
Travels	of	Mrs	Dog

2018	and	2019

by	Robert	and	Molly	Hillery

For	Sammy

Thank	you	for	traveling

with	us,	Mrs	Dog

from

Grandma	and	Granddad
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The	past	two	years	have	once	again	been	very	busy	for	Mrs	Dog	and	her	travels	with

Grandma	and	Granddad.	There	have	been	many	trips	to	countries	around	the	world,

several	driving	trips	within	the	United	States,	and	three	cruises.	Some	of	the	countries

visited	were	for	a	second	(or	third)	time,	some	were	new	and	many	provided	new

experiences.	All	were	interesting!

In	addition	to	North	and	South	America,	three	other	continents	(Africa,	Europe	and	Asia)

were	visited	and	more	than	150,000	miles	were	covered	by	airplane,	ship,	train,	bus	and

car.	

So,	there's	a	lot	to	cover	in	this	final	book	of	travels.	Let's	get	started	with	our	first	trip	-	to

Cyprus	and	Greece.	As	you	can	see,	both	countries	are	in	the	Eastern	Mediterranean	Sea

and	we	actually	flew	from	the	United	States	to	Athens,	in	Greece,	before	continuing	on	to

Larnaka	in	Cyprus.

Mediterranean	Sea

In	both	countries,	we	chose	to	stay	in	just	one	location,	rather	than	moving	from	city	to	city

every	few	days.	Cyprus	is	small	enough	that	we	could	see	everything	on	the	island	from	our

base	in	Larnaka	through	the	use	of	a	rental	car.	In	Greece,	we	stayed	in	the	center	of

Athens	and,	in	addition	to	visiting	ancient	sites	in	that	city,	we	took	day	trips	out	on	guided

bus	tours.	
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On	our	first	full	day	in	Larnaka,	we	walked	on	the	sea	front	into	the	city	itself.	It	was

a	pleasant	walk	with	lovely	views	of	the	Mediterranean	Sea	(and	we	found	a

Starbucks!)	but	the	main	attraction	in	town	was	our	visit	to	the	Church	of	St	Lazarus.

The	Church		is	named	for	the	New	Testament	figure	Lazarus	of	Bethany,	the	subject

of	a	miracle	recounted	in	the	Gospel	of	John,	in	which	Jesus	raises	him	from	the	dead.

According	to	Orthodox	tradition,	sometime	after	the	Resurrection	of	Christ,	Lazarus

was	forced	to	flee	Judea	because	of	rumored	plots	on	his	life	and	came	to	Cyprus.	He

was	appointed	as	the	first	Bishop	of	Kition	(present-day	Larnaka).	He	is	said	to	have

lived	for	thirty	more	years	and	on	his	death	was	buried	there	for	the	second	and	last

time.	The	church	was	erected	over	Lazarus'	tomb	in	the	late	9th	to	early	10th

centuries.

The	Church

of	St

Lazarus	and

his	tomb

Our	Hotel

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Testament
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lazarus_of_Bethany
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gospel_of_John
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jesus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Orthodox_Church
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Resurrection_of_Christ
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Judea
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bishop
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What	has	Grandma	found??

On	the	second	day,	we	drove	from	Larnaka	and,	about	15	miles	east	of	Limassol,	we	made	our	first	stop	at	the	ancient	ruins	of	Amatheus.	The	area	under	an

archaeological	dig	covers	quite	a	span	in	time	and	includes	a	number	of	settlements	dating	back	to	about	1100	BC	and	including	Greek,	Roman	and	Medieval

sites.	The	major	areas	that	we	saw	were	the	Agora	(marketplace)	and	the	Temple	of	Aphrodite	(the	second	most	important	of	her	monuments,	in	this	her	country).

Further	up	the	hillside	is	the	site	of	the	Acropolis	but	we	chose	not	to	make	the	climb	when	we	saw	that	very	little	can	be	seen	even	today	after	extensive

excavation.

Amatheus	was	built	on	the	coastal	cliffs	overlooking	a	natural	harbor.	Phoenicians,	Greeks	and	Levantines	came	here	and	a	temple	was	built,	which	became	a

worship	site	devoted	to	Aphrodite,	in	her	particular	local	presence	as	Aphrodite	Amathusia,	along	with	a	bearded	male	Aphrodite	called	Aphroditos.		Cyprus	is

still	regarded	as	Aphrodite’s	home.		

	We	spent	about	1	½	hours	slowly	wandering	amongst	the	ruins	and	admiring	the	detective	work	involved	in	putting	together	even	this	small	piece	of	a	much

larger	jig-saw	puzzle.	There	are	still	hundreds	of	pieces	on	the	ground	and	work	is	continuing	but	today	we	were	able	to	get	a	reasonable	impression	of	what

must	have	been	a	magnificent	area	2000-3000	years	ago.	

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aphrodite
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Amathusia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aphroditos
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Mrs	Dog	(and	friends!)	at

the	Temple	of	Aphrodite
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From	the	Temple	we	drove	into	Limassol	and	saw	the	Medieval	castle	with	dozens	of	ancient

stone	artifacts	from	the	old	city	and	around	the	area	–	just	laid	on	the	ground	surrounding	the

castle	itself.	There	was	even	a	large	mosaic	which	Mrs	Dog	found.	We	made	a	short	walk	to

the	Cathedral,	which,	although	dating	only	from	the	1800s,	was	very	ornately	decorated	in	the

Orthodox	style.	On	the	walk	there	we	passed	a	mosque	which	the	guidebook	pointed	out	was

still	in	use	by	a	population	of	Turkish	Cypriot	Moslems.	Apparently,	there	is	considerable

“cross-border”	mixing	in	many	cities,	despite	the	island	being	almost	all	Greek	in	the	South

and	Turkish	in	the	North.	(More	on	that	later).

Limassol
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We	took	one	full	day	for	a	visit	to	Nicosia,	less	than	one	hour	from	Larnaka	by	car.	Nicosia	is	the	capital	of	Cyprus	but,	like	Berlin,	Vienna	and	others	after

World	War	II,	it	is	a	divided	city	with	a	narrow	buffer	zone	between	the	southern	(Greek)	and	northern	(Turkish)	side.	In	the	view	of	the	“southerners”,	the

northern	third	of	the	island	is	“occupied”	by	the	Turkish	army	and	there	is	fundamentally	a	cease-fire	that	has	existed	for	over	45	years.	The	conflict	dates	to	the

independence	of	Cyprus	from	Britain	and,	as	seems	to	have	happened	in	so	many	cases	when	independence	is	gained,	the	various	factions	held	together	by	the

ruling	country	begin	to	assert	their	authority	and	conflict	arises.	So,	Nicosia	is	an	interesting	city!!	

Nicosia	is	the	largest	city	on	the	island	of	Cyprus.	Nicosia	is	the	capital	and	seat	of	government	of	Cyprus,	and	as	such	is	the	farthest	southeast	of	all	EU

member	states'	capitals.	It	has	been	continuously	inhabited	for	over	4,500	years	and	has	been	the	capital	of	Cyprus	since	the	10th	century.	The	Greek	Cypriot

and	Turkish	Cypriot	communities	of	Nicosia	segregated	into	the	south	and	north	of	the	city	respectively	in	1963.	This	division	became	a	militarized	border

between	the	Republic	of	Cyprus	and	Northern	Cyprus	after	Turkey	invaded	the	island	in	1974,	occupying	the	north	of	the	country,	including	northern	Nicosia.

Today	North	Nicosia	is	the	capital	of	Northern	Cyprus,	a	state	recognized	only	by	Turkey	and	is	considered	to	be	occupied	Cypriot	territory	by	the	international

community.	

We	had	to	show	our	passports	at	both	sides	of	the	“buffer	zone”	but	the	process	went	rather	quickly,	and	we	were	soon	in	the	Turkish	speaking	and	Moslem

Cyprus.	The	area	had	changed	significantly	since	our	last	visit	about	15	years	ago	and	both	sides	of	the	border	had	lots	of	shops	along	the	narrow	streets.	The

northern	side	is	clearly	less	affluent,	and	the	roads	and	sidewalks	are	more	in	need	of	repair	but	there	seems	to	have	been	significant	improvement	since	our

earlier	visit.	

		

	We	visited	three	“highlights”	from	the	guidebook.	First	was	Selimeye	Mosque	that	had	been	converted	from	a	church	in	the	16th	century.	The	outside	still

looked	more	like	a	church	than	a	mosque,	except	for	the	two	minarets	that	had	been	added,	but	the	inside	was	the	carpeted,	unadorned	open	space	typical	of

mosques.	It	is	an	impressive	building,	however,	for	either	faith	and	sits	in	a	quiet	tree-lined	square.	Next	was	Atatürk	Square.	There	wasn’t	much	to	distinguish

it	from	the	surrounding	area	except	a	15th	century	Venetian	column	and	what	appeared	to	be	civic	buildings	on	three	sides.	Atatürk	was	the	leader	of	the	newly

independent	Turkey	in	the	1930s	and	introduced	the	secular	state	almost	overnight.	We	recall	that	he	was	still	highly	revered	on	our	visit	to	Turkey	and	clearly

has	a	following	here	in	Cyprus.	Finally,	we	stopped	at	the	“fort”.	This	is	now	(and	apparently	always	was)	a	small	stone-walled	courtyard	which	today	houses

two	levels	of	boutique	shops	and	cafes.	It	is	difficult	to	see	how	it	could	have	been	of	military	use,	except	that	it	is	built	of	hefty	stone	blocks,	and	is	too	small	to

be	anything	but	the	shopping	area	that	it	is.	

		

Before	crossing	back	into	“Greek”	Cyprus	we	had	a	coffee	and	some	baklava	sitting	outside	in	the	warm	(mid-eighties)	sunshine.	It	was	a	short	but	pleasant

visit	to	the	Turkish	side	and	another	reminder	of	how	easily	a	country	can	be	divided	–	and	remain	so	for	decades.	We	read	that	talks	of	unification	are	ongoing

so	perhaps	there	is	hope	of	a	single	country	once	more.	

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cyprus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Member_state_of_the_European_Union
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Member_state_of_the_European_Union
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/North_Nicosia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Northern_Cyprus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Turkish_invasion_of_Cyprus
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Nicosia

Top	left:	Busy	shopping	street

Bottom	left:	Atatürk	Square	and	Monument

Above:	Church	converted	to	a	Mosque
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On	the	day	after	visiting	the	relatively	modern	city	of	Nicosia,	we	went	to	Choirokoitia	Village,	a	9000-year-old	settlement	built	into	the	hillside	overlooking

the	Moroni	River.	Apparently,	the	area	had	been	inhabited	even	earlier	by	peoples	from	the	mainland	(Middle	East?)	who	had	eventually	become	entirely

separated	from	their	homeland	and	began	to	build	permanent	homes.	They	were	obviously	skilled	in	working	with	stone	and	built	(mostly)	round	buildings,

ranging	in	diameter	up	to	about	12	feet	and	as	much	as	10	feet	tall.	Inside	and	out	were	coated	with	a	plaster	to	give	a	smooth	finish	and	the	roof	was	timber	and

straw.	Near	the	entrance	to	the	site	(which	is	still	part	of	an	ongoing	dig)	were	a	few	homes	reconstructed	to	show	exactly	how	they	were	built	and	finished

inside	and	out.	They	are	shown	in	the	top	left	photo.

	From	the	reconstructions	it	was	a	steep	climb	up	a	well-made	path	and	stone	staircase	which	essentially	went	along	what	had	been	the	first	outer	wall	of	the

village.	As	the	area	became	more	populated,	additional	homes	were	built	outside	this	wall	but	within	a	larger	diameter	outer	wall	which	reached	ten	to	fifteen

feet	tall	in	places.	Eventually,	they	did	away	with	the	wall	altogether	and	the	village	spread	further	across	the	hillside.	

The	homes	were	built	very	close	together	with	narrow	“streets”	(about	two	feet	wide)	and	drainage	channels	engineered	into	the	complex.	It	was	a	masterful

engineering	and	construction	job	and,	although	similar	to	other	sites	in	Scotland	and	Corsica	that	we	have	visited,	is	all	the	more	impressive	being	built	on	a

steep	hillside	–	and	9000	years	ago!	

We	climbed	all	the	way	to	the	top	of	the	village	(almost	½	mile)	and	admired	the	homes	and	other	aspects	of	the	civilization	from	the	pathway,	getting	almost	a

bird’s	eye	view	as	we	approached	the	top.	We	returned	to	the	entrance	via	the	Archaeological	Trail,	which	meandered	down	the	other	side	of	the	hill.	Even	here,

there	were	additional	homes	and	evidence	that	excavations	were	still	in	progress.	It	was	very	well	done	and	signed	and	worthy	of	its	UNESCO	site	recognition.	
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Not	quite	as	old,	but	still	very	interesting,	was	the	ancient	Roman	city	of	Paphos.	The	city	was	a	major	outpost	of	Rome	(it	almost	sounded	like	it	was	the

second	city	of	the	empire)	and,	as	such,	was	home	to	important	government	personnel	–	and	their	luxurious,	large	houses.	Most	famous	in	these	sprawling

homes	(some	with	as	many	as	100	rooms)	are	the	amazing	mosaics	that	adorned	almost	every	level	surface.	It	is	said	that	these	are	perhaps	the	most

significant	Roman	period	mosaics,	second	only	to	some	found	in	Syria,	and	are	among	the	best-preserved	in	the	world.	

We	spent	about	two	hours	walking	“through”	the	homes	and	admiring	the	mosaics	depicting	life	in	the	area	and,	particularly,	scenes	involving	gods	and

goddesses	from	the	Hellenic	period.	It	was	interesting	that	the	mosaics	were	installed	in	the	100BC	to	500	AD	period	of	the	Roman	Empire	but	depicted

almost	exclusively	Greek	mythology.	Whatever	the	period	and	the	stories	presented,	the	artwork	was	amazing	and	exquisitely	detailed	with	many	of	the

finer	pieces	made	up	of	less	than	¼	inch	square	“tiles”,	the	smaller	the	colored	tile,	the	more	advanced	the	artist.	

Excavation	continues	and	some	of	the	more	important	pieces	have	been	exposed	and	covered	over	by	stone	or	wooden	canopies	for	protection	from	the

elements.	Still	others	have	been	examined	and	recorded	and	then	covered	over	with	sand	and	small	stones	for	protection	–	presumably	with	a	plan	to

expose	them	again	when	suitable	housing	is	built.	

The	Roman	City

of

Paphos
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As	we	have	said,	the	southern	part	of	Cyprus	is	predominantly	Greek	Orthodox	Christian,	whereas	the	north	is	mostly	Moslem.	However,	it	wasn’t	always

this	way	and	one	of	the	more	famous	sites	we	visited	in	the	south	was	the	Hala	Sultan	mosque.	

It	is	said	to	be	the	third	or	fourth	holiest	Islam	site	(depending	on	who	you	talk	to	and,	it	seems,	whether	you	are	Shia	or	Suni)	and	was	built	in	the	7th

century.	Apparently,	the	aunt	of	Mohamed	died	here	as	a	result	of	an	accident	and	a	mosque	was	built	on	the	spot.	There	have	been	several	buildings	on	this

site	over	the	years	and	there	are	some	ancient	(Neolithic)	ruins	nearby.	The	mosque	contains	the	tomb	of	Hala	Sultan.	

One	final	ancient	construction	that	we	saw	on	this	island	with	such	a	long

history,	was	a	Roman	aqueduct	that	was	built	to	bring	water	to	the	city	of

Larnaka	and	was	still	in	use	in	the	1960s	-	almost	2000	years	later!

Now	it's	on	to	Greece,	and	much	more	history.......
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After	one	week	on	the	island	of	Cyprus,	we	took	a	two	hour	flight	to	Athens,	the	capital	city	of	Greece.	As	you	know,	one	of	the	earliest	civilizations

was	the	Greek	era	around	1000	BC.	This	pre-dated	the	Roman	Empire	and	is	regarded	as	one	of	the	most	important	times	for	literature,	philosophy

and	science.

The	capital,	Athens,	where	we	stayed	is	on	the	western	side	of	the	mainland	of	Greece	and	quote	close	to	the	southern	tip	of	the	country.	In	addition,

Greece	has	many	islands	in	the	Mediterranean	Sea	which	are	very	beautiful	-	but	it	was	the	ancient	history	that	we	particularly	wanted	to	see.	and	there

can't	be	a	better	place	to	start	than	in	the	city	of	Athens.	Perhaps	the	most	important	site	in	this	city,	which	is	full	of	Greek	and	Roman	ruins,	is	the

Acropolis,	where	we	spent	much	of	our	first	day.

The	Acropolis	of	Athens	is	an	ancient	citadel	located	on	a	rocky	outcrop	above	the	city	of	Athens	and	contains

the	remains	of	several	ancient	buildings	of	great	architectural	and	historical	significance,	the	most	famous

being	the	Parthenon.	The	word	acropolis	is	from	the	Greek	words	ἄκρον	(Akron,	"highest	point,	extremity")

and	πόλις	(polis,	"city").	Although	the	term	acropolis	is	generic	and	there	are	many	others	in	Greece,	the

significance	of	the	Acropolis	of	Athens	is	such	that	it	is	commonly	known	as	"The	Acropolis"	without

qualification.	During	ancient	times	it	was	known	also	more	properly	as	Cecropia,	after	the	legendary	serpent-

man,	Cecrops,	the	first	Athenian	king.	

While	there	is	evidence	that	the	hill	was	inhabited	as	far	back	as	the	fourth	millennium	BC,	it	was	Pericles	

(c.	495	–	429	BC)	in	the	fifth	century	BC	who	coordinated	the	construction	of	the	site's	most	important	present

remains	including	the	Parthenon,	the	Propylaia,	the	Erechtheion	and	the	Temple	of	Athena	Nike.	The

Parthenon	and	the	other	buildings	were	damaged	seriously	during	the	1687	siege	by	the	Venetians	during	the

sixth	Ottoman-Venetian	War	when	gunpowder	being	stored	there	was	hit	by	a	cannonball	and	exploded.	

There	has	been	a	lot	of	reconstruction	work	done	in	the	past	20	years	since	our	first	visit	but	obviously	it	is	a	never-ending	project	to	attempt	to	put	all

the	pieces	together	and/or	make	new	sections.	The	Parthenon	had	been	totally	destroyed	in	the	1600s	(to	the	point	where	essentially	nothing	was	left

standing)	so	it	is	difficult	to	imagine	the	work	involved	in	any	attempt	at	re-building.	There	have,	of	course,	been	other	times	when	major	destruction

has	occurred	(both	man-made	and	natural)	so	there	will	never	be	a	shortage	of	work	to	do	on	this	most	famous	site	in	Athens	–	perhaps	one	of	the	most

recognizable	in	the	world.	

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Citadel
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Athens
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ancient_Greek_architecture
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parthenon
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Acropolis
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Greece
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Snake
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cecrops_I
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pericles
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parthenon
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Propylaia
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Erechtheion
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Temple_of_Athena_Nike
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Republic_of_Venice
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Of	course,	the	Parthenon	is	not	the	only	building	on	the

Acropolis.	There	are	amphitheaters,	one	of	which	could	seat

6000	people,	and	a	small	temple	dedicated	to	the	goddess

Nike	("Victory").	(Right	photo)

There	is	also	the	Erechtheion,	a	Temple	dedicated	to	both

Athena	and	Poseidon	and	decorated	with	the	famous

Caryatids.	We	shall	see	these	statues	at	a	closer	range	when

we	visit	the	museum	later	in	the	visit.

