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We arrived in Frankfurt, Germany on March 10, spent a week and a half getting 
us and the RV ready to travel, (re)visiting cousins by the dozens, then drove across 

Luxembourg, on our way to Paris again!  Always Paris, every trip! 
 

After a couple days in Germany we entered Switzerland, then Italy a few days 
later.  We spent a month visiting Milano, Venice, (the country of) San Marino, 

Florence and Rome, then south along the western coast of Italy, to catch a ferry to 
Sicily.  We toured along the “foot” of Italy, from the toe to the heel, and camped on a 

ship for our trip to Greece.  The SS Valentino arrived in Patra, Greece, from Italy. 

 
 
 

In the shipÕs lounge, the TV played the ÒJeffersonÕs,Ó dubbed in Italian.  Later 
they had US movies in English, w ith Greek sub-titles.  Two hours after we left 
port, we could stil l see lights along the coast of Italy. 

 

Emmy fixed our dinner and we ate in the camper, then made-up the beds for 
a good nightÕs sleep.  We are parked right at the starboard rail, w ith a beautiful 
view over the water. 

 

I , GR, SS Valentino, Apr 29, Sat - 35 - 18 - 4,188 
We slept very well, but this morning there was enough movement of the ship 

to give Emmy the burps, but not bad. 

 

Exchange rate in Greece is 160 Dracma to a dollar.  Diesel is 88 ¢ per gallon.  
We left the ship at 3:00 PM in P‡tra, on the north-west ÒcornerÓ of the 
Peloponnese, the large island, or peninsula, that is the southern 1/ 3 of Greece.  
Greece has about 10,000 miles of coastline, and 134 of the 427 islands are 
inhabited. 

 

The ship campsite was excellent, Jim could travel all over the world like this.  
A great way to travel, sure beats moving into a tiny shipÕs cabin for the night, 
l ike we were required to do on several occasions.  The refrigerator truck motors 
ran all night, but didnÕt bother us.  A lso, there wasnÕt enough movement of the 
ship to even know we were on a ship.  The camper moves more in a rain and 
w ind storm!  We spent some time talking to a German couple in the next camper.  
He is a member of a special police force in Munich.  Jim didnÕt care much for 
him, but his w ife was very nice. 

 

Last night at the dock in Italy, a man with a small truck was selling huge bags 
of bananas.  Jim (and the German lady next door) checked the price and it was 
very high, so didnÕt buy any.  Over the next several weeks we saw more bananas 
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for sale in Greece, in trucks along the road as well as in stores and street markets, 
than anywhere else we have ever been.  The price for bananas in Greece is very 
high, as much as $1.80 per pound, and we donÕt remember a price less than a 
dollar per pound!  The Greeks must use more bananas than anyone, and we do 
mean truck loads, everywhere. 

 

Customs in P‡tra, Greece asked if we had a video camera, television, or 
stereo.  It never dawned on him to ask if we had a computer.  The man in the car 
ahead of us had to open his car trunk and his suitcases were searched.  Perhaps it 
was just his turn.  They just stamped a ÒVisaÓ on a page of our passport, and 
wrote ÒRenault, MGA 18AÓ so they can be sure we take out the same vehicle we 
brought in. 

 

We drove around in P‡tra and found it was not so interesting.  As we 
discovered during the remainder of our stay in Greece, most towns and cities do 
not contain much of architectural interest.  The more or less standard building 
design is not especially attractive.  It seems in Greek towns and cities, buildings 
can be classified in two categories:  Ruins and portions of buildings a couple of 
thousand years old, and all others! 

 

While driving through or near a town, it's difficult to determine the age of 
anything.  Most homes and buildings could be anywhere from two years to a 
hundred years old!  Only two or three towns on the mainland looked 
particularly inspiring.  As we will note later, the Greek Islands are in a 
completely different category. 

 

That description must be seen in l ight of the special architecture of the 
vil lages, towns, and cities we have seen in Italy, France, Germany, Yugoslavia, 
and elsewhere.  In most other European countries, each town, and specific 
portions of each country, has a distinctive style, and a differentiating flavor, but 
in Greece, it appears they quit designing and constructing distinctive buildings 
thousands of years ago. 

 

We stopped at a couple of markets in P‡tra and bought a small basket of 
strawberries for a dollar, and a loaf of bread for 30 cents. 

 

Drove a few miles to Rio, to take a 20 minute $5.60 ferryboat from the 
Peloponnese, to the northern (main) part of the country.  We have travelled on 
ferryboats many times in many countries, but this one at Rio, l ike the Greek ship 
from Italy, had only one end for vehicles to get on or off.  That means everyone 
who drives on, must back off, and everyone who must back on, can drive off.  
Several Greek ferryboat men were directing traffic, and told this one to back on, 
and that one to drive on, and if they had a reason to do one or the other, it sure 
wasnÕt obvious.  We had to back on, no problem. 

 

Here again we had huge trailer trucks, tourist buses and cars jammed in 
together.  There was no way we could have opened any door in the camper 
during this trip, and we donÕt l ike being penned in, with no way out in an 
emergency.  Jim measured, and there was just room for JimÕs finger between our 
rear-view mirror and the bus next door.  But while the ferryboat was moving, 
both vehicles were swaying and the bus and camper pitched and rolled so close, 
that it would have been the end of a measuring finger, if he was stil l that curious! 
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As we drive east on the road near the water, there are mountains to the north, 
and olive groves to the south between us and the water, and we can see the 
Peloponnese to the south, across the Gulf of Corinth.  Most apartment buildings 
and houses are surrounded by balconies on every side and on every floor.  We 
see a lot of kids playing basketball and soccer.  There are plenty of goats and 
sheep.  The sun is shining and there are small trees planted along the road. 

 

We are headed toward Delfi on a nice two lane road.  There are citrus trees 
among the olive groves.  A lot of houses along here, but not continuous towns as 
we often see in Italy.  ThereÕs hardly any traffic now.  ItÕs nice and warm in 
Greece, and thatÕs welcome after all the cold weather in northern Europe.  We see 
a lot of islands offshore.  There are Shell, Texaco, Fina, Mobile, Total, EKO (Esso 
maybe, the colors and shape of the sign is the same), gas stations in Greece so far. 

 

Usually the road signs w ill be in Greek letters or symbols, then 50 yards later, 
they w ill be in English.  Many business signs are in Greek only, others in English 
only, and many use both languages.  Same is true of maps, either language or 
both.  Would sure be a mess if they only used Greek.  We are able to match the 
shape of characters and symbols here and there, but itÕs difficult. 

 

We find it hard to believe we can see snow capped mountains in Greece in 
May!  Of course we see snow capped mountains in California in May, but our 
mountains are much higher. 

 

We drove around in Galax’di for a l ittle, but it was very difficult.  We left 
Galax’diÕs market place on one of the several streets, and soon found ourselves in 
an almost dead-end.  Wished is was, as we tried to continue out of there, it was 
so narrow Jim scraped the side of the camper.  Why he didnÕt stop, he doesnÕt 
know.  It was suddenly so steep the wheels were spinning on rough concrete, 
and when we heard the camper touch the wall, Jim panicked and kept going, 
instead of stopping and backing out.  More damage to us than to the camper.  It 
was only a small scratch and of no consequence, but it sure sounded bad while it 
was happening. 

 

We have been told by many people that ÒfreeÓ camping (not in a campsite) is 
done all over this country, and itÕs very safe.  We looked for a campground in 
this area, and when we didnÕt find any, we parked on the shore near a Greek 
couple in a trailer.  We donÕt plan to ever just park somewhere by ourselves. 

 

Flocks of sheep, pink oleander, barren mountains, plenty of snow on Mt. 
Parnassos in the distance, beyond Delfi.  Jim talked to the very friendly man next 
door.  He gave us his business card and said we should call him if we have a 
problem while we are in Greece.  Now that is a nice man! 

 

Sometimes during the night, Jim wakes up and wonders.  Where are we now?  
Are we really!  Is this for real!  IsnÕt this wonderful! 

