to an unchanging
pattern. After a session of taiso, the Japanese gymnastics, the
warm-up would take place, always identical in form, before
the series of repetitions of movements, followed by the
fighting part of the session.
Then a return to calm, more taiso, close of training. It
would be the same in the other establishments in the city
where I’d go to train, namely the Osaka KODOKAN directed
by Yuki Arikawa sensei and Hiroshi Nishioka sensei, and the
DAISHIN JUDO CLUB of Akihiro Matsuura sensei.
Apart from the size of the space available, the number of
practitioners and their level, it was in particular the
atmosphere that I found in these clubs that differed from
place to place and sometimes led me to prefer one to another.
Never impersonal because, in each of these places, I had had
the honour and the opportunity to meet people who were
generous and kind to me, but it’s true to say that sometimes,
the general state of mind of the person in charge transcended
the beauty of the exchange. This was true particularly of the
DAISHIN JUDO CLUB, a small place recommended to me
by my friend Patrick Bigot, a high-ranking French judo
practitioner who I met on FACEBOOK.
Akihiro Matsuura sensei, a high-ranking eighth dan, is a
teacher with great charisma. A physiotherapist and
acupuncturist in the room above the dojo, also used as a
cloakroom, he had had the opportunity to teach in many
countries such as Australia, New Zealand or even Polynesia.
Speaking fluent English, and with his website also
translated into English, he receives many requests from
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travelling foreigners and from international delegations who
find technical qualities and a warm welcome here. With an
extremely friendly nature, he always responds favourably to
these requests and is proud that this has led to the setting up
of many twinning arrangements with clubs all over the
world. Despite the small size of his hall, even the people
outside watching the session through the club windows were
allowed in. The only two chairs available to the visitors
weren’t sufficient but the spirit of hospitality was definitely
there.
As far as I’m concerned, I associate state of mind with
behaviour. In all clubs, positioning myself as a simple
student wishing to practise, I never tried to benefit from the
slightest preferential treatment. I accessed the session via the
small door, performed the warm-up like everyone, and with
those younger than me, generally took the role of uke, the
one who receives the throw, rather than tori who performs
the movement, the technique, the throw.
So I fitted into the group very naturally, diligently
following and applying the instructions given by the Master
of the premises. Whenever I was asked to take on the
teaching role, I felt honoured and, of course, responded
positively. I’m always happy to share knowledge but, in
terms of this JUDO WORLD TOUR project, that wasn't my
main priority.
On the other hand, not being considered as a visiting
coordinator, I very often had a special regime - I would be
asked to fight with everyone at the session. I was basically
the newcomer of the moment and everyone wanted to assess
me in order to rank me on the hierarchical scale of the whole
group.
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Comparing is characteristic human behaviour, but this
practice in particular helps each of us to grow. A new partner
means new constraints, new challenges to make them fall,
and the need therefore to find new solutions. In other words,
in terms of mutual support and benefit, jita yuwa kyoei, we
apply the principle of “do” in the word judo!
I felt no shame, fear or embarrassment to be confronting
people who were bigger than me, in terms of size or weight. I
practised freely, openly, and preferred to execute a beautiful
fall when I was thrown, rather than blocking, resisting and
injuring myself, which would run the risk of bringing my
adventure to an early end.
This was so much easier in Japan, in contrast to all the other
countries in the world that I visited, the distinction between
randori and shiai was very clearly marked on the mats.
The former is a flexible sustained teaching exercise, during
which each person dares to take risks, tries to surprise and
beat his partner by controlling his movements, dodges,
rhythms, and by trying to unbalance him. There is no
concept of force, but a genuine give-and-take relationship.
The fighters are partners in progress.
The shiai is the ultimate tool in the educational system of
judo. It is the competition, the practice of refereed fight, with
the aim of “victory” in accordance with the rules specified.
This is the test of effectiveness, a confrontation with reality,
with people that one doesn’t know from everyday life.
A judoka who then becomes, for the duration of the fight,
an adversary.
I therefore sincerely believed that I was embodying the
spirit of the DAISHIN JUDO CLUB. With my attitude, I was
completely integrated into the group and I felt great.
Unfortunately, I would soon find myself being a spectator of
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a situation completely opposite to this personal view of
attitude and outlook.
In this month of March 2016, an Israeli delegation of about
twenty judokas, flanked by two high-ranking practitioners,
was welcomed at the same time as me by Akihiro Matsuura
sensei. This was the first of the three scheduled sessions.
When greeting and talking with some of these young
people, I had no doubts regarding their seriously competitive
intent. The majority of them wore an official number on the
back of their judogi and were following a particularly full
training schedule, with classes in different local structures.
Their goal was to train “hard”.
Unfortunately, for safety reasons, on the small area of forty
square metres, only two pairs could fight at the same time.
The other people took up positions on the edge of the mat,
and were keeping themselves warmed up, watching and
planning the next fights by inviting the partner of their
choice. The teacher, for his part, was observing. Seated on a
small stool, he was the timekeeper with his stopwatch in
hand.
The only member of the delegation with a blue judogi, the
son of one of the coaches, aged about thirty, was patiently
waiting for his turn. Not particularly warmed up but
confident in his own abilities, he had set his sights on
working with the young Japanese man, barely twenty-five,
who had just fought with me. The result of our confrontation
had been beneficial for both him and me. In a healthy and
open spirit of randori, we had each fallen a few times whilst
fighting according to the principles of judo, without using
brute force. When this new fight started, the situation was
completely different. The Israeli judoka straightaway tried to
impose a strong superiority on his adversary.
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Borderline disrespectful, his goal was “victory” at any cost.
Loudly shouting kiai, he implemented his techniques with
the same intensity as if he was in a world championship or
an Olympic final. With a poorly negotiated technique, giving
a strong kick to the lower shin of his partner, he forced him
to put a knee to the floor and to rub the painful area with his
hand. Everyone observed and waited to see what would
happen next. Akihiro Matsuura sensei said nothing but
acquiesced to the questioning look from his student.
What is admirable and remarkable about the Japanese
athletes is their natural ability to be able to adapt to all types
of partners. If you fight them with flexibility, they fight back
similarly. In the opposite situation, they also know what to
do... From the second fight sequence, up until the end, the
Israeli judoka wouldn’t have time to pause for breath.
Throwing him with a certain ease, the Japanese athlete
subjected him to an impressive number of techniques, all
different from each other. This would be the first and last
time that this Israeli judoka trained in this dojo. At the end of
this single final randori, I would never again see him on the
tatami.
Although many of his peers would have a number of
injuries to complain about, due to the intensity of their
physical engagement, his choice for the following sessions
would be to no longer wear the judogi and to remain calmly
on the edge of the mat as just a spectator. Would he have
learned something? In his development, his learning, only he
would know…
Leaving the club, I went exploring. Osaka constitutes a
central point from which one can easily strike out radially. In
organising my travel, to meet my objective of exploration,
meeting people and sharing through judo, with at least one
training session in every country that I visited, I first
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scheduled my training venues. With just a few exceptions,
my tourist trips were therefore guided by the location of the
structures that were really willing to have me. In Japan,
though, it was different.
Given the emergence of this type of accommodation, its
affordability and the resulting interest that it was generating
among the active population, I felt compelled, on my arrival
on the archipelago, to plan all my nights in youth hostels. It
was all the more true that, in the peak season for the
flowering of the Japanese cherry trees, places in this type of
establishment were particularly sought after. This was the
context in which I planned a week of staying at Sakai and
another at Nara. This was a choice that I would come to
regret. In fact, I would end up giving up more time than
necessary to exploring these two cities. This wasn't anything
to do with a lack of tourist or cultural interest, however,
quite the opposite. It was just that two days was enough at
Sakai for me to explore the vast keyhole-shaped mound of
the tomb of Emperor Nintoku, to admire the magnificent
forging work of the artisan cutlery makers, to sample the
serenity of the Japanese garden with its extreme beauty and
finally to savour a delicious matcha tea, prepared according
to the precise definition of the tea ceremony, imagined by
someone who was born in the city, Maître Sen No Rikyu.
The same was true for Nara, this former capital of Japan,
whose many monuments are part of the UNESCO world
heritage of humanity. An essential destination, as are Kyoto,
Osaka, Tokyo or even Mount Fuji, the small traditional city
of Nara is suggested by every travel agent in the world and
therefore sees thousands of tourists arriving every day, the
majority of them from overseas. Like me, they stroll through
the alleys of the old town and admire the historical
architecture of the traditional buildings, visit the various
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temples including the magnificent Todai Ji which houses the
largest bronze Buddha in the world, marvel at the panoramic
view offered by Mount Wakakuza, or even enjoy the
company of hundreds of deer who live here with complete
freedom in the park. The only trip I took, which
distinguished me from my fellow tourists, was the visit to
the abandoned amusement park DREAMLAND. The main
reason for this situation is that this closed site is normally
prohibited to the public, because it has been abandoned for
the last ten years. On this day, the rule was broken.
Without any time constraints, the days went by peacefully.
The ambient air diffuses a gentle atmosphere of well-being,
an environment imbued with calm and serenity that I would
find throughout the Land of the Rising Sun, except for near
Kyoto.
That was somewhere I felt a strong feeling of oppression, in
my chest. At this peak tourist season, this was surely caused
by my inability to travel on crowded public transport, but
still, despite everything this didn’t prevent me, as soon as I
could get off the bus and regain all my physical abilities,
from taking fabulous photos of temples, palaces, sanctuaries,
bridges, gardens, the local market and torii that all contribute
to the wonder of this city and its surroundings.
Finally, I spent almost three weeks travelling around
Osaka, a city that I couldn’t leave without having visited its
UNIVERSAL STUDIOS theme park, particularly due to its
"BACK TO THE FUTURE" attraction, which would be closed
forever just a few days later.
My daily routine was based on my landmarks and rituals.
The first were disrupted every time I moved on. They were
the adoption of places, the available public transport, the
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judo clubs who welcomed me and the youth hostels in which
I stayed. The second were unchanging. They formed the
basis for my project organisation. Each day, getting up at five
o’clock, I thus performed my physical exercises, acquisition
of new skills, implementation of the day’s schedule as
established previously, recording of observations in my
logbook, posting on FACEBOOK, thinking back on the last
twenty-four hours, my interactions and the marketing of the
project, time for talking with my children and finally,
checking and maintaining my personal effects.
Every two to three weeks, another habit was added. It
consisted of resting physically for one to two days.
I would still rise at the same time and would generally
spend time in the youth hostel common room, where I’d
position myself comfortably on the chair next to a power
socket.
I devoted these few hours to writing postcards and, thanks
to my mobile phone, which I would use as my computer,
scheduling the next part of my journey, sending messages
making requests to clubs, potential preparation of a post for
my blog and formal phone calls with my family and friends.
But first and foremost, this was a particular important time
for my organisation in relation to reflection and meditation.
Having made the choice to put my professional activities to
one side for a few months, I needed to consider my aptitudes
and the personal and professional orientations that I wanted
to follow at the end of my journey.
In this area, among other things, it was the videos of Franck
Nicolas, international coach and expert in leadership and
performance, that I looked to for inspiration and advice.
In the preparation and throughout the duration of my
journey, I set myself some objectives to achieve. It could be
meeting a particular person, taking part in an event in a city
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or a country, organising an action, going to see a monument,
a location or making a special trip.
In Japan, there were three of these, all associated with areas
of interest that were dear to me.
Three trips to learn a bit more about the cultural
philosophy of this country. Three trips for three traditional
workshops, driven by passion in manufacturing very high
quality technical products.
The first of these workshops was located at Seki about two
hours by train from Nagoya and concerned manufacturing of
cutting instruments. The second was at Matsumoto and was
a guitar making workshop. The last one gave a symbolic
connotation to the judo pilgrimage that I had initiated in this
country. Close to Tokyo, I would have the honour of finding
the plant that makes the judogi for the MIZUNO company.
It was another error of judgement that saw me land at
Nagoya. I had wanted to be closer to the city of Seki, the
birthplace of manufacturing of katanas, the traditional sabres
of samurai warriors. Considered since the end of the Edo era
as collectors’ items, many artisans were obliged to refocus
the expertise of their professional activity on new products in
order to meet the requirements of a new clientele. This small
city is now known as one of the Japanese production sites for
knives and other cutting objects.
Since I was very small, thanks to my grandfather who had
proclaimed the benefits of always having a knife with him, I
had loved them. In a holster on my belt, for this world tour, I
had opted for the essential VICTORINOX; the Swissknife
that I’d bought for myself in Geneva with my savings when I
was about twelve, I think.
I’m not a collector but I do have a few knives that I use
according to my needs and wishes. Knives are also
something that I like to give to others to mark a birthday or a
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special event. Or to thank somebody, to acknowledge
something they have done. It was therefore with interest that
I asked to visit the MARUSHO factory headed by Mr
Tomohiro Hasegawa, and his brother Masanobu. From the
workshops of this small family business consisting of about
thirty people and founded by the grandfather, a thousand
items per month are produced, all made with genuine
Japanese steel. A rather slow rate of production due to the
manual care given to every stage of manufacturing.
Ergonomics, safety, precision, elegance and simplicity of use
of the MCUSTA and ZANMAI knives, and the SILKY
scissors make them genuinely exceptional products, with a
fine reputation worldwide. All these elements almost explain
why the young Japanese judoka all use the “Rock, Paper,
Scissors” game, when they need to decide on groups or on
the order of taking turns for activity on the mats!
Matsumoto is also a city that is a stopping-off point. I
enjoyed discovering its castle, with its unusual black colour.
Nearby, I was also able to admire a wasabi farm, producing
the famous Japanese condiment, as well as Jigokudani Yaenkoen Park where macaque monkeys love to swim year round
in the hot springs. The show that I attended in April must be
particularly striking when it takes place in winter, when this
region is covered with a white coat of snow. But the main
reason for my coming here was something else entirely.
For the last twenty years I had been practising the guitar.
My modest level of accomplishment didn’t really justify the
high-quality instruments that I had had or that I still have
today but as with the knives, I love a beautiful string
instrument - the manual work, the craftsmanship. When, a
few months before leaving my native Brittany, I bought a
BACCHUS electric guitar produced at the DEVISER
workshop in Matsumoto, it seemed obvious to me to visit the
134