And.........	there	are	LOTS	of	pieces	still	waiting	to	be	placed

in	their	proper	place.	Many	of	these	have	been	numbered,

ready	for	re-assembly	and	Mrs	Dog	seemed	ready	to	start

building!
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We	were	up	early	on	our	second	day	in	Athens	as	we	were	being	picked	up	for	our	day-long	tour	soon	after	8am.	We

drove	northwest	out	of	Athens	along	the	Aegean	coast	to	our	first	stop	at	the	Corinth	Canal.	This	deep	trench	(80	feet

wide	at	the	bottom	and	4	miles	in	length)	was	built	in	the	1800s	to	provide	a	waterway	between	the	Aegean	and	Ionian

Seas,	and	making	redundant	the	roadway	that	had	previously	been	used	(after	unloading	ships’	contents	at	one	end,

dragging	everything	overland,	and	re-loading	at	the	other	end).	It	is	a	very	deep	cut	(several	hundred	feet)	and	must

have	been	quite	a	challenge	to	dig	150	years	ago.	I	suppose	one	measure	of	the	difficulty	is	that	the	Romans	tried	when

they	had	conquered	Greece	but	gave	up	–	and,	as	we	have	seen	here	and	in	so	many	places	–	there	is	little	that	defeated

the	Romans	when	it	came	to	engineering	and	building.	

From	Corinth,	we	drove	another	hour	through	some	beautiful	countryside	to	our	first	major	site,	that	of	the	Acropolis

of	Mycenae.	Mycenae	was	one	of	the	earliest	major	centers	of	Greek	civilization	and	was	the	home	of	the	King

Agamemnon,	who	reputedly	waged	the	war	against	Troy	(successfully).	He	was,	however,	a	ruthless	person	and	had

killed	his	daughter	before	setting	out	to	war.	This	ultimately	led	to	his	being	killed	when	he	returned	to	Mycenae	and

his	tomb	is	one	of	the	highlights	of	the	visit	to	this	site.	

The	Acropolis	here	is	much	smaller	than	the	one	in	

Athens	and	our	guide	gave	us	an	excellent	description	

as	to	why	this	one	in	particular	(rather	than	several	

larger	ones	in	the	area)	was	selected	for	the	center	of	

the	city.	In	fact,	she	gave	us	an	amazing	amount	of	

information	on	“everything”	Greek	and	presented	it	with	

a	real	respect	for	the	difficulty	in	getting	the	facts	on	

happenings	of	3000	or	more	years	ago.	
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We	spent	about	an	hour	walking	up	the	hill	and	finding	a	pathway	down	the	back	side	which

eventually	led	to	the	main	entrance,	which	has	two	lions	carved	on	a	huge	stone	slab.	We

wondered	why	lions	would	be	used	as	there	are	none	now	in	Greece.	Mrs	Dog	went	to	check	the

information	board	and	then	ran	away	to	hide!

	The	tomb	of	Agamemnon,	which	is	a	huge	dome	about	fifty	feet	in	height,	was	located	just

outside	the	village,	built	into	the	hillside	and	very	much	reminiscent	of	others	we	have	seen	in

Ireland	and	Scotland.	

		

From	Mycenae	we	drove	to	a	stop	for	lunch	and	then	on	to	the	town	of	Nafplio.	This	had	been

the	first	capital	of	Greece	after	independence	from	the	Ottoman	Empire	in	1834	–	but	for	only

one	year	before	Athens	took	over.	It	was,	however,	an	interesting	and	attractive	town	with	a

history	from	ancient	times	(there	is	an	acropolis	settlement)	to	being	occupied	(and	fortified)	by

the	Venetians	and	by	the	Turks.	It	sits	right	on	the	water	of	the	Aegean	and	has	two	steep

hillsides	on	which	are	the	Venetian	and	Mycenaean	fortifications.	We	had	only	about	45	minutes

but	we	were	able	to	stroll	the	quaint	streets	of	the	old	town	and	watch	the	hundreds	of	locals

and	tourists	enjoying	the	sun	and	a	late	lunch.	
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Our	final	stop	was	at	the	ancient	Greek	city	of	Epidaurus	which,	once	again,	had	a	huge	archaeological	site	(which	we	didn’t	have	time	to	explore)	and	an

amazing	amphitheater	built	into	the	hillside.	This	was	the	major	reason	for	our	visit	to	Epidaurus	and	was	well	worth	the	climb	up	the	hill.	The	amphitheater

is	amazingly	well	preserved	with	much	of	the	original	stone	work	in	place	and	the	rest	very	well	restored	to	blend	with	the	old.	It	had	been	built	originally	in

400BC	but	was	expanded	to	provide	more	seating	200	years	later	and	the	guide	made	the	point	that	it	was	simply	enlarged	without	interfering	with	the

original	structure	–	and	maintaining	the	excellent	acoustics	of	the	former.	It	is	said	to	have	some	of	the	best	acoustics	in	the	world	and	our	guide	attributed

this	to	a	number	of	factors,	including	the	limestone,	the	climate	and,	of	course,	the	design.	It	can	seat	over	12,00	people	and	is	used	to	this	day	for	summer

plays	and	concerts.	

A	group	of	schoolchildren	had	gathered	in	the	upper	seats	of	the	amphitheater;	perhaps	a	show	was	about	to	start??

The	next	day	we	took	an	afternoon	guided	tour	to	Cape	Sounion,	about	1	½	hours	

to	the	south	of	the	city.	Once	we	were	out	of	the	city	center	we	drove	along	the	

Aegean	coast,	mostly	at	sea	level	but	occasionally	climbing	to	a	few	hundred	feet	

above	the	water.	The	coastline	is	extremely	attractive	and	all	the	beaches	on	the	

route	were	well	populated	on	a	warm	Sunday	afternoon.	

The	main	attraction,	however,	at	the	extreme	southern	tip	of	the	peninsula	was	the	

Temple	of	Poseidon,	set	high	on	a	promontory	overlooking	the	Aegean	Sea	and	at	the

main	sea	lane	entry	to	Athens	and	other	cities	in	Greece.	The	spot	had	been	picked

for	a	city	in	ancient	times	as	a	defensive	measure	for	Athens,	but	it	also	served	as	a	major	transit	point	for	goods	being	imported	and	as	a	shipbuilding

port.	Hence	it	became	rather	prosperous	and	–	as	with	all	settlements	–	needed	a	god	to	both	protect	it	and	to	whom	appropriate	homage	could	be	paid.	It

is	no	coincidence	then	that	the	god	Poseidon	was	selected	for	this	temple	site,	which	is	much	smaller	than	the	Parthenon	in	Athens	but	equally	well

situated	and	held	similar	importance	in	the	several	centuries	BC.	
		

Without	trying	to	recall	the	myths	surrounding

Poseidon	and	Athena	(of	which	there	are	many)	suffice

it	to	say	that	both	gods	competed	for	naming	the	city

that	we	now	know	as	Athens.	Obviously,	Athena	won

that	particular	round,	but	Poseidon	was	given	–

amongst	other	accolades	and	trophies	–	the	perhaps

equally	important	job	of	defending	Athens	and	the

entire	area	from	this	spot	at	Cape	Sounion.	In	fact,	it

would	appear	that	both	Poseidon	and	Athena	shared

similar	positions	amongst	the	deity	and	in	both	Athens

and	here	at	Sounion	there	are	temples	to	both	–	but

obviously	only	one	city	name	that	we	recognize	today!	
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On	our	final	day	in	Athens	we	spent	the	majority	of	it	in	the	Acropolis	Museum.	This	is	a	relatively	new	(and	very	modern)	structure	built	at	the	base	of	the

Acropolis	and	is	dedicated	entirely	to	that	site,	its	history	and	development,	and	most	importantly	to	house	its	treasures.	

	The	whole	of	the	third	floor	of	the	museum	is	built	to	the	same	measurements	as	the	Parthenon	but	has	an	additional	30	feet	wide	walkway	all	around	it	such

that	visitors	can	see	what	had	once	been	the	frieze	and	porticoes	of	the	original	building.	

The	“new”	frieze	includes	original	pieces	where	they	are	available	and	plaster	copies	where	originals	have	gone	missing	(many	in	the	British	Museum,	thanks

to	the	pillaging	Lord	Elgin)	such	that	the	eye	really	sees	the	works	of	art	as	they	were	(without	any	color,	as	they	would	have	had	in	400	BC)	and	in	the	same

relative	position	to	those	of	the	original.	

Obviously,	it	would	have	been	easy	enough	to	put	the	original	bits	in	place	and	leave	gaps	or,alternatively,	to	build	the	whole	thing	with	the	plaster	castings.

But	someone	chose	to	provide	a	mixture	(which	might	have	been	an	interesting	debate	to	attend	when	the	decision	was	being	made)	and	has	the	added	benefit

that	“old”	pieces	can	replace	the	plaster	replicas	as	they	are	unearthed	in	ongoing	excavations	–	or	when	the	British	decide	Greece	should	be	the	home	for

these	features	of	antiquity.	

Do	you	recall	the	temple	on	the	Acropolis	with	the	statues	of	goddesses	(Caryatids)	on	one	corner?	Well,	those	on	the	hill	were	reproductions	but	in	the

museum	are	the	originals	-	or,	at	least,	most	of	them

The	museum	is	extremely	well	laid	out	and	with	its	fine	collection,	some	great	video	and	digitally	enhanced	displays,	and	lots	of	descriptive	wording	for	each

piece.	It	is	well	worth	a	visit	and	provides	a	wonderful	enhancement	to	the	visit	to	the	Acropolis	site,	clearly	visible	from	almost	anywhere	in	the	museum.

Just	one	more	thing	before	we	leave	Greece.	Athens	is	the	capital	city	and,	as	such,	is	the	home	of	the	President	and	the	Presidential	Palace.	The	palace	sits

in	a	very	commanding	location	overlooking	the	main	square	in	the	city	(and,	incidentally,	where	our	hotel	was)	and	is	guarded	by	soldiers	who	are	on	duty

24	hours	a	day.	Obviously,	they	work	in	shifts	(perhaps	a	few	hours	on	duty)	and,	as	with	many	similar	places	around	the	world,	the	"Changing	of	the

Guard"	is	an	interesting	ceremony.	New	guards	are	marched	in,	they	take	the	place	of	the	"old"	guards,	and	they	are	marched	out	for	their	period	of	rest.

What	makes	the	ceremony	in	Athens	

even	more	interesting	is	the	unusual	

dress	that	they	presidential	guards	

wear	and	the	even	more	unusual	

march	that	they	use.	It's	an	interesting

way	to	say	Goodbye	to	Greece.	

We	are	leaving	Greece,	but	not	

leaving	Europe	as	our	next	trip	

begins	in	England.
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Although	Grandma	and	Granddad	had	sailed	across	the	Atlantic	Ocean	(many	years	ago)	they	had	never

taken	a	ship	that	stopped	at	various	locations	as	it	sailed	between	Europe	and	America.	So,	when	a	cruise

between	Norway	and	New	York	-	which	stopped	at	about	ten	different	places	-	became	available,	it	was	time

to	give	it	a	try.	The	cruise	would	start	in	Bergen,	Norway,	so	a	few	days	there	before	sailing	would	be	nice.

Also,	since	the	apartment	in	England	(Sammy	may	remember	that)	was	almost	on	the	way,	we	all	planned	to

start	the	holiday	there.	In	early	September	we	flew	to	the	north	of	England	and	spent	almost	two	weeks

seeing	friends	and	family,	as	well	as	taking	walks	in	the	beautiful	countryside.	Then,	it	was	a	relatively	easy

flight	to	Bergen	to	see	some	of	Norway,	with	its	beautiful	fjords	and	mountains,	before	boarding	the	ship

that	would	take	us	across	the	North	Atlantic	Ocean.

In	Bergen,	we	walked	(mostly	in	the	rain)	along	the	harbor	and	through	the	town,	but	also	spent	one	full	day

taking	the	"Norway	in	a	Nutshell"	tour.	This	includes	traveling	by	train,	bus,	cog	railway	and	boat	to	see	the

fjords	and	the	countryside	in	the	western	part	of	Norway.

As	you	can	see,	it	was	very	wet	most	of	the	day	but	perhaps	you	can	also	see	how	beautiful	the	fields,

fjords	and	lakes	are,	as	well	as	the	snow-covered	mountains.	Perhaps	you	have	also	heard	of	the	troll,	a

mythical,	cave-dwelling	being	depicted	in	folklore	as	either	a	giant	or	a	dwarf,	typically	having	a	very	ugly

appearance.	These	are	common	in	Norway	and	Mrs	Dog	couldn't	resist	making	friends	with	one	standing

outside	a	souvenir	shop!

Northern	Europe	and	the		Atlantic	Ocean
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At	one	stop	on	the	mountain	cog	railway,	as	passengers	disembark

on	the	viewing	platform	for	a	short	break,	a	mysterious	woman

with	long	hair	and	a	red	dress	emerges	from	the	forest,	dancing	to

a	Norwegian	folk	song.	She	is	the	Huldra,	an	elusive	forest	spirit

from	Norse	mythology.	According	to	local	folklore,	she	lures	men

into	the	woods		-	but	here	the	Huldra	is	actually	an	act	by	students

from	the	Norwegian	Ballet	School.	It's	still	quite	a	surprise	to	see

this	figure	emerge	from	the	hillside	and,	after	a	brief	dance,

disappear	into	the	ground	again.

After	an	interesting,	but	wet,	two	days	in	Bergen,	we	boarded	the	Viking	Star	for

our	Transatlantic	crossing.

The	first	stop	on	our	cruise	was	in	the	Shetland	Islands	(sound	familiar?).	The	weather	here	was	better	than

any	we	had	seen	since	late	in	our	stay	in	England:	mostly	sunny	with	just	a	few	high	clouds.	It	was	still

cool	–	it	reached	about	50F	maximum	–	but	it	was	perfect	for	our	sightseeing	trips.	

The	first	took	us	by	bus	from	the	port	of	Lerwick	to	visit,	or	at	least	pass	by,	many	small	towns	and

villages	and	some	gorgeous	countryside.	Our	local	guide	was	excellent	and	he	gave	us	a	great	overview	of

Shetland,	from	crofting	to	the	oil	industry	and	a	real	sense	of	the	history	of	the	Islands.	Shetland	had	been

part	of	the	Norway-Dutch	Kingdom	until	the	late	1400s	when	the	Scottish	King	James	III	married	Princess

Margaret	of	Denmark	at	which	point	Shetland	and	Orkney	were	made	part	of	her	dowry	–	and	became

Scottish.	

The	Scandinavian	influence	and	Norse	Law	continued,	however,	and	even	today	there	seems	almost	a

stronger	connection	to	Norway	than	to	Scotland.	Certainly	the	connection	is	reflected	in	place	names	and

family	names.	

The	main	item	on	the	agenda	this	morning,	however,	was	a	visit	to	the

archaeological	site	of	Jarlshof	where	ruins	of	settlements	as	old	as	5000

years	are	found.	Interestingly,	the	name	of	the	site	was	given	by	Sir	Walter

Scott	when	he	visited	there	and	there	is	no	ancient	reason	for	its	name.	

Excavations	have	revealed	settlements	from	5000	years	ago	and	from

several	other	periods,	including	a	Viking	long	house	built	about	1000	years

ago.	The	excavations	have	been	carried	out	to	reveal	at	least	the

foundations	of	buildings	from	each	era	by	digging	deeper	to	the	oldest	and

less	deep	for	the	newer	settlements.	
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In	the	afternoon	we	had	another	bus	tour	(only	1	½	hours)	during	which

we	saw	more	of	the	beautiful	countryside	and	stopped	to	see	Shetland

ponies	brought	to	a	fenced	area	so	we	could	view	them	and	hear	a	short

talk	by	their	owner.	This	was	not	like	the	visit	that	Sammy	and	family	had

made	to	see	the	ponies,	but	we	enjoyed	seeing	them	on	our	trip.	It	would

appear	that	these	ponies	are	now	merely	tourist	attractions	and	no	longer

used	for	their	amazing	strength/size	ratio.	As	fewer	residents	become	less

likely	to	stay	on	Shetland	and	raise	the	animals,	one	wonders	how	long	it

will	be	before	they	become	endangered	or	extinct.	

We	had	experienced	a	short	shower	after	our	stop	to	view	the	ponies	but	it

was	sunny	again	by	the	time	we	arrived	back	on	the	ship	and	left	Lerwick

around	5pm.	

The	most	impressive	of	the	buildings	are	ancient	brochs,	round

stone	towers	built	as	high	as	forty	feet	and	in	which	it	is	believed

large	families	would	live	together.	There	are	a	number	of	theories	as

to	why	some	of	these	towers	were	so	tall	but	it	would	appear	that

communication	with	other	sites	on	nearby	islands	was	more

plausible	than	the	suggestion	that	it	was	a	defensive	motivation.	

The	actual	dwelling	space	(circular	and	up	to	15	feet	diameter)	is	so

similar	to	Skara	Brae	on	Orkney	as	well	as	to	sites	we	have	visited

on	Sardinia	and	Cyprus	that	it	prompts	the	question	of	ancient

connections	between	these	sites	and	others	throughout	Europe.	Our

guide	did	not	discuss	the	possibility	of	any	connection	and	perhaps

it	is	unlikely	as	the	occupation	time	of	each	varies	significantly.

Nevertheless,	it	is	amazing	to	see	just	how	building	techniques	have

been	replicated	over	a	broad	span	of	geography	and	time.

Our	itinerary	called	for	a	stop	the	next	day	on	the	Faroe	Islands	but	we	were	informed	by	the	captain

that	he	had	made	a	change	to	our	routing.	Very	strong	winds	and	high	seas	were	expected	between

Iceland	and	the	Faroes,	so	the	decision	had	been	made	to	sail	south	of	what	would	have	been	our

next	stop	and	then	go	due	west	to	avoid	the	worst	of	the	weather.	So,	since	Wednesday	was

scheduled	as	an	“At	Sea”	day,	we	now	were	about	to	have	two	full	days	(and	three	nights)	afloat	–

and	in	some	very	inclement	weather.	There	were	some	very	rough	patches	overnight	and	walking

around	the	ship	was	still	quite	a	challenge	during	the	morning.	At	noon,	the	captain	assured	us	that

things	would	get	better	and	that	we	would	be	on	time	in	Iceland	the	next	day.

We	were	up	early	on	Thursday	morning	in	order	to	be	ready	for	our	8	½	hour	tour

within	Iceland.	This	was	called	the	Golden	Circle	Excursion	and	we	thought	it	would	be

a	good	introduction	to	some	of	the	amazing	scenery	that	Iceland	has	to	offer.	Gtrandma

and	Granddad	had	spent	10	days	in	Iceland	on	our	own	in	2008	and	had	driven	around

much	of	the	island	but	we	were	convinced	that	a	second	visit	would	be	worthwhile.	

The	weather	was	kind	to	us	and	we	had	had	a	very	comfortable	night	before	waking	up

to	a	mostly	sunny	morning.	It	was	still	quite	cool	(about	45F)	but	we	were	prepared	for

such	temperatures.	

The	Viking	Star
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Our	first	stop	was	at	a	geothermal	installation	that	provided	both	hot	water	and	electricity	to	the	nearby	towns,	including	Reykjavik,	We	were	told	that	Iceland

was	powered	completely	on	renewable	energy;	hot	water	from	the	underground	providing	30%	of	all	needs	and	electricity	(again	generated	from	the	fast	flowing

streams)	the	balance.	Clearly	this	provides	a	lot	of	independence	and	they	are	very	proud	not	only	for	the	power	generated	but	also	for	the	“green”	aspect	to	their

power	supply.	

Next	we	visited	Gullfoss,	which	is	a	magnificent	waterfall	in	what	otherwise	appears	to	be	a	flat	plain.	The	water	drops	a	total	of	only	about	60	feet	but	has	a

broad	semicircular	opening	and	thus	can	be	compared	to	Niagara	Falls,	in	form	if	not	in	size.	We	also	had	a	good	lunch	nearby	before	driving	just	a	little	way	to

Geyser.	Here	there	is	a	big	thermal	area	(again,	not	as	vast	as	that	at	Yellowstone	but	impressive	in	its	own	right)	and	has	the	distinction	of	being	first	to	use	the

word	Geyser	to	denote	a	periodic	spouting	of	steam	from	below	ground.	This	one	is	on	a	schedule	such	that	an	eruption	occurred	at	least	3	times	during	our	short

stay,	although,	of	course,	not	all	spouts	are	created	equal.	
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Finally	we	went	to	what	had	been	the	original	site	of	the

Icelandic	Parliament,	first	formed	in	the	tenth	century	as	the

country	was	being	settled	by	the	Norse.	Parliament	met	here

from	its	founding	in	930AD	until	it	was	moved	to	Reykjavik

almost	900	years	later.	The	primary	reason	for	the	move	was

that	the	original	location	sat	right	between	the	North	Atlantic

and	the	Eurasian	Tectonic	Plates	and	earthquakes	were	not	only

frequent	but	dramatically	changed	the	landscape.	