 

GR, Galax’di , Apr 30, Sun - 36 - 0 Dr. - 59 - 4,248 
We were parked near to the water and parallel to the shoreline.  During the 

night, the w ind and rain was so strong the camper was swaying back and forth.  
Wi th our imagination we might find ourselves in the water, or at least not being 
able to sleep.  So we moved a little, and headed the camper into the w ind, and no 
more problem. 
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Last night at midnight was the beginning of the Greek Orthodox Easter 
celebration.  About midnight, we saw three or four cars coming down the beach, 
past us, on their way to a house in the distance.  In each car someone was 
holding a lighted candle.  We saw them stop at the trailer next door, then the 
man came out and lit his candle from theirs. 

 

This morning he said that at the end of the Greek Orthodox Easter midnight 
service at the nearby church, everyone lights a candle from a special one in the 
church, then they take the candle home.  The people in the car were nice enough 
to stop and light his. 

 

It was raining this morning, so we slept late and ate breakfast before we left.  
The view from here is exceptional.  Beautiful shoreline, mountains in the 
distance, and the city of Itea across the bay, and we know Delfi is just up the hil l 
in the distance.  A short distance from where we camped on the seashore, we 
saw the official campsite, but w ith a chain across the entrance.  ItÕs too early in 
the season for them.  Hope we donÕt have a problem finding campsites (and we 
didnÕt). 

 

We stopped in the nearby town of Itea.  We had read that they bar-b-que 
spring lambs on Easter Sunday in Greece, but we were not prepared for what we 
saw!  A dozen, and more, streets blocked off, w ith a fire in the middle of the 
block, each w ith from three or four to a dozen and more lambs, each being hand-
turned on a huge wooden spit.  A t one place, a man was bar-b-queÕing his own 
little piece of meat on a spit, on his patio.  It was raining, so in several places the 
Greeks had spread a plastic sheet like a tent, to keep off the rain.  The clouds of 
smoke and the smell of cooking meat, permeated the town. 

 

There were tables of food and wine, and when we stopped to take a picture 
one place, they came running over w ith plates of food and bottles of wine!  
Emmy took some of the food.  No way were we going to taste the w ine, but we 
sure hope they didnÕt think we just did not want their w ine (we donÕt want 
anyoneÕs wine).  Talk about friendly people! 

 

As we climbed the mountain toward Delfi, we were soon above the ÒSea of 
Olive Trees.Ó  And it almost looked like a sea, w ith olive trees from the mountain 
to sea.  The color of olive trees is unique.  It isnÕt the same shade of green as other 
trees, perhaps it's more or less a silver-grey, or perhaps sea-green, maybe even 
olive-green, if thatÕs not conflicting.  Whatever, itÕs different from looking down 
on the top of orchards of other varieties of trees. 

 

The road turned and tw isted up the hil l, but the surface of the roads we have 
driven on so far, have been excellent.  There are also dozens of lambs being bar-
b-qued in Delfi this Easter Sunday, again w ith the smoke and aroma everywhere.  
Some of the shops in Delfi are open, but most are closed, and the nearby ruins 
are closed. 

 

Seems dumb!  The Greek government spends millions to promote their 
country, and visitors spend millions to come here to see it.  Those who have 
traveled from distant countries, and some Greeks we talked to who traveled 
across their country to see Delfi, are very unhappy that itÕs closed, even on Easter 
Sunday.  Being luckier than most, we figure to return, if not this year, then 
sometime in the future. 
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Delfi is a small town, this area of Greece is sparsely populated, and there are 
few cars on the streets this religious holiday.  At old Delfi, they had to excavate 
66 feet of dirt from the ruins, and these ruins are on the side of a hil l.  When a 
ruin is excavated on level land or from under a volcano, itÕs easy to understand 
how it became covered, but on the side of a steep mountain! 

 

Where did all the dirt come from, as we see no sign of a volcano, or any other 
way for 66 feet of dirt to get here.  Wonder how it became covered so deep, and 
how many civil izations are buried there.  Marmaria, the Sanctuary of Athena-
Pronaia, located further along the road as we headed east from Delfi, is on the 
lower side of the road, a l ittle further down the mountainside. 

 

A r‡hove is a hil l top town, and in contrast w ith Delfi a few miles west, has an 
Easter Sunday traffic jam almost beyond remedy!  We were finally able to park, 
then walked through the town.  In addition to all the vehicles trying to drive 
through the narrow street, dozens of lambs were being cooked, here and there, 
both up and down from the main street! 

 

A r‡hoveÕs main street is only as w ide as a one and a half lane street, plus 
sidewalks, so w ith the il legal parking (not us!), what is left is hardly w ide 
enough for one bus or truck at a time.  These people arenÕt about to voluntarily 
wait for some traffic to go the other direction.  Police, with the help of several 
civil ians, finally managed to get the vehicles through the town.  By the time we 
left, the traffic mess was not so bad. 

 

While we drove toward Athens, we saw signs pointing toward a monastery, 
Ossios Louk‡s (Holy Luke), a few miles off the highway.  It was a nice drive 
through little villages, and nice hilly countryside, and Ossios Louk‡s was 
beautiful.  By hindsight, it was one of the nicest sights of its kind we saw in all of 
Greece.  We donÕt know just how old the building is, but this monastery was 
founded by a hermit, Luke the Styriot, who died in 953!  The monastery was 
occupied by someone in the 1200Õs, damaged by earthquakes in the 1500Õs and 
1600Õs, damaged in the war in 1943, and finally restored in the 1960Õs.  And what 
a nice job they did. 

 

While the outside looks rather neat and new, the inside, and its contents, are 
very old, mostly from the 1000Õs.  ThereÕs a skeleton in a casket, l ighted w ith 
candles.  The sign said women in trousers cannot enter, but we were about the 
only people there (Emmy wore slacks), and no one complained. 

 

The monasteries and churches of the Greek Orthodox Church have a 
distinctive architecture.  Built of brick, and layers of stonework, and w ith 
horizontal l ines of different color brick, laid in established patterns.  The domes 
are distinctive, and the radius, or curve, are all similar, but the shape of the dome 
is different from the style and shape of domes on churches in other countries. 

 

There are more lamb bar-b-ques in other l ittle towns we passed through.  
A lthough the Michelin Guide says Greek towns are picturesque or charming, we 
would just say interesting.  We canÕt help but compare them with towns in other 
countries, which we believe are even more picturesque and charming.  These 
towns are rather nondescript.  Not too dirty, not too crowded, not too anything.  
Main thing we see, is a lot of uncompleted buildings. 
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Even when a house in Greece is obviously l ived in and many years old, there 
are reinforcing steel rods sticking up from the roof, ready for additional stories to 
be added.  Many times the steel bars protrude from the sides, as if another room 
is to be added on that side.  One man told us since the building is incomplete, the 
taxes are lower.  A taxi driver in Athens says thatÕs not true.  He said when they 
get a bigger family or some more money, maybe they w ill want to add a floor or 
a room, just l ike it looks. 

 

So far Greece seems to be sparsely populated.  There are towns and houses 
and farms here and there, but not nearly as continuous as in parts of France and 
Italy, for example.  We are on flat farm land now, w ith mountains all around, 
olive trees by the millions, but the w ild red poppies Emmy likes so well, seem to 
be near the end of their season.  Before our ship from Italy docked yesterday we 
saw huge signs for ÒInteramericanÓ and have seen them by the dozens 
everywhere.  That is the name of a Greek insurance company, and their signs are 
a pestilence to the country, almost to the point of being graffiti. 

 

We are driving on National Route Number 1, we think.  ItÕs basically a two 
lane road, w ith four lanes part of the time, and once in awhile a toll booth, 
usually not in operation.  We passed a van that said Camping Kos on its side.  
We motioned him to get off and stop, as we wanted to know where his campsite 
is, and will follow him if itÕs near by.  Turns out the campsite is on an island (Jim 
knew that!  Well later he remembered!)  somewhere, but it was a good idea while 
it lasted. 