JUDO WORLD TOUR

place where it was designed. This was a chance to take this
opportunity and it was Stéphane Demay, the French
salesman, and Sho Hara, the site export manager, who
offered me the chance. Although the city of Matsumoto
shows many signs of a strong Mexican-American influence,
the quality offered by this small-scale Japanese production
site goes well beyond the standards of both of these
countries.
Then again, cultural patience and discipline work to
facilitate the requirement for perfection.
This was a focal point guiding the site of my final Japanese
trip, too, visiting the MIZUNO judogi workshop.
This Japanese sports equipment business holds a special
place in my heart. I see myself reflected in the company's
values, I like its products and also I had the opportunity and
the pleasure of working for the French division for the two
years prior to my departure for this JUDO WORLD TOUR.
I had maintained good relations with the manager, Mr.
Tadashi Nakai and, despite the fact that no “brand image”
partnership had been negotiated for my venture, it was
unthinkable to me, inconceivable, that I should wear any
other label. So, in every country I visited, I went looking for
their shops to renew my wardrobe as necessary and
sometimes just to be supportive and spend time with the
judo department managers, as was the case with Kiyoshi
Shimizu, in the enormous shop in Tokyo.
For the sake of consistency, I also made sure that the logo
was visible on all the photos that I published and my practice
suit, my judogi was, of course, a MIZUNO.
In my sales pitch to judo clubs and practitioners, I tended
to tell them that if they tried it on, they would want to keep
it, and it’s true that, like many practitioners all over the
world, I have nothing but praise for the particular cut of this
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symbolic body armour, and I cannot speak highly enough of
how strong, comfortable and lightweight this item is - for
me, it feels like a tailor-made shirt. With time, effort and the
associated sweat, it even becomes like a second skin.
As this company fosters quite a cult of secrecy, it was a real
honour to be able to be accompanied by Madame Chika
Shibata on a visit to the factory close to Tokyo that produces
the judogi and belts that are considered among the finest in
the world. After having put on the mandatory slippers worn
by all personnel, I entered this workshop and discovered the
Japanese outlook and attitude active here in the design of
specialist clothing since 1964. The number of views of the
FACEBOOK post that I put up that day make it the post that
reached the largest public audience from the whole of my
JUDO WORLD TOUR adventure. I’m only too happy to have
made a modest contribution to promoting this multinational
brand and am proud of its successes particularly after the Rio
Olympics, when it obtained the federal partnership with the
French team, who thus joined the ranks of the Japanese and
Brazilian delegations in particular.
This visit confirmed the perception that I had had from my
very first days in this country. The awareness of a
continuous quest for excellence in every action and task
undertaken by every person.
As far as judo was concerned, I was starting the last part of
my Japanese trip. I was getting a little closer to Tokyo every
day and Mount Fuji constituted the last proper tourist stop
on the way. The highest point of the country does not easily
allow access to those who wish to view its majestic height
and beauty. It’s a treat that must be earned and that many of
the people staying in the same hostel as I weren’t able to
obtain. Although it was regularly covered with clouds, I was
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truly lucky, during my four days staying in Fuji
Kawaguchiko, a city located centrally in the Five Lake
region, to benefit from a five-hour weather window to be
able to take hundreds of absolutely stunning photos, and
thus to capture this very special time for posterity.
On arriving at KODOKAN, the temple of judo, I really had
entered the birthland of the discipline. Known by all judo
practitioners, the world over, for its main dojo on the eighth
floor and the statue of Jigoro Kano shihan at the entrance
steps, thousands of people of many different nationalities
had passed through the huge dormitories on the third floor
of this building. The culmination of a dream, each of these
people had left a trace of their time there. In some cases, this
might be a sticker attached to the TV shelf in the lounge.
More simply, the majority of people had written their name
and the date of their stay on the top board of their loft bed
frame. My friend Sylvain Galibert, a regular there, had been
lucky enough to sleep in the bed once occupied by the great
Champion Teddy Riner.
As to whether or not it was really him who had signed his
name there... That is the question!
In this city, I would have some truly memorable and
sometimes touching moments.
Thanks to my friends Olivier Remy and Emmanuel Charlot
from the magazine “ESPRIT DU JUDO”, I had the chance to
access the major Japanese tournament, the zen nihon, which
takes place every year on 29th April, a public holiday in
Japan.
With the privilege of press accreditation, I had the pleasure
of admiring the various fights from the very edge of the
central tatami and, on the same day, approaching my idol,
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Tadahiro Nomura sensei, triple Olympic champion and now
a consultant for a Japanese television channel.
This was a meeting that I had hoped for, for many years. I
had thought that it might happen on Tenri but then I hadn’t
been authorised to go there, and so it was finally in Tokyo
that I would cross the path of this exceptional judoka.
And to close the loop completely, it was a few days later in
Paris that my friend Stéphane Brand got him to sign the very
photo that I had had with him a few thousand kilometres
away. A new and precious autograph to add to the
substantial album that I had been keeping for a long time.
Mr. Gotaro Ogawa sensei, an eminent diplomat and highranking member of the KODOKAN, brought me the
opportunity for some special moments of sharing with his
friends, some of whom open the doors of their dojo to me.
This led to me being able to train at the TOYO UNIVERSITY,
under the supervision of Nishiyama sensei and Ishimine
sensei and it was there that I met Harry, a young Australian,
who I would be surprised to see again in his own country, in
Melbourne in fact, about six months later.
At the KODOKAN, it was Chikara Kariya sensei who did
me the honour of letting me train with him. Like the highranking judokas who practise here, he wears a red and white
belt, which he also keeps on during fights and randori. A
custom that I’d never seen at my club in Vannes. My teachers
always preferred the black belt during this sequence of the
session.
Training at the KODOKAN remains special. The
suspended tatamis give a trampoline-like cushioning for
falls. A sensation that is impossible to forget once you’ve
experienced it! Another special feature of this dojo? All
confrontations are opened and closed with the ritual bow in
the seiza position, i.e. kneeling. In France and elsewhere in
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the world, this rule of etiquette is performed in a standing
posture.
It is also surprising to note the slight difference in Japan
concerning the value given to the grade. There are
KODOKAN grades and grades issued by the rest of the
world. For a Japanese practitioner, this is important.
In this atmosphere of mutual support, coopting is in full
swing. The aim of most of the foreigners present here is to
practise as much as possible. Thomas Rouquette thus
introduced me to Hoshino Utsuru, who in turn introduced
me to Ryuji Bunasawa sensei, Takuro Yoshimura sensei and
Kazuhiro Kawada sensei, so that I can visit their WASEDA
UNIVERSITY which itself produced Mikinosuke Kawaishi
sensei, a judo pioneer in France in the 1930s.
Sylvain Galibert opened up the doors of the CHIYODA
school to me, with Wasaburo Nakajima sensei and
KENKYUKAI school, with Toshimi Torii sensei. At the latter
club, I spent two hours of pure pleasure in practising kosen
judo, ground judo, ne waza.
Finally, my friends from the STADE FRANÇAIS, including
Olivier Hermeline sensei, Raymond Cairashi sensei and the
president Jean-Claude Blouin, welcomed me into their group
so that I could follow the extremely engaging classes
provided by two high-ranking KODOKAN teachers,
Yoshiharu Makishi sensei and Mikihiro Mukai sensei.
I spent my time in training, sometimes taking four sessions
in a day. Beyond my desire to always learn more and more,
there was also my desire to understand. To understand the
technical facility of the Japanese judokas, their efficiency and
their ability to fully implement the principle of Seiryoku
zenyo, i.e. good use of energy, achieving good results by
using a minimum of effort. At the end of my journey, I
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would manage to perceive two of the secrets of their
efficiency on the most prestigious of stages of international
competitions. The first was linked to the culture and more
specifically discipline. A Japanese fighter is capable of
repeating uchi komi endlessly, without variation, as the
technique taught to him in his early classes by his teacher
and to continue to do so right up until his retirement from
the mats at the end of his life. The second thing was the
understanding of judo itself. A Japanese practitioner knows
how to make good use of the difference there is between a
randori, a free and flexible form of fight in which the two
participants are more partners than adversaries and a shiai,
the opposite within which victory or defeat are at play.
Tourist visits took a back seat here, even though I managed
to take some time to explore a few of the districts of Tokyo
and its historic fish market, before the latter needed to be
moved, due to the 2020 Olympic games taking place in
Japan. As in every city I'd visited where it had been possible,
I went up high to get a panoramic view, in this case from the
highest accessible level of the observation tower looking out
over the landscape.
My judo pilgrimage couldn’t be complete without visiting
three important memorial sites. The first site that I went to
was somewhat deceptive, yet full of history. In the form of a
commemorative stone in the courtyard of Eishoji Temple in
Tokyo, this represents the location of the first ever
KODOKAN, the original judo school. The very place where
the founder and influential educator initiated the first nine
students in 1882.
The other two places of remembrance are equally symbolic
although they generate a particular emotion in me. On the
eve of the anniversary of the death of the founder of judo, I
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went to mourn at his tomb at Matsudo, about forty minutes
by train from Tokyo, and a few days later, at the port of
Yokohama I also visited the boat Hikawa Maru on which he
died of pneumonia on his way back from Cairo on 4th May
1938. So the loop was closed again between those particular
Japanese places visited by Jigoro Kano shihan, and the place
where he now rests.
Another idea popped into my head at that point. What a
wonderful project it would be, to walk in the footsteps of this
extraordinary figure... To visit and train in every country and
city that he had gone to, whether he had travelled in the
context of his role within the International Olympic
Committee (IOC) or in connection with development of the
discipline that he conceived and created. Another adventure
to be experienced to the full, at a hundred and ten percent,
this new project that I would find myself proposing a few
months later to the President of the INTERNATIONAL
JUDO FEDERATION, Mr. Marius Vizer.
Before leaving, I had a promise to keep. A promise that I’d
made to my friends Hikari Cariou-Sasaki sensei and YvesMarie Cariou sensei, who work in their association UMI NO
MICHI, created after the events of 11th March 2011 in Japan.
The tsunami that struck that day devastated a huge part of
the small fishing village of Ofunato, in just thirty minutes,
physically and emotionally damaging so many families. Still
today, some souls remain fragile here.
The various actions that my two friends took in their own
small district of Fouesnant were particularly helpful in
contributing to the full renovation of the dojo, which had
been completely destroyed, and bringing to the summer
courses that they organised, several groups of young people
originally from this Japanese municipality. It was in the
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context of one of these courses that I was able to meet and
practise with some of them and, when the time came to
organise my JUDO WORLD TOUR, it seemed important to
me to incorporate this time into my adventure. Taken in
charge by Mr. Toshihiko Suzuki on my arrival, I enjoyed
going to visit there constructed building, the JISHUKAN
JUDO CLUB run by Makoto Konno sensei and Takeshi
Sawada sensei. On the hall walls, as wonderful evidence of
the success of my two Breton friends, I found the smiles
captured in the photos that preserved the memories of these
different moments of mutual support and sharing.
Smiles that I also found at the OFUNATO HIGH SCHOOL
of Yasunaga Koizumi sensei and Takashi Shida sensei, with
slightly older young people whose fierce desire to land me
on my back confirmed their ability, both in the past and
present, to be able to deal courageously with adversity.
Smiles especially as symbols of a principle: jita yuwa kyoei,
mutual support and benefit.
In Tokyo airport as I was about to leave, I enjoyed looking
back in my diary at the culture-specific details that I’d been
able to observe and that made this amazing country
particularly unique. Everyone who has been lucky enough to
visit Japan could confirm that there are so many different
aspects that make the country unique. Whether you find
yourself thinking of sumo (I attended a great training session
and an amazing day of competition), the impressive and
unusual quantity of flavours available when it comes to KIT
KAT chocolate bars, or even the surgical face masks that
people wear, and traditional dress; tube carriages reserved
for women only; geishas; classic Japanese dishes - natto,
ramen, oden; the difficulty in writing a language with a huge
number of versions and forms of characters; protective book
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covers; baseball practice; pachinko game halls; pin's to
indicate membership of a school or a company; manga; the
same product being sold at an identical price in all shops;
special Japanese phones, young people indulging in Cosplay;
attitudes to sex, with all the Sex-shops and love hotels;
clothing stereotypes; bonsai; the Japanese attraction to
beauty, and to the French and American cultures... All of
these things fuelled my curiosity and fed into my desire to
understand.
Unfortunately, if you want to fully appreciate the social
codes and be aware of the subtleties that sometimes make
this country so surprising and interesting, yet also sometimes
so closed and cloistered, you need to have been born there.
And I wasn't. So I had to content myself with observing.
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10TH COUNTRY: CHINA REVISITED
I had to go back to China in order to travel to Nepal, then
to India.
This necessity came with a bit of impatience.
Impatience to see someone who I had met back in early
January during my first stay in China.
When you have no expectations, everything becomes
possible, even though I could never have imagined that I
could have such a lovely encounter during my adventure.
Originally from Mexico, Patricia worked at the Mexican
Embassy in Beijing. Dynamic, smiling, sporty, passionate
about travelling, a simple natural relationship had been
established between us. No need for me to reserve a place in
a youth hostel when staying in this city, I took up
accommodation directly in the Embassy itself, where she
lived. Moreover, due to her status, and the related access
rights provided by her diplomatic passport, she would be
able to join me easily and regularly throughout my travels.
Pleasant interludes that we shared in the midst of my finely
tuned schedule.
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Someone else who I was happy to see every time that I
went back to the Chinese capital, was a young man, aged
twenty-seven, called Wang. Like all Chinese people who
spoke English and had the opportunity to rub shoulders with
foreigners, he had given himself a Western name. He was
called Félicien. This is common practice throughout most of
the countries in the South-East. As a general rule, this choice
is born from a desire to visit certain countries or to honour a
specific culture. Thus it was that I encountered a Chinese
woman who chose to be called Fatima or, in another vein, a
Vietnamese guide with the surprising surname of John
Wayne.
I also found the district of Sanlitun in which I could get my
bearings. Here I could find the post office, for sending
parcels to my children and postcards to family and friends;
the market, for buying the fruits and oil seeds that are part of
my daily intake, and the many electric bikes that you see
running around the city. I remained impressed by this
country. Seeing that there were no two-wheelers using
conventional combustion engines suggested to me that an
environmental policy was implemented by the government
to reduce greenhouse gas emissions and the level of
pollution that hangs over the city. With the tangible pace of
development that I could feel around me, I was convinced
that, in a few years, this provision would be implemented for
all vehicles in the capital, or even extended to other large
conurbations such as Shanghai, for example.
Beijing is basically in a state of constant change. Within a
period of a few days, or even just a few hours, one could be
completely dumb founded by being unable to recognise an
alleyway or a district, as the changes occurred so fast.
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Being in China was also a source of regeneration for me, a
chance to recharge my batteries whilst continuing to spend
time in this amazing country and to organise the rest of my
journey. I therefore completed the administrative formalities
for certain visas, such as the one for Nepal, which I would be
visiting in a few days.
Regarding this, I was always struck by the culture-specific
bureaucratic requirements concerning identification photos.
From the background colour to the sometimes surprising
dimensions, their specifications obliged me to go regularly to
get new photos from a professional photographer. I would
also learn later, to my surprise, on renewing my passport in
China, that the photo included in my official movement
document, issued by my Breton prefecture, didn’t meet the
standard French requirements. This situation would bring
me further problems when I came to leave the Chinese
territory for the final time. The immigration officer, surely
concerned about the difference in background colour
between the two photos, would have strong doubts about
whether it was really me on both of the two versions
presented. Fortunately, I would manage to get out of this
delicate situation by providing evidence of my words.
The supporting evidence for my life was accessible
wherever I was. For many years, I have been a fan of
paperless life. I had opted very early on for receiving all of
my bills in digital form and I had also scanned all my
documents such as qualifications, certificates, credit cards,
identity
documents, Bank
details, various other
documentation... Stored on the servers of the “cloud”, but
also on the French government Public Service site, it was
very easy for me to access it all. All I needed was an Internet
connection. I’m also extra careful in implementing regular
backups on a USB key that I always have with me and
finally, I also send some files to myself by e-mail, which
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allows me to find them and send them quickly when needed
as would be the case in this particular situation. Basically, as
soon as I found myself in possession of any piece of paper, I
would follow this process to save a copy of it, and it would
automatically be destroyed if there was no need for me to
keep it for legal reasons.
This second period in China would allow me to discover
new areas. New places that I hadn’t been able to explore last
January when I first visited. The high-speed train thus
dropped me in Shanghai, the largest megalopolis of the
country and a genuine international financial centre. It was
on the Bund, along the Huangpu river that the power of the
business district became really evident. In these beautiful
high buildings, including the Pearl Tower, I found the time
to get up to high viewing points, from which I could admire
the full extent of the city.
China is clearly a trading nation. The thread of business is
well established among the Chinese people and also has, on
its native soil, an even more extraordinary dimension to it.
Everything is for sale, everything can be negotiated,
everything is available or everything can be manufactured
within a few days based on a model. “Made in China” wasn't
about to be disappearing any time soon and the technical
power available in this country contributes here to the
efficiency of business relationships.
As an example, for my project, in order to deal with any
difficulties arising, I had three bank cards with me: a VISA, a
MASTERCARD and a CIRRUS. I organised my use of them
by means of dedicated applications on my phone. Although I
would sometimes have substantial problems in using them,
as I wandered particularly in India and Cuba, here in China
there were payment terminals for every bank card in the
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world. I managed to spot about ten of these - in certain shops
with a high tourist presence. And if one of them turned out
to be faulty, there was still the option of paying using the
local WECHAT application, the counterpart to FACEBOOK
in China, or just offering cash, or even promising to pay the
next day, leaving a security deposit, generally in the form of
a passport.
After Beijing, Shanghai is the largest city in the whole
country. A new opportunity for training. At XI JIAO
SCHOOL, I went to the dojo of a Chinese school, watched
over by particularly vigilant supervisors of the comings and
goings of the pupils of this establishment, who also kept a
watch on the movements of visitors, such as myself. After we
had initially missed meeting, Leo Lee sensei welcomed me
with a huge smile. Like many judoka that I had been able to
meet since the start of my JUDO WORLD TOUR, my
adventure was something of an inspiration to him.
Rather like Wang sensei in Beijing, Leo sensei had formerly
been an athlete in the national team. We both enjoyed
sharing a randori, an act that created a new friendship that
still continues today, in the form of the various messages that
we regularly exchange.
As defined in the moral code of judo, friendship is the
purest of human sentiments. Through this discipline that I
practise, I’ve had the good luck to meet so many people and
to create strong relationships, based on respect for shared
values. Travelling, exploring the world with just my
backpack, sleeping in youth hostels - all allowed me to create
real links with a whole community of people sharing the
same taste as me for exploration and freedom.
So it was that at Guilin, I got to know Maud, a young
French woman of thirty, who was also engaged in her own
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epic mission. An accomplished sportswoman, her objective
for her travels was to take part in as many marathons as
possible, and at the same time to interview women of
different cultures and nationalities on their vision of running
and the benefits that they gained from it in their daily life.
Amy and Michael, on the other hand, were Australians.
They were roaming all over the world just for fun, following
an extremely tried and tested system. Although Amy had left
her job, Michael was an electrician on a gas production
platform, usually working to a pattern of three weeks
working for two weeks off. They therefore went to a different
country every twenty-one days with the ultimate aim of
travelling all over the world. This way of life allowed them
to save money too. By making the most of all the possibilities
offered for every one of their experiences, they spent less
than they would have had to pay for accommodation and
living expenses in their home countries. An organised team
of two, a well-considered solution, a source of inspiration to
me. So it was with Maud, Amy and Michael and Patricia,
that I visited the city of Guilin and its river Li, the
magnificent rice growing terraces of Long sheng, Dazhai and
PingAn, and Yangshuo where we experimented with using
bikes for the first time in this country.
Even though I had set off alone, I was never really on my
own, and this example is the perfect illustration of this. Each
traveller that I met was a potential friend. Whenever I was on
a trip for a few hours or a day, we would share more than
just the financial cost. We would also be sharing the precious
moments of working together, of uncontrolled laughter, of
harder times sometimes following unwise choices, that
would nevertheless always generate memories that would be
enjoyable to look back on later, as we followed the activity of
our travelling companions on blogs or FACEBOOK pages. It
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was also an excellent way to pool resources. I’ve lost count of
the number of times that I asked one of these friends about
the pitfalls and tips concerning travel in my next destination
country. When it came to finding each other again and being
able to benefit from each other’s hospitality in a private
apartment or house, as happened in particular with Sylvain
in Thailand, this was always a genuine source of satisfaction
for me.
Just a few hours more... Only a few hours before getting
back on the road, heading towards Kathmandu.
Just a few hours left to be forever horrified at the
propensity of the Chinese people to talk loudly and cough
noisily. Just a few hours left to observe their pleasure in
handling a couple of walnuts, or a wooden bracelet or
necklace, with the patina of age.
Just a few hours left to observe hygienic practices that were
different to mine, particularly concerning treatment of hair
and nails.
Just a few hours left to be impressed by the quality of the
counterfeit items produced in this country.
But most of all, just a few hours left to enjoy dumplings,
roasted scorpion, Peking duck or even the extraordinary
dishes of Yunnan cuisine.
Just a few hours left to tell yourself it wasn't over. This was
only an “au revoir” because there was someone waiting for
me here now.
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13TH COUNTRY: NEPAL
Travelling didn’t happen by chance, it was a choice. By
choice, I had given myself the chance. For this JUDO
WORLD TOUR, by selling everything I owned, I had freed
myself from material constraints to fully embrace freedom of
action and of movement and to adapt to a lifestyle where
there was no monotony.
However, even though I didn’t forbid myself anything, I
really had to admit that my decisions were determined by
certain situations. Visiting Tibet was one of these.
In order to go there, it was mandatory to hold a travel
permit, obtained by an approved travel agency, also to be
accompanied and to follow a defined itinerary. These were
substantial imperatives and, with the addition of the
unknown time required to obtain this essential pass, they
ultimately led me to take the decision to bypass it. Other
territories, other countries, other dojos would unfortunately
share the same fate, generally dictated by financial
constraints alone. Even though I was honoured to receive
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invitations throughout my travels, I was sad not to be able to
respond favourably to all the requests that were sent to me.
My first sensations on arriving at Kathmandu were an
awareness of dust, the terrible condition of the roads, the
extreme architectural deficiency of the housing, the untold
number of stray dogs and the deafening noise of the equally
numerous motorcycles and scooters. Nepal had suffered a
substantial earthquake the previous year and many
structures still bore the traces of this terrible event.
Where I hadn’t felt the effects of pollution during my
various trips around Beijing, here I found it had a direct
impact on my health. Impossible not to suffer the effects of
the dust and particles in suspension in this city considered to
be one of the most polluted on the planet. They were
everywhere, stagnating like a veil over the city, drying up
my mucous membranes and irritating my airways. After two
days, my throat was burning, my stomach felt like a yoyo
and these gastric problems prevented me from taking part in
any sports and tourist activities. With no diet required, my
weight slipped away visibly. I lost nearly two kilos in just a
few days. In judo, I went rapidly down from the under sixtysix kilos category to the under sixty group. I had just one
goal - to avoid dehydration and to control my intestinal
transit, which I managed to do quite quickly.
However, a few days later India would exacerbate my
speedy decline, and it would then take almost two months
for me to finally reverse this process and return to my fit
weight of sixty-two or sixty-three kilos.
Falling ill is just part of backpacker life. I’d even say that, if
you live according to local customs, it’s almost unavoidable.
Climate conditions differ between two countries and
sometimes even between two cities in the same region. The
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same applies for food customs... So many disruptions that
invariably generate physiological problems that need to be
treated quickly.
I wasn’t at all sure that the vaccines that I’d had before
setting off had allowed me to avoid certain conditions.
Nevertheless, I knew that, despite using anti-mosquito
sprays, they always found their ways to bite me easily and
did so throughout my trip. Were they carrying specific
diseases? I’d never know. Just as it would have been
unthinkable to set off without all these vaccines, it would
also have been inconceivable to me to not have a small firstaid kit in my bag. I’d needed to use it maybe ten times and I
didn’t for a moment regret having to carry its weight all the
rest of the time. I had put the kit together according to the list
prepared by my family doctor, I had medications to help
with digestive problems, fevers, allergies, as well as some
anti-inflammatories, two small but vital pots of tiger balm,
the minimum necessary for dealing with minor ailments and
rolls of bandage tape that I’d only just found out how to use,
in this sporting and personal mission. My fingers had started
to get really misshapen and painful due to all the repetitive
strain injuries that they had suffered during grip fighting, the
kumi kata. By following my doctor’s instructions to the
letter, I’d always treated my medical problems successfully
by myself. If this didn’t work, I knew that I would be able to
count on the French consular services so that they could send
me the contact details of French-speaking GPs or specialists
as appropriate. The only problem that I’d encountered in
terms of medical care was when it came to getting hold of
some tablets. Not because of the name of the medication in a
different country and language, because it is easy for
pharmacists to find the relevant counterpart, with reference
to the active ingredient - instead the problems were due to
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the fact that, depending on the country of issue, a
prescription was sometimes needed. I also had to note that
some countries only issued the number of tablets required by
the medical prescription and that the same applied for overthe-counter products. An arrangement that I’d been able to
find in Mongolia particularly when I’d wanted to treat a
nagging sore throat.
On arriving in Kathmandu, with its several hundred judo
practitioners, I could hardly believe that Nepal could be a
major judo nation, and yet...
Whenever I was about to enter a new territory, I would
always send an e-mail to its national federation. I would
introduce myself, describe my JUDO WORLD TOUR project
and the progress I had made so far. I would also ask them to
provide me with the name of a person, a club or an
organisation that would host me, sometimes to provide
information, organisational assistance. If there was a
centralised structure, I would also ask to meet the national
team. Despite my advanced years in relation to most of its
members, I always felt a certain pride in training with these
champions who inspired me and who I’d dreamed about
from my earliest infancy. It also allowed me to meet again
with the athletes or companions that I had been able to help
during my volunteer activities for the Parisian
championships. This invariably then resulted in a shared
pleasure. Generally, from these government institutions, I
was lucky enough to obtain a reply. Sometimes it would be
late. It might take a few attempts to get the reply, but it
would always allow me to move gradually towards my
ultimate goal, that of being able to train at least once in each
country I visited.
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When the President of the Nepalese Judo Federation, Mr.
Deepak Harsha Bajracharya, replied with interest to my email, it had only been a few minutes since I’d sent my
request. Thanks to him and his team, particularly his general
secretary Dharma Kumar Shrestha, I had the opportunity to
train at the National Centre located in Kathmandu and
headed by Chandra K Dangol sensei, Khadga Bdr Dahal
sensei, and Indra Dangol sensei, to share sessions with the
national team and with the presidential guard of the country.
Unfortunately, my general state of fatigue and my stomach
problems prevented me from keeping every training
commitment scheduled. I was first and foremost
disappointed, but I also knew that time sometimes resolves
certain conditions beyond our control. The future would
confirm this to me.
If Nepal has eight of the highest peaks in the world,
including Everest, the country is also distinguished by the
quality of its hospitality, its generosity and the kindness of its
population. In the noble sense of the word, the prosperity of
these women and men lies in their capacity to make a large
beautiful mountain out of a molehill. So, the day after my
arrival, sitting on the back of the scooter driven by Manoj
Bahadur KC sensei, I found myself heading towards a small
house just outside the city centre. Facing the high wrought
iron gate of this old building, it didn’t feel much like being
about to enter an orphanage. Nevertheless, there were fifteen
impatient little smiles welcoming me under the porch in this
month of June 2015. Visits were rare and my arrival
somehow seemed to bring a festive air to the proceedings,
giving brightness to these faces. As evidence of the
exceptional nature of the situation, in my honour today, meat
was on the menu for lunch.
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Although it was undeniable that, since March of 2009,
when the MOUNT EVEREST JUDO AND MARTIAL ARTS
RESEARCH CENTER NEPAL was created, Manoj sensei and
his teams had had very few resources available, it was also
evident that these scarce resources were inversely
proportional to the love offered and the considerable work
performed every day within these walls. What incredible
selflessness on the part of Didi! This young woman in her
twenties, served as a nanny, teacher, confidante, judoka,
sister and sometimes surrogate mother for the troubles of the
heart and the spirit. What incredible perseverance by Manoj
sensei! He is at times, in turns a teacher, an educator, but also
the philanthropist conductor of all of the centres that he runs
and administrates. For the first time, after thirty years spent
treading the tatamis, I felt the extraordinary educational
power of judo as envisaged by Jigoro Kano shihan, a power
to nurture the human being as a person and to accompany
that person in taking their place with their people in a living
community.
Here, judo is synonymous with moral code, with social
integration, with education, and even more so with the same
principle of mutual support and benefit, jita yuwa kyoei.
Despite the more than rudimentary living conditions, such
as the training mats handmade by Manoj sensei, the absence
of judogi, the lack of furniture, meaning that some of the
children have to eat their meals on the floor or to sleep three
or four to a bed, in this place these children find the
gentleness, protection, education, consideration and respect
that they need to bloom. All my life I will remember this
shared meal where, for the first time, directly from the pan, I
ate with my fingers. How amazing and touching it was to
observe how, despite being offered a large number of
bananas for dessert, the oldest children in the group still
found a way to pass on their share to the smaller ones.
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Every second of sharing was a precious moment that we
fully savoured and our faces and our smiles couldn’t hide
what we felt when it was time to say goodbye.
Paradoxically, despite limited resources, the association of
the MOUNT EVEREST JUDO AND MARSHAL ARTS
RESEARCH CENTER NEPAL performs many actions and
this is reflected in the field by their more than significant
results. The number of practitioners is increasing from year
to year, which unfortunately adds to the infrastructure
problems. It might be a struggle to apply the title of ‘dojo’ to
a simple stone courtyard of a house where, at five o’clock
every morning, some floor mats are laid out, just two
centimetres thick. It’s also difficult in the case of an ultralightweight bamboo structure, located out in the open
countryside, open to the four winds in all seasons, where ten
assorted light foam mats are lying out on the topsoil itself
and very often completely soaking wet. And then there are
the electricity supply problems in the country. With
insufficient general power, energy is distributed by sectors
and many power outages occur, therefore, throughout the
day. In this context, the young orphans, schoolchildren and
children from disadvantaged backgrounds, who I
accompany with Mohan Sunuwar sensei and Ramesh Magar
sensei, are nevertheless indefatigable judokas who take a real
pleasure in trying to find the ippon in each of their throws
onto these oh so painful floors.
For me, practising with those who I considered to be my
sisters and brothers on the tatami has always filled me with
joy. Regardless of the gender, age, size, weight, level, abilities
of each of them, I loved to share, to adapt and to give of
myself. Thus it was that I never refused a request, even if it
meant missing the rest periods sometimes scheduled during
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sessions. I was also always on a quest for diversity of
experience, considering difference as a genuine source of
technical and personnel enrichment. So it came completely
naturally that I would find myself facing blind partners and
others with visual impairments during my time in Japan, at
the dojos of the KODOKAN in Osaka and Tokyo.
I would also do same in Canada with the national
paralympics team.
Here, in a Kathmandu school, it was students suffering
from these same impairments that brought me the most
striking experience of my adventure. They alone are a full
and meaningful representation of judo. What sincerity there
is in their continuous commitment to finding the ippon!
What a beautiful proof of friendship there is here, in the
mutual support that they show to each other! What a great
mark of courage, respect and self control in a situation wellknown to all the judokas of the world. Whereas I’d so often
seen practitioners complaining or moaning when one of their
classmates fell on them, if the same thing happened here, the
young people didn’t even stop smiling for a moment. They
knew that this could happen to them too. Beyond
inspiration, what a wonderful lesson in humility!...
Like a door open to its Indian neighbour, Nepal prepared
me psychologically for my next destination. The lack of
resources was palpable even though, on the way, at Pokhara,
a stopping-off point on the famous trek of the Annapurna
chain, and Lumbini, the birthplace of Buddha, all the power
of a country that I had only just left, China. Pokhara is one of
Nepal’s most popular tourist destinations, particularly for its
mountains, which rise in altitude here rapidly from 1000
metres to more than 7500 metres, over a distance of less than
thirty kilometres. The Chinese clientele is strongly
represented and at the airport, all the reasons for this
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omnipresence are apparent. In fact, this piece of air transport
infrastructure was financed by the Chinese government.
Lumbini, my last stop before crossing the border between
Nepal and India, is an important place in religious worship
with many Buddhist temples erected around the sacred site.
These structures, some of which are still under construction,
constitute a genuine cultural representation of the
communities in every country of the world and thus
indirectly reflect a little of their power. The largest, grandest,
most completed, and cleanest is indisputably the red and
gold one taking pride of place in the central part, the one
presented by the Communist neighbour, the People’s
Republic of China.
A few hours were enough for me to visit this final Nepalese
stopping-off point and the crossing of the border at Sonauli
undeniably marked my entry point to a new experience of
travel and life.
It was nine o’clock in the morning on 18th June 2016. I
arrived in India.
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14TH COUNTRY: INDIA
India... So much has been said about it. Some love it, some
are disappointed, but it seems to me that people were always
changed forever in some way by the unique experience that
they could have in this densely populated country. A single
word comes to mind, however, to summarise my experience
there from the first day: Intense.
A few metres after passing the border guard, I had the
feeling of being in an entirely different space, time and, more
generally, world. Some buildings reminded me of images on
the television from the war in Lebanon in the 1980s. To get to
Varanasi, I got onto a bus or rather a smashed-up minimal
metal skeleton that was acting as a bus. The number of seats
was inversely proportional to all the people who wanted to
occupy them. Before my astonished eyes there were as many
psychological disruptions as there were holes in the pitted
road that we were following.
With a temperature close to forty-five degrees at this time
of year, the few open windows were literally stormed by
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people, whilst others were trying to find fresh air or rather
something resembling a draft, by sitting on the roof or by
clinging to the outside of the doors of the vehicle as it
moved, and when the bus slowed down without ever truly
stopping, others clambered, pushed and inexorably surged
into the inside passenger space to sneak into even the tiniest
gaps that appeared. And all of this with barely any
consideration for social distances and privacy. With four or
even five people on a bench designed for two, the heat made
itself felt... Despite this overcrowding, I was lucky. In all of
this chaos, I had got a seat at the front, right next to the first
window. In this prime position I didn’t miss a moment of
everything that unfurled before my wide-open eyes.
Sharpened after several months of travel, I have to say that
all my senses were heightened and, in order to forget
nothing, I made voice recordings on my phone of anything
and everything that made me feel surprised, stunned or even
disturbed... My iPhone battery was fully recharged,
fortunately. In less than an hour, I’d already created eight
audio files. If I wanted a disorienting change of scenery, I’ve
certainly got it!
Whereas, a few weeks later, in the sterile, clean and ultrasecure airports of New Delhi and Bangalore, I would find
myself mixing with women and men in Western dress, with
closed-toe shoes, a wristwatch, often of a leading brand, as
well as one, or even two phones - the latest Apple models;
the people who accompanied me or who were milling
around outside the bus unfortunately had a completely
different look. That of misery and difficult life. In this noisy
environment, where the tension was palpable, how could
one be insensitive to the extreme poverty and the
immeasurable level of pollution hanging over this country. A
few metres from the truck wheels, there were children
bathing or drawing water from putrid black rivers. Women
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collected buffalo dung by hand to dry it in piles or on the
walls of the houses; if that was an appropriate term for the
dwelling spaces that were sheds or barns holding animals,
with an earthen floor, in which several people from the same
family lived in the company of chicken, goats or even cows.
The beds, or rather mats supported off the floor, were
positioned outside, close to the entrance, or next to a tree that
generally had a bony-looking buffalo tied to it, on a short
rope that only allowed it to maintain a static position.
Regarding plastic, it is everywhere. It was impossible not to
be aware of the disastrous consequences of mass production.
And this embarrassment deep down inside me, this tight
feeling in my stomach, this shame that I felt... Whilst the
Earth gives us so many chances to admire it, how have we
reached this extreme point where millions of people are
trying to survive on a daily basis on such fields of rubbish?...
How can we shamelessly pass by a man or a woman who,
for lack of available sanitation, ease themselves directly in a
field or, as I would often see in New Dehli, even in the street,
sometimes right by the stalls selling fruit and samosas? How
could one not be disturbed by seeing somebody lying on the
ground, almost naked, with their eyes bulging, in a state of
advanced rigidity?
How could one not react when, with almost compete
indifference, the bus driver hit a cyclist with full force but
just continued on his way without even deigning to stop for
a few minutes with this poor victim spread out on the
ground, in order to assist them? Not a single comment came
from the individuals all around me. Only two of them
reacted with any action. With four hands and a lot of beating
of fists, they straightened out the door of the vehicle, which
had been damaged during the impact.
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How does anyone not weigh up their own existence after
having encountered such situations?...
The street was a genuine open-air spectacle. Shared by
everyone, on the street one would mix with cows, buffalo,
horses, vehicles going the wrong way, others stopped on the
road, handcarts, cyclists or rickshaws, these motor-powered
tricycles that operated to transport people and goods at the
same time. And incidentally, there were also pedestrians. It
wasn't their number that gave them any particular priority in
the organisation of the traffic. On the contrary... And yet,
amidst this chaos, on a road supposed to be a highway, I saw
a man performing a sequence of push-ups, forcing all the
vehicles to go round him!
The world is sometimes surprising...
When I arrived at Vârânasî, located on the left bank of the
Ganges, it was already completely dark. Only the lights from
the motor scooters and cars guided my steps towards my
youth hostel. Previously known as Benares, this city holds an
important place in the Hindu religion and thus constitutes
the main site of pilgrimage in the country. At five o’clock in
the morning, when I walked along the banks of the river,
there were many people still sleeping on the pavements,
whilst the cows and dogs were foraging in various piles of
smelly, leaky rubbish strewn along the streets. By the side of
the water I was alone but, in a few minutes, the sun would be
up and it wouldn’t take more than an hour for the site to be
absolutely packed with crowds. In fact, like a magnet, the
Ganges attracts. Every day, thousands of people make the
trip there to purify themselves, to admire it and honour it.
Around them, masseurs, restaurateurs, boatmen, tradesmen,
religious representatives, hairdressers, all rapidly taking
their places in their usual spots, although not officially
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identified as such, in order to meet all the needs of everyone
there and to take part in the carnival of commerce that would
take place there.
Impressed, I looked on at the most important of the sacred
rivers of India. Indeed, everything that makes life was there,
in or around the Ganges.
There were people doing their laundry, people bathing,
with or without clothes on, people learning to swim, people
easing themselves, people walking in it, people carrying out
cremations on the banks, people pouring in ashes or putting
in the bodies of those who weren’t covered by this religious
practice, the remains of those who weren’t completely
cremated - and finally there were people drinking the river
water!
And, although it was normally prohibited to take any
photos of the cremation fires taking place in the open, visible
to all, this paradoxically became a sales pitch for the boatmen
who sold their services on the water. On the rather fragile
skiff, it was at the moment that I very clearly saw the heat
released by these cremations, that, striking a sensitive nerve,
I was invited to contribute to financing the wood that would
be used for construction of the final home of one of the next
deceased. As is so often the case, money seems to help in
overlooking certain considerations...
Whether he comes home alone or with four passengers,
Santosh, a taxi driver, has to get back to New Dehli, the city
where he carries out his trade. In the absence of other
candidates, for a price slightly higher than that of a bus
ticket, I had the pleasure of sharing with this man, of about
my age, the journey of more than eight hours to take me to
Agra, a particularly privileged time for communication
about the country’s customs, habits and ways.
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And all this taking place in an air-conditioned car whilst
the mercury of the thermometer showed a temperature of
forty degrees outside. A trip that gave me a great
opportunity to get to grips with the specific realities of
Indian traffic, such as emptying a dump truck by hand right
in the middle of the fast lane; the axles hadn’t been able to
support the weight that had been loaded on them. As was
customary there, the driver had placed some branches on the
bumpers in order to make other drivers aware of the hazard
posed by his vehicle, whilst the repairs were carried out in
the place where this vehicle was stopped.
Whether on the road or on the railway, travelling by land
was the mode of transport that I most enjoyed. It allowed me
to easily admire, in their natural habitats, animals that I’d
generally been more used to observing in parks or zoos, or
even in pet shops, such as, on this trip, storks, peacocks,
gerbils, parakeets, ... In a few months’ time, in Australia, I
would also be fortunate enough to experience other
moments of happiness with animals such as kangaroos,
cockatoos, parakeets, koalas, crocodiles...
As a professional driver, Santosh, for his part, was at one
with this environment, which he knew by heart. Although he
was no longer astonished to see a peacock fan its tail out in
the middle of the field next to us or to have to avoid a lorry
coming towards us, he became more interested when we
discussed different cultural practices. Practices that, in India,
were so often governed by the way the caste system
operated, with its ideology asserting that men are
fundamentally unequal and that every individual has the
duty to accomplish his task, assigned to him in relation to his
rank, his birth. A condition of life announced to the child
even before his first breath... One is born as a Brahmin,
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Kshatriya, Vaishya or Shudra and, unless one comes out of
the system and becomes an "Untouchable", one dies as a
member of this same group. Once one knew that only a
Shudra could move or remove a deceased living being from
the road, it was easier to understand why so many carcasses
were just left out on the ground and one also had a better
understanding of the song by Maxime le Forestier, “Né
quelque part” (Born Somewhere)...
Arranged marriages, divorces, caste organisation and
behaviour, practices and meaning of the moustache for men,
hand-painted signs and trucks, work, displays of friendship
between men unlike those that I was used to seeing in
Europe... Our conversation left no subject uncovered. And it
was finally after dark, after I’d finally succeeded in
withdrawing money from a cash machine, that Santosh
dropped me at my youth hostel at the foot of a marvel of
human construction, the Taj Mahal.
Superb, grand, extraordinary, majestic, extravagant... The
“palace of the crown” (in Persian) alone was a distillation of
all the superlatives of excess and beauty. At first glance, I
genuinely had the sensation of having entered into the
enchantment of the fairy tale of “Aladdin and the lamp”. As
the security instructions insisted, I entered the enclosure of
this marvel, one of the seven new wonders of the world, as
listed in 2007, without my backpack. All I had in my hands
was a small bottle of water, my mobile phone and a pair of
shoe covers that I put on to access the space in front of the
building. I was the first in the queue of visitors at the rope
that day, and had the honour of treading the white marble of
the site at sunrise and benefiting from its tranquillity for a
short half hour. This gave me a chance to take some
magnificent photos, free of any public presence, which I
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rushed to share in my FACEBOOK post for the day. Less
than an hour later, I would be doing the same again when I
visited the mausoleum of Itimah-ud-Daulah, commonly
known as the Baby Taj. Less well-known but just as amazing,
I was surprised to be the only visitor that morning, when I
passed through its gates at eleven o’clock.
Visiting, walking and exploring, whilst carrying my bag
weighing seventeen pounds, allowed me to maintain a
certain level of physical fitness. However, after several days
without any judo I felt the need to tread the tatamis once
again. For many weeks now, I had attended the PALAM
JUDO CLUB located close to New Delhi. Mukesh Solanki, an
Indian judoka, had followed my journey for many months
and wanted to meet me. I therefore took a train to the capital.
The train dropped me a few minutes away from my
accommodation, in the very centre of the old town, the focal
point of the city. For less than two dollars a day, I found a
private room equipped with a fresh air blower that I topped
up with water every day, a shower and a WC with the
traditional accompanying bucket of water. In India, as in
many other Asian countries, toilet paper was a luxury
product offered for sale, especially as less than twenty
percent of the rural population have latrines.
Regarding management of my money, for the last few
months I’d enjoyed comparing purchasing power in different
countries. Some travellers use the “Big Mac” parity index,
invented in 1986 by “The Economist” magazine. My
reference base for measuring is different. It is also more
random, less reliable, and perfectible because it is subject to a
service provision, but I really like it. I go by the price of a
haircut. My haircut is simple, without use of shampoo, just
using a single guard chosen between three and nine
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millimetres. From the thirteen to seventeen euros generally
charged in my home town of Vannes, to the price of about
twenty euros that I paid in Japan, definitely justified by the
associated massage, and now in New Delhi, I was asked for
just fifty centimes at a local artisan hairdresser at the far end
of a dark deserted alleyway. And I’m not talking about the
finishing quality applied, the time dedicated to this task or
even the use of a surgical mask by the hairdresser, as I would
see in Cambodia a few weeks later.
With a total expenditure of four dollars per day in India, I
could hardly say that my budget came under much pressure.
Aside from accommodation, the street vendors, with their
samosas and seasonal fruit, fulfilled my nutritional
requirements and, at the local grocery shop I bought soap,
toilet paper, tiger balm and the essential bottles of mineral
water. I drank it continuously, even though, with a
temperature of more than forty degrees, between walking
with my backpack and judo sessions, these four to six litres
every day passed directly, by sweating, from the bottle to the
clothes that I wore on my back. Although it was unthinkable
to me to drink even the smallest drop from the tap, given the
presence of very clear bright indications of major
malfunctions in the processing or distribution systems, I was
just as sceptical when it came to the real purity of the bottled
water I was buying and drinking. Not wanting to replace this
vital provision with other liquids such as fizzy drinks or
alcohol, I had no choice and had to deal with these doubts...
Nevertheless, it couldn’t be denied that the gastric problems
that had appeared in Nepal still accompanied my daily
routine in India.
By city bus or by tube, it took me nearly an hour to get to
the PALAM JUDO CLUB, located on the outskirts of the
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capital. As the training sessions were held every day, I had
the chance each day to observe the problems associated with
the overcrowding that was so prominent in confined spaces.
Pickpockets, verbal and physical altercations, crowd surges,
in this whole time I didn’t once experience a calm, relaxed
journey.
When I first arrived at Palam, I was travelling on the
scooter of Mukesh Solanki. In the pitted and crowded streets
of this large Indian suburb, this remained the most
appropriate means of travel for making one's way through
the traffic, even though, as in Nepal, pollution and dust were
omnipresent and clearly visible. As is generally the case in
Asia, wearing a helmet was optional and my driver didn’t
use one. By obligation, but with a feeling of fear anyway, I
therefore had to set aside my ideals concerning prevention of
occupational risk.
It was ultimately in the dojo installed in a multipurpose
room that I found some serenity. Behind one of the places of
worship in the city, the conditions are spartan but sufficient
to accommodate sixty-six to eighty children and adolescents,
at the end of every afternoon. These students would space
themselves out over a total surface area of 120 square metres,
with pleasure, eagerness and fellowship. We were in India.
The reality of human population density remained an
everyday fact of life for these young people.
On the mat, Mukesh introduced me to the Master in charge
here, Ranbir Solanki sensei, founder of this group, teacher
and occasionally practising referee at international
competitions. The rather imposing stature of this athlete, a
lingering reminder of a career spent in the Indian special
forces, and his experience as a competitor, impressed me.
Ranbir has looked after himself and it shows. Charismatic, he
looks thoughtfully at each of the students who come to greet
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him, touching his feet, and is particularly attentive and
vigilant about their actions and behaviours. For example,
there is no question of missing a session or arriving late to
training, as such behaviour is met with the response of a
friendly but robust rap around the ears... A preferential
system that I would never benefit from. I was always the first
to arrive at the doors of the dojo. On the contrary, Ranbir
sensei did me the honour of offering me the reins for his class
on the thirteen days that I was there with him. Thirteen
wonderful days with these young attentive and interested
judo practitioners when, finding my bearings as a teacher, I
decided to make them work on some of my preferred
techniques: sode tsuri komi goshi, ukuri ashi barai, sode
guruma jime, gyaku juji jime.
It was also during this period that I started to subject my
judogi to the worst conditions of use, and for good reasons;
in less than five minutes, due to the temperature of forty-five
degrees in the room, due to the increased humidity level and
due to the high level of accumulation of dust, it looked like
the mop used by the young girls at the club to clean the mats
before the session!
All the details were there: appearance, odour and colour.
Without access to a washing machine, my judogi just dried
as it was overnight when I went back to my room. When I
put it back on the next day, it was generally still damp. I
never felt exactly comfortable, but we were all under the
same conditions. Well, maybe with one exception… Mine
was white whereas, for most of the practitioners, a less
obviously dirty blue was the preferred colour.
The family atmosphere in this place was beautiful to see.
Ranbir sensei, as a true conductor, a real leader of men,
actively took part in bringing such a spirit of friendship to
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the group. On the birthday of one of the children, in
particular, he took it upon himself to offer a little something
to all his students. There were no sweets here, as might be
offered in France in a similar situation but instead a banana,
provided for each of them. Nevertheless, the smiles that lit
up the faces of these little students were very much the same
as those in Europe: infectious.
For thirteen consecutive days, I had the strong feeling of
being part of the community of Ranbir sensei, of Mukesh, but
also of the family of these children that I was spending time
with every day and who showed me their great respect by
touching and kissing my feet when they arrived and left the
dojo. In response to this mark of affection, I had to touch
their heads in return. Normally, Monday was a day of rest.
But while I was there it wasn’t at all. The children insisted on
practising, training. They were happy to discover a new type
of teaching and were keen to learn. It didn’t take much to
persuade me to run sessions, which left time for the teacher
to rest a bit during my visit. There was true communion
established at this club, and I still receive news today from
my small and large “students”. They tell me about their
results, ask me for technical advice, particularly on the
physical programme that they could follow before their next
competitions.
When the time for saying goodbye came, the cheerful
dispositions and smiles hid the sadness of a parting that was
inevitable but nevertheless genuinely felt by each of us. My
bag was also carrying the weight of this departure. It had
been filled with many gifts offered by the children, by the
club but also by the families. Once the mats were tidied up,
outside with a local vendor, one last time I enjoyed delicious
fresh natural sugar cane juice prepared with mint leaves and
lime. An extraordinary habit, introduced by Ranbir sensei
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and Mukesh as soon as I’d arrived. After having made a last
tourist excursion to the pink city of Jaipur with them and in
particular admired its magnificent Amber fort, after having
gone through the last hours of the life of the pacifist leader,
Mahatma Gandhi, at Birla house in New Dehli, after having
really become aware of the everyday difficulties encountered
by my friend Mukesh but also of his immeasurable strength
in finding ingenious ways to overcome these difficulties, I
resumed my journey. Bangalore airport, the ultimate Indian
stopover, would allow me to get to Mandalay in Myanmar.
I would no longer see these magnificent women in
traditional saris, would no longer experience the fragrance of
the spices, the shimmering colours of the stalls in the old
town of New Dheli or even the government cars of a
vanished colonial past. I was leaving behind me a country
that was surprising, generous, unequal, sometimes shocking,
extraordinary, but difficult and exhausting.
More than just a country to be visited, India is an
experience to be lived.
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15TH COUNTRY: MYANMAR
A feeling of welcome, kindness. These were the values that
I was aware of when I set foot on the soil of Myanmar, a
country commonly known by the name of Burma. This
impression would still be with me when the time came for
departure from this place that held such beauty of
connection. A pure exchange, without expectation of
anything in return.
Wherever I went, I would see young people, older people,
Buddhist monks coming towards me, initiating conversation
with these opening letters arranged in an order that I
particularly adore: “Bonjour! “.
Such a magic key, a secret code that opens the most
hermetically sealed of doors, this term is a reflection of the
symbolism of the number of vowels and consonants that
make it up, magical! This simple mark of politeness opens
the path to smiles, warmth, liking, desire. It is capital. The
capital of the first word of our conversation, our
communication. Curious, interested, they were eager to
learn, to practise English, to discuss, to make contact with
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this emerging number of foreigners who, like me, were
discovering a country that has a relatively new tourist
industry but an extraordinary cultural and natural heritage.
I was charmed, mesmerized. I also marvelled at the beauty
I found as I went further inland, roaming the spaces, looking
at ruins and grand monuments. These women are
magnificent, clad in their amazing longyis, the clothing
formed of a rectangular piece of material folded and worn
like a long skirt circling their slender waists, in quite a
different way to how men wear the same item! Their smiles
are so expressive, enhanced by these colourful touches of
Tanaka, a fine yellowish sandy powder, whose preventive
and cleansing properties make it their essential elixir and
beauty secret!
In this country of pagodas, in this lush greenery, it didn’t
take me long to get into the rhythm of nature. Even though I
never got bored of the spectacle of life, seeking out and
particularly admiring the large blue lizards who sheltered
from the sun under the wide canopy of the fig trees, banyans
or long banana leaves, on this first part of my exploration of
the country, I really made the most of the twenty-four hours
that I had. Sunrise and sunset, the play of light and shadow
to bring out the splendour of the sites visited. Every time that
I went out, with my iPhone in my pocket, I had the same
objective in mind: trying to show, in the snapshots that I
would share on FACEBOOK, the natural appearance of what
I could see at that time. This was the case on my journey
from Mandalay Royal Palace to the old monastery of Maha
Aung Mya Bone Zan. My phone didn’t know where to look
first - neither did I. The sites of Shwenandaw Monastery,
Kuthodaw, Kyauktawgyi Pagoda, Mandalay hill, the
impressive wooden U Bein bridge, over a kilometre long, the
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Sagaing mountain, the Bagaya monastery, the guard tower,
the forty-five identical Buddhas of U Min Thonze or even the
Mahagandayon monastery, one of the largest in the country,
which is home to several thousand young Buddhist monks,
and at which I would be able to attend for the second meal of
the day, all made it difficult to save any charge on my device.
My external battery also needed to be fully charged because,
after Mandalay, formerly called “City of Gems” for its
famous jade, another door opened onto new marvels. I was
about to discover an even more extraordinary city in the
same region… Bagan.
An unmissable Burmese jewel in Myanmar, Bagan is
magical with its 2834 pagodas, temples and stupas. I shared
the discovery of this stunning open-air Buddhist
archaeological site with Izaura, a young French woman who
I met on the bus and who was staying in the same youth
hostel as me. Thanks to the scooter that we hired together to
save money, roaming around in this area of gigantic
architectural heritage was a great pleasure and, just like our
English-speaking, German-speaking or Spanish-speaking
tourist counterparts, we got caught up in the game of who
could take the most beautiful photo. Would it be a photo
presented proudly on a camera or one that was published
impatiently straight to a FACEBOOK page. Generally taken
early in the morning, or at the end of the afternoon at the
time when the colours made this place even more idyllic,
they all looked rather like each other in the end, and you
really had to use some imagination to think outside the box
of the traditional images. To do this, some of our compatriots
chose to try going airborne. They opted for one of the hot air
balloon flights on offer. For Izaura and me, we would have a
simpler option. Thanks to a route traced onto a sheet of
paper by a hostel receptionist, we accessed the top of a lost
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pagoda in the middle of nowhere. A slight drizzle, resulting
in the disappearance of even the bravest few and there we
were, she and I, able to capture a moment of grace.
After completing the first tourist part of my journey in this
country, I couldn’t wait to get back to the tatamis. For a few
days, I had been in close contact with Zaw Myo Oo, an
athlete in the national team, and it was thanks to his
mediation that I was invited to go to Nay Pyi Taw, more
precisely to GOLD CAMP, the training base for Myanmar
teams. I was expected there by Zaw Iwin sensei, the chief
trainer of the team, and by Si Thu Zaw sensei, Nyan Soe
sensei, Zaw Naing sensei, Thida my sensei, and Hlaing Sand
Myint sensei.
The plan was for me to spend my nights in one of the
dedicated judo dormitories and so it was, next to the bed of
coach Zaw Iwin sensei, that I took up my sleeping place.
Abandoning their wives, children and families in Yangon,
the economic capital of the country, the twenty-six members
of the team had lived for nearly two years in these buildings
constructed for the twenty-seventh Southeast Asian Games
in 2013. Originally designed to accommodate the 4730
athletes taking part in the thirty-seven sports represented
during this event, they now seemed disproportionate in
relation to the use made of them, despite the repatriation in
this site of so many other sporting disciplines. In spite of
constant maintenance work, many of the buildings were
therefore empty, as were the magnificent, but oversized
traffic routes of the city. On the journey between the base
camp and the dojo, the bus provided for the group was the
only motor vehicle present on the tarmac, over the four days
of my visit. An odd atmosphere particularly when, due to its
character as the administrative capital of the country, I could
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observe that Nay Pyi Taw had a countless number of
gigantic government buildings with enormous enclosed
gardens, in which there seemed to be staff working. For my
part, I never saw a single person in or close to these
establishments.
At Gold Camp, I was in the same accommodation as the
athletes. A 90 cm wide bed with an essential mosquito net,
and some shared equipment: a toilet with a tap and a bucket
for washing our hands after wiping because there was no
paper, a bathroom with a large bin of cold water for
everyday showering needs and a television. Living
conditions were simple but largely sufficient for my needs.
Every day, I found myself a bit more satisfied with nothing,
just with the essentials. I even amused myself looking for
ways to become even more minimalist, whether in terms of
the contents of my backpack or in each of my everyday
actions. In a way, here was Seiryoku zenyo, the good use of
energy with the minimum effort. One of the principles of
judo.
On the mat with the national team, I spared no pains,
ignoring the persistent aching in my left knee and in my
right ring finger that I now needed to “tape up” before each
session. Fights followed fights. The physical preparation and
muscle-strengthening sequences were made difficult by the
heat. These climate conditions then led me to think more
generally about the differences in practice around the world.
Since Nepal, facing the view of reduced or unsuitable
structural resources, with minimal or non-existent training
infrastructure, I was really aware of the substantial
disparities between all the countries that I’d already visited.
Observations that I would make throughout the rest of my
journey. It goes without saying that all these differences
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unfortunately had a direct effect on the performance level of
the athletes but also on their simple personal goals. Whilst
the hope of Olympic selection is the Holy Grail of the judoka
in some delegations, for others a medal in the Asian Games
would represent the ultimate blessing, the peak and pinnacle
of their whole career.
For myself, I appreciated the luck that I had had, that the
French had, to be able to train in a highly structured
organisation, with many training partners, in dojos with
good quality sports equipment. Tools conducive to effort and
growth, provided that one makes use of what is available.
Because, in fact, if there is one primary factor to be
considered, in judo as in any other field of life elsewhere, it is
that of desire, of wanting, and unfortunately the people who
have everything available to them are not generally the
hungriest. On the contrary… In judo, being hungry to train
despite the harshness of the discipline, being hungry to
persevere and pass the grades, being hungry to share and to
give back what one has received, being hungry to question
and adapt, being hungry to learn more, always, being
hungry to go on refresher courses or to become a referee,
being hungry to present oneself at a championship or
competition… I had the feeling that, currently, there were
many lacking in that kind of appetite.
The situation in France was not reproduced in most of the
countries that I visited and here, at Nay Pyi Taw in
Myanmar, the desire to practise and to perform were
definitely present. Like the rope climbers at the end of a
session, training sessions were hard, programmed to achieve
the expected results agreed between the athlete and the
sports administration. The members of this team had dreams
but in particular they had the fierce desire to achieve them.
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Sometimes, simple desire can make the impossible possible,
and it was particularly in Mongolia and in Cuba that, for
each of the randori, I would feel a sense of the complete
physical sincerity of this strong aspiration. With these two
delegations I had so many falls that my back still remembers
it.
Zaw Iwin sensei had me sharing his peaceful everyday
routine outside of the judo mats too. Sitting on the back of
his moped with manual transmission, I was with him on
each of his trips, we shared all our meals, had long
conversations and I could see the extent of his hardship in
the organisation imposed on him by the system.
Although all of the team had previously trained in Yangon
close to their family, now they only went back every four
weeks to be with their loved ones for a long weekend of
three days. Zaw Iwin sensei was no exception to this rule
and, even though the passion for judo was always there in
him, this situation had a definite impact on his psychological
well-being. To mitigate and compensate for this, he
sometimes chewed Kun Ja. This had given his teeth a reddish
colour. Used everywhere throughout the country for its
apparent stimulating effect and its pain-killing properties,
more than half of all Burmese people chew this mixture of
tobacco, areca nuts (incorrectly referred to as betel nuts), and
slaked lime sometimes with the addition of spices. A
concoction found for sale every hundred metres from small
mobile stalls on the pavements. A final disgusting red
mixture that is found on the ground in the impressive
expectorations of these habitual consumers.
In this rural atmosphere, I spent a very pleasant visit with
my new friends and playmates. Unfortunately, after having
learned a little about their customs, such as the sweeping and
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cleaning of the mat, performed between the morning and
afternoon sessions, for example, or the traditional singing of
the national anthem on Monday morning each week, I had to
leave them, regrettably. I had to get going again on my
journey. I was touched by a last mark of attention from them
before my final departure from the dojo. The members of the
team hadn’t failed to notice all the patch badges that I’d
attached to my backpack since the start of my adventure. On
behalf of everyone, a girl in the group offered me her
country’s badge, taking it off her own clothing to give to me.
More than any of the others, this one had a really special
place in my heart.
To get to Thailand, I had to go back through Mandalay
again but, wanting to take in another amazing view, I
decided beforehand to stop at Inle lake, a magnificent lake
surrounded by mountains in the East of Burma. Who could
regret such a decision… very early at daybreak, I discovered
the fishing methods and ancestral cultural practices of the
population living in these parts. In this breath-taking natural
space, man has adapted. He has constructed houses on stilts
and travelled level with the water through the dense
vegetation in narrow wooden shallow-draft canoes. So it was
then that, with my guide, I took possession of this immense
space and it was in one of the villages that seem literally to
be placed on the water, that I visited people practising
different forms of craftsmanship. Making cigars, silver
jewellery, weaving, with a special space where some Kayan
women, wearing the traditional neck coils, are working. I
had known of the existence of these people for many years
but, being close to the women with their necks elongated by
twenty-five brass coils forming a support collar, my feelings
were mixed. The satisfaction of meeting these people, a
living symbol of Burmese cultural heritage, is mixed with a
feeling of unease. Did they suffer physically when, from the
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age of nine onwards, every five years, five additional coils
were added? How did they now perceive their situation,
their living conditions, considered as an attraction for all the
tourists who came to take photos of the “giraffe women”, so
often without even asking permission or thanking them?
Despite their smiles, I leave with some scepticism and, even
now, a divided opinion on this extraordinary memory.
The time was coming… in less than an hour, I would be on
a plane, nearly thirty thousand feet above the ground. In the
airport lounge at Mandalay, I think back on the wonderful
moments that I have just experienced in the last few days.
The colours, the scenery, the people, their faces, their
smiles…
The same smiles that many people had, looking at me now
sitting on my bench. Whilst waiting to board, I was doing
some sewing. On my travel bag, I made the final stitch in a
small piece of fabric.
Strips of yellow, green and red, with a central star. A
special patch badge.
The flag of an extraordinary and unforgettable country:
Myanmar.
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16TH COUNTRY: THAILAND
Whenever I left an airport, my first concern was always
finding an Internet connection. Whether by WiFi terminal or
by purchasing a new SIM card for my iPhone. On my phone,
using the GOOGLE Maps app, this connection would give
me a geographical reference point so that I could easily get to
the youth hostel that I had reserved beforehand. All I would
need to do would be to find the best means of transport (in
terms of fare cost and speed) to reach my accommodation.
Having completed the first of these steps without too much
difficulty, I was relaxed as I approached a shuttle bus desk
that provided buses linking the airport and the centre of
Bangkok. After looking at the address that I showed her, the
hostess confidently informed me that the bus route would
pass very close by my destination today and thus relieved
me of the fare for the journey.
The traffic was heavy, the journey was long, there were a
few of us tourists on the bus and the driver didn’t really
speak much English. To help his passengers get off at the
right point, he only announced the name of the hotel to
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indicate his next stop. As this continued, I very rapidly found
myself alone, and using my app I could see that the bus
driver, ignoring my presence, had already started on the way
back to the airport. On showing him the marker on the map
on my phone, I quickly understood that the bus was not
intended to go near my accommodation. It was out of the
question for him to go back or make even the smallest
detour.
It was the end of the afternoon, it was getting dark and I’d
already spent more than an hour and a half on the bus. I
didn’t feel like returning to my starting point and thus
spending more than four hours on a journey that should only
have taken one.
On my request to kindly stop the shuttle bus at the side of
the pavement, and refund me all or part of the fare I had
paid, I received a flat refusal from the driver. I insisted, told
him how annoyed I was, but to no avail. He decided that he
would take me back with him to his colleague at the airport
and explained to me that he didn’t have any money with him
on the bus, yet I had clearly seen him, just a few minutes
before, being given money by customers. I was tired from
this travel on public transport and started to feel seriously
annoyed with this situation.
Given that honesty hadn’t been the chief virtue of my last
two contacts, I decided to assert my rights by approaching
the driver again. My aim was to ask expressly for the vehicle
to stop and for a refund of my fare. He didn’t understand
anything and just continued driving in silence. I was
exhausted, I took action… Assessing the risks involved, in
terms of the near zero speed of the vehicle, its position close
to the empty road, I gripped the steering wheel firmly in my
hands and turned it sharply towards the roadside, whilst
simultaneously applying the hand brake. That was all it took
to sort out the situation. Livid and aware that neither he nor
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his colleague would be able to make me listen to his
argument any more, he took a huge wad of notes out of his
pocket, gave me back the ones I’d given him at the outset
and opened the door for me so that I could get off the
vehicle.
Unfortunately, my problems weren’t over yet and I would
be spending a few more hours outside before I'd be able to lie
in my bed. Despite the “FREE” indicator on their vehicles,
Thai taxis only seemed to stop when they wanted to,
preferring the local customers I suppose. I couldn’t count the
number of cars that whizzed past me despite the obvious
movements I was making to show that I needed assistance.
When a few did deign to stop, they didn’t speak any English.
Once I was in a vehicle, I would soon find out that they
didn’t really know their city well either. They restricted
themselves to a limited circle of action, a district, and didn’t
commit themselves to any area that they didn’t know well.
This was why several cars left me still on the pavement after
the first time we had contact. Also, as in many countries in
the world, there are many who wanted to overcharge for the
trip by not using the meter. In those cases, it was me who
refused the trip.
My first few hours in Thailand were decidedly unlike the
time I’d spent in Myanmar. I rapidly found that the tourist
species here was completely different from the sort that I had
been used to bumping into in Asia since I arrived there last
January. The tourists in Thailand tended to be on the young
side, generally preferring festive aspects to cultural tours and
with a rather marked interest in excessive consumption of
alcoholic drinks. I even had the opportunity to meet some
people who, without embarrassment, confessed to me that
they came here regularly for this simple and unique reason.
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With no desire to associate myself with this type of
behaviour, I then got into the habit of replying to invitations
with a strong American accent, whilst quickly ensuring that
the person I was talking to understood that I didn’t want to
be disturbed or bothered in any way whatsoever. As the
French are generally not the best linguists, it didn’t take
much more than this to put my fellow French citizens off
wanting to engage in even the smallest conversation with
me.
Exploring the culture, the tourist sites, soaking up the
atmosphere of the little streets was only the second priority
for me, after the need to practise judo. So it was, then, that
within three days, I enjoyed visiting Wat Arun, the Temple
of Dawn, Wat Pho, the Temple of the Reclining Buddha, and
Wat Phra Kaeo, the Temple of the Emerald Buddha, well
protected inside the grounds of the Grand Palace and also
the most famous attraction in the capital of Thailand, and
even in the whole country. In the DMK shopping centre, I
benefited from the low cost of production of business cards
to get some new ones made, the third version since the ones
with which I had left Brittany ten months earlier. Finally, I
couldn’t leave the city without visiting the Channel 7
television studios to attend some Thai boxing fights being
shown on the small screen every Sunday at the start of the
afternoon. The room was lively. Observing the usual
spectators indulging in gambling, I recognised the
significance of this professionalised and rather violent
discipline in the economy of this society.
When I finally went to the club where Ichikawa Bom sensei
was waiting for me, I had no idea that, in this dojo, I would
find a whole new experience of judo. It was during the
warm-up phase that I realised. I had just sympathised with a
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partner of Russian origin who told me I’d better pace myself.
He warned me because I was about to attend a class that was
a little bit longer than the roughly two-hour sessions I was
used to. Here, the session would last three and a half hours.
A session that was run as if it was two training sessions in
one. So, warm-up, learning of ground techniques, fights,
followed by warm-up again, learning of standing techniques
and refights formed my slightly odd afternoon. It was
surprising, but I nevertheless took a very great pleasure in
being there and in presenting some of my sequences, in this
country where judo is not very strongly represented, with
less than a thousand practitioners distributed over the largest
cities of the country. Young Thai people show greater
interest in the country’s royal sport, Muay Thai.
This was something that I’d also have the opportunity to
observe in Chiang Mai where Sylvain Galibert is waiting, the
friend that I had met a few months previously at the
KODOKAN in Tokyo in Japan. Sylvain did me the honour of
offering me a few days of hospitality at his home and thus
showed me something of his daily life as a French expatriate
for more than twenty years. He involved me in his own
sporting programme, presented me to various sporting
friends, particularly for a bare-handed fighting session,
without judogi, and for another session of judo where he
took the role of teacher when the high-ranking leader there
couldn’t make it. With so few partners available to work
with him, in this adopted homeland, it was interesting to see
how Sylvain was able to bring full professional and personal
organisation, not just to maintaining his judo skills and
abilities but rather to strengthening them, to adding to them.
As a professional translator, he had the ability to work
anywhere in the world, as long as there was an Internet
connection available. So it was that, given the low costs of
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transport in Asia, he took the time to regularly go to Laos,
but even more so to Japan where he found material for his
development in practice. At the end of my journey, I would
be glad to be able to pass on to him the contact details of my
Vietnamese judoka friends. This connection would then lead
to them honouring him by allowing him to train with the
national team. For myself, I was happy to be able to give
back to my friend a little of everything that he had kindly
offered me and taught me during the few days spent at his
side. It was thanks to Sylvain in particular that I discovered
an excellent dessert - mango sticky rice. As I explored the
region with a hired scooter, it was also thanks to him that I
didn’t lose it. I had taken his advice of taking a photo of the
number plate. Several times a day, this arrangement was
incredibly useful to me, when I was trying to find my twowheeler in the middle of hundreds of others that all looked
exactly the same.
In every country, I enjoyed going to visit tourist attractions.
There was another type of outing that I enjoyed sometimes
too. As I had done in Russia, Mongolia and as I would do
again in the United States, I loved going to the cinema. It was
very interesting to observe the differences between screening
policies in terms of the art of film. So, in Thailand, before the
film and as everyone was standing up around me placing
their hands on their hearts, I discovered that a video
honouring the king was projected onto the screen,
accompanied by playing the national anthem. The same
national anthem that, every morning at 8 am and every
evening at 6 pm, played over loudspeakers in the streets, and
on the television and radio, formed a framework for the life
of the Thai people too.
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Chiang Mai constituted another stage in my relationship
with Patricia. Soon, she arrived, landing at the city airport,
and we were able to continue our trips around the region
and the country together. An unforgettable day at an
elephant reserve in a magnificent natural environment, an
excursion to Wat Phrathat Doi Suthep, the sacred temple that
gave us a breathtaking view over the city of Chiang Mai, and
finally we spent a few days at Koh Lanta, to enjoy the
pleasures of the beach, the enormous waves, sunshine and
sunbathing. The only people there, in this low tourist season
period. Some might say: “a honeymoon ahead of its time“.
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17TH COUNTRY: CAMBODIA
It is often at our own expense that we learn the most. When
I walked past immigration services on my arrival at Phnom
Penh in Cambodia, I noticed very quickly that it took a
certain amount of time for my passport to be returned to me.
I had just paid thirty-five dollars in tourist visa fees and had
seen many people, initially positioned behind me in the
queue, getting their precious documents back before I did. It
was only outside, when I wanted to buy a SIM card for my
mobile, that I realised what the reasons were for this
mysterious waiting time. I had been robbed.
Since the start of my adventure, I had always kept just over
a hundred dollars in the protective plastic cover of my
passport, never apart from me, ready to use to deal with any
situation that I might consider critical. Such situations as loss
or theft of my bank cards, my wallet, one or other of my
rucksacks. Up until now I’d never had to worry about any
incident concerning this sum of money. Nobody had warned
me in any form about this, despite knowing that I had to
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hand my passport over many times to a consular official for
provision of a new visa.
With hindsight, I told myself that I had been lacking in
judgement and had shown a certain naivety. I had actually
got off lightly to have come across a dishonest official, who
had seen this hundred-dollar bill as a bit of a windfall that
could support his family for many days. This bad habit could
have caused me a much worse problem. I could have been
perceived to be someone intending to bribe a representative
of the state, with all the consequences that could have
ensued. By force of circumstance, I therefore quickly
abandoned this bad habit but entered Cambodia with a
negative initial impression concerning the integrity of the
Cambodian people. This feeling would unfortunately be
confirmed throughout my time in this country. Indeed,
despite all the warnings stated in many places, in this
stressful feeling of a prevailing atmosphere of insecurity, I
would end up closely observing other thefts committed on
roommates at the youth hostel. Thefts where there was no
doubt about who had done it. The thieves were the hostel
staff.
In this country I also discovered a completely new practice
in my project organisation. When I asked the hostel reception
personnel which way to go to get to the consulate of the
Vietnamese embassy in order to ask for a tourist visa entry
fee, the staff offered to make this approach on my behalf. I
had never, absolutely never, left my passport with anyone
other than consular or immigration authorities, in the context
of their professional prerogatives. Out of the question to
offer the slightest opportunity for fraudulence or scamming.
I was amazed to see that this simple preventive measure was
far from being implemented by my fellow tourists. In fact, I
was exceptional, with my vigilance in this matter. It would
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appear that this type of practice is commonplace in South
Asia because, a few days later in Vietnam, as a form of
deposit for my accommodation booking or scooter hire, I
would be asked for my precious pass. I would always give
the same response in this situation, namely that I wished to
pay the whole of the sum for the service in question in
advance. In terms of fairness and security, I think that this
strategic policy ensured satisfaction for both parties. And
yet… How many times during my stay in Vietnam, I would
notice hostel reception desks, with no personnel in
attendance and no electronic surveillance system, but with
fully open drawers containing a substantial number of
passports, from every geographical location.
Day and night, constantly, I was vigilant, cautious. It was
out of the question that I would put my project at risk by a
momentary lack of attention, by missing a preventive
strategy in my planning. Judo-related injury was the only
risk that I would accept, and I would certainly minimise that
risk by maintaining flexible practice, not blocking, on the
mat.
Taking all these considerations into account, my adventure
could continue as simply and naturally as possible.
Sometimes, however, as I was able to do in Anne Frank’s
house or in the concentration camps at Auschwitz, I forced
myself. I forced myself to open my eyes, and to keep them
wide open. Wide open to face the inexplicable, wide open to
face the ineradicable…
Since I was small, marked by certain images in television
news reports, I had mentally associated the name of
Cambodia with tragedy. The tragedy of a people, a quarter of
the population of the country, massacred under the
dictatorial authority of Pol Pot. Visiting Choeung Ek (Killing
Fields), the main site of execution and the mass grave of the
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prisoners of democratic Kampuchea, the regime of the
Khmer Rouge, and Tuol Sleng (S21), the main centre of
detention, torture and death of the supposed opponents of
the regime, incarcerated at this site for any reason
whatsoever, for me these places represented a duty to
remember. A duty to remember, which visitors to the sites
are invited to perpetuate by taking many photographs. Thus
it was that Bou Meng, one of the seven survivors of S21,
asked me to pose with the photo of his spouse Ma Yoeun,
who disappeared tragically there. A way to share with the
world the horror of human cruelty, to pay tribute to the
victims, so that such abuses would never again be repeated.
To recover from the intensity of these emotions, I took the
path of the dojo. Thanks to Keo Hoklee sensei, I had access to
the Cambodian national team training centre, headed by
Colonel Lach Vuthy, who was also the President of the
National Federation of the country. Two days of training
during which I followed the classes of a Japanese student of
the KANAZAWA GAKUIN UNIVERSITY, Daisuke Inokuchi
an aspiring judo teacher. In front of his pedagogical referent,
he spent one and a half hours distilling four or five different
techniques that we set ourselves to try to reproduce on
simple visual reading of his demonstration. On-the-spot
evaluation, completed by all of the learners satisfied with the
exceptional visit by this Japanese judoka, would definitely
allow him to validate the required university module.
For my part, I was sad of heart and troubled when I left
after my third and final visit to this place. I had had the
honour of training with the national team, who had returned
from a competition in Thailand, and in a fight with one of
them, I had unfortunately injured his shoulder. His clavicle
was believed to be broken and he was driven on a scooter by
one of his peers, to get to the closest emergency services, who
would confirm this diagnosis a few hours later. There is no
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such thing as zero risk and, despite many preventive
measures such as warming up or learning falls, for example,
injuries can occur in judo. Accidents in practice are always
upsetting, whether for the injured judoka or the partner at
that moment. Fortunately, this would be the only regrettable
incident in my travels and I would regularly get news of my
injured companion, up until his recovery.
If, at the start of my time in Cambodia, I had forced myself
to open my eyes to the horrors of History, it was a
completely different emotion that prevented me from closing
them again when I arrived at 4 am in Siem Reap. A sublime
sensation… Wonder. Despite a build-up of fatigue on my
“short” seven-hour journey, I didn’t want anything in the
world to delay my pleasure in exploring Angkor Wat, one of
the temples of Angkor. I’d hardly got off the night bus,
before I was heading in the direction of my youth hostel to
drop my bag off there then literally leaping into the first tuktuk that came along, so that its driver could drop me at the
foot of this archaeological site declared by UNESCO to be a
world heritage site in 1992. In just a few minutes, the sun
would be rising, and I wanted a front row seat to witness the
spectacle.
I wasn’t the only one, it seemed, to have had this excellent
idea. I might have guessed when I saw the convoy of tuktuks forming in front of the hall of the building in which it
was necessary beforehand to buy one’s access pass to the
various sites in the area. It must be remembered that Siem
Reap is the main tourist attraction in this country and
Angkor Wat is its genuine symbol, featured in particular on
the national flag.
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A few minutes later, hundreds of people were already lined
up at the front, on the left roadside across from the best
preserved temple in Angkor. In front of a small pond,
everyone wanted to capture the extraordinary building and
its mirror image reflected on the still surface of the water.
Specified objective? The “picture postcard” type of
photography with a background of scenery with the
iridescent colours of the dawn. By choosing the option of
turning right, going to the other side, I took a bit of a gamble,
but I managed to take other photographs that I added to a
few moments later, on the other side, when most of the
crowd had left that position.
In the jungle, I spent my day roaming from ruin to ruin, site
to site, temple to temple, artefact to artefact.
My iPhone was constantly out and as well as the issue of its
battery, which was discharging in the blink of an eye, I was
heading inexorably towards the limit of its storage capacity.
Everything was so beautiful. I kept stopping in
contemplation. In many parts, nature had reasserted her
rights over the human structures abandoned for many years,
and now enormous roots combined with blocks of stone to
form a most harmonious and aesthetic tangle. With all the
shots I’d taken, I had trouble selecting some for my
FACEBOOK post of the day when, exhausted but happy, I
fought off sleep for a while on my bed at the youth hostel.
These images, these sets, I would have the chance to share
them in French for a few hours.
When I found out that my friend Charles Haquet was in the
area for a family holiday, I didn’t hesitate for a moment.
I got off the bus that was supposed to be taking me to
Vietnam, extended my trip by a day and booked another
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night at a hostel. The last time that I’d seen him was in Paris
at the very start of my journey.
Finding him some months later, thirteen thousand
kilometres away from there, for me had a special meaning.
The excellent evening that we shared therefore put me in the
best of moods, ready to get back on the bus in the direction
of Saigon, now called Ho-Chi-Minh City.
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and the other two people who were
accompanying me on this organised
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CLUB by teacher Ranbir Solanki
sensei to celebrate the birthday of
one of the children
Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