At	the	spot	where	we	stopped	for	a	short	walk,	we	could	see	the

edge	of	both	plates,	now	divided	by	about	5Km	of	swamp	land.

It	is	estimated	that	the	two	plates	are	separating	at	the	rate	of

2cm	per	year	and	that	the	area	between	is	also	sinking.	Hence	a

gentle	flowing	river	that	we	saw	here	today	may	become	an

inland	lake.	It	was	fascinating	to	walk	along	a	path	built	up

against	the	edge	of	the	North	Atlantic	plate.	

We	then	returned	to	the	ship	for	the	evening	and	it	was	confirmed	that	we	will,	indeed,	be	here

in	port	another	day	with	a	hope	that	we	will	be	able	to	sail	sometime	on	Saturday.	Exactly	what

this	will	do	to	future	stops	is	still	up	in	the	air.	

It	was	cold	and	rainy	as	we	got	up	for	our	second	day	in	Reykjavik.	

We	had	been	able	to	book	an	afternoon	shore	excursion	so	we	left	at	1:15	for	a	bus	tour	of	the

city.	We	stopped	first	at	a	relatively	new	building	with	a	large	glass	dome	for	a	roof.	The

building	was	designed	as	an	exhibition	hall	(although	there	was	nothing	on	the	three	floors

today)	and	as	an	observation	deck	with	panoramic	views	of	the	city	–	on	a	clear	day!	We	did

venture	on	to	the	outside	observation	area	but	weren’t	out	for	very	long	as	the	wind	was	very

strong	and	it	was	difficult	to	remain	upright.	

Then	we	went	to	the	Lutheran	church	in	the	center	of	town.	It	is	a	very	large	church	(often

mistaken	for	a	cathedral)	and	the	tower	can	be	seen	throughout	the	city.	Inside,	the	space	is	big

but	spartan	with	little	in	the	way	of	decoration.	Perhaps	its	major	claim	to	fame	is	the	huge

organ.
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Outside	the	church	is	a	statue	of	Leif	Eriksson	(the	first	European	to

set	foot	on	North	American	soil)	which	was	donated	by	the	USA	to

commemorate	1000	years	of	the	Icelandic	Parliament.	

Our	final	stop	was	at	the	brand	new	concert	hall,	built	right	on	the

shore.	It	is	basically	two	offset	cubes	and	the	entire	surface	of	all	walls

is	glass.	We	went	inside	but	apparently	there	must	have	been	shows

(or	rehearsals)	in	progress	as	we	were	not	permitted	beyond	the

ground	floor	–	which	of	course	included	the	gift	shop!	

In	the	early	evening	we	were	given	the	“final”	word	on	what	we	would

see	(or	not)	in	the	following	days	sailing	west.	It	was	hoped	that	we

could	sail	along	the	scenic	Prince	Christian	Sound	and	we	may	be	able

to	land	at	the	nearby	Greenland	town	of	Nanortalik.	After	those

possibilities,	however,	there	were	to	be	no	further	stops	until	we

reached	Quebec	City,	the	day	before	disembarking	the	ship	in

Montreal.	

We	debated	the	value	of	what	would	be	essentially	five	days	at	sea	and

missing	more	of	the	shore	excursions	that	had	enticed	us	to	this	cruise

in	the	first	place.	Ultimately	we	decided	that	we	would	try	to	get	a

flight	home	from	Reykjavik.	So,	after	checking	possibilities,	we	opted

to	leave	the	ship	on	Saturday,	stay	one	more	night	in	Iceland	and	then

fly	directly	from	Reykjavik	to	Cincinnati.

The	part	of	Reykjavik	where	we	stayed	the	extra	night	was	much	more

“quaint”	than	anything	we	had	seen	on	our	bus	tour	from	the	ship	and

is	filled	with	old,	mostly	wood-construction	buildings,	often	painted	in

quite	vivid	colors.	It	is	the	Reykjavik	we	remember	from	our	last	visit

to	Iceland	ten	years	ago	although	we	had	difficulty	identifying	specific

places	we	had	seen	on	that	earlier	trip	–	except	Grandma	quite

excitedly	spotted	the	restaurant	where	she	had	first	eaten	puffin!

We	were	sad	to	leave	Iceland	and	the	rest	of	the	cruise,	but	we	felt	that

we	had	done	the	right	thing.	We	later	learned	that	there	was	indeed

only	one	short	stop	in	a	small	town	in	Greenland,	so	perhaps	we	didn't

miss	much	after	all.

So,	we	came	to	the	end	of	another	vacation.	It	was

shorter	than	we	had	planned	but	we	were	soon

preparing	for	our	next	big	trip	-	to	South	Africa!
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South	Africa

Grandma	and	Granddad	-	and	even	Mrs	Dog	-	have	visited	South	Africa	before	but	have	generally	spent	most	of	the	time	in	the	city	of	Cape	Town	and	the

surrounding	areas	in	the	southwest	of	the	country.	This	time,	however,	the	plan	was	to	drive	across	the	country	from	the	capital	Pretoria	all	the	way	to	Cape	Town.

To	be	more	correct,	since	South	Africa	has	three	capital	cities,	the	plan	was	to	drive	from	the	Administrative	Capital	(Pretoria),	via	the	Judicial	Capital

(Bloemfontein)	to	the	Legislative	Capital	(Cape	Town).	Unlike	the	United	States,	where	all	three	branches	of	government	are	headquartered	in	Washington	DC,

South	Africa	has	chosen	to	separate	them	geographically	as	well	as	in	name.	Do	you	suppose	that	keeps	them	from	fighting	one	another	all	the	time?

So,	we	flew	from	Cincinnati	to	Johannesburg,	the	largest	city	in	the	country,	and	picked	up	our	car	for	the	first	stay	in	Pretoria,	only	about	30	miles	away.

As	South	Africa’s	administrative	capital,	Pretoria	has	a	number	of	imposing	national	buildings,	museums	and	a	huge	university.	Unfortunately,	these	are	spread

over	quite	a	wide	area	and	–	unlike	virtually	every	other	capital	city	we	have	visited	–	the	city	has	no	Hop	On	Hop	Off	bus	service	nor,	in	fact,	much	in	the	way	of

organized	tours	within	the	city.	From	what	we	have	gathered,	if	you	want	to	visit	Pretoria	from	Johannesburg,	or	even	Cape	Town	(1000	miles	away!)	there	are

lots	of	tour	bus	opportunities,	but	staying	in	the	city	your	options	are	limited	to	walking.	

Our	hotel	was	close	to	the	very	impressive	Union	Building,	where	Nelson	Mandela	was	inaugurated	as	President	after	the	end	of	apartheid.	So,	our	plan	was	to

spend	some	time	in	and	around	that	site	after	walking	to	the	center	of	the	older	part	of	town,	Church	Square,	a	straight	shot	down	the	road	outside	our	hotel.	It

turned	out	to	be	a	much	longer	stroll	than	the	30	minutes	suggested	by	Google	and	had	little	to	offer	in	the	way	of	attractions	along	the	way.	However,	it	gave	us	a

chance	to	be	surrounded	by	the	sounds	of	the	people	that	make	up	this	town	and,	indeed,	all	of	South	Africa	based	on	our	experience.	

The	sidewalks	are	in	poor	repair,	litter	is	an	ever-present	phenomenon	and	the	air	is	filled	with	the	sound	of	horns	from	the	hundreds	of	mini-buses	that	dash	up

and	down	every	main	road.	This	is	the	transportation	for	most	and	the	drivers	solicit	customers	by	sounding	the	horn	at	every	potential	rider.	In	addition,	at	busy

intersections,	additional	employees	will	shout	for	custom,	presumably	giving	an	indication	of	where	the	bus	is	headed	–	and	how	many	more	can	be	crammed

inside.	

To	a	visitor,	this	untidiness,	hustle	and	noise	can	be	a	little	disconcerting	at	first	but	must	be	accepted	as	the	way	of	life	in	what	is	still	a	poor	country	with	massive

unemployment.	Not	that	this	is	reflected	in	the	people	themselves	who	are	certainly	among	the	most	pleasant	and	cheery	that	we	have	met	anywhere	and,	for	the

most	part,	seem	oblivious	to	the	conditions	around	them.	

On	our	walk,	we	passed	many	market	areas	where	sellers	had	set	up	stalls	selling	anything	and	everything.	We	also	passed	dozens	of	single-person	sellers	who

had	a	tray	or	table	top	filled	with	goods	that,	while	of	no	appeal	to	us,	presumably	would	find	a	buyer	at	some	point.	Despite	this,	and	a	large	number	of	people

who	simply	sat	in	the	shade	where	it	could	be	found,	we	saw	very	little	evidence	of	begging,	were	not	approached	and	felt	very	safe.	

When	we	finally	arrived	at	Church	Square,	we	were	pleased	that	we	had	made	the	trek.	The	very	large	open	area,	partly	filled	with	green	lawns,	was	surrounded

by	a	number	of	very	impressive	late	19th	century	buildings	and	in	its	center	was	a	statue	of	South	Africa’s	first	president,	Paul	Kruger.

Church	Square

Pretoria
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Statue	of	Paul	Kruger

First	President	of	South	Africa

(The	Kruger	Rand	is	now	the

name	of	a	famous	South	African

gold	coin)

The	First	Parliament	Building

.Amongst	the	buildings	we	identified	were	the	first	parliament,	the	courts	of	justice

(where	Mandela	and	others	were	sentenced	and	sent	to	Robben	Island),	the	central

post	office	and	a	number	of	other	fine	civic	buildings.	Absent	from	Church	Square

was	any	sign	of	a	church!	We	later	learned	that	there	had	been	a	thatched	roof	church

here	when	the	city	was	first	settled	and	when	the	only	other	signs	of	habitation	were

tents.	

We	followed	a	parallel	street	for	our	walk	back	to	the	hotel	on	what	by	now	was	a

very	hot	day.	Other	than	a	rather	magnificent	mosque	(fronted	by	a	gas	station!),	this

street	too	provided	little	of	interest	to	the	tourist	except	as	another	glimpse	of	life	in

urban	South	Africa.	The	walk	brought	us	directly	in	front	of	the	Union	Building

grounds	(Below)	but	by	this	time	we	had	walked	enough	(over	three	miles)	and	one	of

Grandma’s	shoes	had	split	(!)	so	we	headed	straight	to	the	lounge	in	the	hotel	for	a

cool	drink	and	a	sit	down.	

The	Union	Building

Mrs	Dog	relaxing	on	the	balcony
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Our		goal	for	the	second	day	in	Pretoria		was	to	visit	the	Cradle	of	Humankind,	which	meant		a	drive	out	of	the	city	This	is	an	enormous	complex	on	which	are

many	famous	archeological	sites,	all	leading	to	the	conclusion	that	this	part	of	Africa	was	indeed	where	we	all	came	from	about	200,000	years	ago.	The	most

recent	find	(only	about	15	years	ago)	,	and	perhaps	most	important,	was	of	fifteen	virtually	complete	skeletons	buried	deep	in	a	cave	which,	it	is	claimed,	add	to

the	mounting	proof	that	here	were	the	hominids	that	started	the	migration	“out	of	Africa”.	

The	cave	is	open	to	visitors	(although	I	doubt	that	the	site	of	the	finds	is	accessible	by	the	general	public	as	it	required	specially	selected	individuals	to	go	to	the

“burial	site”)	but	we	chose	to	forego	that	adventure	as	it	required	climbing	a	lot	of	steps	and	squeezing	through	some	narrow	and	low	passageways.	Instead,	we

spent	two	hours	in	the	recently	built	–	and	extremely	well	appointed	–	visitor	center	and	museum.	

The	major	part	of	the	center	(built	inside	a	mound	now	covered	with	grass)	covers	the	“working”	period	of	the	site,	which	actually	began	almost	100	years	ago

and	has	been	the	home	to	many	archeological	digs	throughout	the	period.		

The	story	is	told	in	commentary	by	many	of	the	leaders,	by

simulation	and	actual	footage	of	the	discoveries	and,	most

importantly,	with	the	actual	remains	of	Homo	Naledi,	a	now

extinct	form	of	hominid.	The	name	“Cradle	of	Humankind”	also

reflects	the	fact	that	the	very	first	hominids	were	found	in	this

area,	although	there	is	no	evidence	that	there	was	any

communication	between	the	species	as	evolution	took	place.	

The	painstaking	work	(not	to	mention	the	somewhat	dangerous

conditions	at	times)	is	told	in	substantial	detail	and	covers	the

methods	used	and	the	excitement	as	new	findings	were	made.

Altogether	it	makes	for	a	fascinating	look	at	the	science	–	and

guesswork	–	behind	what	is	now	widely	accepted	as	the

discovery	of	the	ancestors	of	ALL	of	us,	no	matter	where	we

now	inhabit	the	planet.	For	me	it	gave	substance	and	visual

evidence	that	complemented	a	book	I	had	read	recently	on	“The

History	of	the	World”	which	started	with	a	woman	called	Eve

leaving	the	African	continent	for	the	Middle	East	and	beyond.	

The	scientist	in	charge	of	the	large	majority	of	the	work	done

here	had	advertised	throughout	the	world	for	volunteers	to	do	the

hard	work	of	digging	and	cleaning	the	artifacts	found.	Often,	this

meant	crawling	through	narrow	spaces	and	going	deep

underground,	so	the	work	was	for	a	special	kind	of	person.	Guess

who	wanted	to	be	one.......

There	have	been	a	number	of	times	in	our	travels	where	we	have	visited	sites	of

immense	historical	interest	(Jerusalem	and	Hiroshima	come	to	mind	for	totally

different	reasons)	and	where	it	is	humbling	to	stand	exactly	(or	as	near	as	one	can

tell)	where	the	world-changing	events	took	place.	The	Cradle	of	Humankind	was

one	of	those.	
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Following	our	two	days	in	Pretoria,	we	drove	the	300	miles	from	Pretoria	to	Bloemfontein.	After

checking	out	around	10:30	we	drove	out	of	Pretoria	through	hilly	countryside	until	we	reached	the

conurbation	that	is	Johannesburg.	The	motorway	ran	around	an	inner	ring	road	and	the	traffic

moved	very	well	and	we	seemed	to	get	through	the	city	and	near	the	Soweto	Township	in	a

relatively	short	space	of	time.	Then	we	were	out	in	the	country,	which	at	this	point	–	and	for	most

of	the	way	–	was	what	we	would	have	labeled	savanna;	very	sparsely	populated	and	grassland	with

very	few	trees.	Cattle	grazed	on	some	of	the	land,	but	for	the	most	part	we	were	passing	through

almost	barren	land	and	very	little	cultivation.	

We	made	our	first	(and	only)	stop	at	a	motorway	service	area	shortly	after	we	had	crossed	from	the

Province	of	Gauteng	(Pretoria/Johannesburg)	into	the	Free	State	Province	(known	in	Grandma	and

Granddad's	schooldays	as	the	Orange	Free	State).	It	was	an	independent	Dutch	and	then	British

colony	but	became	part	of	the	Union	of	South	Africa	in	1910.	

The	roads	were	generally	excellent	and	well	over	half	the	distance	was	on	divided	highway	or	motorway,	marking	a	significant	change	from	our	last	cross-

country	drive	in	2004.	The	rest	of	the	road	was	generally	two	lanes	in	one	direction,	one	in	the	other,	alternating	every	few	miles	so	passing	slow-moving	trucks

(of	which	there	were	many)	was	usually	quite	straightforward	with	a	little	patience.	Drivers	were	generally	very	considerate	(although	there	were	a	few	too

impatient	to	wait	for	the	passing	lanes)	and	use	of	the	shoulder	was	accepted	as	an	extra	lane	to	keep	traffic	moving.	The	speed	limit	was	75	MPH	throughout,

except	through	small	urban	areas	and	construction.	

Altogether	it	was	an	interesting	drive	despite	the	long	stretches	of	what	could	be	called	“nothingness”.	However,	we	have	always	found	that	any	terrain	offers

something	worth	looking	at	and	this	long	drive	was	no	exception.	Merely	seeing	the	various	conveyances	and	the	roadside	population	(yes,	even	on	motorways

pedestrians	are	common	and	even	cross	the	road	where	it	is	convenient).	Again,	this	didn’t	seem	as	common	as	we	recalled	from	14	years	ago	but	then

motorways	and	vehicular	traffic	have	significantly	increased	in	that	time.	

It	was	late	afternoon	before	we	arrived	at	our	destination	of	Bloemfontein.	(Recall,	this	is	the	Judicial	Capital	of	South	Africa).

On	our	first	day	in	Bloemfontein,	we	drove	to	the	central	business	district	and	parked	at	a	convenient	spot	for	our	tour.	The	major	attractions	were	on	or	close	to

President	Brand	Street,	widely	acclaimed	as	one	of	the	most	beautiful	in	South	Africa,	perhaps	not	so	much	for	the	wide	avenue	itself	(although	there	were	a

number	of	trees	lining	the	sidewalks)	but	rather	for	the	magnificent	late	nineteenth	century	buildings.	

Indeed,	these	honey-colored	buildings	are	very	attractive	and	date	from	the	earliest	days	of	the	city,	which	had	been	founded	by	a	British	soldier	(under	orders

from	the	south)	as	the	Cape	Colony	was	trying	to	expand	further	north	in	the	country	and	keep	pace	with	the	Dutch.	At	that	time,	the	whole	region	(the	Orange

Free	State)	was	ruled	by	the	Boers	but	there	were	several	native-run	“kingdoms”	in	the	area.	Treaties	between	the	latter	and	the	British	threatened	Boer	rule	and

inevitably	led	to	the	Anglo-Boer	wars	later	in	the	century.	

We	actually	visited	the	oldest	building	in	Bloemfontein,	built	on	a	former	farm	and	used	as	a	school,	church,	the	first	parliament	building	and	eventually	a

museum.	Today	it	stands	as	an	annex	to	the	much	larger	National	Museum	(also	in	Bloemfontein)	and	we	were	given	a	very	interesting	private	tour	by	the

curator.	Several	of	the	earliest	British	residents	to	take	office	here	became	presidents	of	the	new	Orange	Free	State.	That’s	the	country	(as	it	was	then)	that	we

learned	about	in	grammar	school	and	which	is	now	the	Free	State	Province	of	South	Africa.	

The	first	parliament	building

(Raadsaal)	of	the	Orange	Free

State
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Following	our	walk	along	these	main	streets	we	went	to	a	very	modern	mall,	built	next	to	an

artificial	lake	(”Loch	Lomond”)	where	we	had	a	light	lunch	and	rested	our	feet	while	watching	the

world	go	by.	As	we	have	seen	in	most	restaurants	(and	even	this	small	coffee	shop)	most	of	the

clientele	are	White	whereas	by	far	the	majority	of	shoppers	here	were	Black	or	Colored.	The	mall

had	a	number	of	upscale	and	trendy	stores	and	seems	to	be	frequented	by	all	colors	–	as	well	as	by

many	groups	of	school	children	in	their	smart	uniforms	–	no	jeans	and	tee	shirts	here!	

After	lunch	we	went	back	to	the	car	(and	surprisingly	did	not	see	a	local	“watching”	it	and	looking

for	a	small	payment)	and	drove	about	20	minutes	to	the	top	of	Naval	Hill	where	there	is	now	a	huge

bronze	statue	of	Nelson	Mandela.	The	statue	can	be	seen	from	the	center	of	town	several	miles	away

and	stands	25	feet	tall.	It	depicts	a	younger	Mandela	than	others	we	have	seen	and	bears	a	number	of

quotations	in	its	granite	base.	It	is	an	amazing	memorial	to	an	amazing	individual	and	commands	the

most	prominent	site	in	the	city	with	views	of	the	otherwise	mostly	flat	terrain	in	all	directions.	It	also

faces	the	Methodist	Church	which	was	where	the	African	National	Congress	was	first	formed	in

1912.	