 

It was raining hard as we entered Athens, but we figured if we turned right 
on the road to K—rinthos (Corinth, or Korinth), we would find Camping Athens, 
and we did.  (Most names can be recognized in any spelling, but Corinth is a 
l ittle different.) 

 
 

 
May 1989 

 
GR, Athens, May 1, Mo n - 37 - 1350 Dr. - 147 - 4,394 
May 1st is Labor Day, and a holiday for just about everyone.  Most of Athens, 

the Acropolis, and other tourist spots are closed for the day. 

 

We saw no more roasted lambs today, and no fireworks.  We drove through 
the city, and up to the Akr—poli (Acropolis, means upper town), and parked 
w ithin a half mile of the Parthenon.  The people next to us in the parking lot 
spoke English.  We found they were originally from Rhodesia, and now work in 
Athens on contract for a US computer software company.  Turns out the two 
men once worked for Informatics Inc., a company where Linda and Jim both 
worked, but at different times. 

 

We walked up to the Parthenon, on top of the hill, and since it's closed we 
couldnÕt get too close, but there are plenty of other things to see, including the 
Areopagos (Arios P‡gos, or Mars H ill) the place where St. Paul preached.  
Athens is famous for its smog, but today, according to the Athenians, is a one-
day-a-year clean-air day.  From the Acropolis, we could see forever.  A lso, the 
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traffic, at least on this holiday, is no problem.  Can you imagine, some Italians 
said Greek drivers and roads were worse than Italy, but we see no sign of that at 
all.   

 

As we drove around the city, we were surprised at the great number of wide 
smooth streets.  When we looked down the side streets, some of them were very 
narrow.  At about 12:00 noon we stopped at the H ilton Hotel and found they are 
serving a luncheon buffet.  It took some talking, but Emmy agreed to come back 
later for lunch.  The Athens H ilton Hotel buffet was just OK, but JimÕs steak was 
fine.  We had expected to find a dining room fil led w ith American visitors to 
Greece, but most of the diners appeared to be Greek.  The people we talked to at 
the next table were originally from Athens, but are now Americans and were 
entertaining some Greek friends they were visiting in Athens. 

 

Emmy hoped the buffet in the Athens H ilton Hotel would be Greek 
specialties, but was disappointed.  She had various dreary salads, tiny lamb 
chops, a tasty roast beef, chicken casserole that didnÕt taste l ike chicken (rabbit?), 
and baklava for desert.  Very pleasant surroundings, however.  We had parked 
the RV outside the restaurant w indow, and the waiter was surprised when we 
pointed to our way of travel. 

 

It seems traffic l ights are connected to a car horn, in Athens each time a light 
turns green, horns blows.  At traffic l ights, the first drivers pull far into the 
intersection and canÕt see the light change, so the people behind them always 
blow their horn, always, just as soon as the light changes to green. 

 

GR, Athens, Voula, May  2, Tue - 38 - 1550Dr - 48 - 4,442 
We stayed in a campsite on the coast southeast of Athens.  A nicer campsite 

than Camping Athens, except this one is right under the runway of the Athens 
Airport! Noisy!  A lso, the campsite uses a loudspeaker system to call people to 
the office, and that is not so good. 

 

We drove downtown again this morning and looked for mail from Linda at 
the American Express office, but none yet.  As we left the office, a man wanted to 
sell Emmy a fur coat, as if she needs one in the desert, and as soon as he left, 
there were men trying to sell us tickets on cruise ships.  DonÕt think we are 
interested in buying from a man on the street.  We had checked cruise 
information at American Express, but think we can do better elsewhere. 

 

We drove to Pire‡s, the coastal city serving as the port for Athens, and looked 
for a place to buy cruise ship tickets.  The port is fil led with both large ferryboats, 
and w ith tourist cruise ships.  We asked questions at a couple of places to see 
what they have to offer.  At one office, the lady telephoned someone, then sent us 
to the sixth floor of a nearby office building, where we met ÒGeorge.Ó  It turns 
out he is a wholesale agent, and sells tours to travel agents and to large groups, 
but he was happy to help us. 

 

He called one of his customers, and made arrangements for us to get 25% off 
the cost of a four day cruise around the Greek Islands (May 15-19), and a similar 
discount on a seven day cruise to Istanbul, and into the Black Sea to Bulgaria and 
the Soviet Union (May 24 to May 31).  Sounds great.  We had planned to call 
Linda, and he insisted we use his phone.  We gave Linda his number and she 
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called back in a couple of minutes.  ItÕs sometimes difficult to make long distance 
calls to the States. 

 

In Athens there is a newspaper kiosk (stand) on many street corners.  They 
have a regular telephone on the counter, w ith a meter inside the kiosk.  They 
reset the meter before someone makes a call, then the call is paid for in cash.  
These places w ill not permit an international call, most likely because someone 
might run up a large bil l, then run up the street!  Some places there are great big 
(two or three times as big as a normal phone) very heavy red telephones (they 
are shaped like a regular phone) with a place to put in enough coins for a local 
call. 

 

We then tried to drive back to Camping Athens, and intended to take the 
round-about route, to sightsee while we drove.  We drove west, expecting to turn 
right, and go back to the city on the highway from K—rinthos, but no main road 
seemed to go our way. 

 

Since we were not having much luck finding signs to follow, Jim finally just 
drove in the direction he felt was correct, and in a l ittle while he said this is the 
street, and we must turn left after while, and there it is. (Jim doesnÕt believe it 
either, but itÕs true.)  Later we found if we had continued west for another mile, 
we would have been on the street we were expecting to find in the first place.  So 
you see the driver did make a mistake, he thought he was wrong! 

 

GR, Athens, May 3, Wed - 39 - 1250 Dr - 39- 4,481 
We left the campsite and shopped at the local supermarket.  They had small 

shopping carts, but we didnÕt need a coin to use one, as we did in France. 

 

As we entered the grocery store in Athens, the cleaning lady greeted us w ith 
a smile.  We found pretzels, smoked fish, ÒLaughing CowÓ cheese, and yellow 
American style cheese for cheeseburgers.  Milk, meat and eggs were on the 
second floor, but many of the eggs were cracked and dirty.  The people at the 
Shell station were very friendly and helpful, when we stopped for fuel. 

 

A fter driving back to Pire‡s to get our tickets, we drove toward K—rinthos.  At 
the west edge of Athens there is a harbor and many large oil refineries, and other 
factories.  We had seen this in the distance last night, but had turned too soon, 
rather than just driving past this area to the main road, then back to the campsite.  
A lso this is where we fil led our cooking gas bottle some weeks later (stay 
tuned!). 

 

The towns we are driving through have mainly one story buildings, a two 
story one stands out l ike a sore thumb.  Still many buildings look incomplete, 
and today under the clouds, the sea looks grey, flat and nothing. 

 

Again, we are on the Greek National Road, two lanes w ide with an open toll  
booth, demanding 150D.  People drive on the w ide shoulder as if it were another 
lane.  HOWEVER!  Once in awhile the (usually large) vehicle in front of us 
suddenly moves left to the regular traffic lane, and there is a narrow bridge, a 
parked vehicle, or just no road in front of us.  We drove on this highway other 
times in various parts of the country, and by the time we left Greece a few weeks 
later, Jim was convinced this was the most stressful driving he has found 
anywhere. 
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In some countries, including other roads in Greece, the road is narrow, tw isty, 
and all the other adjectives that apply to roads, but at least we know the rules.  
Here the rules of the road change constantly, and itÕs no fun when the vehicle in 
front of us is a big truck or bus (and it usually is), and we canÕt see whatÕs going 
on up there ahead of us!  Today, traffic going our way barely fil ls the road, but 
traffic toward Athens, is very heavy. 

 

We crossed the Di—riga Kor’nthou (Corinth Canal) almost before we knew it 
was there.  At this point, the Peloponnese is connected w ith the main part of 
Greece by a four mile wide isthmus, only a few dozen yards long.  The land is 
flat in all directions.  A canal was proposed here thousands of years ago, and 
finally completed in 1893.  We are scheduled to pass through the Corinth Canal 
when we return from the ten day cruise.  (We didnÕt more later!) 