The zest for life of Burmese
women, in Mandalay in
Myanmar

New Delhi in India In
early morning

Three Kayan (“giraffe”)
women at Inle lake in
Myanmar

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

Angkor Vat in Siem Reap in Cambodia

In front of the Ha Long bay in Vietnam

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

In front of Uluru, Ayers Rock in the
centre of Australia

The ceremonial greeting. Here at the
club CAIRNS JUDO - SOUTHSIDE JUDO
CLUB AUSTRALIA. At Cairns in Australia

“A boomerang always returns to where it was thrown from, you must
come back to see me”. Johnny Mark at Bamaga in Australia

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

In the company of a Maori woman with
traditional tattoos in Rotorua in
New Zealand

Randori at the national dojo of the
Chilean judo federation at Santiago. I
was falling again…
With Juan José Gorriz
sensei, Mikael Aprahamian
and Sandra Ogliarusso of
the CLUB NAUTICO
CARRASCO Y PUNTA GORDA
in Montevideo in Uruguay.
Without them I would have
had to come back to this
country

In front of Christ the
Redeemer, the statue that
dominates the city from
the top of Corcovado
Mountain at Rio de
Janeiro in Brazil

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

Katherine Campos offers me one of her
competition judogi. At the INSTITUT
REAÇAO in Rio de Janeiro in Brazil

In front of the Iguazu Falls
Brazilian side

A Bolivian chola

Uyuni salt flats, Bolivia

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

Club LA PAZ EL ALTO, in Bolivia. The
highest dojo in the world

In front of Machu Picchu, Peru

Félix, my guide on the Rainbow
Mountain at Vinicunca in Peru

The line of 0 degrees Latitude, at
“Mitad del Mundo” (the Middle of the
World) at the outskirts of Quito in
Ecuador

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

Ne waza randori with Yuri Alvear, at Cali in
Colombia

The power of a look.
Trinidad, Cuba

Meeting with Ronaldo Veitía Valdivie sensei, at his home in Cotorro, Cuba

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

In front of the Mayan ruins
of Chichen Itza, Mexico

Local gastronomy, Mezcal worm.
Mexico, Mexico

.

Meeting with the coach of coaches,
Franck Nicolas, in Montreal, Canada.

Ne waza randori with a young
judoka, at WESTCHESTER JUDO
CLUB in Mamaroneck, United
States

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

With Jason Morris sensei and Nathaniel, Ruslan, Quentin, Ari, and Tyler, young
protégés at his school. Glenville, United States

In front of the Coliseum in Rome,
Italy

With Simone at
Place Saint-Pierre in
the Vatican in
Rome,Italy
.

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

Back to Vannes in Brittany on 12th July 2017

The JUDO WORLD TOUR Banner

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved

The small blue tin of PÂTÉ HÉNAFF around the world.
Here, on the Great Wall of China

My most beautiful encounter of the JUDO WORLD TOUR, Patricia

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza,
撇儿- Yi Pier All rights reserved
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18TH COUNTRY: VIETNAM
Another atmosphere, another culture. I went into Vietnam
via its economic lung, unfortunately for lack of any
environmental lung being available. I was struck by the
countless numbers of scooters in the streets of the largest city
in the country. Two-wheeled vehicles that cover the whole
width of the traffic lanes and which appeared reminiscent of
a herd of wild horses. A compact noisy mass that it seemed
nothing would be able to stop.
I had the impression of going back in time a few months to
the streets of Kathmandu in Nepal.
The only difference is the technical characteristics of the
vehicles, the protective cowling by the legs and the engine
power. Indeed, despite road transport rules and
infrastructure that seemed to be more precise here, in this
one-party Communist State, I found driving behaviour that
was similar, or even worse.
I would tend to say that in Vietnam the highway code is
somewhat incidental. Also, many tee-shirts and gifts for
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tourists confirm this situation, particularly with an image of
a traffic light with the legend
“On green, I can go; on amber, I can also go, and on red I
can still go! “.
An attitude that didn’t seem to put off or disturb many
foreign tourists, who would buy a motorbike, for peanuts,
with the aim of exploring the country easily and freely.
Machines that have often travelled the equivalent of several
times around the Earth but which, by the magic of a good
shot from the pressure washer and a bit of spray paint, have
been given back their youth in less than an hour. A
semblance of the new at the price of the old. Everyone comes
away happy. To see all the adverts that pop up in the
reception areas of youth hostels and the number of specialist
shops in this sector, the tyres of these racers are promised a
fine future. They will still be devouring Vietnamese asphalt
for very many years. And the repair anecdotes that these
motorcyclists experience throughout the journey will feed
into their conversation topics as well as the misadventures,
discoveries, meetings and experiences that they’ve already
shared on café terraces around a good Tiger, the local beer,
adorned with a tiger symbol.
It’s true that exploring Vietnam in this way was the best
way to get close to the local culture and its specific
characteristics. All the Western fantasy, all the Asian
references of my subconscience are represented in this
country.
Rice farming, so-called “Chinese” conical hats, traditional
farming using water buffalo. What I’ve discovered is added
to this known imagery… The inhabitants who protected
themselves completely from the sun to have the palest skin
possible. Others who used creams and lotions to give
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themselves a porcelain colour. Excessive use of airconditioning that gave one the feeling of walking into a
refrigerator when one came in from outside. The propaganda
messages and music that were broadcast every day over the
loudspeakers of the city. The red and gold that, just like the
flag, predominated in the field of view of the alleyways and
avenues.
Finally, the sometimes-surprising use that was made of all
these scooters. So it was that I saw: a live pig lashed onto the
seat behind a driver, four people sitting together on the
saddle of another machine, the transportation of about
twenty live ducks in saddle bags on another, a passenger
holding pieces of glass measuring one square metre in bare
hands while his friend was holding the handlebars and
steering, or the use of “bowls”, colonial hats, plastic hard
hats as safety helmets. Full-face helmets with smoke visor
were also used as protection against welding arcs on
construction sites. So why should we be surprised that the
opposite might be possible?
Even though later, in Da Nang, in order to make it easier
for me to get to all the judo training sites, I would decide to
hire one of these two-wheelers, it was mainly by the window
of the bus that took me on my various tourist excursions, that
I could note all these observations in my diary. Organised
visits that, in particular, allowed me to get into some of the
Vietnamese army tunnels that did so much to destroy the
invading hopes of the French and the Americans, and to
spend two days sailing on the Mekong, taking part in the
gigantic floating market of Cai Rang.
On foot too, I enjoyed looking, observing, marvelling. In
Saigon, I enjoyed sitting, resting. Under the various cages of
songbirds on a café terrace of a family restaurant, I
sometimes had a delicious Vietnamese coffee, sometimes a
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phõ, the Tonkinoise soup, the national dish consumed at any
time of the day. I also had a lot of discussions with the
inhabitants. Some, once my geographical origin was
revealed, even tried out a few words of French. It’s true that,
during colonisation, French was the official language of the
country, up until the Geneva accords in 1954.
However, when I communicated on FACEBOOK with Tai
Thanh Nguyen sensei, the language I used was English. He
did me the honour of inviting me to the VIETNAM ARMY
JUDO CLUB ZONE 7, where I was looked after by the other
teachers: Chau Nguyen sensei, Loan Lam sensei, and Thang
Thuong sensei.
Tai Thanh sensei was particularly interested in the
approach of my personal project and took up the
responsibility for facilitating every aspect of my daily life
there.
He was also an official supplier for the national team, and
when it was time for me to go, he offered me a magnificent
judogi in the colours of his country.
As ever, since the start of my adventure, on the tatamis of
the army sports complex, I was the attraction of the day, the
focal point of the curiosity of the judokas around me. In fact,
some of them had never had the opportunity to work with a
foreign partner, since their first white belt practice level.
I had also been lucky enough to come from a country
where the teaching and practice of this martial art is highly
developed, with a renowned training school and world
famous champions such as David Douillet, Lucie Decosse or
currently Teddy Riner, a genuine French ambassador for the
sport. I needed to be able to live up to the expectations that
go with my geographical origin, and given the sizes of those
facing me on the mat, I very soon realised that I wouldn’t
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have a moment of respite during the days that I’d be
spending here.
With the average Vietnamese man’s weight being just over
nine stone, and mine, which had never been so low as it now
was since my last time in Nepal, hovering just under nine
and a half stone, as well as having a sport in common, we
shared a specific aspect of physical similarity.
Everyone wanted to try to test me, to directly compare their
judo with mine. Same lean build, same small height, same
body shape… Not quite! Indeed, according to the saying that
I heard many times during my time there, “Same, same, but
different! “ .
In the South-East Asian countries, the circumstances thus
meant that I could train with very many partners of my size.
It wasn’t always the case throughout the duration of my
journey. Sometimes, it was a bit more complicated. In
practice, I often ended up fighting with those who were
much heavier, much bigger and much stronger than me. I
didn’t mind this at all and I never refused any of the
invitations I received. Whether they came from a heavier or
lighter person, a man, a woman, someone older or younger,
a person with a disability or not, all of these provided an
opportunity for shared experience, growth and therefore
enrichment. Nevertheless, some were particularly surprising,
as were the times where I was expressly asked by athletes
belonging to the “heavy” category of over one hundred kilos
(sixteen stone). When they chose to fight with a lighter
partner, perhaps they hoped to produce a “cooler” result and
to make their next confrontations easier.
In this particular case, I would always strive to
demonstrate to my partners that they were wrong, that they
had chosen the wrong strategy for managing their energy. I
generally left my own there, even though I tried to keep as
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closely as possible to the judo principle of Seiryoku zenyo,
namely seeking a good result using a minimum of effort.
This was also a way in which I identified with the founder
Jigoro Kano shihan who, to compensate for his small and
slender build, tried several sporting disciplines, studied
various forms of schools of jujitsu and thus ultimately
envisaged and created this universal martial art that now
formed a thread connecting me with people all over the
world, through my project.
Personally, I attach limited importance to the quantitative
value of my weight. My only interest in that area is in the
concepts of form and well-being. For example, since my first
involvement with judo, I’ve never subjected my body to the
constraints of special diets nor conversely to artificial means
of increasing body mass. When I was fighting in
competitions therefore, at a relatively modest level, it often
happened that there was a difference of between two and
five pounds between myself and some of my adversaries on
championship days.
I nevertheless did pay attention to what I ate, to a sensible
extent, and did act to resolve any festive excesses, by having
slightly reduced portions on the days after such events.
There was no need for me to do this during my adventure.
From the start to the end of my mission, with my
engagement in what I would consider active and enthusiastic
practice, I ended up losing six and a half pounds.
For other people that I met on my journey, the concept and
control of weight are paramount. For competitors and
especially for international athletes, it is even a primordial
aspect of the performance. Being able to be at the right
weight on D-day to present oneself for official verification
and ensure one’s place in their weight category is sometimes
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achieved by an arduous or even painful process. It has also
frequently been said that the first fight that the athlete must
win is the fight against the scales. Some Asian judokas told
me about a completely different problem. Many of them
seemed to have difficulty in finding any place in the current
system for international competitions. They found
themselves in the smallest of the weight categories, the under
sixty kilos group, generally with a far lower weight recorded,
whereas many of their opponents weighed themselves in
their underpants to be under the official limit. Despite good
physical and technical abilities, their relatively small builds
therefore seemed to be an obstacle. They recommended that
the under fifty-five kilos category should be extended to all
senior level international competitions.
As I had guessed, I therefore left completely exhausted
after my training at VIETNAM ARMY JUDO CLUB ZONE 7.
My judogi took on an extra pound or two with each training
session. A couple of pounds lost by me, in water loss, despite
constant, crucial, life-giving hydration. A couple of pounds, a
relatively vague indicator of the effort, the desire, the selfsacrifice that we all brought to the mat during these twohour sessions. At the end of one such session, when it was
almost time for me to take leave of my friends, Thanh
Nguyen sensei and Chau Nguyen sensei put me into contact
with the Danang National Training Sport Centre, the
Vietnam team training complex. Thanks to the contact
information that I had carefully noted in my diary, I was
therefore easily able to get to my next stopping place,
Danang.
I went by train and it reminded me of the documentary
series by François Gall and Bernard D’Abrigeon: “Des trains
pas comme les autres” (Extraordinary trains). Whilst looking
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out of the window, I could see again the same images that
had inspired me to dream when I first discovered them in
front of the family telly.
Now I was there. Now my dreams were in colour. Now my
dreams were in 3D.
Thanks to the Duy Hai sensei and his team, Nguyen Quoc
Hoang sensei, Nguyen DuyKhánh sensei and Kang Dong
Wo sensei, I was quickly integrated into the group of
athletes. The training sessions took place in the coolest part
of the day, from nine to eleven in the morning. In fact, it was
impossible to go out when the sun was at its zenith. Even at
the end of the first part of the day, the Sun King was a
ruthless opponent, especially since all the sessions took place
on the broad beach at Danang or on the beach volleyball area
in the sports complex. Fine sand was a particularly helpful
surface for working on the essential supports for judo, taking
place barefoot.
But the flip side of the coin was the beating of the sun on
the white sand, which was especially intense. The effects of
the sun were heightened, and I wrongly neglected, unlike
my fellow judokas, to take special care to protect my skin.
The next day I really had to pay the price. I found it hard to
put my judogi on and, when the time came for fights with
partners in sambo, kurash or judo, the rubbing of my jacket
against the back of my neck gave me pains that I had to put
up with.
This didn’t prevent me attending one session after another
and even combining the sessions with those at the city club,
the SAN TAP DA NANG JUDO CLUB, where I had the
honour of being invited by the Master of the premises,
Nguyen DuyPhu sensei. As well as being able to practise
with other judokas of different ages, at this club I discovered
a ritual that I’d never seen or heard of before. For reasons of
224