So,	that	ended	our	five	hours	of	touring	the	city	of	Bloemfontein	during	which	we	walked	about	3

miles,	learned	a	good	deal	about	the	city	and	the	Free	State	and	saw	some	magnificent	buildings.	A

great	day	out	and	probably	typical	of	our	favorite	ways	to	spend	vacation	time.

The	later	civic	buildings	(mostly	on	President	Brand	Street)	are	stone-built	(unlike	the	mostly	wood	and	thatch	–	with	a	cow	dung	floor	–	of	the	First	Raadsaal	we

had	visited)	and,	although	built	in	a	number	of	styles,	are	each	very	fine	examples	of	Victorian	masonry.	We	saw	some	with	towers	that	were	very	reminiscent	of

the	Union	Building	in	Pretoria,	although	that	was	erected	in	the	early	20th	century.	We	also	visited	the	Anglican	Cathedral	which	is	a	large	brick	building	with	a

beautiful	stone	font,	a	relatively	simple	altar	and	an	unusual	wooden	“sub	ceiling”.	

Some	of	the	government

buildings	in	Bloemfontein	with

the	South	Africa	Supreme

Court	(top	left	and	above!)

and	the	cathedral.
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On	our	second	day	in	Bloemfontein,	we	took	an	approximately	200	mile	round	trip	drive	to	Kimberley,	which	is	just	across	the	border	from	the	Free	State	in	the

Province	of	the	Northern	Cape.	The	drive	in	both	directions	(slightly	different	routes)	was	along	flat	lands	which	were	essentially	cattle	ranches	with	very	little

evidence	of	any	other	types	of	farming.	There	were	occasional	deer	ranches,	one	or	two	ostrich	farms	and	perhaps	a	dozen	safari	parks	or	game	reserves.	We

passed	through	two	or	three	small	towns	in	all	–	other	than	that	we	rarely	saw	other	people.	

The	plateau	was	broken	by	a	number	of	small	cone-shaped	hills	and	some	larger	flat-topped	mesas	but,	other	than	those,	the	ground	was	raised	only	at	the

thousands	of	termite	mounds	that	were	everywhere	on	both	sides	of	the	road.	We	read	that	there	were	a	number	of	Boer	War	battlefields	between	our	outbound	and

return	routes	but	we	saw	no	evidence	of	such,	except	a	sign	in	Kimberley	itself	that	indicated	a	war	dead	memorial.	

The	reason	to	visit	Kimberley,	of	course,	was	to	visit	the	“Big	Hole”,	the	largest	hand	dug	mine	in	the	world	and	the	site	of	the	DeBeer	Diamond	Mining	Company.

The	gold	rush	in	South	Africa	started	a	little	later	than	those	in	California	and	Australia	but	this	one	mine,	the	first	dig	beginning	in	1871,	had	produced	a	very	large

percentage	of	the	world’s	gold	and	some	of	its	more	famous	specimens	by	the	time	it	closed	in	1920.	

Since	we	last	visited	Kimberley	in	2005,	a	very	modern	visitor	center	and	museum	has	been	built	as	well	as	a	viewing	platform	way	above	the	hole	itself.	The

sheer	size	is	impressive	(1.6Km	circumference)	but	the	story	of	the	discovery,	the	granting	of	claims,	the	heroics	of	those	seeking	a	fortune	and,	finally,	the

amalgamation	into	the	DeBeers	single	operation	is	an	amazing	story	which	the	new	center	describes	in	great	detail.	It	is	also	the	story	of	some	of	the	world’s

richest	men	–	from	the	rather	modest	DeBeer	brothers	to	Cecil	Rhodes,	Ernest	Oppenheimer,	the	Rothschilds	and	JP	Morgan.	The	DeBeers	Company	was	founded

by	Cecil	Rhodes	(later	a	prime	minister	of	the	Cape	Colony)	and	it	held	an	essential	monopoly	for	gold	production	until	earlier	in	the	21st	century.	It	is	still	a	huge

multi-national	conglomerate	and	the	name	seems	synonymous	with	diamonds.	

	

Outside	the	center	and	along	the	rim

of	the	hole	is	a	small	“ghost	town”

made	up	of	buildings	and	equipment

of	the	early	mining	period,	which	is

very	reminiscent	of	many	Western	US

silver	and	gold	mining	towns	in	all

respects	–	stores,	bars	and	places	of	ill

repute!.	And,	as	with	most	of	these

endeavors,	it	seems	that	it	was	the

proprietors	of	these	establishments

who	actually	made	money	whereas	the

miners	themselves	often	came	away

broke	–	with	the	obvious	few

exceptions.

	

It	was	a	very	informative	and	pleasant	way	to	spend	three	hours	and	the	drive	to

Kimberley	and	back	made	for	another	good	day	out.	As	we	left	Kimberley,	we	saw	one	of

the	beautiful	Jacaranda	trees	that	were	in	bloom	throughout	South	Africa.
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We	left	the	Judicial	capital	of	South	Africa,	Bloemfontein,

and	were	now	headed	towards	the	Legislative	Capital,	Cape

Town,	where	the	parliament	sits.	But	first	we	had	to	cross

the	mountains	between	Beaufort	West	(where	we	had	just	an

overnight	stop)	and	the	Indian	Ocean.	We	stopped	in	the

lovely	town	of	Prince	Albert	around	lunch	time	and	soon

found	a	coffee	shop	that	was	part	of	a	very	upscale	hotel	in

the	center	of	town.	We	sat	outside	on	the	veranda	and

enjoyed	tea	and	scones	in	the	pleasant	sunshine.	There	was

a	strong	breeze	blowing	and	the	temperature	wasn’t	too

high	so	we	felt	very	comfortable.	After	lunch	we	spent

about	30	minutes	walking	the	main	(essentially	only)	street

of	town	admiring	the	buildings,	trees	and	other	flora	–	and

the	cleanliness	of	the	place.	No	litter,	streets	and	sidewalks

in	good	repair	and	an	overall	feeling	of	affluence.	Again,	it

must	have	been	–	and	still	is	–	an	easy	stopover	for	Cape

Town	residents.	

Our	major	purpose	in	going	via	Prince	Albert,	however,	was	to	drive	the	Swartberg	Pass	to	our	destination	of	Outdshoorn.	This	pass,	which	climbs	to	about	5000

feet,	is	a	25	KM	unpaved	road	that	was	built	by	a	Scot	over	100	years	ago	and	is	a	masterpiece	of	road	engineering	–	and	now	a	UNESCO	World	Heritage	Site.

The	first	part	on	leaving	Prince	Albert	was	relatively	well	surfaced	but	that	was	just	a	teaser	of	things	to	come.	The	road	climbs	steeply	and	winds	its	way	up	the

mountainside	with	only	a	small	wall	(two	feet	high)	between	us	and	a	several	hundred	feet	drop.	

The	road	is	more	or	less	two	lanes,	but	the	uneven	surface	and	potholes	cause	most	drivers	to	find	a	central	“good	spot”	such	that	any	traffic	going	the	other	way

results	in	one	vehicle	giving	way	to	another	and	another	slow	down	or	stop.	Fortunately	the	road	is	not	very	busy	(although	today	being	Sunday	it	was	far	more

heavily	trafficked	than	on	any	of	our	previous	visits)	but	clearly	motorway	speeds	are	not	the	order	of	the	day.	In	fact	the	25	KM	took	about	2	hours;	admittedly

with	a	few	photo	stops	but	really	a	direct	result	of	the	driving	conditions.	

Prince	Albert

After	reaching	the	summit	–	with	absolutely	spectacular	views	in	all

directions	as	far	as	the	smoke	would	allow	–	the	down	slope	was	more

heavily	rutted	than	the	ascent	and	we	had	to	pick	our	way	very

carefully,	and	slowly,	to	avoid	most	of	the	deep	ruts	and	high	standing

rocks.	Our	compact	BMW	did	not	have	much	clearance	and	I

certainly	didn’t	want	anything	puncturing	a	tire	–	or	transmission

housing.	So,	all	the	road	was	fair	game	(except	when	passing	other

traffic)	and	it	required	a	good	deal	of	concentration	and	a	constant

foot	on	the	brake	to	make	it	down	without	incident	to	the	paved	road

that	then	took	us	the	remaining	30	kilometers	to	Outdshoorn.	



	30	

While	we	were	in	Oudtshoorn	we	went	on	a	walking	tour	of	the	town.	It	took	us	along	the	main	street	of	town	and	along	a	couple	of	parallel	streets	to	take	a	look

at	the	buildings	that	had	been	constructed	as	this	town	began.	Oudtshoorn	is	known	as	the	ostrich	capital	of	the	world	and	it	got	its	start	during	two	Victorian	era

ostrich	feather	“booms”	for	the	ladies	of	Europe	–	first	in	the	1860s	and	again	at	the	turn	of	the	century.	Consequently,	many	of	the	early	and	finer	buildings	in

the	town	are	of	late	19th	century	vintage	and,	as	such,	have	a	grand	and,	often,	ornate	style.	This	is	probably	more	true	of	the	inside	than	the	exteriors	that	we

saw,	but	we	could	feel	the	“European”	grandeur	(and	money)	that	went	into	many	that	we	saw.	

Most	were	built	in	a	local	sandstone	but	there	were	a	number	that	had	more	the	feel	of	Antebellum	Southern	US	or	New	Orleans,	with	some	fine	wrought	iron

work.	There	were	several	early	churches,	the	largest	of	which	was	the	Nederduitse	Gereformeerde	(Dutch	Reformed	Church)	building.	Again	it	was	stone	built

but	for	reasons	that	are	not	clear	it	appears	to	have	been	given	a	coat	of	paint	in	almost	the	same	color.	So	much	for	“maintenance	free”.	

There	were	churches	of	all	denominations,	including	a	small	but	attractive	Anglican	church,	and	a	number	of	civic	buildings	and	homes	of	the	former	rich	and

famous,	presumably	built	on	ostrich	feather	money.	The	CP	Nel	Museum,	which	we	had	spent	some	time	inside	during	our	last	visit,	was	originally	built	as	a

boys’	school	and	is	perhaps	the	most	imposing	in	the	town	and	sits	at	the	junction	between	the	main	street	and	the	east-west	road	that	runs	from	Beaufort	West	to

Cape	Town.	This	road	as	it	heads	west	leads	to	the	huge	wine	district	of	South	Africa,	which	we	would	soon	be	visiting,

A	feature	of	this	town	that	we	have	seen	on	every	visit

(now	four)	and	which	must	have	existed	much	longer,

is	the	corner	just	mentioned	at	which	there	are	always

six	to	ten	African	ladies	selling	ostrich	feather	dusters.

Trade	today	was	slow	as	a	result	of	the	cool	(and	later,

rainy)	weather,	but	presumably	it	remains	worth	their

while	to	sit	at	this	important	crossroads	and	sell	the

local	product.	

From	the	town	center	we	took	a	50KM	drive	east	to	the	Meiringspoort	Pass	in	the

Swartberg	Mountains.	This	is	somewhat	similar	to	the	road	we	had	taken	yesterday

from	Prince	Albert	but	this	is	paved	and,	if	anything,	even	more	spectacular	in	its

geological	formations.	The	gorge	was	formed	as	a	result	of	two	huge	upheavals	of

the	earth’s	crust	–	one	when	this	area	was	still	part	of	the	“super	continent”

Gondwanaland	–	and	a	second	over	100	million	years	later	that	not	only	threw

more	rock	down	the	ravine	but	allowed	the	waterflow	that	is	now	the	river	which

we	crossed	two	dozen	times	on	the	15	KM	drive	in	this	spectacular	“crack”	in	the

rock.	

At	the	top	of	the	pass	(where	we	turned	round	and	headed	back	to	Oudtshoorn)	the

weather	was	beautiful	and	we	were	very	impressed	with	the	white	cloud	formations

that	streamed	over	the	mountain	tops	in	much	the	same	vein	as	that	on	Table

Mountain	in	Cape	Town.	
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We	drove	south	via	yet	another	mountain	pass,	this	time	in	the	Outeniqua	Range.	It	was	cloudy	and

we	went	through	several	patches	of	rain	as	we	climbed	to	the	summit	and	then	started	the	descent.	It

was	here	that	we	saw	the	full	extent	of	recent	fires	with	entire	hillsides	completely	blackened,	with

most	vegetation	burned	to	a	crisp.	(California	has	had	several	similar	fires	recently	also).A	huge	area

had	been	devastated	and	we	later	learned	that	the	fire	had	spread	over	an	east-west	area	of	about

100KM.	Several	people	had	lost	their	lives	and	there	had	been	mass	evacuation	in	some	parts;

clearly	the	effects	are	going	to	be	felt	for	some	time	–	making	our	experience	with	a	few	hours	out

of	power	in	our	hotel	seem	insignificant.	

Once	through	this	burned	area,	however,	we	were	now	on	the	Garden	Route,	an	extremely	beautiful

area	along	the	Indian	Ocean	on	the	south	coast	of	the	country.	We	would	spend	the	next	several	days

in	this	and	the	adjoining	wine	region.	Grandma	and	Granddad	have	visited	here	several	times	and

Mrs	Dog	has	been	here	at	least	once	before,	so	we'll	just	include	a	few	photographs	from	this	visit	to

remind	us	how	pretty	the	area	is.

The	Garden	Route

and

The	Wine	Route

The	drive	from	the	Garden	Route	through	the	Wine	District,	eventually	took	us	to	our	final	stop	in	Cape	Town.This	was	a	fantastic	dive	with	almost	every	type

of	scenery	imaginable.	The	backdrop	in	all	directions	was	mountains	but	the	foreground	was	at	one	point	desert,	around	the	bend	it	was	cultivated	farmland	with

the	odd	small	village	–	but	mostly	it	was	vineyards.	Grape	vines	as	far	as	the	eye	could	see	across	the	flat	valley	and	as	far	up	as	possible	on	the	nearest	hillside.

Each	vineyard	it	seems	had	its	tasting	rooms	and	every	field	of	vines	was	bordered	by	beautiful	colorful	shrubs	or	roses.	Again,	we	were	reminded	that	this

setting	is	far	more	beautiful	than	similar	wine	routes	in	California	or	Australia	(although	they,	too,	are	a	magnificent	drive)	and	belie	(or	maybe	underscore)	the

range	of	income	levels	amongst	South	Africans.	

Extreme	poverty	to	very	wealthy	is	a	state	that	exists	in	many,	if	not	all,	countries,	and	is	probably	at	one	of	the	more	extreme	levels	here	in	South	Africa.	Or,

perhaps,	it	is	more	obvious	here	since	the	picture	painted	in	the	previous	paragraph	exists	so	close	to	shanty	towns	where	thousands	live	in	cardboard	boxes	or

corrugated	iron	shacks	with	limited	water	and	electricity	supply.	They	walk	miles	(or	attempt	to	hitch	a	ride)	to	perform	a	menial	task	–	or	even	to	search	for	the

same	–	often	walking	right	by	the	“million	dollar”	mansions	and	wine	estates.	
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Here	in	South	Africa	in	the	21st	century	it	must	be	difficult	“not	to	know”,	when	you	are	a	native	Black,	walking	along	a	dusty	road	past	beautiful	homes	(mostly

owned	by	Whites	or	Coloreds)	and	it	must	be	doubly	difficult	to	either	ignore	or	to	accept.	In	addition,	with	worldwide	media	available	to	virtually	all,	there	can

be	no	escaping	the	fact	that	your	world	is	TOTALLY	different	to	that	which	many	enjoy.	It’s	all	right	there	-	either	on	the	TV	or	right	across	the	street.	

And	yet,	in	South	Africa	of	all	places,	it	is	difficult	not	to	see	a	smiling	face	on	even	the	poorest	of	the	poor.	In	the	villages	we	passed,	the	most	common	sight	was

of	large	groups	simply	sitting	alongside	the	road	or	families	shopping	for	the	week’s	food	–	on	the	face	of	it,	not	unlike	any	town	in	America,	but	somehow	so

much	different.	If	for	no	other	reason	than	the	sheer	numbers;	small	towns	are	packed	with	people	who	clearly	have	traveled	some	distance	to	work	or	shop.	In

fact,	as	one	travels	the	roads,	it	is	difficult	to	see	exactly	where	the	population	lives,	as	miles	and	miles	go	by	with	little	sign	of	habitation.	

The	drive	via	Franschoek	took	us	over	a	mountain	pass	and	then	to	a	stunning	view	of	the	town	and	its	surrounding	vineyards.	Then	we	completed	the	journey	to

Cape	Town	where	we	were	to	turn	in	the	car	and	stay	for	a	week	at	our	nephew’s	villa	overlooking	the	Atlantic	Ocean.	

Here	our	life	jumped	to	another	level.	We	were	met	by	a	chauffeur,	who	drove	us	to	the	villa	where	one	of	the	staff	took	our	cases	to	our	room	while	the	concierge

brought	us	a	glass	of	wine	as	we	rested	in	the	living	room.	At	4:30,	the	chef	arrived,	asked	us	at	what	time	we	would	like	to	eat	and	would	the	deck	be	ok	(or

would	we	prefer	inside?);	she	then	set	to	work	preparing	a	four	course	meal	that	she	served	as	we	sat	overlooking	the	ocean	–	and,	coincidentally	Robben	Island,

where	Nelson	Mandela	and	others	were	incarcerated	during	the	Apartheid	period.	Admittedly,	he	probably	lived	a	life	similar	to	ours	–	eventually	–	but	what	a

fight	he	(and	thousands	of	others)	had	to	get	there.	And,	of	course,	tens	of	millions	of	his	race	are	still	waiting	and	hoping	for	that	promised	land	which,	even	with

the	change	to	a	Black	government	and	being	in	a	vast	majority,	still	must	seem	beyond	reach.	

So,	now	we	were	in	Cape	Town	(remember,	the	Legislative	Capital)	where	we	would	spend	several	days	visiting	the	sights	in	the	city	and	the	surrounding	area.

Cape	Town	sits	at	the	north	end	of	the	Cape	Peninsula,	a	relatively	small,	triangular	area	of	land	that	forms	the	most	southwesterly	part	of	the	continent.	We	drove

down	the	east	coast	of	the	peninsula	and	made	our	first	stop	in	Simon’s	Town.	This	town	has	a	main	street	of	beautiful	buildings	and	was	one	of	the	first

settlements	of	the	Cape	Colony.	It	is	also	the	home	of	the	South	African	Navy	and	there	is	a	significant	naval	presence	here.	Indeed,	it	was	a	strategic	port	for	the

Commonwealth	in	World	War	II.	

From	here	it	was	to	be	a	relatively	short	drive	to	the	Cape	–	except	that	we	had	to	get	through	the	gates	into	the	National	Park	and	pay	our	fee	of	a	little	over	$20

per	person	(or	about	one	half	of	that	if	a	South	African	resident).	We	didn’t	mind	the	fee	but	the	queue	to	the	toll	gate	moved	VERY	slowly	and	we	were	in	line	for

the	best	part	of	an	hour.	However,	we	eventually	made	it	and	then	were	soon	at	the	hectic	parking	area	at	the	Southwesterly	tip	of	the	African	Continent.	This	is

NOT	the	point	at	which	the	Atlantic	and	Indian	Oceans	meet	(as	we	had	thought	for	many	years)	but	is,	of	course,	the	place	where	everyone	flocks	to	and	was

named	the	Cape	of	Good	Hope	by	a	Dutch	(or	Portuguese)	king	who	saw	the	value	of	the	treasures	in	the	East	that	were	“just	around	the	corner”.	The	marker

indicating	the	coordinates	for	this	point	(surprisingly	to	me	about	18	degrees	east	of	Greenwich)	was	mobbed	by	people	wanting	the	perfect	picture.	Interestingly,

most	were	from	India	whereas	in	the	past	we	have	always	been	surrounded	by	Japanese	at	this	locale.	Another	sign	of	the	changing	global	economy?	