 

ItÕs nearly four miles long, the walls are 260 feet high, the water is 26 feet 
deep, and the Corinth Canal is 80 feet w ide at the water level.  The road is level, 
so if we hadnÕt been looking as we crossed a small level bridge, we wouldnÕt 
have seen it at all!  There are parking lots, tourists shops, and even a couple of 
supermarkets in the area, so we stopped and walked and shopped and looked 
some more. 

 

We camped along the shore again, near Corinth.  We were by ourselves for 
awhile, but were soon joined by a camper van from Austria.  DonÕt plan to be by 
ourselves during the night.  Late in the afternoon a very old man and his very 
old wife, went past us, driving a small flock of sheep.  An hour later, they drove 
the sheep back the other way. 

 

The Greek shepherd had a staff that looked very attractive, so Jim went after 
him and tried to buy it to add to his collection of canes and walking sticks.  The 
shepherd had a hurt look on his face, hugged the staff to his breast, and wouldnÕt 
even consider sell ing.  The staff carried by the Greek shepherd is about five feet 
long, and the tip is wooden, fashioned like a very stylized Trojan helmet, shaped 
to be able to hook a sheepÕs leg.  His wife carried just a branch from a tree. 

 

Thirty minutes later Jim decided to follow them, and see again if he could 
buy the staff.  Jim found them driving the sheep up the side of a mountain, and 
again the shepherd just wouldnÕt think of sell ing.  The man finally called to his 
w ife, and apparently told her to take Jim to their home and get a cane for him. 

 

A fter walking for a mile or so, high into the hills, they arrived at a lean-to, 
where Jim thinks they lived, next to a small pen for the sheep.  The woman was 
not too happy w ith this chore, and let Jim know it, but finally brought out a little 
ÒnothingÓ cane, l ike a small tree limb, not at all like the one her husband carried.  
Finally, Jim obtained a $5 Greek cane and a $15 story!  It just seemed to Jim they 
could use the extra money, and they did spend a good bit of time with him.  
They appeared to be very poor, but we really wonder how meaningful $20 is to 
their way of l ife. 

 

A  small passenger bus loaded with nine people from South Africa, and 
pull ing a house trailer, stopped here for their evening meal.  They had first 
driven around in England, and now they are on their way to Turkey, then w ill go 
back to England.  Since they are from South Africa they are not permitted in 
Yugoslavia, for example.  Seems a little too sanctimonious to us, especially since 
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Yugoslavia has problems getting along w ith people who have lived within the 
boundaries of their own country for hundreds of years. 

 

GR, K—rinthos (Corinth), May  4, Thu - 40 - Free - 66 - 4,547 
The wind blew hard during the night again, but we didnÕt have to move the 

camper this time. 

 

Emmy decided to get her hair colored and set, and whatever else it is they do 
in those places.  We found a tasteful looking shop in K—rinthos w ith a nice 
looking lady whose hair was pleasantly styled, so we thought she must know 
what she is doing. 

 

Emmy has bottles of things she carries for such an occasion, but when she 
tried to discuss what to do with the Peroxide, they couldnÕt understand each 
other.  Finally they found a lady across the street who could speak English, and 
they all decided they could go ahead.  A ll went fine, but whatever they sprayed 
on EmmyÕs hair in the beauty parlor, wasnÕt so good.  Emmy washed it again in a 
few days, then all was really OK. 

 

The hairdresser in K—rinthos was anxious to communicate w ith Emmy.  She 
showed her a picture of a man on a tractor, and to let Emmy know it was her son, 
she touched her stomach.  She showed pictures of her grandchildren, and later 
her daughter came to the shop.  She is a very attractive young grandmother.  Her 
husband drives a tour bus. 

 

While she was in there, Jim walked around K—rinthos.  Just a l ittle town, w ith 
nothing that looked overly exciting for a tourist.  Jim stopped in an appliance 
store in K—rinthos and priced refrigerators.  They had a GE Refrigerator, exactly 
(except 220 volt) l ike the one we bought at Sears, and the price was more than 
tw ice what we paid.  Store ownerÕs name was Napoleon Tzafis.  He could speak 
English, and was very interested in talking to Jim about most anything.  He was 
happy to see our camper, and said he would like to buy it from us. 

 

A  l ittle later Jim came back to his store, and asked where we could buy a 
special 12 V bulb for a lamp we bought in SaarbrŸcken, the other day.  He said 
he could direct us, and came on his l ittle motor bike, and we followed him here 
and there to about a half dozen different stores, but no one had the proper bulb.  
A very nice man.  (In Athens a little later, we bought another l ight fixture, and 
had no more problem.) 

 

A t a railway crossing near K—rinthos, we saw a man in a l ittle shack waiting 
for a train.  He would use the hand crank to raise and lower the gate.  This 
morning we saw some cherries for sale at about $2 per pound, but they just 
didnÕt look tasty.  Bananas have just more than doubled in price, from 400 Dr 
($1.14/ pound) per kilo to 1000 ($2.84/ pound).  But there are sti l l trucks fi lled 
w ith bananas for sale, and Greeks were buying, even at that price! 

 

There is a lot of irrigation, some of it is the drip style.  Railroad crossings in 
Greece are very rough.  We havenÕt noticed one yet we can cross at a reasonable 
speed, and certainly not at the speed limit.  ThatÕs true in Athens and other cities, 
and in the countryside.  Emmy thinks the poppies in this part of the country are 
different from those we saw a few days ago.  These are more maroon, w ith a 
fuller flower. 
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The weather has turned to drizzle, but not a heavy rain.  We parked for lunch 
on the edge of the ruin of old K—rinthos, then toured the ruins of this ancient 
town.  The Apollo Temple stil l  has seven of the original 38 columns, but they 
look different from those in the Parthenon in Athens.  It appears the Òribs, or 
flutingÓ of the columns were made from a white stucco plastered over the stone, 
rather than being carved from the stone, or marble. 

 

We then drove to Acrocorinth, on the other side of a mountain, and climbed 
most of the way to the top.  Many of the stones are very slippery.  There are three 
gates in Acrocorinth (part of the third gate was built in the 4th century BC), each 
one higher up the side of the mountain, and the wall runs up and down the 
mountain side.  The climb was steep and rough, and w ith the weather looking 
chancy, we didnÕt go to the very top. 

 

We camped on the fishing harbor of N. Kios, near Nafplio.  There are dozens 
of boats in the harbor, and many on the shore being maintained and worked on 
by crews of workers.  A huge crane is dredging the harbor near the end of the 
breakwater in N. Kios.  A half dozen restaurants along here, each with outdoor 
tables and chairs.  Nearby is a large childrenÕs playground but no one 
remembered to cut the grass and pull the weeds.  A soccer field nearby is in use, 
and there are several basketball goals in the park area. 

 

N . Kios is rather blah, many buildings are incomplete, some appear to be in 
the process of being built, and others are being torn down, and itÕs difficult to tell 
which is which.  The gardens are not neat, but two huge rose arbors are just fi lled 
to overflowing w ith hundreds of blooms.  N. KiosÕs barbershop is open and the 
barber is cutting hair in the evening.  There are stores of all kinds, including two 
pool-rooms and two rather large video rental stores.  What was at one time N. 
KiosÕs outdoor movie theater, complete w ith bleachers, is located on the roof of a 
three story building, reached by a long, long flight of stairs.  The video stores 
must have put it out of business. 

 

When we first parked, the dredge was busy and noisy, and some ship 
builders were at work repairing several small ships.  While all that noise stopped 
at dusk, a bunch of motorcycle riders appeared at the restaurant next door.  We 
moved to a different part of the dock, and all was OK.  While there were no other 
campers on the dock, we were just in back of restaurants and homes, and did not 
feel at all unprotected. 

