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It was getting late and after fifty some miles of pedaling in hilly terrain, I entered town and began looking for 
the hotel where I had reserved a room for the night.  It didn't take long to find because it was the only hotel in 
what was really only a small village.  But something did not look right, and as I approached the door it became 
evident that the reservation confirmation clutched in my hand was a waste of good paper.  The hotel was closed, 
and it looked as though it had been that way for quite some time.  I tried to call a telephone number posted on 
the door, but all I got was a message in both Lithuanian and English telling me it was not a valid 
number.  Repeated knocking on the door elicited no response.  Things were not looking good. 
 

 
 
I sat down on the pavement and studied my map.  The next town which I felt certain had a hotel was at least 
twenty miles away.  I wasn't too keen on adding that much distance to the day, but knew I better get going right 
away if I wanted to get there before nightfall.   
 
Getting back on the main village street, I noticed two men standing on the corner and decided to take a 
chance.  I looked at them and said "hotel?"   
 
They looked me over for a few seconds without saying a word, then the younger one turned and walked 
away.  The older one, who looked as though he may have seen some hard times, reached down and picked up a 
partially filled black garbage bag and walked over to me.  After determining I couldn't speak Lithuanian, he 
went through some motions that could only mean he wanted a cigarette.  I apologized again, saying in English 
that I had none. 
   
"I......speak......very.......little.......English," said the man, emphasizing "very........little," and he went on in 
broken English and German to tell me he learned some English when he worked in Germany a long time ago.  I 
thanked him for coming over, and asked again if he knew of a guesthouse in the vicinity.  Again he changed the 



subject.  He said something in Lithuanian, but I gathered he wanted to know where I was from as his statement 
ended with "...England....  Germany..... France?" 
 
"From the USA", I answered. 
 
His eyes widened and he stepped back two steps.  "USA?!"  Then he laughed, pointed at my bicycle and moved 
his hands to mimic pedaling.  "USA?... You come........USA ..... Lithuania..........ride....bicycle?"  From the look 
on his face, I anticipated his next statement was going to be, "You.......nuts," but he didn't say it.  
 
Instead, he smiled through the stubble on his face and said, "USA Good." 
 
I smiled back at him.  "Thank you.  And Lithuania is very good also.  I like Lithuania very much.  Oh, and is 
there a guest house anywhere in town?"  
  
He looked down and thought for a moment...then said, "my friend....house." 
I didn't know what the man meant.  Did he mean his friend had a guest house or was he inviting me to crash at 
his friend's house unannounced?  Perhaps we should give the friend a head's up that company was coming. 
 
".....Not....far.  We walk......follow....no problem....you ok......"  I really wasn't too keen on following this man, 
but figured I had nothing to lose....well, it did cross my mind that he could lead me to a remote area and knock 
me over the head and go through my pockets......but that really didn't seem likely.  We walked for some distance 
before I decided to stop wasting time and politely but firmly take my leave.  I had a long ride ahead of me to get 
to the next hotel and it was already getting dark.  My new friend must have sensed my growing discomfort. 
 
"Fifty meters," he said, holding up five fingers.  I didn't know what really to expect, but it was only fifty meters 
away so I decided to see it through. 
 
"My friend......house." said the man, pointing to a lovely, white brick house on the edge of town.  His friend was 
living quite well.   
 
We trudged across the lawn, me pushing my bike.  The lady of the house stepped outside to water some flowers 
and seemed a bit unsettled as we walked by just a few feet from her patio.   The friend was in the backyard 
cleaning out the back of a passenger van.  They spoke and his friend pulled a phone out of his pocket and made 
a call.  I hoped it wasn't the police.  Only a minute or so later the next door neighbor was coming into the yard 
with her sixteen year old son.   The son would be the English translator, but like all sixteen year olds 
everywhere, he looked like he wanted to be anywhere else.  
 
In short order a small crowd had gathered and there seemed to be a lot of conversation going on.  I didn't 
understand a word of it which made me feel a bit self conscious.  But I smiled a lot and everyone else did, too, 
so things seemed to be going well.   The sixteen year old explained to me that his mother owned a brand new 
guesthouse in town and gave me directions where to find it.  She would meet me there and open it up.  I was the 
only guest that evening and would have the entire house to myself.  I thanked all of them, but I also went to the 
older man who had led me there, smiled and shook his hand, expressing my appreciation in a way I hope he 
understood.  It was clear now that he had led me to someone who would know how to help me. 
 
When something goes wrong on a bike trip, it seems like someone always appears to make things right.  These 
people are known as road angels.  I had just met another one. 
 
 
 



 