JUDO WORLD TOUR

religious beliefs, the students placed offerings on a small
altar located within the dojo itself, items such as fruits, white
rice or flowers and incense. In this structure, I also found the
same formality of greeting that I’d already noticed in India,
and would see again a few days later in Laos.
After having bowed when they first entered the DOJO, the
students would then bow to the portrait of Jigoro Kano
shihan before repeating this action once more before their
teacher and his guests. A formal ritual of respect observed by
everyone and taught to newcomers as soon as they arrived at
the club.
Thanks to the bonds of friendship that I was weaving
through these groups, but also through all my everyday
encounters, my path was opening up more every day. I was
now receiving many invitations on the FACEBOOK page for
my JUDO WORLD TOUR.
Some of these came from countries that were on my
scheduled itinerary already. I would be sure to honour them
as much as possible. Others came to me from countries that I
would unfortunately not manage to get to during this
project, due to lack of time and/or sufficient funds.
Another day, another time, for sure… It was impossible for
me to envisage travelling now without having my precious
MIZUNO judogi in the bottom of my bag.
And talking of my bag, it was time to carry it again. There
was one final stop awaiting me, as well as the secondary
training structure of the national team led by the coach Tho
Hung sensei.
On this final leg, I couldn’t wait to get there.
On my Vietnamese trip it was considered to be the pearl of
the North. It was also one of the main tourist attractions of
the country, if not the top one. Included in the UNESCO
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world heritage sites since 1994 and voted one of the seven
new wonders of the natural world in 2011, I was keen to see
it for myself.
Indeed, it would be unthinkable to miss out on seeing this
vast expanse of water located at the heart of the Gulf of
Tonkin. It was all the more unimaginable that, thanks to the
initiative of the Pays de Vannes tourist office, in the town
where I was born and grew up, this bay had been twinned
since 1997 with the Gulf of Morbihan, my birthplace.
So I left Danang, a fishing town with sublime beaches, for
other equally stunning scenery - Ha Long bay, or Along Bay.
What better place to end three extraordinary weeks with
my new Vietnamese friends? To make the most of this time, I
joined a group of young people, via the tour operator at my
youth hostel and thus had the great joy of spending two
nights with them in this exceptional scenery, swimming and
kayaking there.
Unforgettable moments captured appropriately by many
photos posted directly on the FACEBOOK page for my
JUDO WORLD TOUR.
Unfortunately, all good things come to an end. I spent my
last few hours in Hanoï wandering around its different
districts. Like thousands of people, I also joined the queue
for visiting the mausoleum of Ho Chi Minh, whose remains,
guarded by no less than fifteen armed guards, not counting
all those present outside the site, reminded me of those of
Vladimir Ilyich Ulyanov, otherwise known as Lenin,
similarly preserved in such conditions at Red Square in
Moscow. It’s clear that these historic figures still have an
undeniable tourist appeal.
And so my days passed, in time divided between
practising and exploring the countries I visited. My desire to
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continue this adventure and to achieve my goals remained
strong and unwavering. However, I always felt deep within
me a certain sadness when I had to leave a place in which I
had really felt at home. This was all the more true when this
departure was exclusively due to my tourist visa expiring.
Thus, I had to acknowledge that, since I had left France on
14th September 2015, my tendency to identify with the
affirmation of Baha'u'llah, that “the Earth is only one country
and all of mankind its citizens”, was getting a little stronger
every day. Unification of Humanity with emergence of a
global civilisation in which everyone would have freedom of
movement… What an appealing vision.
We aren’t quite there yet, unfortunately.
This was obvious in Saigon, when I went to the Laos
embassy to apply for a tourist visa. Although sometimes, I
had to present a lot of supporting documents and to wait a
period of two to three weeks before receiving the precious
essential pass that I needed to be able to enter the territory
concerned, it didn’t take even five minutes for the consular
official to formally provide me with this simple
administrative authorisation. During this minimal period of
time, it didn’t prevent him from relieving me of about thirty
dollars for the right to enter Laos. And that’s how the world
turns at the moment, as tirelessly as the wheels of the night
bus that took me from Hanoï to Vientiane and that would
make the same journey the next day in the opposite
direction.
Twenty-two hours on a sleeper bus with a change of
vehicle during the night, and I finally came into the capital of
Laos at the end of the day.
I was tired and went to bed straightaway.
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19TH COUNTRY: LAOS
I had no problems getting myself organised when I arrived
at a new destination. Unlike my hesitant initial attempts,
requiring some improvement, I now implemented good
practice, tried and tested, and improved by all the mistakes
that I’d been able to make and the poor decisions that I’d
been able to take since my departure. A winning formula,
some precise selection criteria that, in particular, allowed me
to keep to my budget, for both direct and indirect expenses.
As an example, choosing the right youth hostel was a key
part of my daily routine. In fact, it was up to me to weigh up
the cost per night relative to the geographical location. I
preferred to pay one or two more euros per day if the hostel
was located close to the dojo in which I’d planned to spend
my time, thus avoiding ultimately having to waste much
more money on bus, tram, tube or even Uber fares, where
appropriate for the city or the area. If, for a very affordable
price, I also had unlimited Wi-Fi and breakfast included,
then I was satisfied.
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On leaving my dormitory, I was therefore able to set out on
foot, on the day after my arrival, to go to the LAO JAPAN
BUDO CENTRE in the capital. My friend Sylvain from
Thailand had put me in contact with Mayouly Phanouvong
sensei, who, with the other teachers, Kan Murayama sensei,
Kazushi Matsuda sensei, Lina Sayarath sensei and Tai
Phrommala sensei, gave me a warm welcome. It was my
second day on Laotian soil, and the calendar showed the
date of the twenty-sixth of August. It was my birthday, and I
was forty. A round number that I marked simply by posting
on my blog the article that, with such awareness about those
first decades of existence, bore the title of “My judo, face-toface”.
On that day, in the dojo, the atmosphere was studious.
Mayouly Phanouvong sensei and his partner were working
assiduously on the ju no kata for an international
competition taking place a few days later in Seoul in South
Korea. As with all kata, the movements and changes of
position were codified. They were highlighting three
fundamental stages of judo that, when combined into one
single action, contribute to successful throwing of your
partner or adversary. These stages are kuzushi, tsukuri, and
kake. Kuzushi, for preparation, destabilization. Tsukuri for
unbalancing and positioning. Lastly kake for execution of the
technique itself.
Before leaving this country, I would learn that, due to the
quality of their performance, they would win the gold medal
and would thus take the top step of the podium. Bringing
conscientiousness and determination to their study, their
success would therefore be completely logically proportional
to their discipline.
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Just like a quote from the great adventurer Mike Horn,
“their desire to win was stronger than their fear of losing”
and at the club, despite their physical absence, we celebrated
this victory in accordance with its significance. Plaudits
sustained by viewing the photos posted on FACEBOOK,
then time for conversation about the necessity of establishing
specific goals in one’s life, and about the values of work,
perseverance, sincerity in order to meet them, to achieve
these goals.
In the context of judo, this sequence of dialogue, this
privileged discussion between the teacher and his students is
something we call ‘mondo’. Notwithstanding the act of
discussing the values of the moral code or the concepts of
personal development and enrichment, it was also a way of
sharing cultural knowledge about judo, empirical experience
but also all aspects associated with its organisation, such as
refereeing, administrative structures, regulatory texts…
It was just after this mondo that I was approached on the
mat by Hervé, a fellow Frenchman. Hervé had settled in
Laos with his family about fifteen years ago and had
embarked on the judo adventure quite simply to share in the
passion of his two young children. Our contact was friendly
and I soon discovered the magnificent haven of nature and
peace, outside of the main centre of the city of Vientiane. A
splendid garden that also revealed the important work
initiated and undertaken by this couple in this country. With
educational, professional training and personalised support
projects, Hervé and his people were bringing immense help
to the Hmong people, the people who lived in the mountains
of this region.
Their aim? To prevent the loss of these traditions, but also
and especially to ensure that environmental assets would not
be destroyed by the dazzling lure of an immediate economic
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gain, particularly by collection of wood, or equally
concerning by rubber tree cultivation with disastrous
environmental consequences. In fact, although the forest
preserves the aquifer resources and nourishes the soil, the
rubber tree is a high consumer of water, soaking up the
groundwater and depleting the soil. Wandering through the
paths of this lush natural environment with its extraordinary
biodiversity, my thoughts wandered too. I admired the
courage, the self-sacrifice, but also the humility of this family
contributing to a better world. Like a hummingbird who has
to work hard to go and find just a few drops of water with its
beak to throw onto an enormous forest fire, Hervé, Toun and
their children were doing their share of the work. And so my
thoughts arose… how much was I contributing to this rising
tide of solidarity? By individual actions, by exemplary
behaviour, how could I work towards enabling the largest
number to live happily, in good health and in harmony with
their neighbours, in a natural environment, kept safe from all
disruption, danger and pollution?...
These questions were something I found myself thinking
about a little more every day. I tried to find answers. On a
judo mat, by my attitude and outlook, my educational and
pedagogical action, it seemed to me that there were some
keys to understanding. Was this sufficient?...
I ended my time in Laos peacefully with a final session at
the LAO JAPAN BUDO CENTRE, the National Centre
financed jointly with Japan. For many years, Japan had
provided its neighbour country with teachers from the
WASEDA UNIVERSITY in Tokyo.
A school in which I had had the honour of training, last
March. In this final training session, as was usually the case,
many children came to see me with huge smiles. They all
wanted to practise with me. For them judo was a game to
which they gave their tireless energy. At their age, enjoyment
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was their goal. May time not wither this desire to enjoy
themselves, because the path of knowledge and
understanding is long. It’s beautiful but also ruthless, seeded
with pitfalls. Above all, it will always be incomplete…
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10TH COUNTRY: CHINA REVISITED
AGAIN
We had parted at Bangkok airport a month and a half
before. After South Korea and Japan, she had come to see me
in Thailand so that we could spend some days together at
Chiang Mai and on the island of Koh Lanta.
When I set off to fly to Beijing, I knew that nothing would
ever be the same as before.
I was about to see Patricia again, to spend some time
resting my painful knee but also and especially to help her to
prepare her own backpack for travelling. She had asked for
professional leave for one year and had sold her car to
finance these few months of availability. From the first day of
October, I would have the pleasure of her company at my
side, up until the end of my mission.
In her apartment, looking at my bag, I observed that, since
the start of my adventure the ‘house’ that I carried on my
back had got considerably lighter. Inside only the absolutely
essential found favour in my eyes. After one year
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adventuring over this first half of the globe, I had gained a
certain level of experience regarding the superfluous and the
essential.
This wasn’t really the case for Patricia, who had always
travelled as part of package tours with a level of comfort far
higher than that which I was about to provide for her right
now. As a guide for her, I gave her the exhaustive list of all
my items and invited her to prepare hers, smiling somewhat
to see what exceptions she allowed herself, both in terms of
quantities and in terms of the items that she considered
essential. Iron hair straighteners, a make-up kit worthy of a
film studio, a stylish outfit for daytime, another for evening
wear, high-heeled shoes... In the end, there was a difference
of over a stone between our respective kit. I knew that this
wouldn’t be viable on the journey ahead of me, with so much
walking involved.
But I didn’t want to jeopardise our young idyll as roundthe-world travellers for trivial material considerations, all the
more so because we hadn’t even started yet on this second
part of the great adventure. I would thus allow time to do its
work.
In fact, just before meeting up with me again in Melbourne,
Patricia had planned to go to Russia to explore the cities of
Moscow and Saint Petersburg.
I didn’t even have to wait for the second day of her trip to
hear her tell me that she had revised some of her choices.
My days in this month of September therefore followed on
each other and were all alike. At 5 am, Spanish class, then
preparing breakfast before dedicating the rest of the day to
sitting on the living-room sofa writing this book. The notes in
my diary and logbook were beside me and it was my phone
that provided the medium on which I would tell the story. I
now had the ability to look back on the first twelve months
as needed, which gave me a certain perspective and the
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ability to combine certain images and certain situations with
each other.
I took immeasurable pleasure in sharing on the paper the
genesis of the challenge, the organisation of the project and
my extraordinary everyday experiences in this rather
unusual journey.
It was also over this period that I undertook a
crowdfunding campaign to raise funds to finance part of the
costs of publishing this book. Sole objective: to reach five
thousand euros before the deadline of thirty days defined by
the Internet subscription platform. And this sum was
reached in eighteen days thanks to the massive strategic
operation that I implemented. All FACEBOOK posts over
this period were linked with this campaign. At the same
time, I contacted all the people who could give
communications support for my process. The information
was therefore published many times, sometimes in local and
regional press, specialist reviews and magazines, sometimes
on the radio, Internet pages and social media. I can never
give enough thanks to all those who provided support, who
are listed at the end of this book, just as I can never give
enough gratitude for all those who, by their own resources
and their willingness to engage in mutual support, made it
possible for me to meet this financial challenge so quickly.
In fact, I could now dedicate one hundred percent of my
time to the writing and running of the FACEBOOK page for
my JUDO WORLD TOUR, which, during this period,
reached the symbolic number of three thousand followers,
thanks to the support of Fabien my musician friend from
Vannes. I could also continue my story, in complete serenity,
this beautiful human adventure - because I now had a new
travel pass.
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A “frequent traveller” passport had just been awarded to
me by the French Embassy in China. With forty-eight pages,
so sixteen more pages than the standard passport, it should
allow me to complete my journey without having to renew
this official document any more. Moreover, I would have the
great pleasure of keeping my old passport, which had
allowed me to come this far.
The friendly consular official gave it to me as a souvenir.
He cut off one corner and added the word “cancelled” there
on the personal identification page. This provision made me
think of the procedure generally applied at the town hall or
the prefecture in France, where one is expressly required to
give in the old one in order to get the new one.
Two methods for the same result but ultimately with
completely different personal feelings.
And this was the thought with which I made my exit from
Chinese territory. As a souvenir, an indelible red mark now
adorned one of the two central pages of my new pass.
I left.
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20TH COUNTRY: AUSTRALIA
After a flight of about twelve hours, it was evening in
Australia when I put my two bags into a youth hostel in
Saint Kilda, a district on the outskirts of the city of
Melbourne. A few weeks beforehand, I had been invited by
the local judo club and it was also there that I had found the
best price for my accommodation.
During my searches for a booking, I had quickly realised
that the standard of living was no longer the same as in Asia.
A situation that was confirmed very quickly when I got
there, as I paid six Australian dollars, (more than three
pounds), for a litre and a half bottle of still water.
In this country where physical appearance is important,
where the culture of the sports hall and of tattoos is
integralto the way of life of its population, I found a mix of
good and bad Western habits.
I also came face-to-face with all the shortcomings of a
“consumer-oriented” society. Obesity due to junk food,
drugs, alcoholism… I was appalled to see the huge number
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of homeless people in some Melbourne streets. However, I
loved exploring this city, appreciating its architecture, its
energy, but also its History, particularly that of its popular
icon Ned Kelly, a murderer of policemen who represents, for
many, the resistance of the oppressed against the Australian
authorities of the time. In some ways, a modern-day Robin
Hood.
Australia represented a major stage in the project that I had
initiated.
On this continent, fourteen times the size of France, in a
period of almost one month, I would be training in at least
twelve clubs and groups. In addition to those that I’d
contacted with my request directly via FACEBOOK, Mohan
Bam, the Nepalese judoka who has lived next to Melbourne
for about three years, had prepared a judo circuit for me,
worthy of an organised tour. JUDO BENDIGO INC with Ben
Donegan sensei and Neville Sharp sensei, also president of
the Australian judo federation, SENSHI ACADEMY with Ivo
Dos Santos sensei, YARRA JUDO with Neel Beyers sensei,
and lastly RESILIENCE TRAINING CENTRE with Maria
Pelki sensei and Daniel Kelly sensei, the latter having won
the Oceania Championships seven times and taken seventh
place in the Athens Olympic Games in 2004.
In the car, we were constantly on the move. From one club
to the other I jumped into my judogi and trained. The
atmosphere varies from one dojo to the other. I encountered
many partners there, shared with them a little of my
adventure and this allowed me especially to discover a little
more of this region of the Australian South-East.
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In Bendigo, for example, which I flew over with Karel
Meulendijks in his tiny two-seater plane, the urban
organisation appealed to me.
Famous for its architectural heritage from the Victorian era,
this major gold-rush city, from the 1850s, had almost one
hundred thousand inhabitants but only one multi-unit
apartment block.
A different ambience to that of Melbourne, capital of the
state of Victoria and second largest urban centre in Australia,
after Sydney. I loved walking along its river Yarra, on my
own or in a group for the guided tours organised by the Free
Tour association volunteers. With weather conditions similar
to those of my home region, I felt so at home in this city. A
feeling that many seemed to share. Since 2010, Melbourne
has topped the list as the world’s most pleasant city to live
in.
Saint Kilda fascinates me too. The beaches, the
skateboarders, the penguins that we saw at the end of the
pier in the evening, when they returned from fishing to feed
their offspring and to rest...
Both in and out of the cities, in the vastness of the natural
spaces, one by one my eyes took in the images and situations
that life presented and offered to me like a gift. The flight of a
pelican, of a pair of cockatoos, or even of the magnificent
lorikeets of Yaamba. A group of wallabies, another of
kangaroos standing peacefully in the middle of a clearing.
Like a gourmet with a piece of chocolate, I savoured the
moment. The Nestlé images of the “Wonders of the World”
chocolate bars from my childhood were coming to life before
me. I was filled with gratitude to be faced with such beauty.
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It was impossible to look away from this extraordinary
living spectacle. Neither did I tire of all the meetings that
filled my days, and most of all, those that I had with judo
practitioners and teachers.
I was fully aware of the daily lives of all these passionate
people, these educators who so freely pass on their
knowledge, culture, passion and desire to always do well. In
spite of myself, I also noted some organisations that could do
with a little improvement.
Like other countries of the world that I would have the
opportunity to visit later, Australia suffered from rather a
dissipation of energy in the running, promoting and
developing of judo organisations. Here, in this vast land,
there were no fewer than five different judo federations, with
little cooperation between them, governing the practice of
less than fifty thousand people. This situation left me a bit
perplexed when I thought about the considerable benefits
that could be gained by a single unified body from coming
together more closely, from synergy and sharing of these
policies and of all the human and financial resources that
were currently separated.
When I met Christophe Legaud sensei, I didn’t know
beforehand that he was French, having been an expatriate for
the last ten years or so. And I certainly didn’t know that we
shared the same origins in Brittany! He from Ille-et-Vilaine
and me from Morbihan, with so many shared experiences
and friendships in common. The first contact that we had
was that of kumi kata, getting a grip on our judogis, in my
view the best human contact that there is on Earth. With
Mohan, I had just left a first judo session to come to a session
at the RESILIENCE TRAINING CENTRE in Melbourne. The
class had started just a moment before and we were going to
catch up to join in. Despite everything, we were warmed up
from the previous training session.
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Invited onto the mat to join a group of fighters, I thus
found myself in a fight situation straightaway. Christophe
was my partner on the first randori of a long series. He
would invite me a few days later to his club, the MARTIAL
SPIRIT CLUB of Melbourne where he taught, in addition to
his professional activity. As good Bretons with great mutual
respect, it was over a fine meal with a nice glass of
something that we concluded this fabulous session, making a
commitment to see each other as soon as possible back in
France.
At TORI JUDO in Saint Kilda, I had the honour of
practising with Jacub Sawczuk sensei. Before the session, in
the boxing gym of a fitness centre, we positioned some
puzzle mat pieces to act as the tatami. Squares that, as their
name implies, fit together to form an even surface that can be
adapted to the layout of any working space available. Four
other people joined us very soon and it was after a very good
training session, in a studious and friendly atmosphere, that
we met at the home of one of these four, exhausted but
happy.
In this first week in Australia, in total, I visited six different
clubs. These training sessions also allowed me to meet some
champions again, who I had had the opportunity to mix with
in Paris, particularly at the World Championships in France
in 2011. Perry Papadimitropoulos, Tom Maxwell, Sara
Collins, among others. Once again proving that it’s a small
world, Harry Cassar who I had met a few months earlier at
the TOYO UNIVERSITY was also there, on one of the
tatamis. A smile, a hug, the sharing of memories and finally a
randori sealed our friendship forever.
Mohan, just like his Nepalese compatriots, who had left
their mark on my heart and my mind, accompanied me on
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almost all of these trips. A true leader, his life has a rhythm
and intensity, and is organised with a focus on achieving his
personal goals. Wanting to settle permanently in this host
country and to help his Nepalese family to also have better
living conditions, he was clocking up hours of work in a
large farm, without hesitating to make himself available for
extra activity in the evenings and at weekends, with the
classes of the IJF Academy, the teaching branch of the
INTERNATIONAL JUDO FEDERATION.
Our discussions invariably turned to the same subject. Just
like two friends who might go over and over a football
match for several hours at a bar, we would keep trying to
think of all the changes that could make our sport even
fairer, more exciting and more appealing in the eyes of the
general public. One possible improvement that emerged
from our conversations concerned the ground phase of judo.
In this aspect of fight, there were three different ways for a
judoka to win. By using strangling, the shime waza family of
techniques, by joint locking techniques, the kansetsu waza
family, or by pinning, the osaekomi waza family of
techniques, when the adversary, lying on his back, with both
shoulders on the ground, cannot free himself. Counting the
same pinning time when the adversary, on his stomach or
huddled, is controlled by the back, in our opinion would
make these ground work sequences more dynamic. This rule
of effective arbitration in the discipline of the jujitsu system
isn’t currently applied in judo.
Like all the others since my departure, this first week
whizzed past so fast I didn’t even see it. Guided by this
magnificent universal value, the concept of sharing, I filled
my time with training sessions, visits and meetings, one after
the other. Regarding hospitality, I remained fascinated by the
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constant ability of human beings to be kind and Australia
was no exception to this rule.
Here, the vast scale of the country was matched by the
natural ability of its inhabitants to be hospitable. In the first
part of this trip in the Southern hemisphere, they were called
Amphia, Neel, Philipp, Shannyn, Neville or even Aurélien.
Discoveries, anecdotes, sincere conversations. A bond of
friendship that was created immediately and marked my
spirit with the hot iron of an indelible memory.
I will never forget these moments so full of emotion, nor
this date of 16th October 2016. An extremely important
moment on my journey.
Patricia was now with me. She had come back from Russia
and been with me for less than a week and it was with her
that I learned the tremendous news. News of substantial
financial support. Support from the INTERNATIONAL
JUDO FEDERATION, directly represented by its president,
Mr Marius Vizer. Such news was difficult to believe, when it
came from the highest authority in my discipline and yet this
information very quickly took tangible form.
A real boost to my budget that I took on as representing a
duty for me, a responsibility: the commitment to continuing
the adventure, this personal project, this formidable human
experience. Carrying the image in keeping with the values of
the moral code of judo, thus making a modest contribution to
the development and promotion of our discipline around the
world. The roving ambassador, THE GLOBE-TROTTING
JUDOKA, the judoka who travels around the world.
Very quickly, I fully understood this comprehensive
support, particularly on social media. The visibility of my
FACEBOOK page suddenly took off because now, some of
my posts were shared by the IJF. In concrete terms, I was in
contact with Nicolas MESSNER, the organisation’s head of
communication and media. With confidence, he sharpened
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up and supported the articles that I most wanted to
highlight.
With this new financial resource, I was very soon able to
envisage and implement a provision that would accompany
me up until the end of my journey.
I couldn’t get it out of my mind that this money provided
really belonged to the judokas of the world. It wasn’t being
given to me. It was just being made available to me. Like
those extraordinary moments that I had had in my everyday
life with my judo partners, symbolically, I needed to share
this source of energy that needed to be distributed. I decided
to make a banner out of PVC, so that I could take a photo of
it at every club that I visited in the rest of my journey.
The banner shows the values of the judo moral code, the
principle of mutual support and benefit jita yuwa kyoei, the
name of my project and the face of Jigoro Kano shihan. It also
includes the names of the financial partners who have
supported me and my slogan, CONNECTING PEOPLE
THROUGH THE MORAL CODE OF JUDO.
I also had patch badges, stickers and pin badges made,
with my logo, this beautiful blue planet Earth, with the black
belt around it. Right up until the end of my journey, it gave
me great pleasure to be able to offer one of these items to
every judoka that I met, as a souvenir and a mark of my visit.
With a light heart, I continued my Australian travels. In a
hired car with right-hand drive and Patricia beside me, I
began my experience of driving on the left with my tour of
Uluru, Ayers Rock, this enormous rock, three hundred and
forty-eight metres tall, an emblem of Australia and a sacred
site for the aboriginal Pitjantjatjara and Yankunytjatjara
people. At this time of the year, the site was completely
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infested with flies. Particularly irritating, they got in the way
everywhere and everyone tried to protect themselves as best
they could, particularly in terms of avoiding swallowing
them whilst walking. Some people opted for types of visors
with integrated mosquito nets. For me, my choice was the
traditional Australian bush hat made of kangaroo leather, a
pair of sunglasses and controlling my breathing through my
nose.
After taking hundreds of photos, Patricia and I returned to
the modern urban landscapes of Sydney. A landing that left
us somewhat puzzled despite everything. Despite the rather
suspicious state of mind that prevails rather, all over the
world, we were very surprised that there was no physical
check on our identity, nor even of our passport, from the
moment that we got our tickets from an automatic machine
at Ayers Rock to the moment that we left the airport car park
in the most populated city of Australia.
After this observation, our immersion could begin. Sydney
Harbour Bridge, the opera house, the wild coast between
Coogee and Bondi beach, where I couldn’t help but be
reminded of the scenery of Quiberon or Belle-Ile-en-Mer in
the Morbihan, my own birthplace. Patricia was my personal
guide. She had already come here a few months before this,
to enjoy the New Year celebrations. I thus had the benefit of
an excellent guide who shared with me all the small details,
the points of interest of her previous tourist experience.
Thanks to Mohan Bam and Neville Sharp, I had contacted
local clubs. At the UNIVERSITY OF NEW SOUTH WALES,
the UNSW judo, with Warren Rosser sensei Raymond Leung
sensei and John Buckley sensei I did some training. At
ZENBU JUDO CLUB, I was also warmly welcomed by Ivor
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Endicoot Davies sensei, Ernie Wakamatsu sensei and
Morgan Endicoot Davies sensei, a multiple international
medal winner, and Olympian at the Athens games with
whom, as well as judo, I shared the passion for beautiful
guitars and for music generally.
Sharing my judo, practising in many clubs, gave me the
opportunity to observe and notice the potential differences
between what I knew in France and what I discovered in
these groups far away from my home country. Regardless of
location, a dojo essentially remained a dojo. It had its
architectural code with its changing rooms and its tatami, its
etiquette, namely the traditional rituals performed by its
practitioners since the origins of the discipline in Japan in
1882. The soul of the space would generally reflect the image
conveyed by the teacher. The teaching provided varied a bit
from one club to another, but the educational methods
generally remained the same.
When taking part in sessions with children, I nevertheless
recognised some small culture-specific details. In the martial
arts, the term kyu is used to indicate the different stages in
the progression of a beginner before obtaining the grade of
black belt referred to as first dan. Each kyu is represented by
a coloured belt, issued in France by the teacher up to the
brown belt. The symbol of progression of a learner, this
system adopted now everywhere in the world, was initiated
by Mikinosuke Kawaishi sensei, a tenth dan Japanese judoka,
and a judo pioneer in France. Learning starts with wearing
the white belt, then continues with the colours yellow,
orange, green, blue, sometimes with intermediate belts such
as white and yellow or green and blue, and finally takes the
form of the brown belt, the gateway to the examination for
the black belt.
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In France, the coloured belts are cut from a strap type roll,
twenty-five or fifty metres long with, for intermediate belts,
alternating vertical bands. Elsewhere in the world, they
resemble black belts, in other words they are made of cotton
pique, and the demarcation of the two-colour belts is
horizontal over the whole of the length. The other specific
feature that I could observe related to the judogi. In many
countries, the blue colour suit, normally dedicated to
international competitors to facilitate viewing and
understanding of fight by uninitiated spectators, is also worn
by young children. Sometimes even, some federal systems
require a bib to be stitched to the back, bearing the judoka’s
name and the club’s name.
On the road that takes use straight to Cairns then to the far
North of Australia by the East coast, we stopped for a few
days in Brisbane.
Patrick Mahon sensei, after having taken us to visit the
heart of his city by boat, opened the doors of his club, the
BRISBANE JUDO INSTITUTE, to me. Patrick had trained
many national teams, such as those of Ireland, the Pacific
Islands and even France and, at the age of sixty, it was
wonderful to see that his passion to communicate, to pass on
his experience and knowledge, was still intact. The group of
young competitors that he had formed was full of promise,
and the fights that I had with some of them were quite
committed and held such promise for the future results that
they could hope for at national or even international level.
On 28th October, it was the anniversary of the birth of
Jigoro Kano shihan. For the last eight years, this date had
been
adopted
by
the
INTERNATIONAL
JUDO
FEDERATION to celebrate the birthday of judo, an
important event for the whole community of practitioners of
our discipline. Still in Brisbane, I spent the day this year with
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the children of the ISSHINDOKAN club. Mickael Hill sensei
and Damien Steger sensei invited me there and we were
happy and proud as we all posed together after the final bow
of the training session for a beautiful souvenir photo with the
official displays of this special day.
When we arrived in Cairns, we were aware that our time in
this country was drawing to a close. A few days from now,
we would have to take the plane from here for our next
destination, New Zealand. With its reefs, its location close to
the Great Barrier Reef, its tropical rainforests, for us, Cairns
was an important stopping point in our discovery of
“Mother Nature”.
We had had the delight of being able to approach very
close to some koalas near Brisbane. Here there were
crocodiles, cassowaries, even platypuses, the small native
mammal, with such a phantasmagorical appearance, with its
duck-like bill, its tail reminiscent of that of a beaver, its paws
like those of an otter and its ability to lay eggs. Such a
surprising little animal. I have a reminder of it on one of the
many foreign coins that I’ve kept as a souvenir.
Such an extraordinary environment, which we explored
with the help of Luke Ronlund sensei of CAIRNS JUDO SOUTHSIDE JUDO CLUB AUSTRALIA who, with his
spouse Karen and his young children Anneleise, Hein, Cade
and Esa gave us a warm welcome, kindly hosting us for a
few days in their home. I loved to watch this family unit
evolving like a single being, for and around the values of
judo.
Luke had created his club in his own image. Simple,
familial, traditional with education and the enjoyment of
practice taking the top priority over any other
considerations. It was full of resources to stimulate the
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interest and active participation of his young students, I
drew some teaching tools from his great experience, to try to
start using later in my own club. As Jérôme Touzalin wrote
so insightfully in his book “Le Pommier”, “There are no
accidents... there are only events that we don’t know how to
read“. At the time of our departure, as I offered Luke the
miniature banner that was delivered to me when I received
the original, I was fully aware that this meeting was not
down to pure chance.
The last leg of my Australian trip was approaching.
Tomorrow, in a small plane we would be flying up to the far
North of Queensland. Still a few hours left in Cairns,
sufficient to meet Karl Michleas sensei and to train at his
club, the NORTHERN BEACHES JUDO CLUB. In this
enormous dojo with its year-round ventilation provided by
the open structure in low position, I very soon noticed a
young cadet, a brown belt, whose size and attitude marked
him out from the crowd. With a very high competitive spirit,
I enjoyed fighting with him because, despite his young age,
he was trying, daring, hoping to make me fall. He never
quite managed it but a few hours later, when we were
staying in his family home for the night, he would try to take
his revenge with what seemed to be one of his specialities,
the air rifle. Unfortunately for him, I hit every target that he
presented to me. Before he went to bed, I nevertheless tried
to reassure him, with a modest life lesson. Tobby and I were
the same age. Just like him I was fifteen. The only difference
was that I’d had an additional twenty-five years of
experience.
Aha, at last we had arrived! After two hours in the air, we
were there.
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The burning tarmac of the small Bamaga airport greeted
our hopes and dreams. Dreams of having some
extraordinary experiences here, in this little corner of
paradise, infested with crocodiles. A remote rather forgotten
place, close to the “Tip of the Tip” of the vast land of
Australia. This was a region that few people came to, and
even fewer stayed. Just as some people fantasise about Cape
Horn in South America or the Cape of Good Hope in South
Africa, I had fantasised about Cape York.
In fact, I had been fantasising and dreaming about this
place recently. I had discovered it, a few months before, on
FACEBOOK, when viewing a magnificent video produced
by Nicolas Messner. With his team, as part of the “JUDO
FOR THE WORLD” campaign by the INTERNATIONAL
JUDO FEDERATION, he had produced a series of short
reports to illustrate the impact of this martial art on the
everyday life of young practitioners all over the world.
A superb initiative, put together with breath-taking images,
filmed on and off the tatamis to show the importance of the
educational aspect of our discipline. Given the impact that
they had on me, there was no doubt in my mind that these
videos would have a strong effect on the community of all
judokas, encouraging dreams of other places, dreams of
meeting other people, sharing and exploring.
So, after Nicolas Messner and Aurélien Couston, I was the
third French judoka to tread the small mat at Bamaga. Like
my compatriots, I was looked after by Xavier Barker sensei of
the NORTHERN PENINSULA AREA JUDO CLUB.
Accompanied in teaching by a young Japanese judoka,
Masaya Higuchi, Xavier dispensed his wisdom with an
extraordinary energy to the young people in the Aboriginal
community that lived here.
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As soon as we arrived, we felt ourselves picked up and
drawn into a whirlwind, full of the legends, the experiences,
and the suffering in people’s lives here. A hurricane of
emotions with these indigenous people who welcomed us as
their own, told us about their traditions, even taught us how
to treat nature with respect by living in harmony with it.
As the only foreigners there at this time, our arrival was far
from unnoticed. We were staying with Edward Newman, the
mayor of the region, the Northern Peninsula Area Regional
Council. With his spouse Angela and his children, we were
integrated into the everyday rhythms of lives lived according
to natural cycles. Those of air, water, soil, animals and plants,
the seasons.
So it was that, out on the clear blue water, with Marsat and
Mike, we set out at sunrise to fish for lobster in the lagoon.
Patricia and I also took the role of spectators, watching the
fishing reserved for the local people. They fished for sea
turtles or even dugong. These were only occasionally
harvested, given the substantial number of attempts that it
took for them to capture one of these specimens by the
traditional method, and the culinary preparation of the catch
at the end could meet the food requirements of more than
twelve families.
It’s impossible to forget these smiles, these faces, all these
people who came to meet us. We drank up the stories and
anecdotes we heard, particularly those from Richard
Tamwoy, collectively known as “Uncle Richard”. A genuine
bottomless pit of memories, amazing stories about the life of
this community, a community that he was now proud to
represent. Very many moments of happiness, but also
painful times of conflict. Conflicts between clans and
conflicts caused by the power structures established by the
English colonists. An unglamorous political past, reflecting
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so many instances of uprooting of ancestral homelands
imposed on these communities.
One of these was represented in paint on canvas by Johnny
Mark, when he shared with us the last image of his
childhood: a dark smoky sky, with, in the distance, the fiery
heat of arson that would finally contribute to the annihilation
of his whole village.
Johnny Mark or a life-changing meeting.
We had crossed his path on our first walk out on the roads
of Bamaga. It was impossible to miss this charismatic man
with his broken nose, sparkling eyes and dazzling smile. He
had been waiting for his bus, we had been crossing the street.
We’d shared a brief chat: “where we were from, what we
were doing here, where we were staying…”.
A very pleasant moment of conversation, simple, friendly
and civil.
Nothing extraordinary in itself, up until the point when we
were taking our leave of him. A phrase, a single sentence that
etched itself very deeply into my mind… “A boomerang
always returns to where it was thrown from, you must come
back to see me”. At that time, I only knew his first name. I
had no idea of his surname, and even less of where he lived.
I’d forgotten that here, everyone knew everyone, and my
friend Xavier Barker sensei, whose professional activity
consisted in meeting the members of each clan in the
community, recording and logging dialects and old
traditional songs, so that the oral culture of these people
could be passed on to future generations.
Since those few minutes that we had spent together, the
days had followed on tirelessly. We spent our time on
exploring the region, having extraordinary adventures and
experiences. Edward, the mayor, took us to Fruit Bat Falls, a
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heavenly place. His spouse Angela showed us “Charly
Charly”, a branch of the river infested with crocodiles.
Xavier, for his part, took us to Cape York, the “Tip of the
Tip” of the North of Australia. Dale Mears got us to share
one of his passions, the traditional hunting of wild boar with
dogs, and finally Everett Ruess impressed us with his
immense talent as a stonecutter. Beautiful jade pendants, one
of which would end up continuing its life by my side.
We were far from bored! And yet... in my head, those last
words of Johnny Mark resonated like an echoing cry. Like a
magnet, they had a powerful effect on me, drawing me on,
an effect that I couldn’t and wouldn’t want to resist.
When heading towards his house with Xavier, I already
knew that I was going to experience something unique and
everlasting.
The car approached the grounds, I could see him settled
under the sloping roof of his house, chatting with his spouse
and with another woman in his family. Did he believe that I
was going to come here? Was he a hundred percent certain
that I would head his way?
I honestly believe so. A warm hug, a closeness. Johnny
Mark had the peaceful self-confidence of the old and the
wise. Just like the oldest books in an unexplored library, at
this time, Johnny symbolised for me the knowledge of the
world. In his eyes, I could see again those of my grandfather.
No need for words. Before the word, the dialogue settled
into silence. Then came the time for stories. His childhood,
the tragedies of his people, his skills with using plants for
medicine, his artistic abilities, his unwavering understanding
of his environment, the Australian bush.
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Johnny alone represented the Aboriginal flag created by
Harold Thomas in 1971, the slogan is “We are black men on
the red land, under the Sun”.
The minutes here were beautiful, time stood still. Under the
burning sun, I felt fully aware of my life, my presence here
with him.
CARPE DIEM, I seized this day without a thought for
tomorrow.
Unfortunately, the hands of time once again started to turn.
We had to leave. This was the moment that he invited me to
accompany him one last time, down to the bottom of his
garden.
When he got up, he opened the large box that he had been
sitting on and took out two boomerangs.
“These two boomerangs” he told me, “I cut these from the
same piece of wood. They are of the same nature, the same
essence.” Placing one of the boomerangs into my hands, he
continued:
“Everything that you do in your life, I will feel it. The
Good, the Bad, your doubts, your fears. And on my side,
everything that I do, you will feel too. And most of all, most
of all don’t forget… A boomerang always returns to where it
was thrown from…”.
A call, a wish, a dream, a desire that I looked forward to
making true, even as we were saying goodbye…
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21ST COUNTRY: NEW ZEALAND
Anticipating is planning. A quote that made complete sense
when we arrived, as usual, very much ahead of the
scheduled time for check-in at Cairns airport. We were
continuing on our way towards Auckland and were
immediately dampened in our approach by the stewardess
who asked us for our ticket for leaving the country that we
hadn’t yet entered. An element of organisation that we had
completely forgotten to arrange but that we could now
quickly resolve via the Internet connection on our mobile
phones. This was the first and the last time during the whole
JUDO WORLD TOUR that I made a mistake like this in the
organizational aspect regarding visa charges.
An error that would moreover cause one of the greatest
problems in the whole journey. In Auckland, in the most
populated city of the archipelago, I had arranged my training
place many months beforehand.
Last April in Tokyo, I had got to know Rick Littlewood
sensei. Just like every year at this time, this high-ranking
New Zealand judoka went to the KODOKAN annual
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tournament, with the aim of obtaining some points to help
him access the grade of eighth DAN, which he would in fact
be awarded in December 2017. Highly interested in my
mission, it was completely natural that he had invited me to
visit him in his dojo when I would be travelling in that area.
I had made my arrangements for fulfilling my primary
objective of training at least once in each country visited, so
now I could satisfy my other requirements - meeting people,
sightseeing, discovering the culture, traditions, and special
characteristics of this new host country, and sharing all of
this with as many as possible.
Unfortunately, the constraints of route planning meant that
we couldn’t dedicate time to exploring the South Island, also
known as the “Jade Island”, and its world-famous “New
Zealand Alps”. It was on the North Island, commonly known
as “smoking island”, due to its high level of volcanic activity,
that Patricia and I scheduled some trips.
The first was a somewhat sporty day. We went canyoning,
in water at thirteen degrees, where we were able to
contemplate a magical landscape of millions of glow worms,
gleaming in the darkness of the Waitomo caves.
The second day out was something that we, like so many,
couldn’t miss. How on earth could anyone miss out on Waio- Tapu, “Sacred Waters” in Maori, one of the most active
geothermal sites in the world. We spent nearly three hours in
this powerful area with signs of volcanic activity, located
directly on the Pacific Ring of Fire. In the very tiny part of the
reserve that was open to the public, next to the boiling mud
pools, the superb geyser Lady Knox, the Earth, with the
elements that it released from its depths, offered up to us a
range of odours and impressive hues. Yellow for sulphur,
brownish red from iron, violet for manganese or green for
arsenic. Nevertheless, it was the colour orange, a sign of the
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presence of antimony that would leave an indelible
impression on our minds. Combined with the plentiful
amounts of carbon dioxide rising up, which gave it its name
of the “champagne pool”, this was the show stopper, the
main attraction for the millions of visitors who came here
from the four corners of the world to look at this
extraordinary scene.
Although this natural environment might have seemed to
have come straight out of a futuristic film set, our next trip
would bring us right into the heart of blockbuster territory.
The landscape set used in the “Lord of the Rings” trilogy and
“The Hobbit”, adapted from the books by the British writer,
J. R. R. Tolkien. As soon as we reached this peaceful film set,
with its stunningly rich scenery, it felt as if the hands of time
had stopped, never to move again. We didn’t even need to
activate our imaginations to rekindle the magic of the films
of Peter Jackson here. An open-air museum, with the fortyfour holes of the hobbit village of “The Shire”, dug into the
side of a hill like burrows, welcomed us and transported us
into the magical story, right up to the Green Dragon Inn, the
end point of this trip, after nearly two hours.
It was somewhat difficult to get back onto the bus to
Auckland when there remained embedded in our memories,
forever, the image of the charming “Bag End” house of the
hero Bilbo Baggins, whose daily self-care and idyllic routine
we had shared for the space of a morning.
New Zealand certainly has what dreams are made of. It
was not a coincidence, moreover, that this country has been
chosen by so many film directors from all over the world for
the quality of its natural environment and its local cultural
heritage. On the road taking us to Auckland, we could thus
look out at some of its living scenery. In Rotorua, we saw
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Maori artists, with traditional tattoos, sculpting the Hei Tiki,
“the suspended man”, a jade talisman pendant, symbol of
the ancestors and passed on as a treasure from generation to
generation.
Through the bus windows, we observed millions of sheep
grazing peacefully on the verdant pastures of the
archipelago. These small woolly animals, ten times more
numerous than the inhabitants of the country, can be seen
everywhere!
Finally, our tourist trip couldn’t be complete without a
detour via the official shop of the New Zealand rugby team,
the All Blacks. Known worldwide for their black kit adorned
with a silver fern, and for the famous “haka”, their war cry,
that they perform before each match. As a sign of our visit,
we left the shop wearing the shirts of the best national team.
Just like the other souvenirs that I ended up buying, it was
light, easy to carry and very soon was placed in a package
heading for France so that I could get it when I went back.
Before catching a flight for our next continent, and in
accordance with the commitment made in Tokyo, I headed
lastly to the dojo of Rick Littlewood sensei, the AUCKLAND
UNIVERSITY JUDO CLUB. In the residential district, the
training structure was integrated directly into Rick’s family
home, even though it was distinguished visually by all of the
elements of Japanese culture inherent to our discipline.
Tatami, Japanese calligraphy, photos of groups and
competitions and judo souvenirs. Rick was currently away
and, in his absence, it was Henri Woo sensei, Khan
Townsend Paley sensei, and Rob Levy sensei who gave me a
warm welcome. With them, I had the honour of performing
several sessions. Everything was there: sharing, smiles,
commitment, technical level, conviviality and traditions…
260