 

GR, N. K ios, May  5, Fri  - 41 - Free - 68 - 4,614 
The motorcycles left before too late last night, and we slept well. 

 

We backtracked this morning, and drove through Nafplio, and on through 
the drizzle to The Theater at Epidauros, said to be the most outstanding in the 
ancient world.  Built in the 300Õs AD, it w il l hold 14,000 spectators.  It was 
restored in 1954, is now used each summer.  Among others, Maria Callas has 
preformed here.  There are some school children on the stage, singing (or at least 
making noise) for other students in the seats.  The acoustics are excellent. 

 

Here, as at some other theaters, behind the seats is a place for the feet of the 
person in the seat above.  The first row or two of seats at the bottom rows must 
have had seat-backs at one time, probably for the upper class, and most l ikely the 



 
The Country of Greece 

 
12 

 

local bureaucrats.  We visited the nearby museum to see a selection of items from 
the nearby ruins. 

 

We passed a store, located in a home, where they sold carved wooden objects.  
We saw what looked like a one of the special shepherdÕs staff in the w indow, so 
we stopped and tried, w ithout success, to find someone to open the door.  Even 
the neighbor tried to find the owner, but no one answered.  We then stopped and 
offered a Greek shepherd too much money for his staff, but he wouldnÕt think of 
sell ing, although he was tempted.  He told us the Greek equivalent of, ÒNo way, 
Jose!Ó 

 

In Nafplio, where we stopped for lunch along the shoreline, we could see a 
castle on top of the nearby hil l.  Jim visited several stores, seeking the special 
shepherd staff, and the only thing anyone could show him were cut out of 
plywood, and made to look a very l ittle bit like the real ones.  Jim was told the 
one he hankers for is not available to anyone but shepherds.  We now drove past 
a couple of large Gypsy camps, w ith large tents and many children.  The people 
have very dark skin, and there is junk all over the place.  A lso some working 
vehicles, some sheep and other animals. 

 

A t a very busy intersection, in the midst of heavy traffic, we saw a passenger 
bus stop in the middle of the street.  A lady got off w ith two little children, one 
having a tantrum.  She had to go around the bus to get a suitcase, leaving the two 
children and hand baggage in the middle (actually) of the street, then make a 
couple of trips to get everyone and everything to the side of the street.  Several 
Greeks just watched, no one, including the bus driver, offered any help.  Since 
we were in the middle of traffic, waiting for something to move, we couldnÕt 
help either.  The generally friendly Greeks struck-out on this one. 

 

We drove south (on a rough road) along the coast toward Leonidio, but 
stopped along the water in Paralia Tirou to rest for awhile.  There are a lot of 
religious shrines along the road.  Many are small (maybe 20 inches high) replicas 
of a church, complete w ith domes.  Some have glass walls and fresh flowers can 
be seen on the inside.  ItÕs raining hard by the time we come to Leonidio, and 
combined with it being their lunch hour, everything is closed.  The road through 
the town is hard to navigate, and in the rain, itÕs difficult to determine where we 
are supposed to go. 

 

The road now became much worse, and the rain continued to fall.  A ll of a 
sudden, high up the side of the mountain, we could see the El—na Monastery, 
huddled against the rocks in a niche in the side of the cliff, overlooking this 
narrow valley!  ItÕs too rainy, foggy, and dark to stop and see it better, and no 
way to take a good picture. 

 

Now the road is even worse, so bad we thought we missed a turn 
somewhere, as it didnÕt look at all l ike a main road!  We thought maybe we were 
just on a side road to the El—na Monastery, and we sure didnÕt want that in this 
weather. 

 

This is now a narrow, steep, tw isty road, so bad, at a couple of places the road 
has been washed away.  Some Greek has been so kind as to place small stones 
around one hole, so itÕs easier for the next driver to see the road is missing.  
There is plenty of room for the whole RV in that hole!  At another place Jim could 
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see a small stream disappear and reappear from under the side of the road, so he 
knew better than to drive near the edge, as there was probably nothing holding 
up that part of the pavement. 

 

There are many small landslides and places where rocks have fallen onto the 
road.  Finally we met another car coming down the hill.  Jim showed them the 
map and asked if we were on the right road.  They assured us this is the road, 
and in a few minutes it did get a l ittle better.  There is a side road to the 
monastery now, but we donÕt care to investigate in this weather. 

 

When we arrived at Kosm‡s, it appeared maybe we were driving down 
someoneÕs driveway.  The concrete street appears as if a truck dumped a load of 
concrete and just let it run down the side of the hill and harden where it lay, no 
one had bothered to spread it around, or to level it.  Or maybe we are lost and 
this really is someoneÕs driveway!  ItÕs so rough, narrow, steep (down), and 
unbelievable, we could barely move, even in low gear.  However, Kosm‡s is 
fascinating and the recently renovated, or newly built, central marketplace has 
large trees shading a pleasant stone-paved square.  What a contrast between the 
road and the destination!  When and if the road is built, this w ill be a nice place 
to visit. 

 

A fter we rested a bit, a car ahead of us drove up the only narrow street out of 
town, but soon was backing down the street, trying to get out of the way of a 
camper coming from the other direction.  There was just no place to pass each 
other on the narrow street. 

 

The camper was from England w ith the driver on the ÒwrongÓ side.  Jim went 
over to talk to them, and the wife was sitting there, petrified, with eyes as big as 
saucers.  She asked about the road beyond Kosm‡s, we just came on, and Jim 
assured her that while it's passable, itÕs almost impossible.  She said the road they 
had just come on was unbelievable, and what we had seen just had to be nicer in 
comparison. 

 

Jim told her the road we came on just had to be much worse than they had 
already seen, but they could make it.  Well, so Jim was wrong!  But that doesnÕt 
mean she was right!  In one way of thinking the road didnÕt get worse, it just 
plain disappeared!  For about eight kilometers (five miles) in low gear and in 
heavy rain, sometimes at less than walking speed we drove on dirt and over 
rocks, up and down chuck holes (they were big enough to drive the whole 
camper through, not just a tire or two!), around boulders and trees, slipping in 
the mud with little rivers flowing in ruts formed by previous vehicles. 

 

And then the road was excellent!  They are in the process of building a good 
road, but they sure havenÕt spent any time or effort making the rest of it even 
passable.  Over the next weeks we talked to several people who travelled this 
same road, either this year or in the past, and all told the same story. 

 

By the way, look at the map, there is no other way to go except to backtrack 
clear up the coast, then go through Tripoli.  The Michelin map for Greece shows 
this is not only a road, but it's labelled a scenic road.  Maybe it is in good 
weather, but not today!  The (nonexistent) road on this side was downhill (for 
us!) and never dangerous, just in terrible shape.  On the other side of the 
mountain, the road was up-hil l and there were places where part of the road was 



 
The Country of Greece 

 
14 

 

missing, there were no guard rails to protect from a long drop-off, and it could 
have been dangerous. 

 

We did have a problem finding the right road when we neared Elos, but 
when we finally got to G’thio we were pleasantly surprised to see one of the 
nicest l ittle towns in all of Greece, a gorgeous fishing vil lage built on the side of a 
hil l. 

 

We saw some campers on the dock in G’thio, and joined them, thinking we 
had campsite company for the night.  We soon found they were in l ine to catch 
the 11:00 PM ferryboat to the island of Crete!  We then moved to the other end of 
the pier and spent the night next to a couple of other RVÕs.  One German couple 
said they were on their 22nd vacation in Greece.  They have travelled here by 
plane, car, train and for the last seven years, they have visited in their RV. 

 

G’thio is exceptional, one of the two best l ittle towns we found in Greece.  The 
dock serves as a breakwater, and around the other side of the little bay, stores 
line the street, and houses fi l l  the hil lside above.  The town square, perhaps 100 
feet square, is fi lled w ith tables for outdoor cafes, and the street along the water 
is lined w ith one cafe after the other. 