The	Cape	of

Good	Hope

and	the

	Monument	to

Vasco	da	Gama
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Obviously,	the	attraction	to	this	particular	spot	is	the	geographical	location	(and	its	importance	over	the	centuries)	but	the	scenery	both	here	and	all	along	the

eastern	and	(particularly)	western	coasts	is	stunning.	Huge	hills	of	barren	rock	jump	directly	from	the	water	and	often	are	enhanced	by	wide,	white	sandy

beaches.	The	plateau	above	the	ocean	is	filled	with	low	growing	cover	in	green	and	(in	spring)	beautiful	yellows,	pinks	and	purples.	There	are	also	a	couple	of

historical	monuments	to	the	pioneer	journeys	of	Bartholomew	Dias	and	Vasco	de	Gama	(both	Portuguese)	who	first	rounded	this	headland	almost	600	years	ago.

We	drove	down	the	east	coast	and	back	via	the	west	side	and,	as	we	said,	there	was	stunning	mountain	and	ocean	scenery	on	both.	However,	the	toll	road	known

as	Chapman’s	Pass	on	the	west	coast	is	one	of	the	most	spectacular	drives	anywhere	that	we	have	seen.	It	certainly	compares	with	California	Route	1	and	rivals

(if	not	beats)	some	of	the	coast	roads	that	we	traveled	in	Taiwan	a	year	ago.	It	truly	is	spectacular	and	a	masterpiece	of	road	engineering.	

On	one	of	our	days	in	Cape	Town,	we	spent	most	of	our	time	on	the	Hop	on	Hop	off	bus.

We	first	got	off	the	bus	and	walked	through	the	market	as	far	as	the	Cathedral,	where	Desmond	Tutu	was	the	archbishop	in	the	late	80s	and	90s	and,	of	course,	he

was	one	of	the	leaders	of	the	anti-Apartheid	movement.	We	recall	meeting	him	when	he	visited	our	church	in	West	Chester	and,	although	he	is	short	physically,	he

is	a	very	imposing	figure	and	great	speaker	and,	clearly,	a	leader.	His	statue	sits	at	the	Victoria	and	Alfred	Waterfront	with	three	other	South	African	Nobel	Peace

Prize	winners,		all	of	whom	were	instrumental	in	bringing	about	the	end	of	Apartheid	regime.	(Picture	below)

From	the	cathedral,	we	walked	through	the	Company’s	Gardens,	an	area	originally	set	aside	by	the	Dutch	East	India	Company	to	grow	supplies	for	their	ships	as

they	sailed	between	Europe	and	the	Far	East.	Now	the	area	is	a	beautiful	park	filled	with	indigenous	and	other	trees	but	has	a	small	area	still	dedicated	to

vegetable	growing.	To	get	to	the	Gardens	we	walked	past	the	Parliament	building,	thereby	completing	the	three	offices	of	government	in	South	Africa	on	this	trip:

the	administrative	capital	in	Pretoria,	the	legal	capital	in	Bloemfontein	and	now	the	parliament	in	Cape	Town.	

At	the	top	end	of	the	Gardens,	directly	in	front	of	the	imposing	Table	Mountain,	is	the	Mount	Nelson	Hotel	where	the	rich	and	famous	stay	when	in	Cape	Town

and	is	home	to	the	“world’s	best	afternoon	tea”	(Sunday	Times),	which	Grandma	and	Granddad	enjoyed	on	a	previous	visit	to	this	city.	The	bus	then	followed	a

route	through	the	center	of	the	city.	It	passes	places	as	varied	as	the	many	churches	and	museums	in	the	center	of	town,	to	the	“night	life”	areas	(where	jazz	is	very

popular)	to	the	original	Dutch	fort	and	the	spot	where	Nelson	Mandela	addressed	tens	of	thousands	after	his	release	from	prison.	Perhaps	the	most	poignant	spot	is

an	area	of	grassland	called	District	Six.	This	is	where,	in	the	1960s	and’70s,	tens	of	thousands	were	forced	out	of	their	homes	(as	the	bulldozers	crushed	them)	in

an	effort	to	force	segregation	and	eliminate	any	areas	where	the	three	major	races	could	co-exist.	Fifty	years	on,	this	large	area	is	still	mostly	bare	and	serves	as	a

memorial	to	the	worst	years	of	Apartheid.	
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Finally,	we	took	another	bus	which	makes	an	almost	two	hour	circuit	around	greater

Cape	Town,	visiting	such	places	as	the	world	famous	Kirstenbosch	Botanical

Gardens,	the	original	Wine	Estates	of	Constantia,	a	shanty	town	(right	next	to	million

dollar	mansions)	where	30,	000	live	in	very	overcrowded	and	primitive	conditions,

and	finally	to	the	ritzy	beach	areas	of	Houk	Bay,	Camps	Bay,	Clifton	and	Bantry	Bay.

This	last	30	minutes	along	the	Atlantic	coast	is	certainly	the	most	scenic	but	the	rest

of	the	trip	underscores	the	diversity	and	range	of	wealth	that	exist	side-by-side	in	this

wonderful	city.	And	all	the	time,	the	mountain	that	includes	Devil’s	Peak,	Table

Mountain	and	Lion’s	Head	provides	a	steep	and	rocky	backdrop	as	well	as	a	beautiful

green	slope	at	its	base.	On	a	warm	and	sunny	day	such	as	the	one	we	experienced

today,	it	is	difficult	to	imagine	a	more	beautiful	location	for	one	of	the	world’s	finest

cities.	We	left	the	tour	bus	near	the	villa	at	which	we	were	staying	and	returned	there

to	enjoy	the	luxurious	home	-	and	think	about	a	return	visit	to	South	Africa!				Or	our

next	trip	-	a	wonderful	cruise!

The	City	of	Cape	Town

Parliament	Building,	

Statue	of	Queen	Victoria,	

Bishop	Tutu's	Cathedral,

Nelson	Mandela	Statue,	

Dutch	Fort	

and	District	Six
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A	Cruise	on	the	Queen	Mary	2

We	had	decided	on	this	cruise,	not	so	much	for	its	ports	of	call	(there	were	only	six	in	the	20	day	journey),	but	for	the	part	of	the	world	through	which	it

would	pass—including	sailing	the	Suez	Canal.	We	also	knew	from	a	previous	Transatlantic	voyage	that	the	Queen	Mary	was	a	beautiful	liner	and	provided

excellent	cuisine	and	service.	We	were	a	little	concerned	about	so	many	“at	sea”	days	but	also	knew	that	there	would	be	activities	on	board	that	would	help

fill	our	days	when	we	tired	of	sitting	on	our	stateroom	balcony!	It	is	perhaps	a	reflection	of	our	“slowing	down”	as	the	years	go	by	that	we	would

contemplate	a	twenty-day	cruise	with	so	few	stops—a	program	that	we	would	not	have	entertained	only	a	few	years	back.	

The	itinerary		took	us	from	the	United	Arab	Emirates,	on	the	Persian	Gulf,	into	the	Indian	Ocean	and	then	between	Saudi	Arabia	and	northeast	Africa

towards	the	Mediterranean	Sea	and	finally	via	the	Atlantic	Ocean	and	the	English	Channel	to	Southampton.	Only	one	stop—that	in	Oman—would

introduce	us	to	a	new	country	but	the	thought	of	sailing	in	close	proximity	to	so	many	African	and	Middle	eastern	countries	was	sufficient	to	whet	our

appetite.	And,	of	course,	there	was	the	added	excitement	of	the	passage	through	the	Suez	Canal.	And,	as	we	have	said	many	times,	we	have	never	been

anywhere	that	we	felt	unworthy	of	a	second	visit,	so	the	other	ports	of	call	would	certainly	provide	us	with	some	new	adventures.	

We	started	the	vacation	with	a	couple	of	days	in	Dubai,	to	overcome	any	jet	lag	and	to	ensure	we	got	to	the	ship	on	time,	and	concluded	with	five	days	at	one

of	our	favorite	English	inns	in	the	beautiful	county	of	Devon.	It	seemed	like	a	perfect	itinerary.	

		

		

Our	route	from	Asia	via	Africa	to	Europe;	cruising	on	the	Queen	Mary	2
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During	our	two	days	in	Dubai	(one	of	the	seven	United	Arab	Emirates),	we	saw	just	how	modern	the	city	is	and	how	a	small	port	town	founded	only	100	years

ago	has	grown	into	one	of	the	world's	richest	cities	with	some	most	unusual	architecture	-	all	as	a	result	of	oil.	

As	we	so	often	do	in	a	large	city,	we	spent	one	day	on	the	Hop	On/Hop	Off	bus	around	the	city	of	Dubai.	There	are	about	six	route	options	and	we	chose

probably	the	two	most	popular	–	the	Red	Route	that	takes	in	the	older	part	of	Dubai	(old	is	a	relative	term	here	as	the	area	was	completely	desert	until	100	years

ago)	and	the	Blue	Route	that	took	us	along	the	Persian	Gulf	coast	where	many	of	the	more	luxurious	homes	and	hotels	are	situated.	Both	were	fascinating,

particularly	with	respect	to	the	continuing	construction	and	the	ever-changing	landscape	of	each	area.	

We	were	told	that	there	is	indeed	a	“Grand	Plan”	for	Dubai,	put	forward	by	the	past	three	rulers,	for	a	“sustainable	region”	that	is	a	financial	center	as	well	as	a

retail	tourist	destination	–	all	this	to	offset	the	oil	revenues	(which	built	everything	in	the	first	place)	which	are	now	anticipated	to	run	out	in	2040.	This	was	an

interesting	projection	since	the	last	time	we	were	here	when	oil	reserves	were	expected	to	peter	out	in	2020.	The	overall	plan	is	NOT	to	build	the	biggest,	tallest

and	grandest	–	but	this	just	seems	to	come	along	as	an	integral	part.	

“Sustainable”	is	perhaps	best	exemplified	in	the	fact	that	over	98%	of	the	water	comes	from	desalination	of	the	Persian	Gulf	–	thus	accounting	not	only	for	the

support	of	millions	of	people	but	also	the	many	green	and	beautifully	landscaped	areas	in	this	sandy	desert.	The	UAE	is	also	transitioning	from	an	almost	100%

gas-generated	electricity	supply	(in	2010)	to	both	nuclear	and	solar,	as	well	as	other	sustainable	forms	of	generation.	Again,	seeing	the	city	at	night,	in	particular,

suggests	that	this	is	an	enormous	task	–	but	not	beyond	the	imagination	and	commitment	of	this	rich	region.	

It	is	difficult	to	capture	the	highlights	of	a	one-day	bus	tour	but	the	overwhelming	picture	is	of	prosperity	and	an	architecture	that	is	innovative	and	BIG.	This

contrasts	with	the	somewhat	old-fashioned	wooden	ferry	boats	that	are	constantly	taking	passengers	across	the	Dubai	Canal	in	the	older	part	of	town	and,	of

course,	the	alleyways	of	the	souks.	We	got	off	the	bus	for	a	drink	near	the	Old	Souk	and	strolled	through	narrow	streets	(successfully	warding	off	the	store

keepers)	until	we	emerged	near	the	canal	–	and	conveniently	near	the	next	bus	stop.	

This	being	a	Moslem	country,	there	are	also	hundreds	of	mosques,	many	of	them	very	beautiful	with	their	sandstone	construction	and	tall	minarets.	The	fact

that	the	UAE	is	a	Moslem	state	and	follows	Sharia	Law	explicitly	does	not,	however,	describe	the	multi-cultural	nature	of	the	country.	Foreigners	(“Ex-pats”)

are	welcomed	and	indeed	are	perhaps	a	majority	–	but	can	stay	only	a	few	years	before	having	to	return	home.	There	are	other	restrictions	of	ownership,	etc

but	the	main	driver	for	the	influx	are	the	free	trade	zones,	tax	incentives	and	the	abundance	of	jobs.	This	makes	for	a	rich	cosmopolitan	mix	which	shows	in

language,	skin	color	and	dress.	The	local	“Emirati”	typically	wear	traditional	dress	but	this	is	complemented	by	just	about	any	other	form	of	attire	imaginable.	

On	the	Gulf	coast	are	the	exclusive	hotels,	of	which	the	Burg	El	Arab	is	the	most	well-known	and	iconic	in	Dubai,	and	the	endless	resort	and	entertainment

centers	–	including	an	indoor	ski	slope!	The	beaches	are	very	popular	of	course	and	the	waters	of	the	Gulf	are	always	warm	–	appealing	even	on	a	day	like

today	in	March	where	the	temperature	and	humidity	were	draining	on	Ohioans.	

So,	we	experienced	a	good	sampling	of	this	amazing	city	and	arrived	back	at	our	hotel	exhausted,	despite	having	spent	most	of	the	day	sitting	on	a	bus,	trying

to	get	the	“perfect”	photos	(but	failing)	and	admiring	everything	about	this	busy,	modern	and	extremely	clean	city.	

Old	Dubai

The	Souk	and	the	Canal



	37	

The	world's	tallest

building	and	the

world's	largest	mall

Huge	aquarium	in	the	shopping	mall

and	the	world's	largest	fountain!

If	it's	BIG	or	UNUSUAL	it's	probably	in	Dubai!

But	Mrs	Dog	seemed	most	interested	in	our	hotel.
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Following	our	stay	in	Dubai,	we	boarded	the	Queen	Mary	2	for	the	start

of	our	cruise.	Our	room	was	on	the	11th	deck	and	we	had	a	balcony	so	we

would	be	able	to	sit	outside	and	enjoy	the	warm	weather	as	we	sailed

from	the	Persian	Gulf,	into	the	Indian	Ocean	and	round	the	Saudi

Peninsula	to	our	next	stop	in	the	country	of	Oman.	In	the	meantime,	we

had	two	days	at	sea,	so	we	enjoyed	several	of	the	on	board	lectures,	walks

around	the	deck,	afternoon	tea	and,	of	course,	dressing	up	for	dinner.

On	board	the	Queen	Mary	2

Everyone	who	has	taken	a	cruise	is	familiar	with	the	lifeboat	drill	that	takes	place	to	familiarize

passengers	with	the	use	of	life	jackets	and	leaving	the	ship	in	case	of	an	emergency.	On	this	cruise,	we

had	that	training	as	we	left	Dubai,	but	the	next	morning	we	were	also	given	our	"Piracy	Training".	The

part	of	the	world	through	which	we	would	be	sailing	for	the	next	several	days	has	experienced	some	acts

of	piracy	in	recent	years	so	we	had	to	take	certain	precautions	in	the	unlikely	event	that	pirates	would

approach	our	ship.

The	protocol	to	be	followed	in	the	event	of	a	possible	encroachment	was	to	sit	in	an	inside	corridor	and

leave	stateroom	drapes	closed	with	lights	off.	In	addition,	the	outer	decks	would	be	off	limits.	In	fact,	the

latter	was	to	be	enforced	from	dusk	until	dawn	for	the	four	nights	that	we	were	in	the	potentially

dangerous	waters.	So,	no	midnight	strolls	for	the	next	few	nights!	

In	addition,	water	cannon	were	set	up	around	the	walking	deck	and	several	of	the	crew	were	on	24	hour

patrol.	It	was	a	little	exciting	-	but	no-one	approached	our	ship!

		

Our	first	stop	on	the	cruise	was	in	the	country	of	Oman.	We	had	passed	the	city	of	Salalah,	Oman	on	our	starboard	side

and	docked	in	its	newly	developed	port	(formerly	Port	Roysut)	some	ten	miles	out	of	town.	Salalah	(sounds	like	a

Fifties	singing	group)	is	at	the	southwesterly	tip	of	the	Sultanate	of	Oman,	near	the	border	with	Yemen,	and	several

hundred	miles	from	the	capital	of	Muscat.	It	is	the	second	largest	city	in	the	country,	was	its	capital	at	one	time,	and

has	a	population	of	less	than	one	million.	The	whole	country	is	sparsely	populated,	being	slightly	larger	than	Italy	but

with	a	population	of	only	2	¼	millions.	The	area	around	Salalah,	stretching	along	the	coast	to	Yemen,	is	unique	to	the

Arabian	Peninsula	in	that	it	has	a	monsoon	season	and	hence	is	relatively	fertile.	At	this	time	of	year,	it	is	not	at	its

greenest	but	many	of	the	main	streets	are	beautifully	landscaped	and	we	saw	a	number	of	farming	areas	where	tropical

crops	(mainly	banana)	were	growing.	

Tourism	is	relatively	new	to	the	country	and	essentially	confined	to	Muscat	and,	more	recently,	the	area	around

Salalah,	where	a	number	of	resorts	are	being	built	along	the	coast.	We	were	told,	however,	that	the	country	is	not

interested	in	mass	tourism	at	this	time	and	it	will	be	well	regulated.	We	were	also	told	not	to	expect	too	much	from	our

local	guide	–	although	he	turned	out	to	be	a	useful	source	of	information	and	extremely	friendly.	His	English	was

excellent.	

We	drove	by	bus	from	the	port	(site	of	the	construction	of	a	huge	gas	pipeline,	reflecting	the	country’s	continuing	oil

wealth)	and	skirted	the	city	to	our	first	stop,	a	green	oasis	at	the	foot	of	a	mountain	range	(2	thousand	feet??)	where	a

natural	spring	(the	Spring	of	Razat)	creates	a	pleasant	stream	below	a	large	cave	in	the	hillside.	Other	than	that,	it

didn’t	have	anything	of	more	significance	–	simply	a	nice	place	to	visit	in	what	is	otherwise	arid	desert.	
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A	few	miles	further	on	we	stopped	at	a	200	year-old	fort	(Taqah	Castle)	built	at	a	strategic	location	overlooking	the	Arabian	Sea.	In	fact,	there	were	two	castles,

one	perched	on	the	hillside	and	presumably	the	more	important,	and	the	smaller	one	we	visited	in	the	more	populated	area.	We	were	able	to	stroll	through	the

small	rooms	surrounding	a	small	inner	courtyard	and	climb	to	an	upper	level	but	not,	unfortunately,	to	the	top	of	the	walls.	The	English	signage	was	well	written

and	informative	and	depicted	military	life	at	the	fort	when	Salalah	and	the	surrounding	region	was	home	to	the	Sultan.	If	I	understand	things	correctly,	Salalah	was

the	capital	city	until	the	present	Sultan	came	to	power	in	the	1970s	–	by	overthrowing	his	father!	The	son	is	revered	in	Oman	and	stands	in	direct	contrast	to	his

father	who	was,	by	all	accounts,	a	tyrannical	dictator.	

On	our	drive	we	passed	the	summer	palace	of	the	previous	and	current	ruler	and	where	the	younger	was	a	virtual	prisoner	until	the	coup.	The	school	where	he	was

educated	sits	right	across	the	street	from	the	palace	(neither	of	which	we	could	enter)	although	both	appear	to	have	been	given	recent	renovation	and	the	outer

walls	are	a	beautiful	cream	sandstone.	

Taqah	Castle	and	the	Summer	Palace

After	the	fort,	we	drove	to	the	ancient	city	–	and	the	reason	why	Salalah	became	such	an	important	location.	There	has	been	human	habitation	here	for	many

millennia,	but	a	stone-built	city	has	existed	since	about	5000	BC.	It	was	a	major	trading	port	until	the	first	few	centuries	AD	based	upon	a	single	commodity	–

frankincense.	Apparently,	the	climate	for	growing	good	frankincense	is	restricted	to	only	a	few	places	on	earth	and,	of	course,	the	best	product	is	grown	right	here

in	southwest	Oman.	Consequently,	at	its	zenith,	Salalah	was	the	point	at	which	spices	and	animals	from	the	east	(as	far	as	China)	and	food	and	other	riches	from

Egypt	and	further	north	were	brought	to	be	traded	for	the	local	product.	A	glance	at	the	map	easily	shows	just	what	a	major	crossroads	this	city	is	between

Europe,	the	Middle	East,	Africa	and	Asia.	