JUDO WORLD TOUR

The countless contacts that Rick made during his many
trips to Japan all turned up at his dojo at some point. This
cultural heritage accentuated the sharing thus strengthened
the bonds of friendship of our beautiful discipline. A twoway exchange. Jita yuwa kyoei!
Just a few hours later… my backpack was ready. The New
Zealand patch badge was now attached to it. During these
few days, I had been filled to the brim with emotions. In each
of the three Japanese restaurants run by this iconic teacher of
the Southern Hemisphere, I had also been filled to the brim
with the calories necessary for the continuation of my
adventure.
A journey rich in new horizons, meetings, sharing, which I
knew I would never tire of!
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22ND COUNTRY: CHILE
When, at the Cairns airport in Australia, we had rushed to
get our ticket for Santiago in Chile, we had been aware of the
existence of a connecting flight in Argentina.
Unfortunately, on arriving in Buenos Aires, we noticed that
this second part of the journey didn’t appear on the display
of the different airport terminals. After finding some
information, it turned out that the second plane went from
another airport located on the other side of the city. With just
fifty minutes and not a single piece of local currency with us,
it has to be said that this appeared to us to be impossible. We
decided to try, despite everything, explaining the situation to
a taxi driver who we disturbed as he was taking his break
from work in the back of his vehicle. Quite surprisingly, he
was receptive to our problem and even seemed a bit excited
to be able to respond positively. At breakneck speed, his car
drove in the left lane, tyres squealing at every set of traffic
lights, finally arriving one minute before the end of the time
allowed for check-in for our flight. The stewardesses had put
everything away but one of them, to whom we still feel
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grateful today, proved to be kind and professional in
response to our problem and gave us the precious passes so
that we could quickly go to the departure lounge. Not much
time for us to recover from our emotions. A few minutes
later, we finally crossed the last steps of the walkway and
there we were, taking off, feeling much calmer but with this
unforgettable adventure in our memories.
It’s a Frenchman! When I asked the Chilean Judo
Federation, I’d never really envisaged that their technical
director was one of my compatriots. I quickly discovered
when I received his response, written in my native language.
An expatriate for nearly ten years in Chile, Geoffroy
Andrieux sensei, a third dan black belt had had a great
positive reputation from his arrival, giving judo classes in
different clubs. This allowed him to make his mark and then
to be offered a great management post. Geoffroy therefore
was easily able to open the doors of the Santiago National
Training Centre and on my arrival, I went onto the mat with
the team headed by Javier Madera sensei, an outstanding
and impressive teaching technician.
Surprise followed surprise, I learned that we weren’t the
only French people, or even French judokas, in this area.
Mandated by the INTERNATIONAL JUDO FEDERATION, I
had the surprise of seeing, arriving on the Chilean mats, with
his high-ranking two-colour white and red belt, the former
trainer of the French team for the London Olympic Games of
2012, Jérôme Henric sensei.
During the week, I therefore revisited the French way of
teaching, which had been recognised beyond the simple
borders of France for several decades now. Interesting
technical sessions for which I had the honour of being
invited as a partner, by Monsieur Aquiles Gomez Guzman
sensei, the president of the Chilean Judo Federation.
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The federal structure was more modest in size than the
imposing scale of Rue de Chatillon in Paris and, very simply
and rapidly, Patricia, Jérôme and I felt integrated into this
group, this family. Around delicious meals, some great
moments of friendship were born, brightening our hearts
and enriching our souls with lasting memories.
A bond of friendship would also be established from this
initial point. A link that would lead to meeting with many
other clubs throughout my journey on the American
continent.
Such enduring memories, these moments, I carried them
with me in the bus that headed to Valparaiso then Vina del
Mar, the tourist trip that we had planned in this region. Later
we would have the opportunity to head northwards when
descending from Bolivia, the Salar de Uyuni salt flats, down
to the Atacama Desert, known for holding the lowest density
of organic activity on Earth.
Whilst some of my JUDO WORLD TOUR logo patch
badges were being manufactured in a small stall in Santiago
and, in the Parisian region, my friend Stéphane was occupied
with making pin badges, we were overlooking the Pacific
Ocean as we wandered the twisting picturesque lanes and
hills of Valparaiso (Paradise Valley).
In the first port in Chile, we therefore discovered a real hub
for sailors and travellers from all over the world in the 19th
century, the particular charm of its old funiculars but
especially all its multi-coloured houses. A palette of colours
created initially by the remains of marine pigments but
which is still perpetuated today as a tradition.
A colourful facade that unfortunately hid a sad reality.
There didn’t seem to be any conservation programme for the
buildings. Like a ghost town, grand colonial buildings were
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crumbling into ruins or showing signs of dilapidation. Also,
many tables looking at social deprivation and too frequent
warnings, more or less based on truth but finally detrimental
to tourist activity, have tended to tarnish the idyllic image
that we had of this city, which is nevertheless classified as a
world heritage site by UNESCO.
Far from the warm contact that we had experienced in this
country, this mixed feeling was added to during our overly
short trip to Vina del mar and it was with peace of mind that
we took the bus to get us to the famous Andes range.
Mendoza and its vineyards were waiting for us there.
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23RD COUNTRY: ARGENTINA
Our first steps in Argentina brought us very quickly into
the inside of a car. On our arrival, we were awaited by a
family who would add something permanent to my
“judoistic” experience. Though they were receptive and
enthusiastic about my mission, Marta, Raul, Léonardo and
César Tornello Nasisi also brought me right into their world:
a journey to the very heart of judo. Two adventures that
came together in one place on that day around a shared
ambition. Contributing to the promotion of judo, to its
development, at our modest level, by carrying the values of
the moral code but also the flavour of desire, effort and
perseverance.
Just like the Ronlund family, that I had had the honour of
meeting in Australia, the everyday life of the Tornellos was
completely focused on our discipline. Marta Nasisi sensei
and Raul Tornello sensei had met on a judo mat, got married
and succeeded in passing on their passion for judo to their
two children, whose current dream is to be selected for the
Olympic team for the Tokyo games in 2020. In and around
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the DOJO ICMEN, located in the family home, each action
undertaken was concerned with achieving this sporting
objective. Between the judo training sessions, the Brazilian
jiu jitsu (BJJ) with Marco Moral sensei at the SUKATA
BROTHERS JIU JITSU FILIAL MENDOZA, the physical and
mental preparation, the family walked judo, talked judo, ate
judo and breathed judo. The various trophies that adorned
the walls and shelves of their living room were visible signs
of the progression of each of the members of the family,
particularly the beautiful silver medal won by Leo at the
Santiago open in 2016 where he had fought with the French
Florent Urani.
In between the training sessions that I had with them,“Los
Hermanos Tornello” (the Tornello brothers) showed us
around the city of Mendoza. In this city, and more generally
in Argentina, I was amazed by the number of RENAULT R12
cars that were driving around these streets, whereas this
model is now relatively rarely seen in France. To a lesser
extent, it is the same with the PEUGEOT 504 and 309. I also
pointed out other culture-specific details to my friends, that
they themselves no longer noticed on an everyday basis. In
order to prevent rubbish bins being damaged, ransacked or
tipped over and emptied of their contents by stray dogs, the
bins were raised up by a tube about one metre above the
ground. The pavements on which these containers were
placed also received a great deal of our attention. There were
“acequias”, deep wide watercourses bringing water to the
trees, on the edges of all of them and the risks of falling in
were very high for us, being so unused to this feature of
urban architecture.
Mendoza was revealing itself and we were very lucky
tourists. In this country of vineyards, we had the honour of
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entering one of the oldest and grandest bodegas in the
country: the bodega Don Bosco.
Known worldwide for the quality of its wines, it was also
known for its major winemaking university created in 1965
by the Salésien Father Oréglia, considered to be the father of
Argentinian winemaking.
We were shown around by an excellent guide. Raul
Tornello sensei was the dean of the faculty. He therefore
opened wide the gates of his kingdom and it was with
pleasure, at the end of the visit, that we were able to taste
some of the greatest vintages held there. We tasted with
moderation because Marta Tornello sensei was already
waiting outside for my last judo session in the region. The
children of POLIDEPORTIVO NICOLINO LOCHE, led by
Nicolas Mena sensei, had been informed of my visit and
were waiting impatiently for this training session, special for
both them and me. The success of this session was measured
once again by all the smiles lighting up all these little faces. A
feeling of joy when all these young people proudly presented
to their parents the small patch badge of my adventure that
I’d just offered them, once the final bow had taken place.
Thanks to the close and sincere relationships that the
Tornello family maintained with very many other clubs, my
Argentinian, and more generally South-American journey
was considerably simplified. The route plan for my next
bases was worked out up to Buenos Aires and so it was that I
entered the dojo of the Mario Alberto Kempes stadium with
Doctor Jose Morales, the Federation president for the
Cordoba region. Francisco Morales sensei, Nestor Mario
Lopez Piccioni sensei, and Romualdo Javier Couzjo sensei,
the teachers, gave me the keys to the session that would
forever mark the visibility of my project on the FACEBOOK
page for my JUDO WORLD TOUR.
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Since Patricia had been travelling with me, she had filmed
some short video sequences that she then edited into mini
documentaries, compilations of several days of adventures.
Posting one of these recordings, less than ten seconds long, I
noticed that it would be viewed more than 207,000 times.
The power of this social network would never cease to
impress me…
Since my arrival in Latin America, apart from a few special
excursions, I was now spending less time on tourist
activities.
The main focus of my organisational work was on
contacting future clubs and groups still to come as well as on
preparing for my return, which was getting a little closer
every morning. Making PowerPoint presentations on new
projects, personal development, learning languages and
updating my curriculum vitae were some of my daily tasks.
To achieve these tasks, my diary and logbook was extremely
useful. It was a real mine of information because everything
was recorded in it. As soon as any idea, any concept emerged
in my mind, it was written indelibly there so that I could use
it in the near or distant future. The same applied with the
annotations I made on everything that I read.
Culture-specific details, discoveries, anecdotes, meetings,
emotions - they were all incorporated into this rule of life. As
these elements filled the pages of my precious companion
book, they would later provide me with the basis for writing
the book that you now hold in your hands.
For example, here, one of these anecdotes concerning a
junior competition for children aged seven to twelve. I had
the honour and the pleasure to observe this with my local
guide Andrés. For this “championship” session organised in
groups of five, each child had the opportunity to fight
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against the other four adversaries in his group. It was
interesting to observe that each fight stopped at the end of
the regulatory five-minute period or when one of the judokas
achieved five ippons on his adversary, the ippon
representing a symbolic death in judo.
Time to leave my new friends with a last bow, to get back
on the coach and now we were arriving at the edge of the
ocean, my ocean. The ocean of my birthplace, the ocean that
saw me grow, the Atlantic Ocean. I am rather proud of my
first name - Morgan. It came from the Breton words “mor”
and “gan”, which translate as “sea” and “born”, therefore
literally meaning “child of the ocean”. In Buenos Aires, I had
the opportunity to find my ocean’s shores once more, after so
many months spent far away. We were provided with
accommodation by Erika, a friend of Patricia, and it was on
the living-room sofa that I spent most of my time in the
capital that I didn’t exactly visit. I had made the commitment
to publish my book “JUDO WORLD TOUR” by the end of
2017 or at the latest in the first quarter of 2018. I wanted to
keep to this commitment.
So, sitting there, alone in the peace, on my mobile phone I
wrote lines about my emotions, my planning, my daily life
during these first fifteen months since I had set off.
The later parts of my afternoons had a pattern. Every day,
at about 5 pm, I went to CENARD, the centre of expertise
and performance of the capital, the venue for the training
sessions of Argentina’s national team. In particular, this was
where Paula Pareto trained, the judo world champion in 2015
and current Olympic champion at the most recent games in
Rio in 2016. The national trainers Tigran Karanhyan sensei,
Ariel Sganga sensei and Laura Martinel sensei welcomed me
so kindly and I enjoyed the chance to practise with the elite
athletes of my sport. Even though there were a few years in
271

JUDO WORLD TOUR

age between me and my partners, I didn’t intend to give
them the energy that led me to try to make them fall as many
times as they did themselves on my poor body, now used to
having the judo mat stuck to my back - such is the expression
used in our jargon when a judoka is thrown and is subjected
to a magnificent and powerful ippon.
By the side of these simple accessible champions, I looked
on with the eyes of a child. By sharing their training sessions
completely, I remained impressed by the commitment shown
by these women and men every day with the aim of
progression. The high level of the sport is hard, demanding
and ruthless and the athletes were like Swiss watches. The
smallest grain of sand in the workings could throw the
sporting timetable off or even disrupt the whole season.
Every one of them had awareness of this but unfortunately,
sometimes injuries happened, and Olympic dreams could be
broken before ever having set off for the village. The hard
facts of sport. The hard facts of life. But, as Jigoro Kano
shihan wrote, “We do not judge a man by the number of
times that he falls, but by the number of times that he gets
back up“. It’s obvious that, more or less easily, a judoka
always gets back up on his feet to get on with life. A state of
mind that I found again at the UBA, the UNIVERSITY OF
BUENOS AIRES when I followed the training session of
Jorge Repetto Jr sensei, Jorge Repetto sensei and Martin
Casanova sensei.
Between my judo sessions, on returning to the apartment,
on the many uneven portions of pavements of each city, I
took part, despite myself, with a culture-specific aspect of
this country: the long queues in front of bank cashpoints,
guarded by armed security men. In Argentina, my budgeting
was somewhat complicated. The filling of the cashpoints
with cash isn’t a very frequent occurrence and, like all of the
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population, I was obliged to queue up to make a withdrawal
knowing that it wasn’t possible to ask for more than a certain
limited amount, which would be subject to a high bank
commission charge.
Used to this situation, the inhabitants waited calmly. Many
were sipping their drink of tereré, a traditional drink
prepared by infusing yerba leaves, long-term consumption of
which is believed to have several beneficial effects on the
health of the drinker. A lifestyle that became for me a
distinctive sign that I noticed throughout the rest of my
journey. With their combination of a thermos of iced water
and téreré on a shoulder strap, I never had any problems
recognising Argentinians on holiday abroad!
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24TH COUNTRY: URUGUAY
National and international bus stations no longer held any
mystery for me. My rudimentary Spanish allowed me to
obtain the information I needed and to securely and calmly
purchase tickets according to the preliminary schedule that I
had made. It was the same with airports, stations and ferry
ports. We were at one of the latter when we got our ticket for
the ferry crossing over the Rio de la Plata (River Plate), the
river of silver, that separates Argentina from Uruguay. I had
scheduled four nights there. Just enough time to travel
through the country and to get a glimpse of it as a tourist.
The charming picturesque little town of Colonia Del
Sacramento with its old cars and historic Portuguese district,
and the equally pretty capital Montevideo were the visits we
had scheduled for the 72 hours we were spending in
Uruguay.
Quite exceptionally, for the only time in my adventure, I
would only have one opportunity to take part in judo
training. Generally, over the period of my time spent in a
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particular area or city, I would attend every possible session
of the clubs or groups that I visited. Here, I was expected by
a teacher with whom I’d had regular discussions on
FACEBOOK, and his “adolescents and adults” class was
scheduled for 7 pm on the last day of our time in Uruguay.
Very early the next day, we would be taking the bus to Sao
Paulo.
A bit of a risk, if any logistics issues might occur… True…
Never again would I organise things in this way! Never
again!
After about forty minutes of travel from the youth hostel,
Patricia and I arrived at the address indicated for the training
session. This was a district sports complex, a building that I
saw included a swimming pool, sports hall, and gym.
Normally there was also a dojo but I would never see it…
When the receptionist at the main entrance called the judo
contacts, it seemed to me that there was an odd atmosphere.
A training session was in progress and so I was invited to
wait. My concern increased proportionally with the minutes
that ticked by. On seeing two people arriving to meet me,
this feeling was considerably amplified. In front of us, the
president of the club and the treasurer. They seemed
surprised to see me there. After the traditional exchanges of
civilities, I explained about my project, my approach and the
invitation that had been extended to me by their teacher.
Unfortunately, this professional had been fired from the
organisation that very day in the afternoon and, despite all
my efforts to try to access the club, I was not authorised to go
in and work with the young judokas there.
It was after 7 pm. We were away from the main centre. My
goal of completing at least one training session in every
country I visited seemed decidedly in peril. I thought again
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about the visa stamp on my passport and already I was able
to envisage working out a way to come back to Uruguay as
soon as possible. It was impossible to leave a country out in
the process of my project. A schedule that didn’t take
account of the proactive power of Patricia.
As soon as she’d seen that my approach with this club was
unsuccessful, she had begun to look on her phone for
another club to welcome me. A few phone calls and at the
end of one of them - Sandra. Touched by the approach of my
journey and despite a rest period during which there were
no classes in her club, she agreed to come and open up the
doors of the dojo in which she usually trained to me. She
would be alone. The teacher was eating with his family and
it would be complicated to contact all the other judokas of
the group at the last minute. At 9 pm, we were there in front
of the doors of the hall. Sandra Ogliarusso was a brown belt,
aged thirty-two and had just saved my JUDO WORLD
TOUR!
A special class began when, less than fifteen minutes later, I
saw the arrival of Juan José Gorriz sensei, the teacher of the
CLUB NAUTICO CARRASCO Y PUNTA GORDA,
accompanied by Mikael Aprahamian, an athlete from the
Uruguay national team. I shared a few attack systems with
Mikael but what I most remember of this extremely intimate
session was the strength and power of our community bond
and the depth of acceptance by each practitioner of the
values and principles of judo.
Despite their occupations and commitments, these three
brothers and sisters of the tatamis had given me the honour
of their presence. Without them, I would have had to revise
my planning, with ultimately a definite loss of time but also
money.
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I began my adventure by naming it jita yuwa kyoei
WORLD TOUR, mutual welfare and benefit across the
world.
Here, in Montevideo, thanks to Sandra, Juan José and
Mikael, this principle made perfect sense!
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25TH COUNTRY: BRAZIL
Sugarloaf Mountain, Copacabana, Rio de Janeiro…
HAVAIANAS, favelas, Brazilian jujitsu… I was there, I was
in Brazil!
“Sampa”, the nickname that the inhabitants use for Sao
Paulo, was our first stop. Excited, our first few hours
nevertheless turned out to be hard going. They were spent in
administration.
As usual, we wanted to buy a SIM card for the country, a
“Chip” for our mobiles so that we’d be able to easily use the
various apps that our everyday life depended on. The
obstacle course began...
We were basically unable to buy a prepaid SIM card. In any
case, that’s what we were led to understand, wrongly, when
we were trying to purchase them in all the news outlets and
other telecoms provider agencies in the city. We had to have
the Cadastro Pessoa Fisica, the CPF, beforehand! This was a
fiscal document issued by a tax centre, with an individual
reference number that would then be required for any
purchase of consumer items.
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Fortunately, we had chosen to leave our luggage in the
secure area of the bus station when we arrived. Without
having done so, we would never have been able to walk the
tens of miles that we ultimately had to, due to the incorrect
address information that we were given by police
departments, taxi and bus drivers, and due to the distance
between the various buildings that we had to get to in order
to meet the requirements for declaration, payment of fees
and obtaining of the necessary document.
Once all this registration and reporting to authority had
been completed, we were finally able to look for a telecoms
agency and to buy this tiny scrap of plastic to insert into our
phone.
Although the first administrative process for accessing the
purchasing pass had been intense, this second stage turned
out to be even fiercer. In Latin America, in fact, very few
people spoke or made the effort to communicate in English.
In Brazil, where the official language is Portuguese, it is the
same of course. It was impossible to get the sales personnel
to understand that all we wanted was to obtain a prepaid
SIM card. Everyone invited us to take up a contract with
monthly payments. In less than a month, we would be
leaving the country. In other words, this provision was not at
all adapted to our needs and our request. Recognising that it
would be impossible for us to win in this situation, resigned,
we took the option proposed, making it very clear that we
would like to pay the sum of this first and only monthly bill
in advance. It wouldn’t happen. We were given cards with
contracts, placed them in our respective devices and waited
patiently for these two new lines to be provided. The stated
waiting period before accessing the network was twenty-four
hours.
Ultimately, after many daily visits to the agency, my line
would eventually be operational after eight days.
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And as for Patricia, hers never started.
These issues wouldn’t stop there. Due to the absence of
bills issued over time by the phone company services, it
would be impossible for us to make the right payment before
we left the country. The account would end up being closed
finally a few months later, when we were in Morocco,
bizarrely without having to pay anything, which sort of
made up for the considerable waste of time and energy
experienced once again in Patricia’s very many and
unsuccessful attempts to achieve this task.
This adventure had no effect on our morale. We explored
the city, its skyscrapers, the dog walkers like those in
Argentina with their ten or so four-footed companions, some
of the culture-specific characteristics of its inhabitants, in
particular their tattoos.
In Brazil, like everywhere else in the world, tattooing has
become common practice. It seemed to stand out here more
than elsewhere, but this optical illusion was simply due to
the fact that here there was more exposed skin.
Our youth hostel was located close to Avenue Paulista, the
cultural, economic and tourist centre of Sao Paulo. We loved
going up and down this main artery of the city tirelessly,
especially as I could do a bit of shopping each day at the
newspaper kiosks. In something rather like a stampcollecting approach, to commemorate the thirty-first
Olympic and Paralympic Games organised in the country,
Brazil had issued no less than thirty-six different coins. One
of these coins was designed to represent judo. With a face
value of one Real, I had to add three to five more in order to
obtain one of these special coins, captured from the usual
business transaction circuit by these kiosk keepers, who had
very quickly spotted the commercial opportunity offered by
these little scraps of metal so highly sought after by tourists
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and collectors all over the world. The impudence of some
people, asking for sixteen times the value of a coin confirmed
this enticement and the juicy business that it was generating.
Eventually I had thirty coins filling the pockets of my bag.
Thirty coins that would be mounted as pendants in Bolivia,
and that I could now offer to the various sensei that I would
meet through the rest of my journey.
Mélanie Camilleri sensei and Jairo Andrade sensei were the
first to receive these items. With Dante Mautoni sensei, they
welcomed me to the JUDO SHOORIKAN ACADEMIA for
some training sessions. Mélanie was a French competitor at
international level, an expatriate here with her family for
some years. She had made contact with me when I had used
my FACEBOOK page to contact Brazilian clubs and groups
in order to find somewhere to do some training. In fact, the
presentations and integration into the club where she trained
and taught went very smoothly. On the floor of what looked
like the outside of a private house, the level on the tatami
was excellent. Jairo Andrade sensei, like all the Brazilian
judokas, alternated judo sessions with Brazilian jujitsu (BJJ).
Consequently, everyone had a high level of expertise and
excellence for the specific element of ground judo, ne waza.
Pooling of knowledge and skills between these two
disciplines, which I would find again later in Canada and the
United States, ultimately with the same efficiency in fight
situations.
I was glad to be spending time with one of my compatriots
for a few days.
Mélanie accompanied us in exploring her city and thus
gave us an inside view on other anecdotes, other specific
details about this vast land, that would have been impossible
for me to notice by myself. One of them referred to the
concept of propriety and security. Despite the presence of
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many law enforcement personnel, mainly on the main tourist
routes, muggings, armed robberies, burglaries, carjacking
and fraud were everyday practices. Everyone was aware of
this. It was necessary to be very vigilant, constantly,
everywhere, even though this instruction didn’t seem to be
well respected by very many tourists who often came to
understand it at their own expense during their visit.
Showing the slightest sign of being wealthy was a temptation
that all Brazilian inhabitants avoided. No ostentatious
demonstrations of watches, jewellery, cash or even credit
cards. No upmarket cars either; the most fortunate social
classes and the major CEOs favoured short trips by
helicopter from one roof to another for their personal and
professional movements. Signs of a certain financial
opulence were banned for preventive reasons, so the
Brazilians made up for this state of affairs amongst
themselves, with a rather surprising architectural feature the number of bathrooms that they could own. In a threebedroom apartment of a high-quality residence, it was
therefore not that unusual to have at least four bathrooms!
All over the streets and parks, Mélanie, her husband and I
amused ourselves with the game of finding the seven
differences between France and Brazil. We thus observed
that the French DACIA cars here became RENAULT
vehicles, just like CHEVROLET with certain OPEL models. I
commented to Mélanie that here, like in Australia where, as I
also discovered in France on my return, some job interviews
took place at a table in a café in front of a Brazilian coffee,
and the bins were raised just like those in Argentina. I
enjoyed observing these small details of everyday life, these
contrasts, these subtleties, the things that we get so used to
that, within just a few days, our initial surprise turns to the
greatest indifference and disinterest.
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It was ultimately Mélanie who noted a major cultural
divergence that exists between the two nations. It was all the
more significant, as it concerned judo. More specifically, the
concept of grades and levels. Fighting in Brazil with a judoka
wearing a yellow or blue belt could be surprising…
Although in France the yellow belt indicated one to two
years of practice after starting in the white belt, here in
Brazil, this colour represented three to six years. The colour
code, symbolising the progression in learning, was different
in Brazil to that used in the rest of the world. Generally, the
colours are white, white and yellow, yellow, yellow and
orange, orange, orange and green, green, green and blue,
blue, and eventually violet, then brown and black. In Brazil,
the colours were white, white and grey, grey, grey and blue,
blue, blue and yellow, yellow, yellow and orange, orange,
green, purple, brown and black. For a European who is
practising in this country, a bit of transposition is therefore
necessary.
More generally, adaptation is an essential process on a
world tour such as the one that I was currently engaged in.
By using my planning systems and some preventive
measures, this process was made very much easier. It also
allows one to get better perspective that can be helpful in
dealing with life events. So, it was with a certain detachment
that, in Rio de Janeiro, I dealt with what I called a minor
setback, a hitch.
We had left our friends in Sao Paulo with the promise of
meeting up again soon and we had arrived in Rio de Janeiro
two days before, when I received an e-mail telling me that
there had been some attempts at fraud involving one of my
bank cards. This was nothing for me to get worried or angry
about because I had two other valid cards that were from
different banks. On one of my payments in Sao Paulo,
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although I had definitely been looking elsewhere, the
unscrupulous vendor had duplicated my card to use a few
days later to attempt withdrawals three times to a value of
three hundred dollars. As soon as I knew about the situation
and even as I was clarifying things with my bank contact,
two other attempts were made. With my original card in my
hand, there was no need for any further proof of my honesty!
From then on, I became much more vigilant about my
payments. I never took my eyes off my other two cards for
the rest of the time that it took for me to finish my adventure.
By chance, it was the MASTERCARD that was the subject of
this attempt. A detail that seemed insignificant at the time
but would turn out to be extremely important a few weeks
later…
This incident didn’t affect my morale in any way. Even
though the distance from my two boys did weigh me down, I
had the luck to be in extraordinary and idyllic surroundings,
in the company of the woman I loved, in excellent health
and, the cherry on the cake, we were going to be here for the
festive season. Our youth hostel was located in the
Copacabana district and we would paddle and sip our
coconut juice as we wandered along this dream of a beach,
surrounded by classic Brazilian clichés; women in thongs
and pareos, and tattooed men whose bodybuilding physique
was maintained regularly on the various fitness machines
positioned everywhere on the shore areas. All the signs of a
dream holiday were here. Sunshine, coconut palms, an
immense beach of fine sand, the internationally famous
mosaics of Roberto Burle Marx and, whichever way you
looked, extraordinary viewpoints.
Our phones stored the huge numbers of photos that we
took of our various unmissable visits: the statue of Christ the
Redeemer dominating the city from the top of Corcovado
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Mountain, the two hundred and fifteen steps of the Selarón
stairs, adorned along their length with more than two
thousand clay tiles from all over the world, the legendary
Maracaña stadium, the beach of Ipanema, the birthplace of
the bossa nova and finally the Sugarloaf Mountain that we
ascended by means of the cable cars that have been made
famous by many films, particularly the film Moonraker in
which James Bond, played by Sir Roger Moore, escaped from
his enemy Requin.
Unfortunately, there was also a flip side to these idyllic
scenes. It was sleazier, and even had a scary side.
There was no need to travel thousands of kilometres to
discover it. It was right there, lurking in the middle of the
city and we couldn’t pass by without seeing it, noticing it. It
was impossible to make this visit alone, given the extremely
dangerous nature of the place. We therefore took part in an
organised tour to visit the Rocinha favela, the largest shanty
town in Rio de Janeiro with more than seventy-one thousand
residents.
With a social welfare association accredited by the
inhabitants, we crossed one of these illegal constructions,
positioned on a mountainside and subject to incessant gang
clashes. Although it was possible to take some photos, these
were formally prohibited when we reached a group of young
adolescents equipped with handguns and Kalashnikov
automatic rifles, who watch over the local people, with
impunity, at the junctions of some of the lanes.
In this country, considered to be one of the most unequal in
the world, a few days later we would see the consequences.
On Copacabana beach, crowded with millions of people for
the New Year’s Eve fireworks, in the dark of the night,
organised bands of young thieves violently robbed the
reckless tourists. Robberies in a group of fifteen to twenty
individuals who left the victims little hope of getting their
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possessions back and meant that the plain-clothes police who
were undercover in this completely uncontrollable mass of
humanity were powerless. In this type of situation, it’s better
to be cautious and take nothing with you. That’s what we
had done, having left in the safe in our room our passports
and other items that we never usually let out of our sight. We
had made this exception in response to the many warnings
that we’d been given by our friends and by hostel staff.
Another meeting stood out in my time in Brazil. My
encounter with Katherine Campos, a member of the Brazilian
national judo team, who I had had the opportunity to meet
many times in the last few years at the "Paris Grand Slam Ile
de France” tournament.
Thanks to her, I had the honour to access the INSTITUTO
REAÇAO. Founded in 2003 by Flavio Canto, a bronze medal
winner at the Athens Olympics in 2004 due to his excellent
technical qualities in ne waza, this non-governmental social
organisation was bringing hope back, by education and judo
practice, to the many disadvantaged young people of the
favelas. The educational system of judo thus was supporting
young children, from initiation to the highest international
podiums, as Rafaela Silva told us, having come out of this
social and sports programme, to become world champion in
2013 and to win the gold medal at the Rio de Janeiro
Olympic Games in 2016 in her own country.
On the PENCHICHA tatamis, I was welcomed by Geraldo
Bernardes sensei accompanied by Marcelo Moscao sensei,
Daniel Loureiro sensei, Paulo Caruso sensei, Guilherme
Luna sensei and Ricardo Calixto sensei. I took such pleasure
in combining a training session in the morning with the
whole of the group and private visits in the afternoon with
Katherine.
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With her, we had the chance to get off the beaten track, the
tourist circuits, to go to the places that only the local people
know. Katherine, as a genuine guide, showed us splendid
viewpoints to look out over the city of Rio de Janeiro, an
almost inaccessible extraordinary secret waterfall, superb
beaches…
Once again, we found we had thousands of images in our
minds. These were added to those that were etched forever
in our memories.
After the final bow in my last training session, in the
manner of Brazilian jujitsu practitioners, I shook hands for
the last time with all of the judokas there on the mat. Such a
gift, these faces and these smiles, I would be taking them
with me for the rest of my travels. Carefully protected, I thus
had the honour of bringing two magnificent judogi from the
national team. Offered by Victor Penalber and Katherine
Campos, they would very soon become part of my collection.
On the bus, my head resting on all of these treasures, I
slept…
On the road that goes down towards the Argentinian
border, my imagination wanders… new horizons, different
spaces, different dreams, meeting different people… These
moments were ahead of me. All these too, I would live… as
always, a hundred and ten percent!
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26TH COUNTRY: BOLIVIA
After the wonder I had felt at seeing majestic toucans,
macaws, hummingbirds, and other species in the Iguazu bird
park, it was another feeling that filled me at the foot of the
falls that we would explore, firstly on the Brazilian side,
then, with even more delight on the Argentinian side.
The spectacle was magnificent, impressive. Nature is
stunning and, in this place, the force of the current, the
billions of tonnes of water pouring down beside me, gave me
perspective on our existence on Spaceship Earth.
Smallness, humility… Faced with the natural power that I
saw here, all ideas of hierarchy, superiority, inferiority, rank
and class had no value, no importance. Although this openair scenery might seem restrained here, the natural
catastrophes that unfortunately don’t stop getting worse
from one year to the next, confirmed the above state of
affairs. Too often now, the elements of water, air, earth and
fire with a simple action could wipe away all the rules of
social position. However things may appear, we were and
will always remain equal in the face of life, and in the face of
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death. Even though water is life, and here the landscape,
with its extraordinary fauna and flora, is like a foretaste of
paradise, it remained no less true that this place was called
the “Devil’s Gorge”.
Our passport, for the third time, showed the trace of our
Argentinian visit. To get to Bolivia, we had chosen to go back
through the South-American continent in the opposite
direction. Our mission? To go from South to North travelling
from San Pedro de Atacama in Chile to Uyuni in Bolivia.
Unfortunately, on arrival at the Salta bus station, the lack of
seats immediately available to go to Chile led us to revise our
plan.
Finally, it would be Uyuni, San Pedro de Atacama and it
would be at La Quiaca, the border post between Argentina
and Bolivia that we would take the pulse of the country that
opened up to us. The only foreigners there among the locals,
our gaze, like a magnet, was attracted by the legendary
Cholas, easily identifiable by the two long plaits on their
hairstyles, their large skirts, their shawls, their stockings,
their petticoats, their bodices and their flat shoes. To perfect
this classic outfit, they wore the essential melon type hat,
protected by a plastic bag when the first drops of rain started
to fall. Finally, on their backs, they wore a multi-coloured
blanket. Generally coordinated with the whole of the outfit,
this accessory is mandatory, essential for carrying children,
provisions and other items that they sell in the lanes or at the
market. On a narrow path parallel to the border checkpoint,
these women were running. They were aged between ten
and over sixty. From one country to the other, each of them
was pushing a trolley full of various items for sale and, by
the way that they were acting, it was obvious that they were
paid by the number of turns that they made, right up until
the end of the operation. Under these conditions, we didn’t
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want to bother them to take a photo, especially as, even
outside of this situation, these women didn’t generally want
to have their photos taken. Unless it was in return for a few
small notes…
No time for us to dawdle around at the border, Mother
Nature was waiting for us. Arriving at Uyuni, we were
approached by very many people who gave us leaflets and
invited us to follow them to one of the countless tourist
agencies, whose business currently constituted the main
source of revenue in this small city. We had ridden through
the night, and were tired and longing for only one thing - to
rest. However, we couldn’t do so at this time.
From the moment that we made contact, the hostel
manager knew all about our plans and immediately
suggested an organised tour offer to us, which we were
unable to refuse. The only condition: ten minutes to take a
shower and the breakfast that was, for this occasion, half
price. All business methods are good when you want to
achieve your aims. So it was that, with three other couples,
we finally got into two big 4x4 type cars, adapted to rocky
terrain, tracks and roads that are difficult to use due to the
precipitation that prevails at this time of year. This excursion
would prove to be one of the most beautiful of my whole
journey.
After a first stop at the Uyuni train graveyard, at the exit
from the city, where locomotives and carriages remained,
dating from the end of the 19th and the start of the 20th
century, our four-wheel drive vehicles carried us to a
different world. A few centimetres of water covered the
largest salt flats in the world. Sufficiently high, generally, to
create the effect of a gigantic mirror in which we amused
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ourselves by taking the most creative photos possible. Photos
perched between sky and sea…
The beauty of the scenery is enhanced by the improbability
of finding, in the beautiful environment of this immense
space, a surprising attraction, namely a hotel constructed
completely of salt, in front of which very many tourists have
passed each year, and finally the competitors in the French
Paris-Dakar rally. In this breath-taking natural environment,
between countless lagoons where thousands of pink
flamingos lived, I experienced altitude sickness for the first
time, and also tasted coca leaf, the traditional remedy.
Several times in Bolivia and Peru, always on steep inclines, I
needed to chew this remedy and appreciated its active
ingredients in various types of tea.
From San Pedro de Atacama to La Paz, there was only one
part of the journey that we made again by bus. We were now
completely familiar with this affordable means of transport
which also could provide a complete immersion experience
with the local population.
It was these same local people that gave us directions too,
when we got off the bus, helping us to find youth hostels or
cheap hotels for our accommodation. Generally, these hostels
were mainly located close to the bus terminal, which made it
much easier for us to walk there with our two bags.
Sometimes we ended up using UBER transport services. In
very many of the cities that had this service, it was a
particularly interesting mode of transport. The clubs that I
went to were not all on public transport routes and it was
sometimes essential to use a taxi. By taking the “Pool” to
share the vehicle concerned, I could reduce the fares for these
journeys considerably, by benefiting from organisational
flexibility.
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In the highest capital in the world, I didn’t need to do this.
As so often, walking to the dojos constituted a good
preliminary activity before my judo sessions. Especially
since, at a height of more than 3500 metres above sea level,
this exercise was particularly interesting.
The president of the Bolivian national federation, Juan José
Paz Cabrera sensei put me into contact with four clubs and it
was at the city’s central sports centre that I had the honour of
training under his lead and that of Hanna Skogberg sensei
and Carlos Gonzalo Rodas sensei of CLUB JUDO LA PAZ,
and Alfredo Angel Quiroz Soliz sensei of TOKAI JUDO, and
finally Waldo Aliaga Aranda sensei accompanied by
Elizabeth Goyochea sensei, for a leisure session with young
children at CLUB DE JUDP GIMNASIA Y ESGRIMA.
Training sessions during which I noticed a minor culturespecific detail, the bowing of teachers and students before
the session in front of the portrait of Jigoro Kano shihan.
An observation that I would also make in other dojos up
until the end of my journey. The assimilation of the bowing
protocol remains entirely subjective.
Temperatures were rather low on the mat: hardly ten
degrees shown on the thermometer. But what I struggled
with and what marked me out from the other practitioners
was the lack of oxygen and the effects of this on my body.
At 3650 metres, I was short of breath, feeling as if the air
was hardly getting into my lungs and with a slight latent
forehead pain. Simple laps round the mats as a warm-up was
difficult, let alone the randori, which were a real ordeal for
me.
I had to draw on my technical resources to avoid being
asphyxiated by the pace that my partners tried to impose.
For the first and last time on my JUDO WORLD TOUR, I
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broke one of my habits and it was at the PAZ EL ALTO club
of Jorge Mengoa Benavides sensei that this breach occurred.
To cope with the stinging cold on my body, I had to keep a
T-shirt on under my judogi. Still, having to adapt my
clothing like this didn’t prevent me from recognising the
good fortune that I had to be training in what seemed to be
the highest dojo.
The club was positioned 4150 metres above sea level
whereas the club that had just opened on Mount Everest was
at a height of 2850 metres. So much to admire as one travels
back down the roads pitted by ice, looking out over the full
extent of the Bolivian capital, a natural basin formed by the
high mountain summits of the Altiplano.
During this descent, I had some private thinking time… in
this tumultuous and bustling metropolis with more than one
and a half million inhabitants, I never saw a single bicycle! It
was pretty much impossible to drive on such short narrow
roads with potholes beyond comprehension.
We spent the days exploring and soaking up the local
culture of this city with its unusual topography. The lanes
full of small shops and the Cholas running them; the culinary
specialities that we tasted on the streets, the only foreigners
there sitting among the local population who smiled at us
and asked us questions; the Wiphala, this Andean flag,
checkerboard pattern of squares in the colours of the
rainbow; various monuments from the colonial era… every
moment was etched into our minds and, on the way to Peru,
on the shores of Lake Titicaca, we were still dreaming of
them. On the Bolivian and Peruvian border, on the highest
navigable lake in the world, we stopped off for a few hours
in a small town that reminded us of our time in Brazil Copacabana. It was due to a promise made to the Virgin of
294