 

There is an awning over the tables, a unique design, found only in Greece.  
They have constructed a simple pipe frame, sloping two ways from the ridge.  
The awning is connected to a pipe at the top (ridge) with an awning descending 
down each side, like a roof.  The awning is wrapped around the top pipe in such 
a way that when a crank is used to turn that pipe, the awning on both sides is 
wrapped around the top pipe, and pulled up from both sides.  The bottom edge 
of awning on each side, is attached to a pipe to give it weight, and to hold the 
awning in place when the w ind blows. We have seen thousands of sidewalk 
cafes in many countries, but this awning is unique to Greece, and we see it here, 
many, many times. 

 

A t the grocery store, and at three or four other stores, Jim asked if they can 
help him find the special shepherdÕs staff he is looking for.  (A few hand signals 
and a few words in English.)  Again Jim was told they arenÕt available for 
purchase, only the shepherds have them.  One store did have some of the little 
ÒfakesÓ for sale. 

 

Finally in an antique store in G’thio, he found one!  Jim tried to act l ike he 
didnÕt care, but he wanted the Greek shepherdÕs staff, and paid the price the man 
asked, and we donÕt even remember how much that was!  (Seems like we paid 
$20, Jim had offered the shepherds much more than that!) 

 

The store owner said this is the first one heÕs ever had, and doesnÕt expect to 
get another one.  HeÕs not surprised no Greek shepherd w ill sell his staff.  They 
are individually made from the root of a special tree, and something about being 
made only at a certain time of the year, w ith some kind of a ceremony, and when 
the moon is blue, or whatever!  We arenÕt sure of this story, but perhaps the 
Greek shepherdÕs staff is called ÒglitsaÓ and the crook at the top is made from the 
wood of a tree called ÒPixavi, or PixariÓ  donÕt really know.  This one may not be 
an antique, but itÕs authentic.  (Jim wrote to the Greek Embassy in Washington, 
DC, but they had no information to supply, except to say, the above may be 
correct!) 
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On the way back to the camper Jim stopped and paraded the Greek 
shepherdÕs staff before the people who had just told him it wasnÕt available.  
They were genuinely surprised and pleased, and one storekeeper asked where 
Jim bought it, as he wanted one also. 

 

The waterÕs edge is lined w ith restaurants w ith outside tables and chairs.  We 
talked w ith a restaurant owner who lived in San Jose, California for 15 years.  He 
recently visited with his brother who sti l l  runs that restaurant.  He said if all the 
Greeks came home, the Americans would starve because all the Greek 
restaurants would be closed. 

 

H is restaurant, with tables both inside and on the sidewalk, was about empty 
this night.  That is also true for several others, while other cafes are busy (mid-
week, out of season).  This man said the empty chairs would be cause for concern 
in San Jose, but his G’thio restaurant w ill be fi l led tomorrow, or some other day, 
and thatÕs all that matters.  He said, ÒHere I am sitting at a sidewalk cafe talking 
to my friends, and what could be better!Ó 

 

He likes this country and this style of l iving, and doesnÕt want to l ive in a 
place like San Jose ever again.  Jim asked him about the standard of l iving in 
Greece.  He said that compared to 10 years ago, l iving in Greece now is 
wonderful, and people are living well.  The Greek elections are coming soon, this 
man said he didn't think too much of the current president, but he does like his 
girlfriend.  (Seems the president has a wife, but his girlfriend is very big, both in 
size and reputation!) 

 

A t several points along the shoreline in G’thio, a w ire, or thin rope is strung 
between two poles, like a clothes line.  But here, they are hanging hundreds of 
small octopuses (octopi?) on the line to dry!  In the fishing harbor, Jim took a 
picture of a fisherman sitting in his boat, repairing his net. 

 

The ferryboat to Crete left G’thio about 11:00 PM, after loading a long line of 
vehicles, campers, and people.  It sure was tempting to get in l ine.  We have 
cruise-ship tickets to visit there, in a couple of weeks.  But next time, the camper 
goes w ith us! 

 

GR, G’ thio, May 6, Sat - 42 - Free - 148- 4,762 
Emmy said she has an eccentric husband.  HeÕs walking around town trying 

to look like a Greek shepherd!  Big deal! 

 

Near the end of the pier thereÕs a large private yacht w ith eight or ten 
obviously hefty and apparently wealthy men and women on board.  They had a 
crew of several, and everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. 

 

We have seen a lot of bee-hives this morning.  At one place we passed an old 
Greek woman sitting sideways on a donkey.  She had a black babushka, with a 
small sw itch in her hand.  When Emmy smiled and waved, the lady did l ikewise.  
We wave to people in every country, just to see their reaction.  Many smile and 
wave (most everyone in Greece), but in some countries, many people (old and 
young alike) appear shocked, and just stare, or glare. 

 

In the fields, both level and hil ly, there are hundreds of miles of stone walls in 
Greece.  What is odd here, the stones are not smooth as most are, but look rough 
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and jagged, as if broken by a huge hammer.  We are sure we have seen enough 
stone walls in Europe to make one or two Great Walls of China!  

 

There is a cemetery with small buildings over some of the graves, and men 
are building a lovely wall along one side.  But, the cemetery is absolutely 
overgrown with weeds. 

 

In this part of Greece, there are some 800 square stone towers.  We can see 
them here and there on both sides of the road.  We drove on a little road to get 
closer to some that were apparently renovated by the present owner of the 
nearby house.  We are on the M‡ni peninsula, w ith a w indswept landscape and 
little villages w ith abandoned towers.  The towers date from the 1400Õs, and are 
maybe 20 to 30 feet on a side, and 50 to 80 feet high.  They each look like a tower 
we would expect to see in a castle wall in some other country. 

 

We stopped for breakfast on the shore in the little town of Gerolimenas, 
population 76.  There were two RVÕs from Germany stopped for a rest at the 
same place.  Even though the town was very old, and rather dilapidated, 
everyone seemed to have electricity and a TV antenna. 

 

Jim is sti ll  trying to find a shepherdÕs staff to buy direct from the owner, and 
Emmy thinks she w ill have her excuse to buy a nice large copper pot to display 
them in.  If you remember, Jim talked her out of buying pots in Italy and in San 
Marino, tell ing her to buy one at the source, Greece or Turkey.  But no one told 
the Greeks to have one available for her. 

 

There are dozens of towers in the town of Vathia, and they have been 
converted into a tourist hotel.  Many of the 800 towers look like ruins, with no 
one around, but there are clothes drying on the line outside others.  We drove 
past Vathia, and to the very end of the road in this almost desolate countryside.  
We see old women wearing a long black dress.  One lady, way out in nowhere, 
was sitting on a rock, looking like death warmed over.  We took her picture, and 
waved our thanks, but she just sat there. 

 

There are many churches dating from the year 1000, in the style of a Greek 
cross w ith a dome.  The walls are a mixture of stone and brick, as we see 
everywhere in this country. 

 

Since we are more or less out in nowhere, some of the directional signs donÕt 
have the English translation, as we find most everywhere else.  We are having 
fun trying to match shapes of characters and groups of letters (words) on the 
map with the ones on the sign.  One place we stopped, Emmy bought a couple of 
postcards, and the sweet l ittle black-dressed old Greek lady only charged five 
times as much as they usually cost! 

 

As we drove through one little town, we met the Austrian couple who had 
camped on the beach with us near K—rinthos the other night.  Several times over 
the years we have met someone who had previously camped near us.  When we 
meet them on the road or on the street, or in another campsite, itÕs as if they are 
old friends, even if we had never talked to them before. 

 

Well, would you believe it!  Jim finally bought a staff from a Shepherd who 
was thril led to sell it.  Not a very nice shepherdÕs staff, and different from the 
other one, but in K—tronas he found one.  The staff head is made from a very 
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reddish wood, and is carved in a distinct shape (but stil l a stylized Trojan helmet) 
from the other one we bought, and has a ÒsunburstÓ design carved on each side 
of the head.  Again Jim maybe paid too much ($13) for the shepherdÕs staff, but 
the shepherd was so happy he called to his wife, who wondered what he was up 
to.  But what is the price for something we want very bad, that isnÕt for sale 
anywhere else? 