At	the	old	city,	which	has	been	under	archaeological	excavation	on	and	off	for	100	years,	and	with	a	major	Italian	team	still	working,	we	first	viewed	a	short

video	about	its	history	and	then	were	free	to	walk	amongst	the	ruins	and	parts	which	had	been	partially	reconstructed.	The	city	sits	on	a	hill	overlooking	the

Arabian	Sea	and,	with	its	defensive	walls,	must	have	presented	traders	with	an	impressive	sight	as	they	approached	from	all	points	of	the	compass.	The	only

entrance	from	the	sea	led	directly	into	the	main	market	where	goods	were	exchanged	and,	presumably,	where	fresh	supplies	for	the	return	journey	were	procured.	
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As	the	demand	for	frankincense	decreased,	so	did	the	need	for	this	trading	center	and	it	appears	that	Salalah	became	less	important	as	a	world	hub.	It	still

maintained	its	strategic	position,	of	course,	and	presumably	was	involved	in	regional	conflicts	even	before	the	major	battles	fought	in	this	region	in	both	World

Wars.	In	fact,	as	the	lecturer	on	board	pointed	out,	the	entire	coastal	region	of	the	Arabian	Peninsula	was	portioned	to	European	countries	after	World	War	1,	much

of	it	to	Britain.	The	English	influence	is	as	strong	here	as	in	the	UAE	and	perhaps	even	more	so.	Even	the	country	that	dominates	the	peninsula	(Saudi	Arabia	–	a

country	formed	as	recently	as	1932)	was	“conceived”	by	the	Allies	and	its	relationship	with	Britain	continues	to	be	very	strong.	

Our	final	stop	was	at	the	souk	where	we	could	wander	through	the	incense-filled	streets	and	make	any	necessary	purchases.	For	reasons	that	escape	me,	we	passed

by	all	the	incense,	perfumes	and	pashminas	and	returned	to	the	bus	empty-handed.	I	can	only	assume	that	the	85F	temperature	and	high	humidity	contributed	to

our	failure	to	support	the	local	economy.	

We	drove	back	through	the	city	to	the	port	and	were	given	a	little	more	information	on	the	social	aspects	of	this	country.	As	with	the	UAE,	the	oil	wealth	is

“passed	down”	to	the	population	in	the	form	of	free	education	and	health	care	and,	in	Oman,	a	government	grant	of	land	to	all	males	as	they	reach	the	age	of	23.

We	got	the	impression	that	taxes	for	most	are	virtually	unknown	but	how	the	oil	magnates’	wealth	is	partially	redistributed	was	not	clear.	Perhaps	the	government

itself	is	a	major	owner	of	wells.	Perhaps	it	is	simply	a	manifestation	of	the	Muslim	creed	to	be	charitable.	Whatever	the	method,	it	is	providing	the	population

with	a	high	standard	of	living	–	but	begs	the	question	as	to	what	will	happen	when	the	oil	ultimately	dries	up.	

We	sailed	from	Salalah	at	4pm	and	were	soon	under	the	dusk	to	dawn	indoor	curfew	as	we	sailed	from	Oman,	along	the	coast	of	Yemen	and	through	the	Gulf	of

Aden.	Of	course,	we	didn’t	see	any	of	this	as	a	result	of	the	security	measures	but	the	captain	mentioned	as	we	left	Salalah	that	through	the	Gulf	of	Aden	we

would	be	sailing	in	close	convoy	with	other	ships.	Whether	this	was	necessary	for	security	or	merely	as	a	result	of	the	very	busy	sea	lanes	through	the	Gulf	was

not	clear.	Perhaps	some	of	both.	

We	had	three	days	at	sea	as	we	sailed	between	the	Arabian	Peninsula	and	northeast	Africa	and	on	to	the	Red	Sea	and	our	next	port	of	call	at	Aqaba,	Jordan.	During

the	noon	broadcast	from	the	bridge,	the	captain	said	that	we	were	still	in	convoy	with	a	Russian	ship	providing	the	military	“escort”	at	this	time.	We	entered	the

Red	Sea	and	traveled	in	a	northwesterly	direction	towards	the	Gulf	of	Aqaba.	We	were	now	out	of	the	“Special	Security”	zone	and	most	of	the	day	we	were

sailing	between	the	Yemen,	on	our	starboard	side,	and	Eritrea	in	North	Africa.	It	was	another	hot	and	mostly	sunny	day	with	just	a	little	more	wind	and	slightly

higher	seas	–	but	still	not	sufficient	to	create	any	real	motion	on	the	ship	and	we	hadn't	needed	our	sea-sickness	patches.

Eventually	we	sailed	between	Saudi	Arabia	and	Egypt,	having	left	Yemen	on	the	east	side	and	Eritrea	and	Sudan	on	the	west.	We	were	now	well	along	the	Red

Sea	on	our	way	to	the	southern	tip	of	Jordan	for	our	next	stop.	Grandma	and	Granddad	had	visited	Jordan	a	number	of	years	back	and	had	really	enjoyed	the

country	and	its	people.	On	this	visit	we	would	only	have	one	day,	but	we	were	looking	forward	to	visiting	the	desert	region	for	a	second	time.

The	Ancient	City	of	Salalah
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In	addition	to	being	a	resort	town	in	its	own	right	(and	having	grown	significantly	since	our	last

visit	about	15	years	ago),	Aqaba	is	a	major	jumping	off	point	for	both	Petra	and	Wadi	Rum,

both	of	which	were	on	the	ship’s	shore	excursion	list.	Having	visited	both,	we	opted	this	time

for	the	trip	to	Wadi	Rum	which	was	to	include	“a	typical	Bedouin	lunch	in	a	tent	in	the	desert”.

We	imagined	sitting	on	a	sandy	floor	and	being	treated	to	goat,	sheep’s	eyes	and	hummus,	so

this	was	to	be	our	“new	thing”.	

The	bus	took	us	from	the	cruise	ship	port	past	the	container	port	and	the	beautiful	beaches

nearer	the	Saudi	border,	and	then	into	the	city	center.	Here	we	saw	lots	of	huge	resort	hotels

and	a	good	deal	of	ongoing	construction	of	many	more.	We	also	stopped	briefly	at	an

archaeological	site	which	has	revealed	some	of	the	old	city	of	Aqaba.	As	with	the	ancient	city

near	Salalah	in	Oman,	Eyla	was	close	to	the	gulf	and	was	a	major	trading	center	for	several

centuries	BC	and	AD.	Jordan	doesn’t	have	much	in	the	way	of	minerals	or	oil	but	does	export	a

lot	of	potash	and	phosphates,	so	the	southern	region	of	the	country,	around	Aqaba,	has	some

industry	–	and	a	lot	of	desert!	

We	drove	out	of	the	city	and	climbed	through	this	desert,	with	mountain	ranges	of	several	thousand	feet	either	side	of	the	road,	on	our	way	to	Wadi	Rum.	Those

going	to	Petra	continued	about	another	hour	north	from	the	point	where	we	turned	east	for	our	visit.	Wadi	(valley)	Rum	(presumably	a	river	exists	at	some	times

of	the	year)	is	a	vast	area	of	flat,	sand	desert	outlined	by	jagged	mountain	peaks	and	much	smaller	sandstone	rock	areas	eroded	smooth	by	the	wind.	

We	stopped	at	the	Visitor	Center	to	get	some	great	views	over	the	landscape	(used	in	several	films	about	Mars	and	the	moon)	which	included	a	series	of	peaks

called	the	Seven	Pillars	of	Wisdom,	allegedly	named	by	Lawrence	of	Arabia.	His	legend	continues	here	as	a	hero	who	helped	the	local	tribes	to	fight	the

occupying	Ottoman	Empire	–	or,	at	least,	to	disrupt	their	trade	route	to	the	coast.	

On	our	visit	to	Wadi	Rum	a	number	of	years	back,	we	had	hired	a	jeep	to	take	us	well	into	the	desert	and	to	several	sites	where	Lawrence	of	Arabia	had	lived

while	writing	a	book	about	his	adventures	here.	We	also	on	that	visit	passed	a	number	of	Bedouin	tents	(we	were	invited	in	one	for	tea)	and	we	actually	picked

up	a	small	boy	on	his	way	home	from	school	and	were	quite	alarmed	when	he	was	dropped	off	in	what	appeared	to	be	the	middle	of	nowhere.	We	were	assured,

however,	that	his	family’s	compound	was	within	walking	distance	from	the	track	we	were	on.	

On	this	visit,	however,	we	strayed	no	further	than	a	viewing	platform	at	the	Visitor	Center	and	gazed	across	the	sand	to	the	mountains	probably	between	one	and

ten	miles	away.	

Wadi	Rum
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Then	we	were	driven	to	our	lunch	in	the	tent.	It	is	difficult	to	contradict	the	“tent”	statement	but,	rather	than	the	10	by	10	tents	that	are	dotted	throughout	the

region,	this	was	an	open	marquee	that	was	probably	a	hundred	feet	or	more	in	length.	We	were	actually	in	one	of	dozens	of	desert	resorts	(that	have	sprung	up	in

very	recent	years)	that	offer	accommodation	and	other	facilities	(camel,	horse	or	jeep	riding,	for	example)	and	encourage	tourists	to	live	“like	a	Bedouin”	and

spend	their	days	exploring	the	Wadi.	The	accommodation	tents	that	we	saw	a	little	away	from	our	lunch	tent	were	in	fact	tents	(slightly	bigger	than	10x10)	or

adobe-type	structures	with	various	degrees	of	modern	sleeping	and	bathing	facilities.	Some	would	call	it	an	adventure,	some	would	refer	to	“roughing	it”;	we

would	label	it	nice	for	someone	else	but	us.	On	the	other	hand,	if	lonely	areas	and	great	night	sky	views	are	your	thing,	these	resorts	must	fill	a	needed	niche	for

a	variety	of	clientele.	

The	Resort

The	lunch	itself	was	a	buffet	of	lots	of

vegetables,	skewered	meat	(which	we

assume	was	goat),	a	chicken	breast,

hummus	and	pita	breads.	There	was	also	a

table	of	fresh	fruit,	tea,	dates	and	cookies

and,	as	a	final	item,	a	local	kneaded	some

dough	to	prepare	freshly	baked	(on	a

tandoor-type	oven)	for	your	plate.	We	were

sure	that	Health	and	Safety	authorities	–	as

well	as	many	tourists	–	would	have

abhorred	this	practice.	Actually,	the	whole

meal	was	quite	good	and	seating	was	at

wooden	tables,	rather	than	on	floor	mats	as

we	had	envisioned.	
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We	sailed	from	Aqaba	after	11	in	the	evening	and	by	the	time	we	were	up	and	about	the	next	morning	we	had	almost	reached	the	main	channel	of	the	Red	Sea	to

the	south	(retracing	our	steps	to	Aqaba	of	two	days	earlier).	We	passed	Sharm	el	Sheikh	again	before	doing	a	180	degree	turn	to	change	course	from	southeast	to

northwest	into	the	Gulf	of	Suez.	By	mid-morning	we	could	see	the	distant	shore	of	the	Sinai	Peninsula	to	our	right	and,	later,	the	first	glimpses	of	the	mainland

of	Egypt	to	our	left.	

As	we	sailed	north	up	the	Gulf	we	were	variously	close	to	one	shore	or	the	other	and	rarely	out	of	sight	of	land.	Again,	to	our	surprise,	both	coasts	–	particularly

that	on	the	Sinai,	were	quite	mountainous,	with	ranges	rising	steeply	from	the	shore	to	heights	of	perhaps	1000	to	1500	feet.	The	hills	were	almost	white	in

color,	particularly	when	bathed	in	sunlight,	which	was	the	case	most	of	the	time.	It	was	cool	again	today	as	it	had	been	in	the	hills	of	Wadi	Rum	yesterday,	with

a	stiff	breeze	making	the	air	temperature	in	the	low	seventies	feel	a	little	chilly.	

Two	other	items	of	interest	on	this	stretch	of	waterway	were	the	much-increased	traffic	(heading	to	or	from	the	Suez	Canal)	and	the	presence	of	dozens	of	oil

rigs	at	sea,	mostly	nearer	the	Sinai	coast.	There	were	ships	of	all	sizes	to	be	seen	on	both	sides	of	ours,	not	only	heading	north	or	south	but	also	tending	to	the	oil

platforms	and,	in	a	few	cases,	simply	crossing	between	the	two	segments	of	Egypt.	Together	with	the	sight	of	land,	these	made	for	an	interesting	view	(as

opposed	to	the	all-sea	views	of	the	past	week)	and	a	walk	around	the	deck	had	a	good	deal	to	hold	the	attention.	

At	the	noon	report,	the	captain	announced	that	we	would	dock	tonight	at	Port	Suez	around	8pm	and	be	given	our	position	in	the	convoy	for	the	Canal,	in

exchange	for	the	fee	for	the	passage,	which	I	assume	is	a	sizeable	amount	for	such	a	large	vessel.	He	hoped	that	we	would	start	our	10-12	hour	passage	of	the

Suez	Canal	around	5	in	the	morning,	so	we	should	be	awake	for	most	of	that	journey;	obviously	a	highlight	of	the	trip.	

We	were	up	by	7am	the	next	day	and	had	already	been	sailing	the	Suez	Canal	for	over	three	hours,	so	we	were	in	our	convoy	of	five	ships	heading	north	as	we

ate	breakfast.	The	terrain	on	both	sides	(“mainland”	Egypt	and	the	Sinai)	was	essentially	dead	flat	and	mostly	sand,	with	little	in	the	way	of	obvious	population.	

The	first	change	to	the	relatively	narrow	channel	(although	significantly	wider	than	the	Panama	Canal)	came	as	we	entered	first	Little	Bitter	Lake	and	shortly

afterwards,	Big	Bitter	Lake.	Both	presumably	had	been	fresh	water	lakes	at	one	point	and	there	were	pockets	of	habitation	along	the	edges	of	both	bodies	of

water.	The	larger	lake	provided	an	anchoring	point	for	ships	that	were	waiting	their	turn	to	go	either	north	or	south.	Apparently,	if	large	convoys	of	24	or	more

arrive	at	this	lake,	they	are	required	to	wait	for	their	spot	on	the	end	of	smaller	convoys	heading	in	their	direction.	This	staging	area,	in	addition	to	the	one	where

we	had	spent	the	night,	was	necessary	as	the	canal	proper	is	not	sufficiently	wide	to	allow	passing	of	larger	vessels.	

Into	the

Canal
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The	congestion	in	the	canal	is	changing	considerably,	however,	as	more	work	is	done	and	–	as	we	were	to	see

shortly	–	by	the	addition	of	another	“lane”	about	45	miles	long	to	the	north	of	the	lakes.	Near	the	town	of	Ismail

(at	the	northern	end	of	Big	Bitter	Lake),	which	is	the	site	where	the	canal	digging	began	in	the	late	1800s	and	is

still	the	headquarters	for	the	canal	operation,	the	canal	becomes	a	divided	highway.	To	accommodate	more	traffic,

the	Egyptian	Government,	with	aid	from	other	countries,	proposed	a	totally	new	channel	to	run	parallel	to	the	old

canal.	The	new	channel	would	be	for	northbound	vessels	only	and	the	southbound	traffic	would	head	down	the

original	lane.	As	the	commentator	for	the	day	pointed	out,	this	was	a	massive	undertaking	in	which	millions

(billions?)	of	tons	of	sand,	silt	and	rock	would	have	to	be	dug	out	–	and	put	somewhere.	As	a	result,	the	Sinai	side

now	has	“mountains”	of	material	(as	high	as	this	13	storey	ship	in	places)	along	the	canal	side	and,	on	the	other

side,	a	similar	but	slightly	lower,	island	has	been	created.	Between	the	two	canal	lanes	are	occasional	channels	and

roads	to	facilitate	cross-canal	traffic	of	all	kinds,	from	working	vehicles	to	local	vehicles	wanting	to	get	across	the

(now	two	lane)	canal.	

Work	on	both	sides	is	ongoing	and	additional	industrial	sites	and	villages/towns	are	springing	up	and

the	whole	region	gives	the	impression	of	prosperity	in	contrast	to	what	we	hear	about	the	rest	of	Egypt

where	the	significant	drop	in	tourism	has	created	a	corresponding	fall	in	the	economy.	

The	construction	of	this	new	45	mile	stretch	of	waterway	was	sufficiently	completed	within	12

months	to	open	for	traffic,	in	itself	a	major	accomplishment..	With	the	extra	lane	and	another	channel

built	more	recently	to	bypass	Port	Said	at	the	Mediterranean,	this	will	bring	the	capability	to	about

100	ships	per	day	and	the	canal	will	accommodate	all	but	the	very	largest	of	the	world’s	super	tankers.

The	authorities	predict	annual	revenues	of	over	$13	Billion	by	2023.	

As	we	traveled	north,	the	island	between	the	two	channels	was	such	that	we	got	only	occasional

glimpses	of	ships	heading	south	–	and	then	only	of	the	larger	ones.	The	largest	we	saw	was	a

container	ship	headed	to	Singapore	which	we	were	told	was	about	200	feet	longer	than	the	QM2

(itself	about	900	feet	long)	and	could	carry	20,000	containers!	

All	along	the	banks	of	the	canal	we	saw	segments	of	floating	bridges	which	could	be

deployed	and	joined	together	to	cross	the	canal	and	were	designed	for	use	in	any	military

conflict.	In	fact,	in	the	wars	between	Israel	and	Egypt,	these	pontoons	were	used	by	both

sides	and	stand	at	the	ready	in	larger	numbers	today.	In	addition,	there	were	a	number	of

ferry	crossings	for	both	vehicular	and	foot	traffic,	so	access	between	the	two	pieces	of

Egypt	is	maintained.	At	one	point	there	was	a	railway	line	that	traveled	east-west	and

spanned	the	canal	on	the	largest	swing	bridge	in	the	world.	It	was	opened	in	2001	but

closed	in	2014	when	the	channel	that	we	were	now	sailing	was	opened.	Presumably	it

was	felt	not	worth	the	effort	to	span	another	canal	so	the	old	bridge	stands	idle	in	an

always-open	position	on	the	shore	of	the	southbound	lane.	
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Another	forced	closure	was	that	of	a	2	½	mile	long	road	bridge	over	the	canal	at	a	point	north	of	the	“divided	highway”	and	under	which	we	passed	towards	the

end	of	our	time	here.	The	bridge	was	built	with	the	aid	of	the	Japanese	Government	and	opened	in	2001.	Unfortunately,	fear	of	terrorist	attack	forced	its	closure	in

2013	and	so	far	there	is	no	plan	for	its	re-opening.	So	this	magnificent	structure	stands	gloriously	over	the	Suez	Canal,	ostensibly	providing	a	fast	and	efficient

route	across	northern	Egypt	but	the	only	activity	we	saw	as	we	passed	under	was	a	truck	and	a	couple	of	safety	inspectors.	As	far	as	we	saw,	there	are	no	other

crossings	the	entire	length	of	the	canal	(about	100	miles)	except	for	the	ferries	mentioned	earlier.	

The	abandoned	railway	bridge																		Sailing	in	the	Northbound	channel											A	monument	to	the	builders

So,	after	almost	12	hours	we

entered	the	Mediterranean	Sea	and

completed	our	transit	of	the	Suez

Canal.	It	was	a	fascinating	and

interesting	journey	through	an

amazing	feat	of	engineering.	Now

we	headed	almost	due	north	to	our

next	stop	at	the	port	of	Limassol	in

southern	Cyprus.	

About	4	in	the	afternoon	we	reached

Port	Said,	or	to	be	more	precise,	the

new	stretch	of	canal	that	bypasses

the	city,	seen	in	the	distance	to	the

west.	The	final	several	miles	of	our

route	before	reaching	the	sea	was

lined	with	docks	and	massive

container	lifts	for	loading	and

unloading	ships.	Again,	the	building

taking	place	here	gave	a	sense	of

prosperity	–	although,	admittedly,

we	didn’t	see	a	lot	of	actual	activity.	