JUDO WORLD TOUR

Copacabana by a sailor lost off the Brazilian coast that the
beach in Rio de Janeiro got its name.
As we were just about to admire this dark icon, the Virgin,
the Patron Saint of Bolivia in the Notre-Dame Basilica of
Copacabana, a group of young people came running up to
meet me and talk to me. As luck would have it I had met
some members of the PAZ EL ALTO judo group. With their
teacher, they were in accommodation here for the weekend.
Their pride was only equalled by the pleasure that we shared
in the time that it took to take a few souvenir photos. Still
today, regularly via FACEBOOK, I love receiving news of
these young people. I gave them my last JUDO WORLD
TOUR patch badges before we continued on our way
towards the extraordinary world of the Incas.
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27TH COUNTRY: PERU
Choosing a tour package organised by an agency had
seemed to us to guarantee good value. We would find out
that it was just the opposite.
The business of the Inca world was a case in point.
All the tour operators subcontracted with each other and
ultimately it meant that sometimes the trip provided wasn’t
exactly what had been booked, and sometimes extra charges
were made, such as, for example the entry prices of the
various archaeological sites.
Swept away by our excitement in discovering these
remarkable places, we had to trust blindly and pay the costs
on the spot. This misadventure did nothing to disrupt our
enthusiasm.
In my head, images from my youth, one particular
memory. A comic strip. Every Christmas, for as long as they
continued to be produced, my parents gave my sister and I a
Hergé book. Now, I was going to walk in the footsteps of a
young reporter. Today, like Tintin, I was going to ascend to
“The Temple of the Sun”. One of the most visited temples in
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the world, because it is located at the centre of one of the
seven wonders of the world, the Machu Picchu!
There are no words to describe the feelings experienced
standing on this Andean high plateau.
An indescribable energy, intense emotion. Some people
cried, others were just speechless, like me. It was undeniable
that this place had an atmosphere that held a mix of respect
and ecstasy.
All the more so, since it was a space that deserved it.
Instead of getting there by bus, we had chosen to take the
Camino Inka (the Inca Trail). To do so, we had got up at
three in the morning to be the first in line at the lower
entrance gate at five o’clock. Within less than half an hour,
hundreds of people had gathered already behind us. The
goal: to reach the upper gates still in first place, so to stay in
front all the way up the 1716 uneven steps of this straight
gruelling climb and what’s more, to get there ahead of the
buses, which also left at five o’clock, but were taking a much
longer winding route up.
Goal achieved!
Leaving Patricia on the way, I devoured the climb in just
forty minutes and was in pole position in front of the gates
and the reception staff.
We were at an altitude of 2430 metres and, in a few
minutes, at exactly 6 am, after passport checks, access would
be granted. The first buses arrived at the same time as
Patricia and it was with great pleasure that I gave her the gift
of the results of my effort. She would have the honour of
being the first visitor of the day to go in. For a few minutes,
fair reward for the hard work, we had the privilege of taking
some extraordinary photos of this historical sanctuary with
no human activity around us.
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For six hours, we marvelled at this breath-taking creation.
Here, the Inca Empire was at its peak and unfortunately, all
that was left was ruins... Even though the secrets have been
penetrated, just like the Egyptian empire of the time of the
pyramids, we would never fully know, never be fully aware
of the habits, the customs and practices of these people, now
gone forever. This feeling of sadness continued on all the
other tours that we went on. From Qoricancha to
Sacsayhuaman, via Tambomachay, Puca Pucara, Pisac and
Chinchero, in the sacred valley of the Incas or even in Maras
and Cusco, there were so many questions left unanswered...
Despite everything, this first tourist part of Peru matched up
to our wildest hopes. We were intentionally living in an
environment where feelings mixed with imagination. Our
eyes registered, our nostrils delighted, our hands caressed,
and our tongues discovered new flavours in the form of the
cuy, the guinea pig - a great delicacy and celebration dish in
Peruvian culture. Our last excursion, before going to stay in
the capital, somehow added a final layer, an ultimate
protective varnish over all the perceptions that we had had
so far. In a way, this was one last experience to seal in the
memories, to stop us forgetting everything that we had seen
and done and felt.
On rather unsafe twisting roads, that wind around the
mountains and where, in terms of driving, might is always
right, I could make out, in the distance, tombs raised above
the ground, a practice that I’d already noticed in Bolivia.
In front of the wheels of our bus, many cars had
inscriptions such as “for my father”, “for my mother”, or
even the names of children. Stickers intended to bring luck
whilst also being testament to some form of recognition. As
close as possible to the mountain, we regularly needed to
skirt round recent rock falls. What if a rock fall like this
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happened during our trip there? I was convinced that
everyone, in the bus, was imagining this possibility. After a
smooth journey, despite everything we arrived at a small car
park, next to a small stone house with a gazebo attached.
There was time to take a light snack of coca tea and toast,
and then we began our last extraordinary hike. The
apotheosis of our Peruvian trip. Vinicunca, the rainbow
mountain.
There were two options available to us. To climb up the last
800 metres of uneven ground on foot to reach the summit,
which goes up to 5200 metres or to pay a few sols, the
equivalent of about ten euros, to go there and back or just go
there, on the most accessible parts of the route, on horseback,
guided by a local. The guides, men in a mixture of traditional
and European dress, with open sandals that sank into the
mud and the horse excrement, had performed this climb
every day since their very youngest age. In front of the
llamas and alpacas, they were waiting calmly. I opted for the
second option and it was Félix, aged seventy-five, the oldest
of the group, who would be by my side on the two-way trip
that I’d chosen.
A choice driven by one sole motivation. I had never ridden
a horse at that point and, furthermore, if I didn’t call on the
services of this good man, then someone else would, or even
perhaps nobody would and Félix would have lost his day’s
work. So I climbed onto the saddle of man’s most noble
conquest, and off we went for an upward journey of about
three hours. As it turned out, this wasn’t quite how things
went! After a few metres, I asked Félix to stop so that I could
get off. I had placed my feet in the stirrups of a horse. I had
achieved my desired goal and therefore suggested to Félix
that I could continue the journey at his side, at his pace, and
we could stop any time that he needed a break. Chatting
with Félix about his life, the work that he’d always known
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and that he had been doing seven days a week, every day of
the year, since he was nine, about his family, his horse and
others that he had been able to buy for his children - this was
for me an immeasurable joy.
Once again, I savoured these moments. A new snapshot of
a life that inspired the greatest of respect. The most
wonderful treasure that I took from that day was not the
experience of having taken superb photos from the top of
this extraordinary multi-coloured mountain - instead it was
Félix’s hat, which he agreed to sell to me as a souvenir at the
end of our descent together. A symbolic mark of our
meeting, of the time that we shared and the lessons of
courage that this old man had given me during those too
brief moments by his side.
As I headed towards Lima, I thought back to this rainbow
mountain and the feelings that I had felt there. Everywhere,
the Quechua flag, symbolising the Tahuantinsuyo, the Inca
Empire, reminded me of the colours. I wouldn’t really see
much of the capital. I had made the choice to work on
preparing for my return to France and so I remained indoors
in my youth hostel for most of the day. I only went out to
complete my judo training sessions. I was welcomed at the
VICTORY TRAINING CENTRE of Derlly Vasquez sensei
and at the KAMI JUDO CLUB with Joel Moreno Lazarte
sensei. This didn’t stop me noticing a few new local specific
details, particularly the cars that had padlocks on the wing
mirrors to prevent them being stolen or the cockerels that
wander and crow serenely in the butchers’ shops before
joining their fellow chickens on display at the front of the
shop. Fellow chickens who, hung by their feet, cleaned and
gutted, themselves no longer had this capacity to move about
and crow.
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Once my sessions were completed, I could have left
straightaway, but I decided not to. For a few days, I had been
in contact with Nicolas Messner of the INTERNATIONAL
JUDO FEDERATION. He was currently making a new
documentary in Peru. On this occasion, he was accompanied
by Yuri Alvear, the great Colombian champion, twice an
Olympic medal winner and triple world champion in the
under 70 kilos weight category, the category of Lucie
Decosse, my benchmark for women’s judo with the Japanese
Ryōko Tamura Tani. In anticipation of meeting Mr Vizer, the
president of the organisation, I wanted to physically thank
one of his representatives.
My wish was granted twice over.
I had, on one hand, the pleasure of being invited to train at
the National Centre with the team headed by Alexis Nuñez
Armeteros sensei, Alberto Malpartida Maita sensei, Pedro
Manrique Cubilles sensei, Maria Martinez sensei and Franco
Loza sensei.
On the other hand, together with Patricia, we had the
honour of attending an official dinner organised by Carlos
Zegarra, the president of the Peruvian Judo Federation, at
which I would see Nicolas and Yuri again.
A double invitation that led to a third.
Yuri invited me to visit his club next time I visited
Colombia. When the laws of attraction are in motion, nothing
can stop them, it seems…
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28TH COUNTRY: ECUADOR
From the Southern Hemisphere to the Northern
Hemisphere. To step across this remarkable line that divides
our beautiful Earth into two equal parts. To follow the 0degree latitude line of my hero Mike Horn for a short
distance.
When at the “middle of the world”, I symbolically crossed
the mark drawn on the ground and represented by a
beautiful monument, I did have a strange feeling. Never
again, from now to my return, would I cross the equator. I
would now be staying in the Northern Hemisphere, where I
was born. My arrival home was approaching. This line on
the ground therefore represented for me the beginning of the
end, the final sprint for me to get back to Brittany. In my
head, there was a certainty. It was impossible to imagine not
achieving my goal. Observing the bonds of friendship that
had grown naturally now before I had even made my
requests, I was aware that the latter part would be easier.
Still it remained true that I needed to maintain my level of
requirement and concentration at the highest levels. I needed
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to avoid injuring myself by clumsiness, error of judgement or
worse, by lack of preparation.
I was in a hurry. I wanted to go back to see my children
who were waiting for me. As if I was on a bicycle, trying to
stop, I felt unstable here. In this world, stagnation didn’t
exist. To stagnate is to regress. To keep my balance, I looked
far ahead and decided to move forward.
Time to visit the presidential palace at Quito, to make a few
purchases requiring payment with American dollars, to do
an interview with Anthony Diao for the magazine ESPRIT
DU JUDO and to train at the FEDERACION DEPORTIVA DE
PICHINCHA with Eduardo SogarrasLamotty sensei, Pamela
Soria Cevallos sensei, Gabriel Cedillo Cobos sensei and
Rubert Martinez Texidor sensei, and I was already heading
north.
Yuri Alvear was waiting for me.
I sped up!
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29TH COUNTRY: COLOMBIA
It was at Cali that I met up with this great champion again.
She arrived, with the smile that she almost always wore. In
the sports centre, the dojo in which she had trained for many
years, her friends, the group, Antonio Torres, her former
sensei, Noriyuki Hayakawa, the sensei who would now
accompany her in her insatiable quest for performance, for
excellence. And this humility that was so characteristic of the
great champions in our discipline. I was under a spell.
Patricia too. It was impossible not to be affected by this
cheerful, dynamic woman, who always gave up her time so
willingly. She did me the honour of inviting me for ground
randori, and offered me one of her jackets. I was ecstatic.
Content. Another extraordinary experience. Another
unalterable, inerasable moment of life.
The kindness of the Colombians impressed me. Always
friendly, always kind with this phrase that they always said
in the shops and restaurants: “A la orden” - meaning “Can I
help you? “, or “At your service“. From the dangerous past
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of the Farcs, the cartels, there are still some restricted places,
some areas and streets where I was advised not to go,
especially in the evening. Drugs were easily available there.
This trade therefore always generated outbreaks of violence,
problems with unsafe areas, which we avoided in our
everyday planning. We went to tourist sites in the daytime
and were always accompanied by a local person if we ever
happened to go anywhere outside of our prearranged limits.
Apart from a few special events that I could count on the
fingers of one hand, we never stayed out away from the
hostel after ten o’clock at night.
Between two “Tinto” black coffees, we set off to explore the
highest palm trees in the world and coffee plantations in
Salento. In this charismatic village with its shimmering
colours I drank in the sight of the splendid coral bead
necklaces, made by hand by genuine Amazon tribal women.
Unfortunately, I never had the opportunity to meet them
properly. Not this time, anyway. I didn’t really want to
spend my money in the organised tourist areas, where the
spectacle presented generally was really more like theatre
and staging than any kind of authentic experience. In order
to experience full immersion in everyday life with these men
and these women, in their natural environment, I envisaged
more of a personal accompaniment by a recognised
anthropologist, who would have previously asked the tribe
for their agreement on the feasibility of such a meeting.
I thought about combining this experience, which I
imagined to be extraordinary, unique and enriching with
two other destinations that I had unfortunately been unable
to get to due to lack of resources and time: the Galapagos
Islands of Ecuador and Easter Island of Chile.
Another day, for a week for each activity. A journey in a
journey. Perhaps…
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Reflecting on this, I headed towards my final Colombian
stop, Medellin. This name had been a familiar part of my
childhood. I’d heard it very often on the television in my
youth. It was associated with crime, cartels, and the
infamous Pablo Escobar. For a long time scarred by violence,
a large number of social projects now seemed to have helped
the city to reach a certain level of tranquillity. We had the
opportunity to travel within the city, particularly to walk
through its botanic gardens with iguanas basking in the sun,
to admire the statues of the artist Fernando Botero in the
Plaza named after him. We were guided by Juan David
Ospina Arango, a judoka whose contact details were sent to
me by Christelle, a mutual Breton friend. As part of his
studies, Juan David had spent a few years in Rennes in my
region and it was at CERCLE PAUL BERT that they had got
to know each other. With his diploma in his pocket, Juan had
come back to live and work in his country. Thanks to him, I
thus had the opportunity to add the place where he had
trained and shared his knowledge to my list of structures
visited. It was the club JUDO SOL NACIENTE headed by
two brothers, Juan Carlos Arboleda sensei and Hernán
Arboleda Toro sensei. In this dojo in a very pleasant area, I
had a new and interesting experience. Like everyone, I was
invited to take my pulse after the warm-up sequence and to
tell the teachers this number. Depending on the results
stated, they then continued the session or conversely
extended the period of preparation of the body for practice.
Before taking the route to the airport, we left behind the
Colombian city with the second highest population after
Bogota for a final trip to Guatape. In this small village, the
zocalos, the bas-reliefs symbolising scenes of life, the history
of the inhabitants or their occupations, are quite simply
extraordinarily beautiful and precise.
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On climbing the 740 steps to ascend the Piedra del Peñol,
the monolith with a height of two hundred and twenty
metres that looks out over the region, we were captivated by
all these small artificial islands placed in the middle of a lake
which is equally artificial. It was in the 1980s, with the
creation of the largest hydroelectric facility in Colombia, that
this landscape took shape, at the expense of a lost past, the
histories of the families who used to live here.
From these past losses in the exodus, new tourist activities
have emerged.
Good or bad consequences of the ways in which man
changes the natural environment around him…

308

JUDO WORLD TOUR

30TH COUNTRY: CUBA
Thunderous applause. Since I set off, I have experienced
this twice. It occurred when I landed in Havana. I was alone.
As happened at regular intervals, Patricia had taken a few
days to visit places that I would not be going to, due to the
financial and time constraints of my project schedule. She
had stayed on in Colombia while I was getting my bearings
in this country, which would turn out to be one of the most
unsettling of all, for me.
Unsettling because here, everything was complicated.
Everything!
Paradoxically, in this context, nothing was impossible.
Resourcefulness reached levels that we couldn’t even
imagine. Concerning the embargo that the country was
under for many years and the difficult standard of living of
its inhabitants then, the economic system seemed to be
divided into two. It was also divided physically. There was a
local currency, the CUP, the Cuban peso, and an
international currency for foreigners, the CUC, the
convertible Cuban peso; with a CUC equivalent to about
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twenty-four CUPs. To make things simple, the locals paid in
CUPs and I would pay in CUCs, with a ratio of one to
twenty-four on almost every purchase, or even more. In
other words, I instantly felt as if I represented a little walking
money pump. With a variation in this state of affairs: I had
the ability to satisfy this constraint, which was not the case
for the Cubans who, with a basic monthly salary of one
hundred and fifty dollars, were not able to acquire the socalled “current” consumer items, which were nevertheless
artfully placed before them in the shop windows in the
tourist areas. It was obvious that a pair of sandals at fifteen
dollars would stretch the budget of an individual
considerably. Exchange, bartering, repairs, reuse and
recycling were thus omnipresent concepts but, when I
observed that, on a trip from my hostel to the city centre, a
Cuban paid twenty-five centimes of CUP whereas on this
same journey the day before I had had to spend ten CUCs, I
have to admit it gave me a stomach ache.
Despite this, there was a certain charm there. I was in an
environment where time seemed to have stopped. The cars
from the 1950s were magnificent. The people were kind and
helpful. The pace of life was calming and I felt nothing of the
feeling of insecurity that I had generally felt throughout my
time in South America.
Thanks to my friends Isabelle and Sami Elias, I was once
again expected here, and it was none other than Yordanis
Arencibia sensei, the world champion in 1998, twice the
winner of the Paris tournament, andmany time international
medal winner who came to take me under his wing as soon
as I arrived at the airport.
As a trainer responsible for the men’s team, he welcomed
me to the CERRO PELADO complex, the national training
centre. Both outside and inside, I found here a world to
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match the one that I found in Mongolia. A world of
ruggedness of body and mind, of unconditional
commitment, of hunger for victory, of a fierce desire to win!
With rewards in international competitions for the podium
of 1000 to 5000 dollars, each randori on “el colchon” (the
tatami), had the value of a world championship or Olympic
final. A goal for the guys I was training with? A first victory
over the group. To be seen, to stand out from the crowd, to
gain a place on the team in order to, eventually, take part in
the journey to an international competition, knowing that the
Cuban State wasn’t the most generous on the circuit and that
it would almost always be necessary to obtain additional
assistance to cover their costs fully once on the spot. Outside
of the Caribbean, the value of mutual welfare and benefit, jita
yuwa kyoei, between the judokas of the world worked
miracles whenever they ventured afar.
On the mat, I suffered. My legs, my fingers, my back…
Everything was put severely to the test. I didn’t have the
fierce pace of my partners and, even though the group gave
me the greatest of welcomes, in the fight phases, I was like
one of them: a potential challenger, an adversary who had to
be beaten. At any cost! Fortunately, before that there had
been the warm-up and technical learning sequences, in
which I had been able to observe the complete humility of
these great competitors, particularly Asley González
Montero, the 2013 world champion and 2012 Olympic silver
medal winner in the under ninety kilos category who came
to meet me and spent most of one of the sessions by my side
as a partner. An excellent partner.
Putting myself at the service of a champion was, for me, the
greatest of honours. Enjoying a few minutes of time getting
the maximum benefit of this competitive efficiency remained
an indescribable experience. As I used to tell my students, a
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good uke can become a grand champion. A poor uke will
never be one. More than fifty percent of the learning in judo
rests on the shoulders of uke, the person who receives the
movement. If he doesn’t manage to put himself at the service
of tori, the person who is performing the technique, if he
can’t accompany him in his movement by potentially
accentuating his imbalances to perfect his understanding, his
role is futile. As Jacques le Berre sensei, the French ninth dan
rightly said: “Uke is there to bring out the work of tori. Tori
is nothing without uke”.
Julio Alderete Reyes sensei, Yordanis Arencibia Verdecia
sensei, Senen Ramos Benitez sensei, Justo Noda Barreto
sensei, José Gastos Ibañes sensei and Gustavo Cepero sensei
observed calmly. With energy, they communicated their
instructions to the attentive group, insulted those who, in
their opinions, could do better. After the two-hour session,
feeling a bit like a car at the end of its life, that had gone
under the mechanical press and turned into an inert block of
iron, I was a mere shadow of my former self. Out of pride, as
usual, I had accepted all requests for fights that came my
way and it was purely by muscle memory that I found my
way back to my hostel for a shower, generally followed by a
short restorative siesta.
When, a few days later, I welcomed Patricia on her arrival
at the airport, we had no idea that our Cuban trip would
involve considerable complications. Until now, in terms of
budget, each of us had paid our share of expenses. That had
been the deal we had applied from the start.
In Cuba, as everything was complicated, things would be
different. Since one of my bank cards had been duplicated in
Brazil, I now had only two debit and credit cards. One was a
VISA card and the other was its sister, a CIRRUS. Patricia,
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for her part, held a MASTERCARD issued in the United
States. No cashpoint on the island would accept
MASTERCARDs. Moreover, given the tensions existing
between Cuba and the United States, it was also impossible
to use her card at the counter of a local bank to get Cuban
banknotes. “You should have known” … That’s what the
bank staff said, handing back her card with a smile…
So, on the island, in other words, Patricia would have to
live off what I could save. Normally, there wouldn’t have
been any problems… But once again, we were in Cuba!
Sometimes, the cashpoints didn’t work. Sometimes, they
didn’t hold enough cash… and especially, I would quickly
reach my authorised weekly and monthly limits. Finally, the
inevitable happened… We needed to pay for our room, we
didn’t have a single coin on us, we hadn’t had anything to
eat yet. It was almost 10 pm and we were already thinking
about asking for assistance from other tourists to help us out,
relying on the trust that they had in us and our promise of
repayment by bank transfer as soon as the situation was
sorted out. At this time, we were on the verge of thinking we
might be homeless. Deciding to take one last chance, on our
nth attempt at one minute after midnight, our defeated faces
lit up as we saw wads of notes emerging from the cashpoint.
We were suddenly released from this psychologically
stressful situation and could go to bed now ready to get up
early the next morning.
It was in this specific context that we would discover,
despite everything, a part of the Republic of Cuba. The port
city of Cienfuegos. The beautiful and peaceful town of
Trinidad Cuba with its rich colonial past. Santiago where we
walked in the traces of the history of the country, in
particular with the father of the revolution, Fidel Castro. We
also visited his final resting place in the Santa Ifigenia
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cemetery. A tomb located right next to that of José Marti, the
father of Cuba’s independence.
I found culture-specific details on every street corner.
Although I wasn’t particularly surprised to see no seatbelts
in the vehicles, to observe wide fire-breaking strips around
the edges of crops and to admire agricultural equipment still
being pulled by horses in the fields, I was still impressed
when I observed the T-shirt clad driver of our bus to
Santiago stopping the bus, taking some tools out of the glove
compartment and lying under the engine to repair the
vehicle so that we would be able to get going again almost
three and a half hours later… There were certain practices
that we would tend to consider as belonging to a bygone age.
In particular, I’m thinking of the Trinidad official whose job
it was to switch on and off the street lighting of this very
picturesque small town, individually lighting each bulb one
by one, every day of the year, using a small wooden rod.
The picturesque aspect, with the resulting peaceful
ambience, in Cuba, is in conflict with the rather jarring and
frenetic aspects of mass tourism. Thanks to my friend Xavier,
for three days, we spent time on the immaculate white sandy
beaches of Cayo Coco. Warm, shallow, calm turquoise water.
Despite this idyllic spectacle reminiscent of a Caribbean
picture postcard, we felt that we were outsiders, lost in an
unfamiliar atmosphere. For about five hundred dollars,
including air travel both ways, thousands of Canadian
tourists came to the archipelago, up to three times per year in
some cases, and benefited from an “all inclusive” week
offered at an affordable rate. During this short period, we
were spectators of the stark contrast that existed between the
rest of the island and this particular tourism. Overeating,
excessive alcohol consumption, money the King and so much
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waste, often with rudeness bordering on arrogance. A
contrast that can be found elsewhere in the natural
environment. Although some tourist beach areas were
cleaned up every day in the early morning before dawn, one
didn’t need to walk far to find that there was rubbish, often
generated by these disrespectful people just a few hundred
metres further on, just far enough away not to be visible to
these sedentary tourists with their high body fat indexes.
Despite everything, we benefited from this system to
restore our strength, to rest a little before the final stretch of
my mission. In this part of the archipelago, life seemed
simpler, but this feeling was only an illusion, as was clear
with access to the Internet. Of all the countries I visited, Cuba
would receive the prize for difficulty in connecting to the
outside world. On one hand it was expensive. On the other,
it was only accessible from certain locations and in
particular, access to the national Wi-Fi, by spending two
euros on the small cards with a unique scratch code, was
tricky or often even impossible. Even in China, despite the
government restrictions, it had been easier! I would so have
liked to have been able to publish a post on my blog during
my trip. A post in keeping with the stature of a person. Not
that of the famous Cuban singer, guitarist and composer,
Eliades Ochoa, who we simply met at Havana. Not that of
Javier Sotomayor Sanabria, current high jump record holder,
who accompanied him on that day on the terrace of the
historic NACIONAL hotel, even though these two important
people would also deserve it.
No, the post that I would have liked to publish would have
spoken of an eminent figure in judo. A legend who I had
gone to meet, with Patricia, at his home in Cotorro, a few
minutes from the centre of the capital.
This meeting, I had wished for it... I had hoped for it... I had
imagined it... I had dreamed of it... Once again it was thanks
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to my friends Isabelle and Sami that this meeting was able to
happen.
In the past, I had had many opportunities to meet him. In
Mayenne, in Brittany or at recent championships and
tournaments taking place at the Palais Omnisports in Paris
Bercy. Always available for a photo, a hug, a kind word,
generally with a mischievous grin. Now retired, I missed his
presence at the edges of the tatamis at international events...
So now, I took the road to his home, his village, his house, to
have the pleasure, the honour, of spending a few hours in the
company of the iconic coach of the Cuban team, the teacher,
the trainer with the most titles in the history of judo, who
had been the leader of the national women’s team for more
than thirty years.
Ronaldo VeitíaValdivie sensei.
Over six Olympiads, this leader of young women in judo,
in particular, had allowed Odalis Reve Jimenez, Driulis
Gonzales, Sivulis Veranes Morell, Lenna Verdecia
Rodriguez, and finally Idalys Ortis Bocour, to access the top
level of this prestigious podium.
Sitting on the living-room sofa in his house, I savoured this
unique and wonderful moment. Next to Patricia and me, his
spouse Mercedes joined in with our conversations, listened,
was attentive to and anticipating our every need. It was
beautiful to see the tenderness shown by this man with such
an imposing career towards the woman who had shared his
life for many years. A tenderness that he defined in a few
words: “My success belongs to her. Without Mercedes, I
would never have been able to obtain or to experience
everything that I’ve experienced throughout my career”. The
humility of Ronaldo is just like his success, immense. Sitting
opposite him, I had complete freedom to ask him anything.
316