 

GR, Agios N ikolaos, May  7, Sun - 43 - Free - 103 - 4,865 
There are sti l l olive groves and miles of stone fences, or perhaps they are just 

long piles of stone, they donÕt seem to divide or protect anything.  A lot of tiny 
Greek churches all over, some look like they would be crowded with a 
congregation of maybe a dozen people. 

 

We just met an enormous, immense truck that fi l led the whole street in front 
of us!  There was no way we could pass each other, so guess who backed up for a 
block or two!  We are stil l  driving through rugged mountain country.  Stil l see 
olive trees everywhere, but range after range of small mountains.  A lot of 
donkeys have their harness and those wooden things on their backs used to haul 
large loads.  The thing that bothers us is, it looks like they are just left l ike this, 
and are never free from the harness.  If true, thatÕs dumb. 

 

The trash spread all over Greece is much worse than we have seen in other 
countries.  One man told us, ÒIn years past, the Greeks wrapped the trash in 
grape leaves before tossing it over the side of a cliff, so it sort of blended into the 
foliage and soon disappeared.Ó  These days, w ith plastic bags fi lled w ith all 
kinds of stuff, tin cans and all, itÕs thrown down the side of a hil l and w ill be 
there forever.  This is much worse than even Italy. 

 

Now itÕs 9:45 on a Sunday morning and the sidewalk coffee shop is fil led with 
men.  Crowds of men sitting in coffee shops all over the place, reminds us of 
Italy.  No women, they must be fixing dinner or something.  In Greece one day 
we saw a lot of old women in the fields gathering potatoes, while the nearby cafe 
was fil led with men.  There are so many German tourists in this area some of the 
gas stations have signs in German.  In one station the man noticed our German 
license plates and talked to us in German.  Jim does understand a lot of words, if 
they are spoken slowly enough. 

 

As we drove through Kalam‡ta, and headed toward Mess’ni, somehow we 
got on a road right along the water.  At least it was there for awhile, then it just 
quit.  We followed a very rough dirt road through miles of farmland.  The road 
was corduroy and fi l led w ith potholes, so the driving was slow.  This is potato 
country.  There are miles of fields of potatoes being harvested in this part of 
Greece, and dozens of very large trailer trucks being loaded, then driving on the 
rough road with us.  At one place we passed what looked to us like a bunch of 
rice patties on both sides of the road, and a huge ditch either supplying water, or 
draining it, we donÕt know which. 

 

Near Mess’ni we saw a large encampment of Gypsies, w ith donkeys, goats 
and sheep.  They are near all this farmland where they are using hundreds of 
people to harvest the crop, so maybe the Gypsies are working.  As we near 
Kaz‡rma there are miles of vineyards w ith thousands of wooden stakes in some 
fields, and other fields w ith no stakes at all.  These grape plants seem to have a 
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large main stock, and they are pruned near the ground, l ike we have seen in 
southern Italy.  We also see some large w ind machines, like the ones used in 
California to move the air to keep it warmer on cold nights. 

 

Just before Kaz‡rma we saw another of the many rusted cars we have seen 
sitting beside the road, plus a rusted old thrashing machine.  Bet it has been there 
for 25 years, and no one cares enough about Greece and their town to have it 
hauled away.  There is a chance the thrashing machine has some value as an 
antique, and as a momento, but it didnÕt look like it was on display, it was just 
sitting there, rusting in the weeds, at the side of the road. 

 

In this area, and throughout Greece, the houses have balconies on at least two 
sides, and on many buildings there are balconies on all sides, and on all floors.  
Funny, they donÕt seem to be in use, but maybe later in the summer when it's 
hotter, they w ill be used more.  At least the balconies w ill act as a sun-shield in 
the summer. 

 

In P’los we parked right next to the harbor and had lunch.  This is a fishing 
port, w ith a large park in the center of town.  There are outdoor cafes all around 
the park, and along the harbor.  Here again, the table area is covered by the 
awnings that can be rolled up around the pipe that forms the ridge pole at the 
top.  In this town there is a political rally underway.  A man stood in a second 
story w indow and used large loud-speakers to address the crowd.  For a while 
people seemed to l isten, but after 20 minutes or so, the crowd wasnÕt paying too 
much attention, and started to drift away.  No one cheered anything he said. 

 

So many places they have painted or whitewashed the lower part of the 
building, just as high as they can reach, just l ike we saw in Italy.  They paint a 
white stripe on the grout joints between the paving stones, and two inches of the 
stone on each side of the grout.  ItÕs not because they are lazy in P’los, because 
we have seen this in two countries, and in many parts of each.  In other words, 
it's a very neat partial paint job, another oxymoron perhaps. 

 

We drove to the extreme southwest corner of the country, to Meth—ni where 
there is a large long citadel, or fortress.  We had to backtrack about seven miles, 
then drove on up the coast.  We stopped at the beach on the west coast of Greece 
and found tons of smooth stones, worn into almost perfect shapes, balls, egg 
shape, disks, etc.  Never before have we seen so many stones perfectly shaped 
like this. 

 

GR, Giannitsochori , May  8, Mo n - 44 - Free - 138 - 5,003 
(About three Km south of Thol—.) 

 

We followed a sign toward a campsite in this town last night, but the road 
was just so rough we gave up.  Then we decided to look at the beach area, and 
found a nice place along w ith seven other campers, and a man rebuilding his 
row-boat. 

 

We told Cousin Hugo that perhaps the Germans did capture Greece.  There 
must be more German tourists here now, than there were German soldiers in 
WW II!  Spent a couple of hours talking to some nice people from NŸrnberg, 
Germany.  They gave us a lot of information about other places to see in Greece, 
and we told them about our trip so far. 
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Gunter and Effie spoke English very well.  He just retired from the import-
export business.  They have a very nice camper, and have visited Greece several 
times.  They donÕt like Italy anymore, because of its reputation for robberies, etc., 
and they said the Italians are not as friendly now as they had been a few years 
ago, before the prices got so high. 

 

However, one time they were talking to some other campers when one of 
them said they had camped many places, such as Morocco, Tunisia and Poland, 
and had their camper broken into in Munich.  Gunter and Effie said they were 
embarrassed to hear their story. 

 

We sti l l see a lot of donkeys standing around with their harness on, and today 
we missed a good picture, a very large Greek woman followed by her small 
husband (who else?) sitting sideways on their donkey.  There are small three-
wheeled little trucks, almost like the ones in Italy, but these are bigger and not 
designed as attractively.  Much of the work in the fields, and many trailers are 
pulled along the highway by little two wheeled tractors w ith handle-bars.  We 
would call them a garden tractor.  In larger fields there are large farm tractors 
and other equipment. 

 

The ruins of ArhŽa Olymbia (Olympia) are remarkable.  In addition to the city 
and all the other buildings, we saw the ruins of the original Olympic stadium, 
built in about 300 BC.  The style, or design, of building columns from years ago, 
vary from place to place.  In Athens, near the Acropolis, columns are made of 
five to six foot sections.  In old K—rinthos, they were one piece of stone, covered 
and shaped with cement or stucco.  In Olympia, the fallen columns, are made of 
small sections, almost l ike 12 inch wide wheels laid on their sides, and stacked 
many high.  The fluting is carved so that when they are assembled into a high 
column, as in Olympia, the carvings fit properly.  The diameter of the ÒwheelsÓ 
vary, so the columns gradually become smaller, nearer the top. 

 

In the nearby parking lot a man was sell ing donkey rides for children.  We 
took a picture of a small boy who had the most determined look on his face.  This 
thing was all under his control.  Of course, while the picture tells a part of the 
story, we missed that exact look! 

 

We met a couple from Australia who are traveling in Europe for a couple of 
months.  Their daughter is attending school in Denmark, and they w ill meet her 
in a week or so.  They are traveling by public transportation and staying in l ittle 
hotels.  They said it costs them more than US$100 per day to travel.  It costs us 
less than half that cost, traveling by camper. 