Port	Said,	at	the	entrance	to	the

Mediterranean	Sea	............	and

our	exit	from	the	Suez	Canal
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The	next	morning	we	arrived	in	Limassol,	in	southwestern	Cyprus,	and	had	booked	a	tour	that	would	take	us	to	the	northern	part	of	the	island.	If	you	nremember

from	the	earlier	part	of		this	book,	we	had	spent	about	8	days	in	Cyprus	almost	exactly	a	year	ago	and	had	rented	a	car	to	visit	many	of	the	sights	in	the	southern

two	thirds	of	the	country.	Since	rental	cars	are	not	permitted	to	cross	the	border,	we	had	taken	only	a	short	walking	tour	of	the	northern	half	of	the	capital	city	of

Nicosia.	So,	this	shore	excursion	would	take	us	into	totally	new	territory,	and	we	were	looking	forward	to	seeing	what	many	consider	the	more	beautiful	part	of

Cyprus.	

Since	1974,	Cyprus	has	been	a	divided	country,	with	Greek	Cypriots	living	in	the	southern	two	thirds	of	the	country	and	Turkish	Cypriots	living	in	the	north.

Between	the	two	is	a	“Buffer	Zone”	of	perhaps	a	quarter	mile	width	in	most	places	and	occupied	by	a	United	Nations	military	force.	The	reason	for	the

separation,	our	tour	guide	informed	us,	has	its	roots	in	the	days	when	Cyprus	was	part	of	the	Ottoman	Empire	in	the	1550s	but	which	“came	to	a	head”	as	recently

as	the	post-World	War	2	era,	culminating	in	what	is,	in	effect,	two	countries.	The	history	and	politics	of	Cyprus	are,	therefore,	fascinating	and	complicated	and	we

hoped	to	learn	more	as	we	took	this	excursion.	More	on	this	later.	

We	left	the	port	at	Limassol	(a	modern	cruise	ship	facility,	as	well	as	an	important	commercial	and	military	installation)	before	8:30	and	drove	through	the

western	part	of	the	city	to	join	the	main	east-west	motorway.	We	drove	east	and	then	north,	across	the	Troodos	Mountains,	on	a	very	scenic	highway,	until	we

reached	the	outskirts	of	Nicosia.	Cyprus	had	had	a	very	wet	winter	(for	which	the	inhabitants	were	extremely	grateful	in	an	area	where	prolonged	droughts	have

become	the	norm)	so	the	countryside	was	green	and	lush	on	this	sunny	but	cool	morning.	

Once	at	the	buffer	zone,	we	had	to	pass	through	two	sets	of	customs	and	immigration

checkpoints	–	one	in	the	south	and	one	in	the	north	–	as	we	crossed	into	the	Turkish

occupied	area.	We	were	fortunate	that	we	were	allowed	to	stay	on	the	bus	while	our	tour

guide	took	all	the	passports	to	each	authority	for	inspection.	With	several	tour	buses

arriving	simultaneously,	this	process	took	almost	30	minutes	before	we	were	able	to

continue	our	drive	(and	use	our	cameras	again!)	through	north	Nicosia.	

As	we	have	noticed	on	two	previous	visits,	the	first	impression	on	crossing	is	that	the

Turkish	area	of	the	city	is	somewhat	run	down	and	appears	dirtier	than	the	other	half	to	the

south.	On	the	other	hand,	the	contrast	did	not	seem	as	stark	last	year	as	on	our	first	visit	in

2006,	and	there	even	appeared	to	be	some	additional	improvement	over	the	last	year.

Indeed,	there	was	a	good	deal	of	construction	taking	place,	with	high-rise	apartments	and

office	blocks	of	a	more	pleasing	appearance	than	the	older	“Eastern	European”,	concrete

buildings.	

As	we	left	the	city,	the	countryside	soon	became	very	beautiful	as	we	crossed	the	central

fertile	valley	(Metaoria)	and	headed	toward	the	northern	mountain	range	(Pentadaktylos).

The	valley	was	once	the	“bread	basket”	of	the	country,	but	since	separation	its	produce	is

not	available	for	sale	in	the	south	and	farming	has	significantly	decreased.	The	mountain

range	ahead	was	not	as	high	as	that	in	the	south	(about	1000	vs	up	to	3000	meters),	had	far

less	vegetation,	but	had	a	number	of	very	jagged	peaks	of	mostly	red	rock.	As	we	climbed

to	our	first	stop	we	had	some	magnificent	views	over	the	valley	to	the	south	and	the

Mediterranean	Sea	to	the	north,	as	well	as	the	mountains	themselves.	About	two	hours	after

leaving	Limassol,	we	arrived	at	the	picturesque	mountain	village	of	Bellapais.	
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The	narrow	main	street	with	attractive	stone	cottages	to	either	side	led	us	to	a	small	central	square	with	coffee	shops	on	two	corners,	an	inviting	fresh	fruit

store	on	a	third	and	–	the	reason	for	our	visit	–	a	magnificent	Gothic	monastery	at	the	fourth.	The	abbey,	with	its	church,	refectory	and	inner	courtyard,	had

been	built	at	the	time	of	the	Byzantine	period	(13th	century)	and,	although	no	longer	a	place	of	worship	in	this	Muslim	area	of	today,	has	been	maintained	in

its	original	form.	The	church	and	refectory	are	still	in	amazingly	good	condition	but	many	of	the	higher	walls	and	towers	around	the	courtyard	are	in	partial

ruin.	

When	originally	built,	the	monastery	was,	of	course,	Roman	Catholic	(the	Byzantine	Empire	being	centered	in	Constantinople)	but	over	the	years	was

converted	to	the	Orthodox	form	with	an	iconostasis	and	chandeliers	typical	of	many	we	have	seen	in	“Greek”	Cyprus.	It	is	a	fine	example	of	Gothic

architecture	in	a	hilltop	position	overlooking	the	sea	and	it	seemed	fitting	that	it	had	not	been	converted	to	the	much	plainer	form	of	a	mosque.	

Although	our	visit	here	was	brief,	we	did	have	time	for	a	Turkish	coffee	(which	we	both	enjoy	and	drink	quite	frequently	at	home)	sitting	outside	in	the

monastery	gardens	on	what	was	now	a	warm	and	sunny	day.	

From	Bellapais	it	was	only	a	short	drive	to	our	next	stop	in	the	larger	town	of	Kyrenia,	on	the	north	coast	of	Cyprus.	Until	relatively	recently	the	town	had

been	a	somewhat	sleepy	village	but	was	the	site	of	a	stone-built	castle	built	on	the	cliff	top	overlooking	the	sea	–	clearly	an	important	strategic	location.	This

huge	building	dates	from	the	16th	century	when	the	Venetians	occupied	Cyprus	and	was	built	over	a	previous	fort	built	by	the	Crusaders	over	200	years

earlier.	Within	the	castle	is	a	12th	century	chapel	containing	examples	of	Roman	capitals	(which	we	did	not	see)	and	an	important	shipwreck	museum,	to

which	we	were	able	to	pay	a	quick	visit.	
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In	the	late	1990s,	a	local	diver	located	an	ancient	ship	on	the	ocean	floor	a	couple	of	miles	out	to	sea	from	this	harbor.	He	made	many	visits	to	the	site,	convinced

himself	that	it	was	a	ship	from	the	Roman	period	and,	before	disclosing	its	location,	he	insisted	that	a	professional	archaeological	team	be	brought	in	to	perform

dating	studies	and,	eventually,	to	raise	the	remains.	An	American	team	did	indeed	confirm	that	the	ship	dated	from	about	300BC	and	was	able	to	salvage	a	good-

sized	section	of	its	hull	as	well	as	many	items	which	it	had	been	carrying	when	it	was	wrecked.	The	museum	contains	many	of	these	items	–	from	ballast	to	fine

pottery	–	and	covers	the	story	of	the	salvage	and	identification	process.	The	highlight,	however,	is	the	section	of	hull	that	has	been	“re-assembled”	in	its	own

glass-enclosed	facility	in	the	museum.	It	is	a	gray-colored	wooden	assembly	which,	despite	2000	years	under	water	is	in	remarkably	good	condition	and	easily

recognizable	as	a	ship.	The	fort	and	the	Roman	ship	are	pictured	below.

From	the	castle,	we	walked	down	steep	stone	steps	to	the	very	picturesque	and	busy	harbor	of	the	town	where	we	once	again	sat	outside	to	enjoy	a	sandwich	and

cold	drink.	Kyrenia	has	mushroomed	from	the	village	of	forty	years	ago	to	a	flourishing	tourist	destination,	particularly	frequented	by	the	British	(hence	chips

served	with	every	meal!)	In	fact,	the	whole	of	northern	Cyprus	is	a	popular	tourist	area	for	Europeans	and	the	coastal	towns	of	Kyrenia	and	Famagusta	to	the	east

were	very	popular	with	Americans,	especially	before	partition	and	Turkish	occupation.	

From	Kyrenia	we	had	another	2	½	hour

drive	back	to	the	ship,	including	two

more	stops	at	checkpoints	at	the

“border”.	We	also	drove	through	a

heavy	rain	shower	on	the	return,	our

first	rain	in	two	weeks,	but	the	weather

had	improved	again	by	the	time	we

were	“home”	following	a	sunny	–	and

very	interesting	–	day	in	the	north.	

As	we	said,	the	partition	of	Cyprus	has	roots	that	go	back	centuries,	but	the	current	situation	is	a	direct	result	of	issues	of	the	second	half	of	the	last	century.	After

World	War	2,	Cyprus	became	a	British	colony	until	the	1960s,	when	it	gained	its	independence.	Unfortunately,	that	independence	gave	Turkey	(which	had	always

felt	it	should	own	Cyprus)	an	excuse	to	exercise	its	“rights”	and	invade	the	island	in	1974.	Following	periods	of	fighting,	during	which	many	Greek	Cypriots	fled

to	the	south,	the	United	Nations	drew	a	line	across	the	country	and	installed	a	peace-keeping	force	that	is	still	in	place	today.	

To	complicate	things	even	more,	Cyprus	(as	one	country)	entered	the	European	Union	in	2004	but	it	does	not	recognize	the	Turkish	occupied	north	as	anything

but	a	part	of	Cyprus.	Remarkably,	Nicosia	(a	divided	city)	is	the	capital	of	the	entire	country	and	supposedly	governs	the	entire	island.	Complicated!!!

Despite	all	of	this,	at	least	according	to	our	guide,	animosity	“on	the	ground”	is	minimal	and	she	suggested	that	both	sides	wish	some	form	of	permanent

agreement	could	be	reached.	As	our	excursion	today	indicated,	tourism	is	a	major	industry	on	both	sides	and	she	greeted	her	northern	counterparts	as	obvious

friends.	If	only	the	politicians	would	get	out	of	the	way………..	
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From	Cyprus	we	were	to	head	in	a	generally	westward	direction	to	visit	cities	in	Italy,	Spain	and	Portugal,	before	completing	the	cruise	in	England.	During	this

period,	we	spent	several	days	at	sea,	with	no	shore	excursions,	and	the	weather	gradually	deteriorated	to	give	us	some	rather	rough	days	and	nights.	Our	first

stop	was	in	Rome,	but	before	reaching	there	we	had	to	pass	through	the	narrow	Strait	of	Messina	which	separates	Sicily	from	the	mainland	of	Italy.

The	narrowest	section	of	the	Strait	is	only	1	½	miles	wide	so	we	had	good	views	of	the	city	of	Messina	and	its	“sister	city”	on	the	mainland	and	we	saw	lots	of

ferry	boats	crossing	between	the	two.	

Apparently	there	have	been	plans	drawn	for	a	bridge	between	Sicily	and	mainland	Italy,	which	would	be	the	longest	span	in	the	world.	However,	projected	costs

and	political	wrangling	have	so	far	kept	the	ferries	working	and	there	are	currently	no	serious	plans	to	build	the	bridge.	There	are	on	each	bank	at	the	narrowest

point,	identical	steel	pylons	that	once	carried	electricity	wires	to	Sicily.	These	were	built	in	1957	but	have	been	superseded	by	underwater	cable;	the	pylons	still

stand	–	but	now	as	a	National	Monument.	

After	leaving	the	Strait,	the	waters	became	noticeably	calmer	and	the	wind	changed	to	a	gentle	breeze	as	we	headed	northwest	again,	essentially	paralleling	the

west	coast	of	Italy	on	our	way	to	Rome.	

When	we	woke	we	were	already	docked	in	Civitavecchia,	the	main	port	for	Rome.	It	is	a	huge	facility	and	there	were	several	cruise	ships	and	Mediterranean

ferry	ships	in	port.	It	was	a	little	after	1pm	before	we	boarded	our	bus	for	our	“Panorama	of	Rome”	tour.	It	was	labelled	this	as	we	were	to	spend	much	of	the

time	on	the	bus	and	simply	drive	by	as	many	of	the	sights	as	possible.	Since	we	have	visited	Rome	on	several	occasions,	we	felt	that	this	would	be	an	easy	and

pleasant	way	to	get	a	quick	refresher.	

The	drive	from	Civitavecchia	to	the	center	of	Rome	(50	miles	or	so)	took	almost	1	½	hours	but	was	a	very	pleasant	drive	through	the	lush,	green,	rolling	hills	on

the	western	coast	of	Italy.	We	also	saw	a	little	of	the	town	of	Civitavecchia	itself	and	were	quite	impressed	with	its	many	Roman	and	medieval	buildings	and

busy	port	area.	

Before	starting	our	city	tour,	we	made	one	stop	at	the	Church	of	St	Peter	and	St	Paul	Outside	the	Walls.	This	is	one	of	four	properties	of	the	Vatican	remote

from	St	Peter’s	and	is	a	very	impressive	building	in	its	own	right.	Originally	built	in	the	2nd	Century	AD,	it	was	destroyed	and	re-built	in	the	mid-1800s.	The

stop	here	was	scheduled	for	45	minutes	–	but	25	of	those	were	spent	standing	in	line	to	get	through	the	security	checkpoint	–	so,	after	the	necessary	restroom

break,	we	had	time	for	only	a	very	quick	peek	inside	this	huge	church.	It	was	a	vast	open	area	inside	with	four	rows	of	columns,	a	beautiful	ceiling	and

impressive	altar	apse.	It	is	built	on	the	site	of	St	Paul’s	crucifixion	and	his	tomb	is	in	the	crypt.	Unfortunately,	of	course,	we	had	no	time	to	absorb	the	facility	but

inside	and	out	we	could	see	that	it	would	be	worth	a	much	longer	visit.	We	commented	that	this	is	a	downside	of	an	organized	tour	and	wished	that	we	were

traveling	independently.	
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Then	it	was	into	the	city	itself,	entering	through	the	southwestern	section	of	the	enormous	Roman	city	walls.	We	knew	that	from	here	we	would	not	be	getting	off

the	bus	so	we	wondered	exactly	how	much	we	would	be	able	to	see	in	less	than	a	couple	of	hours	on	a	heavily	trafficked	sunny	Sunday	afternoon.	However,	we

were	pleasantly	surprised	in	that	we	saw	at	least	a	dozen	of	the	major	attractions	of	Rome	–	from	the	Circus	Maximus	to	St	Peter’s	–	and	it	was	a	well-narrated	and

very	interesting	afternoon.	We	missed	the	Colosseum	because	the	remnants	of	the	marathon	crowd	(it	was	the	Rome	marathon	today)	made	it	impossible	to	drive

there,	and	of	course	we	couldn’t	see	the	narrow	streets	and	alleyways	around	the	Trevi	Fountain,	the	Spanish	Steps	or	the	Pantheon,	but	most	other	famous	spots

we	were	able	to	see	–	if	only	at	a	distance	and	through	bus	windows	crowded	with	heads.	

All	too	soon,	we	left	the	city	for	the	drive	back	to	the	ship	but	were	glad	we	had	taken	this	particular	tour	–	and	vowed	to	return	a	for	a	more	in-depth	visit	soon!	

Rome

in

A	Day

After	another	day	of	sailing,	we	docked	in	the	city	of	Barcelona,	Spain.	Our	tour	began	at

9:30	and	was	billed	as	the	Barcelona	Loop.	This	meant	a	bus	drive	to	three	different

locations	in	the	city	and	about	45	minutes	free	time	at	each.	First	was	the	“Spanish	Village”

–	a	reconstruction	of	homes	from	all	the	districts	of	Spain.	Our	first	thought	was	that	it

wouldn’t	be	all	that	interesting	but,	as	it	turns	out,	it	was	well	worth	a	much	longer	visit.	The

village	–	and	it	is	definitely	the	size	of	many	we	have	seen	in	Europe	–	was	built	for	a	world

expo	in	the	1920s	and	was	scheduled	to	be	demolished	after	the	fair	was	completed.

However,	it	was	such	an	attraction	that	it	was	decided	to	maintain	it	as	an	open-air	museum

and	it	has	become	a	major	tourist	spot	in	Barcelona.	How	we	missed	it	on	our	three	previous

visits	escapes	us.	We	were	not	sure	about	the	significance	of	the	huge	statues	at	the	entrance!

There	were	perhaps	a	hundred	buildings	representing	architecture	across	Spain	and	each	was

a	faithful	copy	of	an	existing	structure.	So,	there	were	simple	homes,	shops,	churches,	a

huge	tower	and	many	more,	all	arranged	around	a	large	square	and	on	either	side	of	narrow

streets.	To	add	to	the	authenticity,	the	streets	covered	significantly	different	elevations	so	one

got	the	feel	of	a	real	village	–	but	with	many	different	architectural	styles.	The	signage	was

good	and	we	found	the	whole	experience	fascinating	and	educational.	
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Spanish	Village

Next	was	the	Sagrada	Familia,	the	100	year+	cathedral	construction	site	designed	by	the	early	20th	century	architect	Gaudi,	who	has	numerous	buildings

throughout	Barcelona.	This	cathedral	was	begun	over	100	years	ago	and	construction	has	been	ongoing	–	more	or	less	steadily	–	ever	since.	It	is	now	hoped	that

completion	will	occur	in	2026	(the	100th	anniversary	of	Gaudi’s	untimely	death)	but	that	will	be	a	function	of	how	well	the	fund-raising	effort	will	go,	as	well	as

the	intensity	of	work	effort.	We	were	told	that	it	has	now	been	consecrated	(although	how	much	use	it	gets	wasn’t	clear)	and	is	being	funded	now	entirely	by

subscription	and	proceeds	from	visitor	fees.	

It	is	an	iconic	structure	which,	to	an	untrained	eye,	looks	like	a	haphazard	amalgamation	of	several	sub-buildings	of	varying	design,	with	the	main	frontage	being

of	the	more	typical	“free	form”	structure	that	is	Gaudi.	In	addition	to	the	unusual	shapes,	the	building	is	decorated	with	all	kinds	of	concrete	greenery	(for

example,	a	Christmas	tree),	vegetables	and	fruits	and	many	colored	areas	in	pastel	shades.	On	our	first	visit	here	many	years	back,	we	actually	went	inside	(the

lines	today	were	around	the	block)	and	many	parts	looked	very	much	like	any	other	cathedral	–	but	many	were	as	unusual	as	the	outside.	It	is	a	unique	structure

indeed,	as	you	can	see	in	the	pictures	on	the	next	page.
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Sagrada	Familia

Our	final	stop	was	in	the	Plaza	de	Catalunya	at	the	central	point

of	the	most	famous	street	in	Barcelona,	La	Rambla.	This	is	a	very

wide	avenue	(as	are	many	in	the	beautiful	city)	and	has	all	the

most	famous	stores	as	well	as	a	central	walkway	with	coffee

shops,	souvenir	stands	and	markets.	It	is	THE	street	where

everyone	walks	–	locals	as	well	as	tourists	–	a	place	to	be	seen

and	a	great	one	for	people-watching.	In	addition,	at	the	end	of	this

very	long	street,	near	the	waterfront,	is	a	statue	of	Christopher

Columbus	who	sailed	from	here	on	his	journey	to	North

America.We	were	able	to	grab	a	light	lunch	just	off	this	avenue

before	boarding	our	bus	back	to	the	ship.	As	with	our	tour	in

Rome,	we	felt	that	they	had	done	a	good	job	of	hitting	the

highlights	in	a	short	period	of	time.	