JUDO WORLD TOUR

After initially being hesitant, I dived in. In particular, I felt
able to ask him to tell me of his greatest professional pride, a
question that he answered with no hesitation at all, pointing
with a finger at the frame on the wall above his armchair.
This frame, about fifty centimetres tall, holds the greatest of
his treasures. This was actually the highest reward that can
be given by his country. That of “Hero of Labour of the
Republic of Cuba”.
A title that he had certainly earned. Although Ronaldo had
been able to live such a successful, exciting and rewarding
life, it hadn’t been without significant work and sacrifice,
such as that of having been away from his homeland and his
loved ones for very many long periods. In terms of sport, the
most striking victory, in his view, would always be that of
his first champion, Driulis Gonzales in Atlanta, in 1996 in the
under fifty-six kilos category. The first Olympic title of one of
his protégées.
And his greatest difficulty? He didn’t need to say much for
us to understand that the decision to end his career was his
hardest personal struggle. It was hard to imagine, hanging
up the judogi after having invested so much time and energy
for his team, his girls, his country. Ronaldo may have retired
now but he certainly wasn’t at all idle. Conferences and
writing now allowed him to share, to pass on his experience,
his vision, his thoughts, his philosophy of life. As a hard
worker, he applied the same principles of organisation and
rigour as those that he knew how to inculcate in his judokas
to lead them to victory. “Hasta la victoria, Siempre”, (“Until
victory, Always”).
From his life devoted to judo, "el profe", (the teacher) had
kept all the traces, all his accreditations, even the smallest of
gifts that he had received, the accolades, press cuttings,
books, magazines... All the items from his history, all the
elements of his career were there, close to him. What a
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pleasure to see on one of the shelves in the living-room, the
Playmobil judoka key ring that I had given to him before the
2012 London Olympics. His wife Mercedes was responsible
for filing, arranging, organising. In one of the rooms of the
house, she had envisaged and created a wonderful museum,
retracing the whole story of her husband’s life. Patricia and I
had the privilege of visiting this museum, accompanied by
Ronaldo in person. Clearly and simply, he told us about
every item, in particular showing us the trophies that he
received from the INTERNATIONAL JUDO FEDERATION
for his immense career, his medals, the map of all the
countries that he had the chance to visit, the presents from
different national federations, different major figures too...
I looked at these unique objects, positioned carefully,
legitimate recognition of so much effort and self-sacrifice.
Each of them held a memory, a meeting, an event, a story.
And when Ronaldo asked me, before we left, to leave a mark
of my visit, by writing a few words on his personal judogi, I
could only be moved by this charming consideration.
More than three hours spent with him, but already we had
to go... Simply, modestly, Ronaldo and his spouse had made
us feel at ease - "at home". A final hug, a final look, a final
smile before leaving “El profe” to enjoy his most wonderful
team in peace: his wife, his children, his grandchildren.
For many minutes, in the car on the way back, there were
no words breaking the peaceful silence that stayed with us
from our time with sensei Ronaldo Veitía Valdivie.
We were in awe.
And conquered by so much kindness and humility…
Aware of having experienced one of those rare moments,
we wanted it to last. We were thinking back over it.
It wasn’t every day, after all, that we had the chance to
meet a true mentor, a role model, an inspiring leader.
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A few days later, sitting on the plane, Patricia and I were
talking about it again. On my path ahead, I would be taking
with me the ardent flame that Ronaldo had passed to me.
Nestled in my heart, it bears the legend: “Hasta la victoria,
Siempre. “
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31ST COUNTRY: MEXICO
The sun unsettles me! Even though weather conditions had
never had the slightest impact on my daily life and therefore
I had never planned my schedule in relation to the weather
in a certain country, I’ve now been under this burning star
for more than one year. I felt like a change. I was dreaming of
the rhythm of the seasons. Spring, summer, autumn,
winter… I decided to create a rupture in my space-time
continuum, artificially. It was decided, I would go from plus
thirty degrees to minus ten with my next destination. In the
meantime, here I was in the country of my sweetheart,
Mexico. This was no small thing. Patricia was passionate
about wanting to show me everything, about me exploring
all of this country. Everything! Unfortunately, I had to make
choices here too. I opted for my fifth wonder of the modern
world and the surrounding area, and a visit to her home city,
Mexico City. I would certainly have the opportunity to come
back to this country so rich in scenery, culture and history.
As soon as we landed in Cancun, we found ourselves
sitting in different seats. Those of a hired car that, for one
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week, would give us complete freedom to travel as required
for our visits and our daily schedule.
The ruins of Chichen Itza constituted my first goal for
exploration. Apart from the “wonder of the world” aspect of
this site classified as a world heritage site by UNESCO,
which I was adding to my list of monuments visited, I
wanted to learn a bit more about the Mayan people. What
were their traditions, their customs, their organisation? How
could this civilisation that veered between the light,
symbolised by the eagle, and the underworld, the world of
the dead represented by the jaguar, come to disappear? As in
Peru with the Incas, I wouldn’t find any explanations in
reply to all my questions. I therefore contented myself with
admiring the site, wandering around. Chaacmool, the
strange figure, an element of communication between men
and gods, holding a dish that was, according to the most
recent theory, intended to hold the heart of the sacrificial
victims, to the pelota field, I imagined… I imagined the
people in this partly forgotten history, whose descendants,
proven to an extent, now sold many handmade
representations to the many tourists, with eclectic tastes.
In total immersion in this culture, the Nohoch Mul pyramid
at Cobá, or even the archaeological ruins of Tulum would
almost make me forget the natural beauty of this region.
Fortunately, all I needed to do was look beyond the
monuments to observe the wonders of our beautiful planet.
The delighted in this beauty - there in the cenotes, geological
formations, with their crystal water, into which I dived
vigorously, water just as clear as at the beach at Akumal
where I swam for more than an hour with a sea turtle in its
natural environment, the iguanas that ran across the roads
and the Xcaret nature park and archaeological site, that we
visited, where I had my photo taken with boas, monkeys,
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dolphins and iguanas. Here, places were literally invaded by
tourists. Everything was provided for them.
Unfortunately, this mass activity was very often
detrimental to life and the environment. The concrete that
has had to be used to prevent erosion of the beaches at
Cancun was the best representation of this. Cancun is to
Americans what Cayo Coco in Cuba is to Canadians.
On this sad note, onto the judo part of my project. I had
made an initial visit to the GRAN FRATERNIDAD
MARCIAL club at Playa del Carmen and was welcomed by
Umberto Lobato sensei. Thanks to my friend Alexandre
Paysan who had lived in Mexico for many months, I was
lucky enough to have a long list of contacts in the country.
To help me in my mission, Alexandre had sent a message
to all the clubs that he had been able to visit. With this
advance notice, access to the dojos was therefore much
easier. Still today, I love seeing his news on FACEBOOK. He
now lives in other cooler latitudes, after I put him into
contact with the SAINT PIERRE ET MIQUELON JUDO
CLUB, which was looking for a teacher. Another place that I
would love to have gone to…. Dreams, countries, other
meetings, these were coming to my mind every day. I hadn’t
forgotten the project of walking in the steps of Jigoro Kano
shihan, as well as the idea of visiting every club that had
invited me. Unfortunately, the list was long - it would mean
I’d pretty much have to do another whole world tour… Who
knows?...
In the meantime, I continued my journey and would take it
to completion. It was giving me such unforgettable
experiences. And we were about to embark on another. At
the thought of this, I couldn’t help but express my
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excitement, my joy, but also my concern. Patricia’s emotion
was also palpable. Sitting in the front row of the plane, we
took off to fly to the capital.
In the arrivals hall at the airport, we knew we were
expected.
A welcoming committee befitting the importance of the
event.
Patricia hadn’t seen her family for nearly three years.
Furthermore, after having taken up a professional
opportunity, now she was returning to the country as part of
a couple. Coming out of the last airport checks, I had the
honour of meeting my in-laws for the first time.
They were all there. The Spanish conversations were
happening so fast that it was difficult to understand it all. I
didn’t mind. Patricia was happy, surrounded by her loved
ones. It was her moment and it was beautiful. Unlike the last
few months, I knew that from this moment on, in her home
city, I would need to keep up. To keep up with her pace, fit
in with her everyday life, go to those places that she had
mentioned to me so often. My first impression of Mexico
City, though, was not as good as it could have been. Coming
out of the airport, in the middle of the night, the road traffic
was horrible and the city layout, often rather run down,
reminded me of some South American cities. A feeling that
would be confirmed later, unfortunately, when the sun rose
and we headed to the family house to taste some of the
culinary specialties of the country.
Just like China, Mexico was a paradise for food. I loved
eating the dishes prepared with plenty of hot chillies and I
must admit that, here I was very well served. Whether it was
in the local markets where the restaurant managers would
encourage us to taste one of their specialties to tempt us in,
or in the streets from the street vendors, I developed a taste
for trying things. Thus I tried eating cactus or even mezcal
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worms. This small larva is a parasite of the agave, a plant
native to this country. A plant with many virtues used
particularly to make the two traditional alcoholic drinks sold
everywhere, tequila and mezcal.
Between a couple of different rather unwise and excessive
snacks, I compensated with some walking. We were visiting
this unstable capital, built on a dry lakebed, which still
suffered geological disturbances due to this position. These
shifts are evidenced by the long heavy pendulum hanging
from the roof of the cathedral which points down at
markings on the floor of the nave, as a constant indicator of
how it has shifted from its initial position. I also discovered
the vestiges of this ancient capital of the Aztec Kingdom of
Tenochtitlán, and its associated legend, with the symbolism
of the eagle, the serpent and the prickly par, as represented
on the national flag.
I walked in the footsteps of History, those of Benito Juarez
when I went into the National Palace whilst outside, with
signs in their hands, local workers with their tools offered
their skills in plumbing, electrical work, carpentry, small and
large odd jobs, whilst unfortunately the passers-by seem to
show very little interest.
But the best way of shaking off all my excessive
consumption remained, first and foremost, my judo practice.
Whilst Patricia carried out her administrative procedures to
prepare for her next journey to France, I was training. No
fewer than four clubs had opened their doors to me and so it
was that I discovered some very interesting specific details of
Mexican judo.
Thanks to Salvador Escudero Casillas, with whom I had
been in contact for many weeks on FACEBOOK, I had the
honour of going to a weekly training session on Sunday
morning at BUSHIDO MEXICO. This was a traditional dojo
located in a traditional house and led by Jorge Ito Facio
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sensei, a 92-year-old seventh dan Japanese teacher. I admired
the great energy shown by this wise man who, after leading
the warm-up, watched over his troop with an attentive and
kindly eye. A two-hour session was divided up as follows:
Mokuso, meditation at the start of the class,
Mokuso yame, signal for end of meditation,
Full rules of etiquette for bowing according to order of
opening: shomen ni rei, sensei ni rei, otagai ni rei
Shomen ni rei is the bow to the kami. In a traditionallybuilt dojo, the wall located on the east side is called the
kamiza, literally meaning “the seat of the kami, the Shinto
gods”. This is the wall of honour where one generally finds
the portrait of Jigoro Kano shihan,the founder of judo. Sensei
ni rei is the bow to the Master, and otagai ni rei, the bow to
the students.
Ne waza randori, ground judo fight,
Uchi komi, repeated movements,
Mokuso, meditation, concentration,
Mokuso yame, signal for the end of meditation
Mondo, the discussion time, for sharing conversation about
a given subject,
Tachi waza randori, standing judo fight, Nage no
kata,study of the first three series, in the role of tori, the
partner who executes the movements and uke, the partner
who receives,
Muscle-strengthening,
Relaxation,
Mokuso, meditation at the end of the class,
Mokuso yame, signal for end of meditation,
Full rules of etiquette for bowing according to order of
closing: otagai ni, sensei ni, shomen ni.
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Never before had I seen, and never again on my journey
would I see this type of session, so fully taking up the whole
of the teaching system envisaged by Jigoro Kano shihan. All
achieved in a superb friendly club atmosphere, with
complete mixing of parents and children, from the white belt
to the high-ranking black belts.
At TECHNO JUDO FERNANDEZ with Rogelio Hernandez
sensei, I found myself in a completely different atmosphere.
These children and adolescents in the group had only one
obsession: trying to make the old man, as they saw me, fall.
And it was the same, but even more so, with older students,
in the prime of their youth, at the DOJO ZACATENCO at
INSTITUTO
POLITECNICO
NATIONAL
of
MartinSantacruz Gamez sensei as well as at the
UNIVERSIDAD NACIONAL AUTONOMA DE MEXICO,
l’UNAM, where I was welcomed by Federico Vizcarra sensei
and Max Nava sensei.
As a result of all this special personal treatment, when it
came to my departure the next morning, I had many aches,
making my bag feel heavier than it really was.
It was true that there was another weight affecting me too.
In the “drop-off” area of the airport, I said my goodbyes to
Patricia who was staying in her home country for a few days,
to enjoy time with her family and to carry out some
professional obligations. We had agreed that she would join
me a few weeks later, when I should be in the United States
of America.
In the meantime, up in the clouds, I was reading. I was
gaining strength. I was going to need it.
I made a decision.
The choice of a new different life. There was a phrase that
we must have heard so many times: “Change is now!” …
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If it was never too late to start again, on my own personal
path of development, I decided that the time was now!
The first stage of my process was over there, a little more to
the North. More precisely, in Montreal.

328

JUDO WORLD TOUR

32ND COUNTRY: CANADA
In a symbolic way, the weather also matched my decision.
Although the temperature over many months had often been
above thirty degrees, here the thermometer showed only ten
degrees Celsius. A genuine salutary thermal shock, for which
I had prepared myself. A package had been waiting sensibly
for me for a few days at the reception of the hotel, where I’d
be staying for the next few days. In the box were a winter
coat, and some thermal under layers, as well as some more
pin badges for my project, which I had discovered for the
first time as a lot of them had already been distributed in
France by my friends.
Created in accordance with my technical specifications,
they were magnificent, and I immediately started to
distribute them to all the people that showed any interest in
judo.
The first person that I gave one to was someone called
Sylvain. With a large plastic shovel, he was freeing his
vehicle, which was almost hidden by a few feet of snow. The
last storm of the season had passed over the region two days
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before and I was heading on foot to a rather special meeting,
in a district located to the North of the city. Striking up
conversation with Sylvain, I discovered that this young man,
aged about twenty, had just started practising judo and he
did his training a few feet away from where we were, in a
dojo located in some university premises. This was all I
needed to hear, for me to ask him if it was possible for me to
go and meet the group at one of their next sessions. This was
all acceptable and so it came to pass that I took part in a great
training session three days later at the MONTREAL JUDO
CLUB led by Emmanuel Chevallier sensei, a Frenchman
from Normandy, an expatriate here for several years.
Meeting people was my main daily routine. I reached out
to others, I needed them. Whether for help with finding
addresses, advice on places to get food or accommodation or
even just to make contact, sometimes just a desire for
involvement and connection. On arriving in Montreal, there
was one person who I most definitely wanted to meet. This
person had been an inspiration to me for many months. On
FACEBOOK I had never missed even one of his inspiring
videos. It was Friday and, in a week, with hundreds of other
people, I would be watching him at his own three-day live
event “Weekend SPARK”.
Three extraordinary days of complete immersion, during
which this coach of coaches, with his great international
reputation and undeniable success, would share with us his
tried and tested useful strategies, to improve our finances,
our lifestyle, our health and vitality, our business, our
leadership, our relationships and our communication.
Equipped with my mobile phone, I headed to the address
of his group GLOB. An address that I had found on his
website.
330

JUDO WORLD TOUR

I’d already been walking for nearly an hour when my
phone, on which I was looking at my route, showed some
worrying signs. Its battery was running down abnormally,
until it became unusable just as I was less than half a mile
away from my destination but… now I no longer had the
means to find my way. Attempting to restart my iPhone by
connecting it to the mains was ineffective. This little
accessory that I used almost twenty-four hours a day and
seven days a week had given up.
It seemed that it hadn’t coped with the thermal shock that I
had just subjected it to in travelling from Mexico to Canada.
With no time to lose, my priority now was to find and
purchase a new one so that I could redownload all the apps
that were essential to my daily life. I obtained the services of
a taxi so that it could take me to the Apple store in Rue
Sainte Catherine that I’d spotted that very morning. In front
of the door of the shop, earphones in ears and sunglasses on,
there he was.
With packets in his hand, he was waiting calmly by his
vehicle. As if the law of attraction had decided to intercede
with me. I had the opportunity to take a photo and to
exchange a few words with the very person who I had
wanted to meet just a few minutes earlier. It was none other
than Franck Nicolas himself. One more anecdote to add to all
those that had been brightening my existence since my birth.
Whilst waiting to see him again a few days later, I explored
the city, its regulations, its completely individual atmosphere
with, in particular, cars that had no number plates at the
front, but at the rear had the inscription “I remember”.
It was through a chance encounter with one of my drivers
that I learned the rest of this quote, “that born under the lily,
I grow under the rose”, a reference to the historical past of
this region. I delighted in the various Quebecois expressions
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that were a bit different to those that we used in France: use
of “bienvenue” (you’re welcome) instead of “de rien”
(literally “it’s nothing”), and “c’est correct” (that’s correct) to
mean “c’est bien” (it’s fine), “gang”to mean “group”, and the
English word “job” instead of “travail”, as well as “à toutes
les semaines” (at every week) for “toutes les semaines”
(every week).
The Québécois were extraordinarily kind people. I took to
this setting like a duck to water. I wore the parka that I’d had
with me in the harsher terrains of Russia, Kazakhstan,
Mongolia, China. Well equipped, comfortably warm, I
enjoyed the snow that I hadn’t seen for more than eighteen
months. For the Canadians, the snow is a weather factor that
they are used to. Most of the houses have gazebos attached
or adjacent, commonly called by the brand name “TEMPOs”.
These temporary structures are used to avoid having to dig
their cars out of the snow after each storm. For their part,
businessmen wear plastic overshoes to protect their fine
leather shoes. These discreet and removable items give
protection particularly from the effects of the salt that is used
for snow clearance on the pavements at this harsh time of
year.
Between visiting the Saint Joseph oratory or the cathedral
where Céline Dion got married, the St. Patrick ’s Day parade,
the poutine that I tasted on the banks of the Saint Lawrence
River, I was observing, walking, tasting, learning... I was
asking questions too, for instance about the traditional tip
that had to be left in addition to the main costs and that
generally amounted to ten percent of the bill.
Concerning judo, I had the pleasure and luck to train in all
the clubs of the city. Thanks to Nicolas Gill sensei, the most
prolific judoka in the whole history of Canadian judo with
two Olympic medals and three world championship medals,
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who currently occupied the post of General Manager of the
NATIONAL TRAINING AND HIGH PERFORMANCE
CENTRE, I had access to all the high-level dedicated
infrastructures. These were located above the Olympic pool
used for the 1976 games, my year of birth. There I found
Antoine Valois Fortier, runner-up in the world
championships and bronze medal winner in the 2012 London
Olympics, who would do me the honour, at the end of my
visit, of offering me one of his competition jackets. Under the
supervision of Nicolas Gill sensei, Janusz Pawlowski sensei,
Michel Almeida sensei, Alexandre Emond sensei, Vincent
Marticotte sensei, Andrzej Sadej sensei, Sergio Pessoa sensei
and Sasha Mehmedovic sensei, I joined in with the group
and very soon was working with a judoka who became,
during these sessions, my most constant partner. Despite a
slight sprain of my right ankle, that happened when working
with him in the uchi komi phase but fortunately “taped up”
every day by the great care of Tiffany Hunting, the team
physiotherapist, or the tearing of my left judogi sleeve in
another session on repetitions of movement, I was happy to
practise with Justin Karn, a paralympic athlete with the same
build as me. It was the same with his compatriot Priscilla
Gagne with whom I worked with many times.
Just as I remember from my youth, with my friend Bernard
Coquet, French champion, European and world medal
winner, I adored practising with people with visual
impairments. By taking on the same working conditions as
them, namely by closing my eyes, I discovered new
sensations in the search for unbalancing, that primary quest
in our discipline before making our partner fall.
Unfortunately, here as elsewhere, I deplored that these
athletes too often had to wait at the edge of the mat, so that
someone could come to them. In the absence of partners,
they therefore missed many opportunities to take part in
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randori. Undeniably, they had far less practice in a session
than their peers without impairments. Yet… these athletes
were an immeasurable asset. Provided that one wanted to
play by their rules, they were completely able to practise
with the group. I would never leave such a source of
expertise to wait at the side of the mat. Never! I had too
much to learn with these judokas.
On another note, it was with Simon Hansen sensei that I
went into the school of JARDIN BIENVILLE in Saint Hubert,
on the outskirts of the city of Montreal. I discovered a
teaching environment in which judo was a completely
integral part of the educational establishment.A pilot
establishment for a method that has since been extended to
eleven more educational institutions, I took part in leading
one of the sessions between midday and 2 pm. It was
interesting to observe that this initiative, these sessions
taking place each week with this group of young people, had
had the effect of considerably lowering acts of hooliganism
and juvenile violence in the region.
Coming away from such sessions, I felt good, even though I
was aware that my adventure was getting closer to its end.
Between two training sessions, I tried to do something new. I
looked for different ways to allow me to bring a bit more
visibility to my project.
Live videos, games, surveys,… I experimented. Even
though it was already good, I wasn’t content to leave it at the
thirteen thousand people who currently followed me. I
wanted to double it, at least. I would get there. More than
twenty-six thousand, that’s the number of supporters who
would eventually have liked my JUDO WORLD TOUR page
when I finally came to the end of this wonderful journey.
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Beyond the showcase aspect, and the instant
communication, I now used this social network as a mailbox.
By posting up the schedule for my next destinations there, it
meant that clubs and judoka then had complete freedom to
write to me, to invite me. And so they did! And that was
how I had got into contact with Arnaud Milord Nadon of the
JUDO CLUB OF SAINT PAUL L’ERMITE in Repentigny,
about twenty-five miles from Montreal. Thanks to this man
with whom I also shared the taste for wide open spaces,
nature, simplicity, I had the honour of providing a training
session with Gilles Bellerose sensei. A very friendly, warm
session attended by some press and a local elected
representative. Interested in my project, these people had,
like me, made the journey to the dojo that evening.
I couldn’t leave Montreal without going to visit the two
historical clubs of the city, headed by eminent high-ranking
ninth dans. Thanks to Patrick Veslin, the technical
coordinator of JUDO QUEBEC, I accessed the CLUB
HAKUDOKAN of Raymond Damblant sensei, an expert who
had made a great contribution to the establishment and
organisation of Canadian judo. By the mediation of Vincent
Marticotte sensei and Nicolas Gill sensei, it was at JUDO
CLUB SHIDOKAN that I met Hiroshi Nakamura sensei, the
Master who had trained and supported many judokas,
including Nicolas Gill in their success on the international
competition circuit.
By the side of these honourable people, watching them
working, distilling useful wise advice, offered in kindness, I
was aware of how lucky I was to be there in the same place
at the same time, to be one of their students and to learn.
Learning, again and again… always…
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33RD COUNTRY: UNITED STATES
When I crossed the American border by bus, and headed to
Albany, the capital of the State of New York, I expected to
spend another great time of joy and sharing. There were
people waiting for me there and for one week, I was really
going to have a challenging, but unique and extraordinary
experience.
I was joining the very prestigious school, the JASON
MORRIS JUDO CENTER (JMJC), one of the best high-level
schools in the world. Headed by Jason Morris sensei, this
genuine factory of champions has seen so many talents
emerge from its ranks - Ronda Rousey, bronze medallist at
the Beijing Olympics, Nick Delpopolo, Alex Turner, Bradford
Bolen, Nick Kossor, or Hannah Martin, my friend who I had
met many times at international competitions in Paris.
In complete immersion, I was living in the family house of
Jason and Teri, his spouse.
In the midst of the developing young people, who trained
intensely every day following a precise defined schedule, I
woke up thinking about judo, talked about judo, thought
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about judo, trained in judo and went back to bed again to
dream about judo. How could I do otherwise when
everything here was focused on excellence and competition?
The sessions are specific, surprising, with innovative
teaching methods, in an atmosphere of impressive respect
and friendship. When the young judokas aged seven to
eleven come to their weekly class, the whole group of adults
was there to guide them, accompany them and support
them. There was more than one young judoka with a black
belt. This was wonderful to see and the level was noticeable
from the youngest age to the competitions organised at local
or regional level. In this quest for performance, I performed
as a warm-up for each training session no less than one
hundred nage komi on the large mat, these repetitions of
movement with the associated falling. Uchi komi, repetitions
of ground and standing techniques followed directly after
this, before a beautiful long fight sequence, and then musclestrengthening work and stretches. I found myself facing the
cream of American competitors.
My fingers, my arms, my knees, my back, everything
ached. My whole body made me think of the one word
“pain”. Time to dust off the mat with great strokes of the
judogi jackets and the dojo was ready again for the next day.
Jason Morris sensei, such a kind and caring father figure
looking over the future of his protégés, supported each
adolescent placed by their family under his responsibility.
He advised them, listened to them, sometimes shook them
too. In this psychologically difficult time, the young suffered
but asked to come back. They knew their “Why? “. They had
a goal and objectives to achieve. They knew what they were
coming to look for here and they had it! In this large
beautiful house, I was the witness to the blossoming of new
seeds of champions: Nathaniel, Ruslan, Quentin, Ari, and
Tyler. Faces, names, friends who were sure to become great
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names in judo, and by the same token, would be the future of
the American national team. Quentin Cook was the first to
launch and was already starting to obtain fantastic results on
the circuit. A fine outcome because everyone had contributed
to his success. These young people knew it. Their turn would
come, I had no doubt!
These images, these moments, this atmosphere, this highly
individual dojo, I took all these with me. Such treasures, they
were added to my reserve of emotions, whilst the
competition jackets of Hannah and Jason, for their part, were
added to my personal collection of judogi of champions.
Without knowing it, as I was on the way to Boston, my next
stop, I was continuing on my way to happiness. As I had
been able to do in Mongolia and in Argentina, in New
Britain, I was going to spend a whole day watching a local
competition. It was always interesting to observe the
practices and to note the differences and similarities between
the various countries. To announce the end of fight here, or
the end of pinning time, the sports stewards would throw a
tied belt or a beanbag onto the central mat. And to
differentiate between two fighting judokas, one of them
would remove his belt and replace it with a blue one.
Although there are many who wore a blue judogi, this last
cultural difference rather took me by surprise. Really, the
only tone on tone that I had known was that of the white
judogi with the belt colour of the person who had initiated
his learning.
Finally, at this regional championship, I noticed that the
young people were able to be engaged in several different
categories. Some of them, therefore, carried out nearly ten
shiai on their day. They took part in fight after fight, moving
from one mat to another, without any recovery time. Suffice
to say that their faces were noticeably etched with their effort
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at the end of this long and challenging day. I didn’t
particularly endorse everything I saw there, far from it.
Nevertheless, I made no value judgement on it. Who am I to
do that, anyway? Especially since, in this environment, all
those involved seemed to take great pleasure in trying to do
well.
It was at the end of the championship that I prepared to
experience another memorable meeting as part of my
journey. One of those that produces sincere, unwavering
connections.
Before I left his home, Jason had honoured me with one of
his judogi but more importantly with the chance to connect
with his family, his tribe, his inner circle. At the home of his
sister-in-law, Miki Takemori sensei and John Floyd sensei,
her husband, I found myself becoming even more accepted
as part of this amazing family story. A story of lives
dedicated entirely to judo.
James “Jimmy” Takemori sensei, ninth dan, an American
army veteran, now no longer with us, contributed to the
birth and worked towards the development of the American
Judo Federation. His four daughters, formerly great
competitors, were now loyal ambassadors for his teaching, to
the new generations. For more than a week, alone and then
with Patricia after she returned, I was the impressed witness
to this formidable heritage. I could fully appreciate the action
of “Jimmy” Takemori sensei who I would have so loved to
meet. I discovered a bit more about him each day, through
photos, personal memories, and my judo sessions. I could
sense his spirit at the TOSHI BUDOKAI club in Braintree
with Miki Takemori sensei and John Floyd sensei. I trod the
tatamis at the premises of Georgetown University, the
WASHINGTON JUDO CLUB where he had taught with Tad
Nalls sensei, the current teacher.
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After this brief but highly powerful visit, I had the
wonderful feeling of being integrated. Every day, I
accompanied John in his daily routine of physical exercises
and his exemplary dietary system. Like a friend, sometimes
even a son, a brother, I was involved with this life in which I
recognised myself. An existence marked by kindness, by selfsacrifice, by selfless dedication and by being an exemplary
model. When I received, as a leaving gift from Miki, the
KODOKAN tie pin that his father wore and the copy of a pin
badge, the original of which had been given to him by
Toshiro Daigo sensei, KODOKAN tenth dan, I sensed the
weight of the responsibility on my shoulders. The duty to
pass on the baton, to hand down the knowledge, so that
many other people could benefit like me from the
indescribable happiness that is brought by unreserved
sharing in the practice of judo.
In this country, America, where biggest is very often
considered to be the strongest, the best, I appreciated finding
such great examples of authenticity, simplicity. Values that I
found at the BOSTON JUDO CLUB with Bill Stevens sensei
and Leona Ling sensei when I went to take a Sunday session
with young children and adolescents.
Everywhere I went I continually asked questions.
This dojo was no exception to the rule and within it I
gained knowledge of an interesting strict regulation that
governed the practice of teaching in this State. Every year the
practising teachers had to send an extract from their police
record to the youth and sports department of the town hall
for their clubs as well as to the national federation. A
virtuous preventive measure that, in my opinion, should be
extended to apply everywhere in the world and to all areas
of sports, cultural or educational (teaching and management)
activity.
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Often, in this journey as elsewhere, I found myself
dreaming of meetings. Some came to fruition, others didn’t.
Heading to Wakefield to PEDRO’S JUDO CENTER, I was
hoping to meet her. Unfortunately, the world champion and
double Olympic champion Kayla Harrison, who I admired
on and off the international mats, for her kindness and
simplicity, was not there at the times that I visited. A
momentary disappointment quickly mitigated by watching
my judo partners on the tatami of coach Jimmy Pedro sensei,
the most successful coach for American medal winners in
judo, I observed that, here too, were his club companion,
Travis Stevens, who won a silver medal in the last Olympic
games in Rio, the Canadian multiple medal winner Kelita
Zupancic and the Brazilian national heavyweight delegation,
managed by David Mura, the judoka who would be fighting
a few months later in the final of the world championships at
Budapest against the incredible French champion Teddy
Riner.
The training sessions were fierce. Like a mantra, the club
slogan spoken before each session strengthened the desire of
those present to succeed. Repeated by everyone, whatever
their level of learning, “I’m going to use my judo to develop
my mental and physical abilities, to seek maximum
efficiency for minimum effort, in mutual respect shared by
everyone”, thus guides all ages of students in their search for
efficiency and progression because, as was indicated in large
letters in the dojo: “Leaders and champions are built. They
are not born as such.“
In this highly committed atmosphere, having a favourable
partner like Allyson Magnus Martin of the Brazilian team
was an offer I couldn’t refuse. It was even a gift, an honour.
He came to ask me very many times during the randori
phases because I represented a challenge for him with my
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left-handed kumi kata. I appreciated the opportunity that I
had to work like this, and knew that I would never be able to
thank Travis and Jimmy enough for their advice that was
added to their superb leaving gift. Two new judogis of
champions which, whilst making my bag a little bit heavier,
would come to add to and maintain the quality of my lovely
collection.
I made the most of each of these moments, aware that they
were now becoming some of the last of my extraordinary
adventure. I only had a little more than two months before I
would be returning to my starting point. I didn’t want a
nostalgic state of mind to disrupt the wonder of the present
moment. There was no real risk of this happening, given the
pace that I was running to, in order to avoid giving rise to
the briefest moment of regret.
In New York, I delighted in skyscrapers, Central Park, the
September 11 memorial, Brooklyn bridge, Soho, the Statue of
Liberty, Fifth Avenue, the business district of Wall Street, the
live shows at Time Square, the headquarters of the United
Nations which I visited, happy to have the company of
Azhael, an acquaintance of Patricia, who worked there.
In Washington DC, Patricia and her friends Enrike and
Carlos accompanied me to see the White House, Arlington
national cemetery, the Lincoln memorial, the Obelisk, the
Capitol, the Jefferson memorial, Congress and its
magnificent library and Martin’s tavern in which John
Fitzgerald Kennedy proposed to Jacqueline Bouvier. In these
conditions, it was impossible to think back to the past
months. I was in action. Full-on Carpe Diem!
Before leaving, to cross back over the ocean in the other
direction, I thus took the time to visit Mamaroneck, the
WESTCHESTER JUDO CLUB. It was really unthinkable to
343