The	day	after	leaving	Barcelona	we	had	sailed	in	sight	of	southern

Spain	virtually	all	day	and	around	6pm	we	passed	through	the	Straits	of

Gibraltar.	We	got	a	magnificent	view	of	The	Rock,	particularly	after	we

had	passed	by	the	country	and	were	headed	west	towards	the	Atlantic.

We	also	saw	an	area	of	Morocco	on	the	southern	side	of	the	Straits.	

MoroccoGibraltar

You've	got	to	trust	me	a	little	on	this	one!!
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Now	we	were	out	of	the	Mediterranean	Sea	and	traveling	northwards	along	the	west	coast	of	Spain,	and	then	Portugal,		in	the	Atlantic	Ocean.	The	city	and	port	of

Lisbon	are	actually	inland	from	the	Atlantic	Ocean,	about	5	miles	up	the	Rio	Tejo,	so	the	final	portion	before	docking	was	very	interesting,	with	views	of	Lisbon

and	its	sister	city	across	the	river.	The	river	is	spanned	by	a	bridge	very	similar	to	the	Golden	Gate	in	San	Francisco;	in	fact	it	is	modeled	after	it.	On	a	hill	to	the

south,	overlooking	the	river	and	the	city	of	Lisbon	is	a	Christ	the	Redeemer	statue	very	similar	to	that	in	Rio	de	Janeiro.	Recall,	Brazil	was	a	colony	of	Portugal

until	gaining	independence	in	1882.	

Our	tour	of	Lisbon	was	similar	to	that	we	took	in

Barcelona	in	that	we	visited	three	areas	of	the	city

and	were	given	about	45	minutes	free	time	in

each.	The	first	was	the	magnificent	Monastery	of

St	Jerome	with	the	attached	church	dedicated	to

St	Michael.	The	church	is	very	ornately	decorated

inside	and	out	with	hardly	a	square	inch	of	surface

without	some	form	of	adornment.	Its	other	claim

to	fame	is	that	it	houses	the	tomb	of	Vasco	da

Gama,	the	first	to	circumnavigate	the	globe.	You

may	remember	a	monument	to	him	that	we	saw	in

South	Africa

The	Monastery	of	St	Jerome,	with	the

tomb	of	Vasco	da	Gama.

A	magnificent	waterfront	plaza	in

Lisbon.
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The	achievements	of	Portuguese	sailors	were	honored	at	our	next	stop,	a	huge	statue	on

the	river	bank	dedicated	to	the	explorers	from	this	country	and	erected	on	the	500th

anniversary	of	the	death	of	the	Navigator	Prince	Henry,	who	died	in	1460.	He	was	the

fourth	son	of	the	then	King	John	and	is	considered	the	leader	of	the	Portuguese

exploration	that	led	to	the	vast	Empire.	Nearby	is	another	monument	(more	like	a	small

castle)	that	juts	out	into	the	water	like	a	ship.

Our	final	stop	was	on	the	main	shopping	boulevard	of	Lisbon	the	Avenida	da

Liberdade,	perhaps	one	of	the	finest	in	Europe	and	often	compared	with	the

Champs	Elysees	in	Paris.	We	recall	being	very	impressed	with	this	avenue	on

our	first	visit	to	Lisbon	20	years	ago	and	the	buildings	that	grace	either	side	are

equally	impressive	today.	We	were	able	to	have	a	light	lunch	sitting	outside	on

a	street	just	off	the	avenue;	once	again,	we	had	fantastic	weather	(sunny	and

bright,	if	still	a	little	cool)	and	it	was	great	to	enjoy	a	meal	in	these

surroundings.	

We	returned	to	the	ship	late	afternoon	and	sailed	around	7pm.	It	was	still	light	at	this	time,	so	we	were	able	to	get	some	more	great	views	of	the	city	as	we	sailed

towards	the	ocean	–	and	two	days	of	cruising	before	reaching	our	destination	of	Southampton,	England.	So,	this	was	almost	the	end	of	our	cruise,	but	not	the	end

of	the	trip	as	we	still	planned	to	spend	a	few	days	in	the	south	of	England	before	flying	home.

We	drove	from	Southampton	to	a	village	in	Devon,	Haytor,	where	we	have	stayed	on	several	occasions	in	the	past.	The	village	is	on	Dartmoor,	which	is	a	large

unspoilt	area	of	moorland,	famous	for	its	Dartmoor	Ponies.	Perhaps	they	are	not	quite	as	cute	as	Shetland	Ponies,	but	it	is	nice	to	see	them	in	their	natural	habitat

roaming	freely	in	the	open.

Also	on	Dartmoor	is	a	very	old	railway	that	was	built	to	carry	stone	from	the	quarries	here	to	the	ocean	ports	and	then	to	places	in	England	and	Europe.	The	rails

are	unusual,	however,	in	that	they	are	also	built	of	stone	(rather	than	the	more	usual	metal	tracks)	but	they	seemed	to	perform	well	and	even	had	"switches"	to

allow	cars	to	be	sent	on	different	routes.

Unfortunately,	Grandma	developed	a	very	bad	cold	towards	the	end	of	our	trip	so	we	didn't	visit	as	many	places	in	Devon	as	we	might	have	done	-	but	it	was	a

nice	way	to	end	a	very	interesting	vacation,	during	which	we	had	seen	many	sights	and	experienced	a	number	of	different	cultures.

So,	where

next?????
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How	about	Easter	Island?	First	of	all	-	where	is	it?	Second,	what	is	it	famous	for?	Third,	how	do	we

get	there?

Well,	as	you	can	see	on	the	map	of	the	Pacific	Ocean,	Easter	Island	(the	red	dot)	is	about	as	far	away

from	any	other	land	as	you	can	get.	It	is	about	2500	miles	west	of	Chile,	in	South	America	and,	in

fact,	is	part	of	that	country.	As	to	what	is	the	attraction:	on	this	very	small	island,	there	are	hundreds

of	carved	stone	heads	which	have	been	there	for	hundreds	of	years	but	not	much	is	known	as	to	why

(or	how)	they	were	carved	and	put	in	place.	Perhaps	we	would	find	out.	Finally,	unless	you	want	to

spend	about	a	week	on	a	ship,	the	only	way	to	reach	Easter	Island	is	to	fly	from	Santiago,	the	capital

of	Chile.	Which	is	exactly	what	we	did.

Santiago	is	on	the	west	coast	of	Chile	but	is	actually	one	time	zone	EAST	of	Cincinnati,	so	there

was	no	jet	lag	on	the	flight	from	home.	As	we	often	do,	we	spent	our	one	full	day	in	the	city	on	a

Hop	On/Hop	Off	bus	that	took	us	from	the	outskirts	where	our	hotel	was	to	the	historic	center.

The	drive	into	the	central	downtown	area	took	about	an	hour,	during	which	we	passed	through

several	districts	that	are	now	part	of	the	greater	Santiago	city.	The	general	impression	is	of	a	very

modern	city	with	many	new	high-rise	buildings	for	both	commercial	and	residential	use.	We	saw

very	few	single-family	homes	but	some	older	residences	that	must	have	been	quite	grand	in	their

day	but	which	today	are	probably	divided	into	smaller	apartments.	In	general,	the	streets	were	very

wide	in	the	European	style	and,	in	fact,	the	whole	city	often	seemed	more	like	a	European	capital

city	than	the	New	World.	

The	bus	commentary	gave	a	history	of	the	country,	particularly	the	era	since	the	Spanish	arrived.

Chile	(or	perhaps	part	of	the	country)	was	ruled	by	the	Viceroy	of	Peru	for	a	period	and	the	history

of	the	two	countries,	and	their	fight	for	independence	from	Spain,	seem	very	much	intertwined.	

Once	in	the	main	downtown	area,	we	got	off	the	bus	at	the	Plaza	de	Armes,	one	of	two	huge	squares

that	house	most	of	the	historical	civic	and	religious	buildings	and	many	of	the	major	places	of

interest	for	visitors.	The	map	given	us	by	the	bus	company	was	very	difficult	to	follow	so	we	were

able	to	identify	only	a	few	of	the	dozens	of	fine	buildings.	However,	we	found	it	very	pleasant	to

simply	walk	along	the	major	boulevards	and	pedestrian	areas	and	take	in	the	flavor	of	this

prosperous-looking	capital.	A	stop	for	a	coffee	in	a	sidewalk	café	and	a	good	deal	of	people-

watching	made	for	an	easy	but	interesting	three	hours	in	Santiago.	

Santiago
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The	next	morning	we	took	another	five	hour	flight	to	Easter	Island.	Although	the	island	is	very	small	(much	smaller	than	the	city	of	Sacramento,	for	example),	it

does	have	an	airport,	where	we	were	greeted	in	the	typical	Polynesian	way	when	we	arrived.	We	were	driven	to	our	resort	hotel	in	the	only	town	of	any	size	on

the	whole	island.	The	rooms	are	in	blocks	of	about	six	and	are	remote	from	the	lobby	and	the	dining/bar	areas.	A	series	of	brick	pathways	stretches	through	the

complex.	The	room	itself	was	very	nice,	if	a	little	bit	in	the	Flintstone	fashion.	There	was	a	nice	shower,	a	super	king-size	bed	and	a	bath	out	in	the	bedroom!	

Our	Resort

The	next	morning	we	took	the	first	of	three	tours	that	we	had	scheduled	for	our	visit.	The	van	took	us	out	of	the	village	and	to	the	rim	of	the	largest	volcanic

crater	on	the	island.	We	stopped	here	for	about	20	minutes	to	look	into	the	crater	(with	its	12	meter	deep	water	–	the	original	source	of	water	for	the	island)

and	to	climb	a	little	further	for	views	over	Hanga	Roa	(where	our	resort	is)	and,	indeed,	the	whole	of	Easter	Island.	
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We	were	told	that	the	original	inhabitants	of	the	island	(1000	to	1400	years	ago,	depending	on	the	source)	were	actually	quite	sophisticated	in	astrology	and	earth

sciences	and,	in	fact,	that	the	platforms	of	the	“heads”	were	strategically	placed	in	a	manner	similar	to	the	stones	of	Stonehenge	and	other	world	astrological	sites.

Listening	to	our	guide	(who	spoke	very	good	English	and	seemed	very	knowledgeable	–	and	claimed	to	be	a	direct	descendant	of	the	original	inhabitants)	we

learned	that	two	warring	factions	centuries	ago	eventually	settled	their	differences	and	established	supremacy	by	the	“Birdman	Challenge”.	

The	Manutara	(Sooty	Tern)	bird	came	to	Easter	Island	from	its	home	on	a	small	island	several	hundred	miles	away	and	became	entwined	in	the	history	of	this

place.	Apparently,	it	was	the	only	migratory	bird	to	come	here	and,	as	an	added	distinction,	did	not	build	nests	but	simply	laid	eggs	on	the	ground.	Somehow	the

bird’s	head	was	“attached”	to	the	human	body	and	this	is	now	not	only	the	major	symbol	on	the	island	but	also	has	a	spiritual	significance	from	which	all	manner

of	myths	and	legends	have	emerged.	The	stories	we	heard	may	seem	somewhat	fanciful	to	us	today	but	are	no	less	believable	than	many	we	have	heard	around	the

world	and	which	have	formed	the	basis	for	a	civilization’s	beliefs	–	including,	perhaps,	those	of	the	major	religions.	

In	any	event,	the	birdman	challenge	(for	all	young	men	as	a	rite	of	passage)	consisted	of	getting	down	the	1000	feet	high	outer	rim	of	the	crater	to	the	ocean,

swimming	a	mile	to	a	small	island	(the	far	one	in	the	picture	below)	where	the	bird	laid	its	eggs,	finding	an	egg,	and	returning	to	the	mainland	(UP	the	cliff	side)

to	present	the	undamaged	egg	to	the	high	priest.	Success	meant	that	the	winner	was	given	a	priestly	rank	for	a	year	and	live	accordingly	until	“de-throned”	the

next	spring.

Hanga	Roa

We	visited	the	village	on	the	crater	rim	where	the

victor	would	live	for	at	least	part	of	his	“rule”	but

which	for	the	rest	of	the	year	was	inhabited	only	by

“priests”.	Interestingly,	this	village	and	its

construction	mirrors	that	of	places	like	Skara	Brae

in	Scotland,	fortified	towns	we	have	seen	in

Sardinia	and	even	a	9000	year-old	village	we	most

recently	saw	in	Cyprus.	It	really	is	fascinating	how

cultures	thousands	of	miles	apart	–	and	often

thousands	of	years	different	in	time	–	have

designed	and	built	homes	and	entire	towns	with

very	similar	style	and	materials.	Likewise,	the

stories	that	are	woven	around	these	man-made

habitats	are	often	amazingly	similar	and	each	

supports	the	legends	that	are	unique	to	the	region	and	era	–	yet	are	anything	but	unique	when	viewed	from	our	perspective	today.	
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So,	after	1	1/2	days	on	Easter	Island,	we	still	had	not	seen	any	of	the	statues	for	which	the	island	is	famous.	But	that	would	change	on	the	very	next	day.	A	little

after	3pm	our	tour	departed	for	the	south	central	part	of	the	island	–	less	than	a	30	minute	drive.	Here	we	walked	a	total	of	perhaps	a	mile	but	parts	of	it	were	very

steep	and	had	poor	footing.	However,	the	visit	was	very	rewarding.	We	were	walking	at	the	base	of	the	quarry	from	which	most,	if	not	all,	the	moai	(the	local	name

for	the	statues)	had	been	carved	and	we	were	told	that	there	were	over	400	in	this	relatively	small	region	alone.	Walking	between	the	statues	and	admiring	the

engineering	and	artistic	feat	obvious	in	their	carving,	we	felt	that	we	were	now	well	and	truly	on	Easter	Island.	It	was	an	amazing	experience.	

Our	guide	gave	us	good	descriptions	of	the	process	used	-	the	statues	were	carved	in	situ	on	the	quarry	wall	before	being	cut	along	the	back(hence	the	flat	rear)	and

allowed	to	fall	down	the	grassy	slope.	Many	were	damaged	in	this	fall	but	those	deemed	acceptable	were	then	transported	(sometimes	over	a	number	of	miles)

along	three	major	“roads”	using	ropes	as	pulling	aids.	We	were	told	that	the	heads	had	a	6	degree	“lean”	forwards	which	not	only	was	helpful	in	the	moving

process	but	also	gave	the	best	perspective	when	mounted	on	the	pedestals.	It	should	be	remembered	that	the	statues	were	carved	over	a	period	of	many	centuries

(generally,	it	seems,	in	two	major	waves)	and,	as	such,	the	size,	design	and	features	changed	somewhat	as	time	(and	technology)	progressed.	In	fact,	each

“generation”	of	carvers	often	left	statues	semi-finished	so	that	their	descendants	could	not	only	see	the	methodology	but	have	something	with	which	to	work.

Again	these	are	the	words	of	one	person	–	our	guide	–	but	in	the	absence	of	any	better	explanation,	this	one	works	well	and	can	explain	many	of	the	different

features	that	we	saw.

Completely	new	to	us	was	the	fact	that	each	statue	and	its	base

were	placed	over	the	buried	bones	of	a	deceased	person	of	high

rank.	Once	the	burial	had	taken	place	and	the	ahu	covered	the

tomb,	word	was	given	to	start	the	work	on	the	moa	at	the	quarry.

Since	the	carving	and	transportation	could	take	a	very	long	time

(as	much	as	several	centuries	was	mentioned),	it	is	not	at	all	clear

who	looked	after	the	original	shallow	tomb	and,	indeed,	how	the

identity	of	its	“owner”	(now	long	deceased)	was	maintained.	

We	also	learned	about	the	‘religious’	or	spiritual	significance	of

the	statues	and	the	respect	they	are	afforded	even	today,	when

most	inhabitants	of	Easter	Island	are	Catholic.	Since	they	sit	atop

a	tomb	and	cover	not	only	the	bones	of	the	deceased	but	also	the

spirit	(and	are	mostly	of	high-ranking	individuals)	they	are

essentially	“hallowed	ground”.	In	fact,	they	are	often	regarded	as

the	“second	life”	of	the	deceased	and	deserving	of	the	utmost

respect.	Consequently,	locals	will	not	touch	the	moai	and,	today,

no-one	is	allowed	to	get	close	to	them,	although	that	is	mainly

for	preservation,	rather	than	religious	reasons.	
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The	guide	that	we	had	for	the	tour	on	our	final	day	was	very	talkative	but	also	very	informative	as	he	explained	a	lot	about	the	history	and	culture	of	the	Rapa	Nui

(People	of	Easter	Island).	Our	first	stop	with	him	was	at	a	beach	on	the	northeast	coast	where,	it	is	said,	the	first	inhabitants	of	Easter	Island	came	ashore.	There	are

here	also	a	number	of	moai,	which	have	been	very	well	preserved,	having	been	covered	by	sand	for	centuries.	We	learned	a	little	more	of	the	methods	by	which	the

statues	were	transported	to	the	site	for	mounting	on	the	ahu	(platform)	and	the	explanation	gave	a	rationale	for	the	legend	that	they	had	walked!	In	fact,	a	rope

sling	system	by	which	several	(many?)	men	actually	rocked	them	from	side	to	side	giving	an	impression	of	walking.	

We	also	learned	that	the	“top	knots”	were	the	artists’	impression	of	the	way	the	long	hair	was	tied	and	colored.	These	were	of	a	different	material	to	that	of	the

main	statue	(actually	they	looked	like	spongy	lava)	and	came	from	a	different	part	of	the	island	than	the	quarry	we	had	seen	yesterday.	While	the	statues	were

carved	at	the	quarry,	the	toppers	were	added	after	the	main	body	was	mounted	in	situ,	at	which	time	final	carvings	of	markings	were	inscribed	on	the	bodies.	

From	the	beach	(which	the	locals	call	“The	Navel	of	the	World”)	we	drove	another	20	minutes	to	the	most	famous	group	of	moai,	a	line	of	fifteen	near	the	water

on	the	south	coast.	These	had	been	toppled	by	a	tsunami	in	the	middle	of	the	last	century	but	had	later	been	restored	and	placed	on	a	higher	platform	by	a

Japanese	team	in	the	late	1900s.	They	are	all	of	different	size	and	features,	only	one	has	a	top	knot,	but	together	they	form	a	grand	line	of	statues	and	are	perhaps

the	most	iconic	grouping	on	the	island.	Certainly	they	form	one	of	the	‘pictures’	that	come	to	mind	when	Easter	Island	is	mentioned.	
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Our	final	stop	was	at	another	line	of	seven	moai,	again	restored	on	their	platform,	and	are	unusual	in	that	they	all	face	out	towards	the	sea	and,	we	were	told,	are

perfectly	aligned	for	major	astrological	occurrences	at	solstice	and	equinox.	True	or	not,	they	are	an	impressive	grouping.	

The	final	group	of	statues	-	with	Mrs	Dog	as	visitor

So,	we	came	to	the	end	of	our	visit	to	Easter	Island	and	it	was	time	to	fly	back	to	Santiago		and	then	home.	It	had	been	a	most	interesting	visit	and	we	were

thrilled	to	have	seen	these	marvelous	statues	in	person	after	having	seen	many	TV	programs	and	magazine	articles	about	them.

This	was	also	the	end	of	our	journeys	together	and	the	end	of	this	book	covering	the	past	two	years	of

travels.	Grandma	and	Granddad	have	really	enjoyed	having	Mrs	Dog	as	a	traveling	companion	and

hope	that	you	have	enjoyed	reading	about	the	many	places	we	have	been	together.	We	hope	that	you

will	continue	to	travel	and	enjoy	other	parts	of	the	world	as	we	have	done.





Travels	of	Mrs	Dog

2018	and	2019

by	Robert	and	Molly	Hillery

For	Sammy

Thank	you	for	traveling

with	us,	Mrs	Dog

from

Grandma	and	Granddad
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