JUDO WORLD TOUR

me not to visit this club created and run by a French
expatriate for very many years. Whilst accompanying the
American national team to various international
competitions, Sauveur Soriano sensei had set up, with his
own hands, a superb dojo in which, with Rick Haims sensei,
Nana Sato sensei, Pedro Alamo sensei, and Meic Schmidt
sensei, he was now passing on the full extent of his passion
As well as the extraordinary kindness and warmth shown
to Patricia and myself by Sauveur,I found the traditional
teaching methods of the French school there. Teaching that
resonated in my heart like a mild withdrawal, like a foretaste
of my return to my origins. With the judogi jacket of this
genuine French American gentleman in my bag, I was ready
to fly.
The next time I made a landing it would be on a French
runway. An emotional stop, a breath of fresh air as a final
inspiration.
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34TH COUNTRY: MOROCCO
Sharing had always been and constitutes the core value of
this adventure. Even if it was personal, I wanted to
communicate about my daily life, my emotions with my
family, my friends and the community of people who
followed me.
This was all the more true with my boys having stayed at
home, and having not seen them physically since I had set
off. Telephone calls at least once a week, postcards, e-mails,
souvenir parcels sent…
Whilst maintaining the contact, hearing with interest about
their daily life, accompanying and guiding their
development, with bits of advice, I wanted to kindle in them
the spark of curiosity, to give them the will to desire, the
need to see beyond the everyday, beyond a controlled
environment, beyond that convenient life where the concept
of excess and the unnecessary could supplant that of the
exactly necessary, the essential, the sufficient.
This weekend stop between the United States and Morocco
was therefore not just economical.
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On the occasion of my eldest son’s birthday, for a few
hours, I was extremely happy to see my children again, and
to have discussions and cultural and sporting activities with
them. A new burst of energy to guide me on my final stretch,
into these last days that I have left in my mission. Just two
more months, which without my schedule could have felt
like an eternity. Having learnt more in two years than in
thirty-eight years of existence, I had so much to tell them, to
show them, to make them understand… this additional
value - I wanted to offer it to them. I wanted to share with
them this experience of life that had variously overturned or
confirmed a number of my perceptions and beliefs. I couldn’t
wait to explain, to pass on to them certain keys, certain tools,
a certain form of happiness, success, achievement, so that
this advice, these tips could help them on the path of their
own personal development.
In the meantime, I took the path to the dojos to complete
this project that I had thrown myself into.
The African continent had not initially been included in my
program. It was in Cuba, when I had gone higher than what I
had on my plan, that I had told myself that I couldn’t miss it,
all the more so because I had received many invitations
during my journey. Morocco was therefore the thirty-fourth
country of the adventure.
Over many weeks, I had got used to the “Western” way of
life. After having had the experience of feeling like a stranger
in my own country, it was at Rabat that I found the change of
scene that was such a benefit of my travels.
Thanks to my friend Lionel and family, I had no problems
getting into contact with Nourredine Boulboul sensei of the
JUDO ARTS MARTIAUX SALÉ association. Whilst involving
Patricia and me in his daily life, in particular by inviting us
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to share an excellent couscous with his family, this highranking sixth dan teacher was proud to tell us his story, to
show us around his historic dojo upstairs in a house in a tiny
alleyway. A traditional space in which I enjoyed observing
that the values of the moral code, particularly politeness
were taught there from the very youngest age. All the
children reached up to hug us to give us a kiss as a greeting
on our arrival. An educational concept that contrasted
strongly with the situation encountered a few days later in a
public place.
Whilst seated on the terrace of a café with Nourredine
Boulboul sensei, Patricia and four other men, one of whom
was accompanied by two young children, a boy and a girl, I
was surprised to see a man arrive, shake the hand of all of
the people in the group and not deign to look at the two
women present among us. An attitude that had the effect of
surprising me and Patricia but didn’t seem to affect the
young girl, aged about twelve, there with us. Perhaps she
was used to this type of behaviour?...
Anyway, this was the first time that I was visiting a country
where the religion was the primary determining factor,
above any other considerations, governing all of life and the
behaviour of its inhabitants. Beyond the five calls to prayer
made by the muezzin from the mosque, the various
discussions that I had with Moroccans, who sometimes
questioned me regarding the practices of my own culture in
a secular country, I would be surprised again by another
event.
Although, on the request of a teacher I agreed to take a
session, I was astonished, during it, to see the same teacher,
accompanied by five of the students, take an area in the
corner of the tatami, right in the middle of the class, in order
to perform the ritual of evening prayer, thus leaving me to
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continue dispensing my knowledge to those who remained
with me on the mat.
The holy month of Ramadan started in less than fifteen
days and admittedly the preparations for this important time
for the Muslims were under way. Was this the only reason
for the excitement prevailing everywhere within the medina?
I didn’t think so. In this district, for me, there were other
specific local details that attracted my attention or, more
precisely, my stomach. Whether it was the chebakias, the
briwats, the baklavas, I spent my days literally gorging on
Moroccan pastries. Extremely sweet and made on a base of
almonds and honey, I consumed astronomical quantities of
them. With this level of gluttony, I would have soon been
likely to change weight category, given my attraction to these
little sweets. Not to mention that these sweet treats were the
perfect accompaniment to the excellent mint tea that we were
served several times a day.
Fortunately, there was the REVIVE GYM, the sports hall of
Khalid Jmila sensei to eliminate this excessive intake of
calories. Khalid did me the honour of inviting me into his
dojo, located in one of the group training halls, to take the
Sunday morning session with attentive and particularly
interested young children. Another treat that I didn’t get
tired of!
Exploring Rabat on foot allowed me not to be too badly
affected by this sin of gluttony. The stifling heavy sun did
not really encourage me to increase my already high water
consumption. Moreover, it was in the cool early part of the
morning that we visited the tourist sites of the city: the
grounds of the royal palace, the Hassan Tower, the
mausoleum of Mohammed V or the kasbah of the Udayas.
Between couscous and tagine to give us energy, we never
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tired of observing the countless pairs of storks that arrived in
this season to nest on the high points of the region.
We also saw them through the windows of the train that
took us to Casablanca. In that city, I had the feeling of being
in France. Perhaps it was due to the high proportion of
students there? A cultural mix associated with the presence
of a lot of foreigners? The French colonial heritage?
Whatever it was, it was different and it was there, in that
atmosphere, thanks to my friend Asma Niang, that I made
contact with the Moroccan National Judo Centre headed by a
Frenchman, Christian Chaumont sensei. This teacher made
regular trips back and forth to France to continue training
one of his other athletes, Teddy Riner. I wasn’t the only one
invited onto the tatami. Following the French junior
championships, which had just taken place in France,
Christian Chaumont sensei and HananeKerroumi sensei
were welcoming the New Caledonia team managed by
Laurent Calleja sensei and Gérald Chadfeau sensei. For just a
week, I would therefore be following the intensive training
of this group, taking part in test matches and discovering
new combinations and sequences working on my preferred
technique, sode tsuri komi goshi, a sleeve lifting pulling hip
throw. The atmosphere was studious, everyone gave their
best. An extraordinary conviviality prevailed within this
mixed group of partners. Included in the group with Patricia,
I felt at ease and tried, by a strong physical commitment on
the mat, to give back all the kindness that they had shown
me both on and off the mat.
Although it had already been reduced somewhat, in this
final stretch, my tourist itinerary was even more limited. I
now hardly gave any time to exploring. There were two
reasons for this decision. The time available to me to meet
my planned objective was restricted, and moreover I no
longer wished to spend money on this aspect of the trip.
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The money I had left in my bank account had to be enough
to get me to France after the few other remaining places that
I still aimed to visit. Tourist sites therefore had to be located
directly on my route now, or I wouldn’t plan to visit them.
So, apart from the beautiful ledge above the ocean, the old
medina and the enormous Hassan II mosque, famous for
being able to hold more than 100,000 worshippers, I didn’t
really see much of Casablanca. Training sessions with the
groups were my priority. Like my partners, I lived by the
rhythm of the classes and the essential rest periods between
each class.
It wasn’t the same for Patricia who felt an intense desire to
know even more about this beautiful country. We therefore
decided to spend our time separately for a bit so that she
could satisfy this wish and, leaving her heading towards the
desert, I therefore returned alone to the splendid
Chefchaouen, a city waypoint on my route to the North.
There I discovered narrow streets entirely coloured blue, a
colour believed to repel mosquitoes, where I loved
wandering in the morning at dawn. I enjoyed the peace, the
mild temperatures and a certain feeling of freedom at that
time.
This zen ambience formed a dramatic contrast with a
certain sense of overcrowding that I felt in the car that
allowed me to make my last journey to Tanger. In this old
Mercedes that had travelled nearly two hundred thousand
miles, there were eight of us including the driver. Two
women were sitting in front on the passenger seat and three
more, including one with a child on her lap, were sharing the
bench in the back with me. It was hot. People were sweating
in this atmosphere completely devoid of ventilation and air
conditioning. I felt, quite simply, like I was reliving India
again. However, even though I was physically close to these
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women, a vast gulf separated us. It was intellectual, cultural,
religious. In response to the many questions that I ventured
to ask, I only obtained answers that clashed with my codes,
my beliefs, my perception, my view of life. I respected these
answers, I didn’t judge them. They were part of the wonder
of our existence on the planet, our diversity. Unfortunately,
it's clear that these differences can also generate, in other
people, distrust, fear, rejection and all the other associated
negative reactions. As Charles Nodier, the novelist and
member of the French Academy wrote, so wisely, “Tolerance
is the only way to deal with the diversity of opinions”.
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35TH COUNTRY: PORTUGAL
My last sea crossing of the project to get me to Tarifa, the
most Southern point of the European continent. Under its
strong winds, which drove hundreds of wind turbines in the
region which were also loved by kite enthusiasts and windsurfers, I devoted myself to a discipline that I had set aside in
recent months, hitch-hiking. The laminated sign on which I
used a pencil to write the destination that I wanted to reach
still worked remarkably well, and I was soon arriving in
Lisbon in Portugal after a stop of a few hours in the
Andalusian capital of Seville. Whilst allowing me to connect
easily to the local population, this mode of transport also
gave me the opportunity to observe, once more, the scale of
the excesses of human discourtesy. The roadsides were like
open-air waste bins. The sight of an aluminium can that
would take two-hundred to five-hundred years to break
down, a plastic bottle that would take between a hundred
and a thousand years or even a glass bottle, which would
still be here for forty generations, literally gave me the urge
to throw up. Moreover, given the shocking quantities of
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cigarette butts that litter the roads, that would take about
two years to break down, I couldn’t stop myself thinking:
“Those with self-respect also have the ability to respect their
environment and other people”. It was clear that, for some
people, there was a long way still to go in this area.
This was my rather morose state of mind when I visited the
Portuguese capital. In early morning, as so often, when the
professionals were busy preparing for their day, before the
arrival of their customers. When the night workers were
finishing and going to rest. Returning to the hostel for lunch
or at the start of the afternoon, I thus had plenty of time to
work, to read and to get myself ready for the evening judo
session. Here in Portugal, I had planned to train in two
places. Joao Nunez sensei and José Jorge sensei welcomed
me to the LISBON JUDO CLUB, and I had the honour of
practising with Telma Monteiro, Olympic bronze medal
winner in Rio in 2016, five times European champion and
four times vice-champion of the world, at the National
Centre thanks to Luis Monteiro sensei, Ana Hormigo sensei,
Marco Morais sensei, Abel Louro sensei and Joao Pina sensei.
As always, every kumi kata grip, every randori, every
moment spent with the judokas was a pure gift of my
passion. I savoured these moments that became etched into
my memory. Unfortunately, it was a completely different
event that would mark the end of my time here. Patricia,who
was still exploring the desert area of Morocco, had fallen off
a camel during a trip. The medical diagnostic was a broken
wrist and the need for a surgical operation to take place in
Morocco. The injury that I had dreaded since the start of my
adventure, without thinking about it, had just happened. Not
for me but for the woman I loved, who had chosen to follow
me in my second year of the project. We didn’t let ourselves
be defeated by this incident and decided by mutual consent
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to continue our own daily lives, despite everything, each in
our own place. Patricia’s travel insurance allowed her to
remedy the situation before taking a few days rest in the
North of the country.
It was therefore planned that she would meet me in Italy,
for the end of the adventure and to arrive in France with me.
I was therefore alone except for the company of Cyril my
BlaBlaCar driver that I visited the Spanish Basque country,
the final stage of my tour of the Iberian Peninsula.
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36TH COUNTRY: SPAIN
At the end of the adventure, there were three stories that
would come to symbolise the vast chain of friendship created
through my special world tour. The JUDO CLUB AMA
GUADALUPEKOA was one of them. Located in
Hondarribia, in the Spanish Basque country, the dojo was
run by Ronaldo Veitía Quiñones sensei, a national training
instructor, who was none other than the son of Ronaldo
Veitía Valdivié sensei, the iconic coach of the Cuban
women’s team. Knowing both of them via the FACEBOOK
social network, it seemed important to me to make the
connection between these two families, geographically
distant but united by blood lines and passion for judo. So
when I was in Havana, the son had been able to see photos
and read news of his Cuban family. It was the same when I
went to see Ronaldo the son, surrounded by his wife
Mariella and their children in Spain. The trip in their
company was short, too short. It was nevertheless excellent. I
visited the towns of Hondarribia and Hendaye, separated
only by the Bidassoa estuary. At the water’s edge, at the
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markets or on the terraces of the many cafés, I was able to
catch a glimpse of the local culture; the music, gastronomy,
lively nightlife. However, despite the beauty of the place and
its people, I much preferred the discussions that I had with
my hosts. Especially as one of our conversations seemed to
spark a connection in my brain.
I voiced my understanding of a principle...
In a miraculous moment, with Mariella and Ronaldo, I
suddenly became fully aware of the scope of the JUDO
WORLD TOUR. Considering all the encounters I had had,
two concepts seemed to be intrinsically linked. The concepts
of “Happiness” and “Sharing”. In the countries I had
travelled in and those still to come, during the scheduled
period, I had the revelation of having been something of a
messenger, in a modest way.
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37TH COUNTRY: ANDORRA
For anyone who didn’t have their own vehicle or couldn’t
share the vehicle of someone else, it wasn’t easy to get into
Andorra. The car-sharing option for departure from
Hendaye hadn’t proved fruitful, so the train remained my
only alternative to be on time for the judo session where I
was expected. I didn’t want to take the risk of missing the
only training session before the scheduled break for the
school holidays. It took me about eight hours on the train to
travel slightly less than two hundred and fifty miles! Not to
mention that, on arriving at Hospitalet Prés l'Andorre, I still
hadn’t entered the territory of the principality. A bus link
should drop me off at Andorra la Vella on condition that I
could catch it before 5 pm, due it being the low tourist
season.
Looking at the provisional arrival time indicated on my
ticket, I was a bit worried. It was a tight schedule with just
five minutes turnaround time. I reassured myself, noting that
I wasn’t the only one in the carriage for this last part of the
journey. The Andorran driver seemed also to be used to this
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type of situation. Despite being half an hour late, he was
there waiting patiently by his vehicle in the car park.
Ultimately there were seven of us getting on his bus after
having loaded our luggage into the compartment and bought
our tickets.
I would be the only one of the passengers to get off at the
end of the line. This was the meeting point agreed with Toni
Besoni sensei, the Technical Director of the Andorran
federation which has nearly three hundred students. Thanks
to him, I would be experiencing the best mondo, the
discussion time that he gave me, that I’d ever had since my
first time in a judogi. On the mat of JUDO CLUB ORDINO, I
had the great honour to have a discussion with a group of
young people on all the subjects that bring such value to our
discipline: values, principles, sport, education, culture,
progression, learning, etiquette… No question was left
unasked. These debates were rich and everyone came out of
them having grown somewhat, through the approach and
opinions of others. For my part, I presented the vision of my
practice. The vision I believe in, full of humanism and good
will.
It was a completely different view of behaviours that I
found in Pas de la Casa, when I tried to leave the country by
hitch-hiking. Nobody really deigned to look at me, let alone
offer me even a short lift along the way. I waited five hours
before resolving to call a taxi so that it could drop me off at
the meeting point for my scheduled car share. Throughout
this time,I saw an endless parade past me of cars with
registrations from Haute Garonne, Pyrénées-Orientales and
Ariège. Their aim: to head to the single crossing point
between the two countries and to return about an hour later,
with a boot full of boxes of cigarettes and bottles of alcohol,
purchased here with a tax rate of four percent compared
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with twenty on the French side. Smuggling in plain sight.
The customs exemptions for products brought back to
France, both for quantities and for values, were exploited to
the full. Every seat in these vehicles was occupied by people
aged over seventeen.
In this context, I wasn’t surprised by the offer I received
from a man in an advanced state of inebriation, to transport
me on his return, once his shopping was done! He wouldn’t
need to. I’d be gone well before he sobered up.
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1ST COUNTRY: FRANCE REVISITED
Once again, the social network FACEBOOK opened the
doors to mutual welfare and benefit. Alain Jacquet was a
judoka and also a member of the office of the club JUDO
KWAI FRONTIGNAN. Like many other people who
followed my journey, he had asked me a few weeks
beforehand if he could have a JUDO WORLD TOUR badge.
It was with great pleasure that I managed to send him one.
He was far from suspecting that his offer for me to stay with
him on one of these days would receive a positive response
from me. But why wouldn’t it, given that his club was
located on my route to Monaco? He and I together, therefore,
very simply arranged the sessions that I would be able to
attend in this dojo, where I instantly noted the particular
atmosphere: a core of traditions and unwavering associative
commitment.
Access to the tatamis was granted by Jean-Claude Ferrier
sensei, Alain Lepetit sensei and Michel Menant sensei.
Entering this dojo, I didn’t expect to encounter the second
symbol of the chain of friendship of my project. Jean Claude
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Ferrier sensei had maintained very close friendship for more
than thirty years with Hiroshi Katanishi sensei, eighth dan,
technical director of JUDO KWAI LAUSANNE. By giving his
club the same name as that of his Master, after having
courageously taken over from Jean-Louis Chabanon sensei in
1999, Jean Claude Ferrier sensei had honoured and thus
perpetuated the values of Japanese culture that he had
received himself.
In these conditions, there was no need for a lengthy speech
to define the last international dojo of the JUDO WORLD
TOUR. On telling him that, before returning to France, I had
to go through Switzerland, it was only natural that the
decision was made, that I would visit the dojo of JUDO
KWAI LAUSANNE!
In the meantime, there were still some visits for me to
make.
Time to explore with Alain the towns of Frontignan,
Montpellier and Sète, so dear to Georges Brassens, before
whom I paused for a moment, and the region of Hyères with
my friend Julia, one of the special volunteers, a
“Bénévolontaire” of the FFJDA, and then I’m already nearly
at the Italian border.
Well, nearly. On the high points of Nice, my adventure had
put me on the path of a man who it was good to meet at least
once in one’s life.
Marcel Pietri sensei welcomed me and shared his daily life
with me. A simple meeting, just like the way of life that his
family and he had adopted between the sea and the
mountains of the region. For four days, I took great pleasure
in chatting, discussing life, our visions of judo and his
modest relationship with his daughter Chloé and his son
Loic, himself a junior world champion and senior world
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champion in Rio in 2013 in the category of under eighty-one
kilos.
Despite being selected forty-six times as a member of the
French team for international competitions, a title in the very
high-quality tournament in Paris, several international
medals, a position as National Technical Director of the
FÉDÉRATION MONEGASQUE DE JUDO, which so many
would fantasise about or wish for, the humility of Marcel
was beautiful to see.
I was impressed to note all the work performed by this
high-ranking seventh dan, particularly the fact that he
himself led all the classes at the Rock of Monaco, and that he
worked with the office of the JUDO CLUB MONACO and
that of the FÉDÉRATION MONEGASQUE DE JUDO to
organise all the courses and trips of his students, aged from 4
to veteran adult. He introduced me to his dad, his colleagues,
his friends.
I listened to him talking about his roots in Nice and
Corsica, his first teacher, Charly Giugede sensei, about
Bernard Midan sensei, the creator of the judo moral code,
who he had met during his young years of practice. Marcel
sometimes reminded me of my father. Like him, he was close
to nature. He knew about nature, and he protected it
particularly in the hinterland of Val de Blore. Like him, he
reminded me of stone, old tools and utensils, made of iron,
rusted by use, but also a little by time, passing inexorably. At
the age of 60, Marcel had no regrets. Content, he continued
to love life, to carry out his task of public service, to pass on
his passion for judo, still intact since his first steps on the
tatamis of the Northern districts of Nice.
With the strength of his experience, with his spouse, he
now advised his son on the progress of his own high-level
sporting career.
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I loved listening to him, so much admiring his discretion,
as well as his pride. He was content to tell me that, due to his
official roles, he had had the honour recently of
accompanying his son Loïc, a little more closely than the rest
of his family, at the most prestigious of the competitions, the
Rio Olympics.
It was this same man, Marcel Pietri sensei, who helped me
to gain entry to the PÔLE ESPOIR JUDO in Nice for a
training session run by Gilles Nahon sensei, Hervé Tarpea
sensei, Julien Tarpea sensei, Lionel Bonhomme sensei,
Jérôme Torzuoli sensei, Karl Spinosa sensei, Christophe
Accard sensei, Arnaud Blanc sensei, Frédéric Chavet sensei.
A foretaste of pleasure to be shared on a rock, his rock. The
very one that I’m about to explore… With him by my side…
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38TH COUNTRY: MONACO
Past the so-called “billionaires’” cliff road between Nice
and Monaco, where luxury yacht owners amuse themselves
by going round in circles in the water, I entered a slightly
strange world: a world of beautiful cars, the casino, the royal
palace, people whose values and outlook seemed to be
inversely proportional to the number of extra zeros
generated by their bank accounts.
Another world in which I found it difficult to find my
place, to recognise myself or to identify myself and about
which I was consequently under no illusions. If success and
achievement are admirable and respectable, they shouldn’t
be expressed to the detriment of simplicity, kindness, respect
and sharing. Regardless of the beauty of a shop window, it
can never make a sale on its own. The purchaser, the
interested party must value and especially must identify
with the item presented or sold. If the only purpose of a
purchase was access to the social representation that it might
generate, this expenditure seemed empty to me. The
outrageous exhibition appearing before my eyes seemed
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however to be along these lines here and confirmed my
ideology of preferring to invest in value rather than purchase
a price.
Fortunately, in all the dojos of the world, like the
magnificently decorated one at MONACO JUDO CLUB,
thanks to the etiquette characterising the practice of our
martial art, the membership of social classes is invisible.
On the mat, from children to adults, nobody knew what
anyone else did in their working life.
However, for the first time in my life as a judoka, under the
management of Marcel Pietri sensei, I knew the occupation
of the partner with whom I took part in a ground randori.
His name was Laurent, he sported a constant smile and wore
a magnificent brown belt on which was embroidered “Père
Laurent” (Father Laurent).
Was this the first representative of the Catholic church with
whom I had practised? I didn’t know. But anyway, this time,
I did know!

368

JUDO WORLD TOUR

39TH COUNTRY: ITALY AND
40TH COUNTRY: VATICAN
Many are the ways that allow a goal to be achieved. In the
quest for my goal, my objective of undertaking judo training
at least once in each country I visited, the capital of Italy was
on my way. It was even easier knowing that “all roads lead
to Rome”.
On foot, with my plan in my hand like many other tourists,
it was with Patricia, who had just joined me, that I explored
the remains of the Roman Empire and the enormous cultural
heritage of this historic city; the Roman Forum, the Pantheon,
the Trevi Fountain, the Piazza di Spagna, the monument to
Victor-Emmanuel II, not to mention the Coliseum, that
immense ovoid amphitheatre, the last wonder of the world
that I would see during my JUDO WORLD TOUR. Surely, I
would get to the seventh wonder, Petra in Jordan,one of
these days. In my backpack, I would surely carry a certain
special item of clothing: my MIZUNO judogi!
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For the moment, I was wearing the judogi. Thanks to Ezio
Gamba sensei who had put me into contact with Alberto
Porceddu sensei and his son Federico, I had gained access to
the club A.S.D. JUDO PRENESTE - G. CASTELLO in Rome
for a session run by Angelo Oliva sensei, Alberto Di Francia
sensei, Massimo Lanzi sensei, and Mario Forte sensei. A
training session focused on competition during which I met
Simone Russo. Simone was the third-last link in my project.
Thanks to him, I opened the door to success for my project.
After having been blessed from his window with the Sunday
Angelus by Pope Francis, after having admired the
extraordinary beauty of St Peter’s basilica, after having
observed the enormous wealth of the Catholic Church in the
pathways of the Vatican museum and stood in my judogi in
the middle of thousands of tourists, contemplating the
remarkable artistry of the Sistine Chapel, Simone offered me
the opportunity to perform a few judo techniques at St
Peter’s Square, in front of some amused visitors and
unresponsive security officials, with my unusual practice
captured for history by his dad and Patricia.
A great moment in this journey, a memory full of emotion,
that I shared that same evening, thanks to my wonderful
contact with Alexandre of Reunion, with Marie Dolly
Medgee Moothoo sensei and Stefano Sorelli sensei of the club
JUDOKAN POMEZIA. These two teachers warmly
welcomed me for their two weekend classes with young
children.
I thought of the distance of less than twenty miles
separating me from my accommodation…
I started looking back.
Ultimately there was only one international leg of my
journey left before the official closing of this extraordinary
personal adventure.
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I wasn’t the only one to have had this idea. During my
journey, I had had the pleasure of communicating with two
judokas who had preceded me.
In the years 2007 and 2008, the Frenchman Kamel Djili had
undertaken a JUDO WORLD TOUR.
He went to forty countries and was able to practise judo in
half of them.
A few years later, the Japanese man Hideki Yamaguchi,
from 2011 to 2014, for his part, had visited nearly sixty
countries also to train with judokas of about twenty different
nationalities.
If I kept up this momentum, as things currently stood, I
therefore should be the first judoka to have succeeded in
completing training in all the countries visited. But to do this,
it was necessary to complete the very last leg.
In the train that took us to Lausanne, this situation made
me contemplative. My past memories blended together with
the desire for a future for this formidable experience of
sharing.
What if a female judoka took up the torch? The path was
there, for her. Within range of kumi kata, within reach.
Had she had this idea? Would she want to put it to music
and play the score?... Maybe the future would give me the
answer.
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41ST COUNTRY: SWITZERLAND
From Italy to Switzerland, the contrast was striking. The
flat landscape of the Roman roads gave way to the
dramatically different undulations of the Olympic capital.
Small cars - SMART, FIAT and LANCIA - gave way to the
large BMWs, MERCEDES, PORSCHE or even ASTON
MARTIN, the car of James Bond. In addition to an
atmosphere of tranquillity, there was now an irreproachable
cleanliness. I spent two days exploring Lausanne on the
north shores of Lake Geneva.
Only two days because my head was elsewhere. I wanted
to finish it. I was almost rushing. I could see Vannes and my
children in my line of sight.
Even though I remained focused in order to prevent any
form of injury, physically and psychologically, the tension
had calmed for the last month or so. I could see the finishing
tape and wanted more than ever to cross that line. I wanted
to free myself, release myself from this energy-consuming
lifestyle. Between the time of my departure and now, I had
shed well over a stone. Half of this came from my backpack
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but the other half had come from my own personal reserves.
As traces, souvenirs, this weight was something I had left
behind in sweat, in self-sacrifice, in courage on the tatamis of
the world that I had just travelled. It was with this same
attitude however that I arrived on the mat of JUDO KWAI
LAUSANNE.
I was warmly welcomed there by Tatsudo Shima sensei
and the students. Hiroshi Katanishi sensei, the eighth dan
expert was there, but did not take part. At the side of the
mat, he observed the man to whom he had recently passed
on the management of his club after having dedicated forty
years to teaching there.
According to the Japanese tradition, at the end of the
session, the student comes to meet the Master. He listens to
advice, acquiesces, doesn’t respond. Thinking ahead to the
next class and, in keeping with my usual habits, I observed, I
noted these little moments that formed the core of a dojo, its
history, its traditions, its opening and in one word its
heritage.
Here, as at Frontignan, I found displayed the nomenclature
of the bowing ceremony, the characteristic logo that links the
two clubs, and this specific type of teaching. Pure, simple,
unadorned, with formidable efficiency: the search for
imbalance in the unwavering pursuit of the ippon, the
symbolic death of the judoka thrown flat on his back on the
ground with force, speed and control. I recorded and took
with me all these little details.
In my diary, in my head, in my heart. And now in this
book...
To meet my objective, Switzerland was the forty-first
nation visited in which I also completed some judo training.
Forty-one countries for nearly forty-one years!
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1ST COUNTRY: FRANCE REVISITED
AGAIN
I had made a promise to my friends in 2015, in their fifth
summer judo course at FOUESNANT LES GLÉNAN. I had
told them that I would go to meet the judokas from the city
of Ofunato in Japan, devastated by the tsunami of 2011,
which they had worked to help since the terrible disaster. It
seemed to me important to officially conclude my story, my
JUDO WORLD TOUR in the dojo for this commitment.
Having previously had the surprise of an unexpected visit
during the end of school year celebrations at JUDO CLUB 56
in Vannes with Frédéric Pautler sensei, Christian Mouttou
sensei, Yann Dody sensei, Erwan Hanquier sensei, Yannick
Mouchot sensei, Lamine Ba sensei and Maxime Darcillon
sensei, as well as in the ARTS MARTIAUX DU GOLFE club
in Ploeren where I was a teacher before my departure and
where I passed the baton on to Richard Daniel sensei, it was
with immense joy that I returned to the South Finistère
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region, to see Hikari Sasaki Cariou sensei and Yves Marie
Cariou sensei.
It was 12th July 2017 and, on the mat, the technical experts
Yannick Viaud sensei and Yusuke Kanamaru sensei, coach of
the Japanese national team, dispensed their knowledge to
about two hundred judokas who had come together here for
the occasion. I was there, just one simple practitioner in the
middle of many. I hadn’t changed my attitude. I took part in
judo like everyone and was happy to be there.
When, after a mondo sharing time, the time came for a final
photo with all of the people of this great judo family, six
hundred and sixty-seven days separated my departure,
hitch-hiking along the Rennes road, from this final stop in
Finistère.
Here as elsewhere, I found the values of mutual support,
friendship, solidarity. Among other things, I took away the
happiness of having been welcomed like a son by Renée and
Jean Jacques. I would also remember the questioning, the
laughter of Emma, Pauline, and Auriane, three judokas who
had come to extend their learning about the way, when
during meals, I told them some of the less respectable
anecdotes of my journey. Not everything could be written in
the book... In just a few hours now, the whole of this
extraordinary adventure would be well and truly complete.
I was going home to my parents and would resume the
course of a completely different life. One last time I put my
judogi in my backpack. Like the knot of my black belt, the
loop was now closed.
Until when?... Until the next session!
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I went back to my children and now began to share with
them the fruit of this formidable life experience. My daily life
was arranged as a combination of resuming professional
activity and readjusting to a more sedentary life. A different
life because, deep within me, so many things have been
shaken up, changed.
For nearly two years, the uniform that represented me was
recognised by all the people that I could meet in the dojos of
the world. Now I had to take on a different uniform and
relearn how to blend into an environment that seemed
familiar to me but in which I felt I was a stranger. All the
more so, since through the speech of the people I was
meeting, I glimpsed everyday lives that never changed from
one day to the next. Dysfunctions and problems associated
with the venom of endless complaints of consumerism in
leisure activities, lack of time, energy, competitors at events,
in a personal position more inclined to be focused on
pessimism and passivity than optimism and an active role in
an approach for change. An immense chasm, more

psychological than anything seemed to have grown up
between us.
I had had the opportunity to travel the world, to explore
distant horizons, to visit remote regions, to meet and practise
with judokas of forty-one different cultures. With interviews,
reports, writing this book and organising conferences, I now
had the desire to get more people to try this concept of
sharing that I loved so much.
A form of sharing that I had achieved by attitude, outlook,
action. Coming from the position of a simple person who
wanted to train, I had earned the respect of the teachers and
of all the people who had given me the opportunity to join
them in their life as one of their own.
Humility, simplicity and the commitment to do well for a
result that exceeded anything that I could have hoped for.
At the end of my story, more than twenty-six thousand
people had followed my FACEBOOK page.
One hundred and ninety-nine drivers had helped me to
access the six wonders of the modern world that I’d admired.
Fifty-two people had offered me shelter in their own
homes, so that I could meet more than ten thousand judokas
and share my passion for judo with them and the two
hundred and forty-eight sensei from one hundred and
twenty-one clubs and groups visited.
I have had the honour of training with athletes from
twenty-three national teams.
Apart from three places culturally etched in the marble of
Japan, I had been able to benefit from the access and the
welcome of all these dojos, at no cost.
I had always received smiles and kindness from my fellow
judo practitioners. It was true that we shared exactly the
same environment for practice; the judogi and its belt, the
moral code, the technical language, the dojo and its tatamis,

the guide, the example of the sensei, the fundamental
principles, the etiquette of bowing and the same mentor, the
universal grandfather of judo, Jigoro Kano shihan. Brothers
and sisters of a great family, united by the grip of the judogi,
the kumi kata.
Over the one hundred and thirty-two thousand six
hundred and six kilometres travelled, I had achieved my
goal of exploring, meeting people and sharing with them
through a passion for judo. My sharing had followed many
different paths: my FACEBOOK page “JUDO WORLD
TOUR–THE GLOBE-TROTTING JUDOKA”; the page of the
tin of PÂTÉ HÉNAFF with all the photos taken all over the
globe; my blog; the curiosity generated by the patch badges
on my backpack; the gifts given to judokas and judo
enthusiasts; the gifts sent to family and friends; the sending
of postcards and photos of Marylin Monroe or even of
manhole covers taken throughout the journey. But the real
sharing was the sharing that I’d created, with an attitude of
courtesy, politeness and respect thanks to the use of my four
little magic words combined with my best smile. “HELLO”,
“PLEASE”, “THANK YOU”, and “SORRY”. These four
words, translated in each of the countries, opened the door of
my success. Success in this project but more generally
success for life.
When I set out, I wasn’t in the most positive frame of mind.
I had never been a very great judoka recognised for
competition results. I dreaded what I was heading towards.
My mother was crying in the kitchen and my father clumsily
hid his emotion behind his camera for an ultimate goodbye
snapshot.
And me, I was there, masking my anxiety with an
unwavering desire to launch into my adventure. I tried to do
it. I started. I took my first steps, the first few feet of an

uncertain journey, but one that I was convinced would
change my life.
I was still learning and always would be. Outside my
comfort zone, every day, I made mistakes and I’m still
making them now. I fell and I got up again. Not once, twice
or three times, but up to hundreds, thousands of times, on
soft or hard mats. I always got up again because life is
beautiful and it deserves to be lived one hundred and ten
percent. I’m not bigger or stronger than anyone else in the
world but I applied what I’ve always been able to do, thanks
to my many years of judo practice.
For success to be the legitimate reward for effort expended,
so that my dream of training in every country visited can
become reality with immense satisfaction; as in the gentle
way of my educational and sporting discipline, I succeeded
in applying the greatest values of our societies.
In action, I adapted!
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Since my return, I have resumed a “normal” life. Working
life, sedentary environment, private car… but one thing is
certain. I never will be and I never wish to be like before.
Impossible! So much has been seen. So many people have
been met. So many emotions have been shared in every small
corner of the world. Now, I wander, I walk in my town. I
readjust to this local environment that I nevertheless see with
new eyes, with far greater clarity. Transparent. I benefit from
a comparative, objective perspective, without the veil of my
prejudices, the “they say”, the things that I’d been led to

believe for many years by the media and the television.
Television? I no longer have one and nor do I have any
desire to buy one. I prefer to invest the cost of my television
licence fee in books that I devour in the reading time
scheduled into my daily routine. I don’t have a great deal of
free time and the only distractions that I allow myself now
are those that are required of me by the daily and regional
press and, for whom I work at the weekend as a local sports
correspondent. Footballand rugby matches, running, various
competitions allow me to extend my areas of interest, whilst
leading me to admire in other sporting disciplines some of
the values of the moral code of judo that I try every day to
make my own. On these occasions, like those extraordinary
times that I share with my boys and my family, I find, I meet
on the edges of my “comfort zone”, acquaintances, friends,
family, people who may be close or far away but who
constituted, prior to my departure, my circle of life.
It is then interesting to note the changes, the perception, the
effect that my adventure has been able to generate on all of
these people. Without being judgemental, it nevertheless
appears that there are three different categories. The first is
that of the enthusiastic people. Those who are happy about
my satisfaction, my happiness, my success on this personal
adventure. They ask me questions endlessly, they are
interested, they want to know every smallest detail and
congratulate me with pleasure.
The second group is the opposite. These are the indifferent
people. A group whose position I completely respect.
Nobody is obliged to follow this type of project or even to
show any interest. The life of a human being belongs to him.
Each of his dreams, his perception, his path and the way to
find the way to happiness and success.
Finally, there are the people that I would call “awkward”,
all those who unfortunately represent the highest number.

More than fifty percent to be precise. These are all the people
who, by their words and their behaviour find it difficult to
know how to react to me.
Things they say, little phrases that I could describe as
surprising, embarrassing, hurtful, but that actually don’t
affect me in any way. I would similarly tend to say that I
have deep compassion for these people. By transferring to
me, sometimes without even realising, their desires, their
jealousy, their fears, their doubts, their lack of courage, they
close themselves up in their own existence, their own clichés,
and unfortunately burn themselves with the small fire of the
destructive emotions.
By these awkward indelicate words, perhaps they are
trying to reassure themselves in a way? Perhaps… I leave
you to decide, with some examples of what they say…
“So is that it, you’ve finished your little trip? “, “Maybe
you’ll need to do some work now! “, “That must have cost
you a bit, eh? “, “Didn’t you mind abandoning your children
like that for nearly two years? “, “What will you do now that
you have spent all your money? “, “Go find yourself a job
now after all that time out of the system… And yes, the
world didn’t wait for you! “, “Are you aware that, at forty,
you have nothing to show for it? “,
“Work will be a big change for you, it’s not like just
walking around every day. You’ll see, it's a very different
pace”, “You’re lucky, you are! Not everyone can do it! “,
“Have you won the lottery? “…
Surprising isn’t it, whilst during those nearly two years of
travel, I was blessed by human nature. Financial support,
material and organisational resources, I benefited beyond
measure from the mutual support of the good Man, who
loves his neighbour without expecting anything in return.
Cultural
differences
sometimes
led
to
slight

misunderstandings but never on my journey did I meet or
have to be subject to this type of “tactless” statement.
My approach was not always understood by people who I
met but ultimately, does it need to be? As far as I was
concerned it confirmed my enjoyment of life.
The enthusiasts, the indifferent and the awkward, please
accept from me the best of gifts. It takes the form of a single
word: “THANKS! “.

APPENDIX 1 – GLOSSARY
Bonsaï: a miniature tree, grown in a pot, whose shape is similar to
that of mature trees found in nature.
Budo: the way of weapons
Bushido: the way of the warrior
Dan: level, degree, grade
Do: way, path
Dojo: learning room
Geisha: female artist and companion in Japan, who dedicates her
life to the refined artistic practice of the traditional Japanese arts
for accompanying and entertainment services, for a very affluent
clientele
Gi: clothing or technique
Gyaku juji jime: crossed strangulation, palms up
Ippon: decisive action obtained either by throwing one’s adversary
onto his back with force, speed and control, or by applying a
submission technique (pinning, strangulation, armlock)
Jita yuwa kyoei: mutual welfare and benefit by joining forces
Ju: flexibility, adaptation
Judo: the gentle way
Judogi: judo clothing
Judoka: person who practises judo

Ju no kata: kata of flexibility
Ju jitsu: Jiu jitsu: Ju jutsu: techniques of flexibility
Kagami biraki: ceremony of vows
Kami: generic name given to gods, to holy ancestors, objects or
natural elements
Kamiza: the “seat of the gods” in a room, the place of honour
Kanji: ideographic sign of Japanese writing, of Chinese origin
Kansetsu waza: locking techniques
Kata: form
Katana: Japanese sword more than 60 centimetres long
Keijin: living treasure
Kendo: the way of the sword
Kiai: fight cry that precedes or accompanies application of a
technique to mark an intention for action or to disrupt the
concentration of the adversary
Kimono: item of clothing, traditional Japanese garment
Kodokan: School for studying the way, dojo of Jigoro Kano
(founded in 1882)
Kosen judo: ground fight
Kumi kata: gripping ofjudogi
Kyu: class, degree, grade before the dan

Manga: Japanese comic strip generally read “upside-down”, from
right to left
Matcha: very finely ground green tea powder
Mokuso: meditation
Mokuso yame: stopping of meditation
Mondo: time of discussion, conversation between students and
Master
Nage komi: repetitions of techniques, throwing included
Nage no kata: throwing kata
Natto: traditional Japanese food based on fermented soya beans
Ne waza:ground techniques
Nippon: Japan
Oden: Japanese stew
Okuri ashi barai: double foot sweep
Onsen: hot spring
Osae komi waza: pinning techniques
Otagai ni rei: bowing to students
Pachinko: device that could be described as a cross between
pinball and a slot machine
Ramen: noodles in a fish or meat-based stock

Randori: free exercise
Rei: bow
Saké: Japanese alcoholic drink, obtained by artificial fermentation
of rice
Sakura: Japanese ornamental cherry trees and their blossom
Samurai: Japanese warrior of the middle ages
Seiryoku zenyo: good use of energy with minimum effort
Seiza: kneeling on ground, buttocks over heels
Senpai: elder (student)
Sensei: teacher, Master
Sensei ni rei: bow to teacher
Shiai: competition
Shihan: founding Master
Shime waza: strangling techniques
Shin: mind
Shinai: training weapon traditionally made of bamboo used for
training in kenjutsu and kendo
Shinto: the way of the gods
Shomen ni rei: bowing to Master
Sode guruma jime: sleeve wheel strangle

Sode tsuri komi goshi: sleeve lifting pulling hip throw
Sumo: Japanese combat sport
Tachi waza: standing techniques
Taï: body
Taiso: preparation of the body
Tatami: mat, braided straw mat
Tori: the one who takes action
Torii: gateway, arch marking entrance to a sanctuary
Tsunami: tidal wave
Uchi komi: repetition training
Uchi mata: inner thigh throw
Ume: plum
Ura nage: rear self-sacrifice throw
Uke: the one who receives the action
Ukemi: breakfall techniques
Wasabi: Japanese condiment and the name of the plant from
which it is extracted
Yakuza: Japanese mafia
Zen nihon: annual judo tournament for all weight categories in
Japan

APPENDIX 2 – MY BAG
What was finally in my bag at the end of my JUDO WORLD
TOUR....
Just what I needed, nothing else!
What I wear or carry every day: survival kit 24/24 - 7/7 365/365:
1 LEVI’S 501
1 belt
1 MIZUNO shorts
1 MIZUNO T-shirt
2 Mongolian Agate bracelets
1 OMEGA ring
1 Mongolian Agate pendant
1 pair of MIZUNO socks
1 pair of MIZUNO shoes
1 CASIO Gshock Rangerman watch
1 MIZUNO wallet
1 iPhone APPLE 5S + waterproof case
1 MIZUNO cap
1 belt bag containing:
3 credit cards (VISA, CIRRUS, MASTERCARD)
2 USB keys with digital files
1 passport
1 French driving licence
1 international driving licence
1 vaccination record
5 Identity photos
1 4-colour BIC pen
1 French SIM card
1 graphite pencil
Business cards
1 Japanese luck charm

1 30L EASTPAK bag containing:
1 MIZUNO Judogi, Yusho Japan IJF red label
1 black belt, MIZUNO Japan IJF red label
1 empty PÂTÉ HÉNAFF tin
1 double USB French electric plug
1 USB cable of external battery
1 external battery
1 2m USB/iPhone cable
1 1m USB/iPhone cable
1 pair POWERBEATS 3 earphones + cover
1 4-digit padlock
1 USB cable for POWERBEATS 3
1 roll of ELASTO tape
1 erasable BIC marker for whiteboard
1 BIC permanent marker
1 pair of ear plugs COTRAL
1 safety pin
1 MIZUNO towel
1 diary
1 pair of MIZUNO socks
1 MIZUNO swimming trunks
1 roll of toilet paper
3 key rings
1 MIZUNO toilet bag with: Cotton buds
1 nail clippers
1 toothbrush
1 Dr BRONNER peppermint soap
1 HAVAIANAS soap cover
1 pair of scissors
1 alum stone
1 GILETTE razor
1 AZZARO pure Chrome perfume
1 JUDO WORLD TOUR banner + holding tube
What I also carried: not essential

1 light bag 50L VERTICAL full of patch badges of flags
1 "I’m dreaming of the games” bracelet - Paris 2024
Paracetamol tablets
1 set of 6 disposable POWERBEATS 3 ear plugs
1 wallet (remaining foreign currency)
2 needles and black sewing thread in a sweet tin
1 MIZUNO underpants
1 empty PÂTÉ HÉNAFF tin
1 JUDO WORLD TOUR laminated sign for hitch-hiking
1 MIZUNO light trousers/shorts
1 MIZUNO light jacket
1 pair HAVAIANAS sandals + cotton cover
1 “buff” lanyard
1 graphite pencil
1 plastic bag with insurance policy and 2 copies of passport
1 first-aid kit
Total weight: 9.5 kilos

APPENDIX 3 – MY FIRST-AID KIT
Presumptive antimalarial treatment
Treatment for digestive disorders:
For diarrhoea
For diarrhoea with more restricted indication
For febrile diarrhoea with mucous or blood in stools, vomiting,
false alarms and strong abdominal cramps, when there is no
possibility of fast medical help
For vomiting
Treatment for infection, abscess, bad angina and fever due to
bacterial infection: Broad spectrum antibiotics
Antifungal treatment
Anti-inflammatory
Allergy and insect bite treatment: Antihistamine
Treatment for fever
Antiseptic spray
Some bandages
Two safety pins

APPENDIX 4 – FUNDAMENTAL PRINCIPLES OF JUDO
AND MORAL CODE OF JUDO

NOTES

Follow news of Morgan Girardeau, and his JUDO WORLD
TOUR at:
Website: www.judoworldtour.com
FACEBOOK page: #judoworldtour #theglobetrottingjudoka
the blog: http://jitayuwakyoeiwolrdtour.over-blog.com/

Photo credits: Morgan Girardeau, Patricia de la Garza, Frédéric
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