 

The main difference is that they do and see very l ittle each day, compared to 
what we can do.  They must spend so much time getting from here to there, just 
when and where public transport happens to go, then back to wherever they left 
their luggage that morning. 

 

As we neared P‡tra again (where we arrived from Italy), we could see some 
snow capped mountains that werenÕt snow capped last week.  We stopped at a 
very new, very large ÒSparÓ (a German Company) grocery store.  A  couple of 
guys from Germany saw our l icense plate, and thought we were German.  They 
talked to Jim in German, then English, saying the German products in the store 
were the best, and w ithout German products Greece would be in bad shape, and 
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other unnecessary comments.  They were obnoxious and nearly drunk, so Jim 
tried to get away from them. 

 

A  l ittle later they came to him with a small package of soup in their hand, and 
a dozen bottles of beer in their cart.  They said they didnÕt have enough money 
for the food, and would Jim pay for it.  Jim said, ÒDonÕt take so much beer.Ó  So 
they turned and left.  They would never have guessed that w ith the beer in the 
cart (and on their breath), they could have asked almost anyone else in the world 
and received a more favorable response than they would get from Jim! 

 

This is a very nice Supermarket, one of the best we saw in Greece, and had 
many products we wanted to buy.  They had no produce or bread, and no 
peanut butter, but did have a bar-b-que chicken and Kraft Longhorn cheese! 

 

We rode the same ferryboat at Rio again, just l ike we did last week, and of 
course everyone sti l l  had to back on or back off.  Still  as dumb as it was last 
week, they havenÕt learned a thing.  The Greeks have been involved w ith boats 
and ships for several millennium, so we expected better. 

 

As we drove north toward Io‡nina, we saw miles and miles of blue and green 
paint all along the road.  ThereÕs an election going on in Greece, and these are the 
colors of the main two parties.  They have painted rocks, retaining walls, trees, 
bridges, and anything else that w ill stand sti l l  for it.  Sometimes they just hold 
the paint sprayer out the w indow, pull the trigger and paint a w ide line on 
whatever is there.  They should put the leaders of each Greek political party in 
jail until someone cleans up the mess.  (We saw easily a 100 miles of this in 
various parts of the countryÑ just terrible.) 

 

We stopped in Etolik—, a very nice town, very different from others in Greece, 
but we think the Michelin Guide book is stretching it a bit when it says, ÒIt 
reminds one of Venice.Ó  As we neared Agr’nio there was a noise we didnÕt l ike, 
so stopped at a gas station in time to see the left rear tire go flat.  This station 
didnÕt have tires for sale, so the man put in some air, hoping we could get a 
couple of hundred yards down the street to a tire shop, but no way. 

 

Took only a few minutes to put on the spare, then we bought a new tire a few  
minutes later.  The man ÒtoldÓ Jim the tires on the camper were the wrong ones, 
and just not strong enough for the weight of the vehicle, so we bought a Òmuch 
betterÓ Goodyear tire ($90) from him.  (Only problem is, a couple of months later 
when we sold the camper to a man in Germany, the German government vehicle 
inspector [TUV] said the new tire was not strong enough for the weight of the 
vehicle.  So they had to replace it w ith a tire exactly l ike the one on there in the 
first place.  Who do we believe!) 

 

As we continued, we saw vegetable farms along the road, with irrigation 
water being pumped from the river. 

 

GR, Kal ’via, May  9, Tue - 45 - 1500Dr - 187 - 5,190 
This campsite was located high on a cliff over looking the water.   

 

There were a lot of German RVÕs in this campsite, as there are in most places, 
either campsites or free camping.  In nearby ç rta there is an old bridge over the 
Arahthos, built in the 1600Õs.  There are several arches, but the ç rta bridge is in 
bad shape and not in use.  Large beams and steel bars are holding the bridge 
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together.  The main arch of the bridge reminds us a l ittle of the bridge in Mostar, 
Yugoslavia. 

 

This morning we looked for bread, and as on most mornings in Greece, itÕs 
not the easiest thing to find.  Bread is for sale in bakeries, and usually not in 
grocery stores.  We were directed here and there, and finally found the bakery in 
back of the town school.  This loaf of bread is about six or seven inches high, and 
cost about 25 cents.  It usually tastes quite good. 

 

We just saw another one of the many knitting ladies we have seen walking 
along the road in Greece.  Sometimes we see them way out in the countryside, 
w ith no building w ithin miles, and they knit as they walk.  It appears they wear a 
special belt/ apron to carry the yarn. 

 

There are flocks and flocks of sheep around here, and the grazing land looks 
much greener than a few hundred miles south of here.  Emmy seems to be 
allergic to something in this area (certainly not the driver!), she sneezes, but 
doesnÕt have a cold.  We turned off the main road and went many miles to 
Dod—ni, to see some more ruins, and a large Greek theater.  It's very nice, but 
since we have seen so many others, it really wasnÕt worth the drive over 
mountains on steep, sharp switchback roads. 

 

Where the road to Dod—ni leaves the main highway, we can see a large new 
development of some kind.  Seems to be a lot of apartment or office type 
buildings, and many other large buildingsÑ looks like a college campus.  We 
were later told this is a university or hospital donated to Greece by Germans.  We 
donÕt know who or why, and we couldnÕt get additional information. 

 

The fortifications in Io‡nina are near the large Lake Ioan’non.  We parked and 
walked around the town for awhile, and visited inside the old walled city.  There 
are a lot of big trees and park-like grounds.  Emmy found, but did not buy, a 
small copper pot ($30) at one of the stores inside the fortification, but her excuse 
is she wants a bigger one.  The tourist shops are fi l led with plates and other 
objects, possibly copper inlaid w ith silver, or some other rather white metal. 

 

We had a difficult time getting out of this town.  In several places street 
repairs resulted in detours out of the way, and it seems they forgot to place signs 
pointing our way.  Finally found a sign to Tr’kala, and we followed a long steady 
climb out of Io‡nina, up the edge of a mountain w ith a ferti le valley and Lake 
Ioan’non, w ith several islands, spread out below.  ItÕs a beautiful drive, but a 
curvy road.  Way out in nowhere, we see another walking knitting lady.  She had 
a lot of the garment completed, and in an apron tied around her waist and to the 
side, was a ball of yarn. 

 

The 30 mile drive to MŽtsovo was eye-catching, but hil ly and curvy.  MŽtsovo 
(G’thio is the other) is one of the two most intriguing little towns we have seen 
on the Greek mainland.  From the road on the side of the hil l, we could look 
down at the many stone houses w ith stone roofs.  We then had to drive down a 
steep narrow street to get from the highway to the center of town. 

 

There is a street or two or three that cars can drive on in MŽtsovo, but there 
are many other l ittle walking streets w ith steps, or at least raised places in the 
pavement, so thereÕs a place to step and not slip down the very, very steep and 
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slippery Òsidewalks.Ó  The main street is lined with tourist shops sell ing knitted 
items, and brass, copper, and wood products. 

 

There are many sidewalk restaurants in town, and by nightfall the main 
square was loaded with local people, not just tourists.  Here again the sidewalk 
cafes and the park benches are mainly fil led w ith men.  There are but a few 
women in the market square.  A dozen or so cars, w ith large identification 
numbers on their side, apparently participating in a rally of some kind, passed 
through town.  Most of the drivers appear to be lost as they are reading maps, 
turning here and there, trying to find their way to someplace. 

 

We shopped the many little tourist and antique stores in town, but while 
there are plenty of nice things, the only thing we bought was an old market scale 
that Jim liked!  Usually a market scale has a long horizontal bar and a weight is 
moved along the bar to determine the weight of whatever.  This one is different 
since the bar, which has a heavy lump of brass on one end, is itself moved, rather 
than moving a weight on the bar.  We have seen hundreds of styles of scales, 
designed for use in one country or another, but never one like this before. 

 

The weight system is not pounds or metric, but must be the old Ottoman 
(Turkish) weight and measure called the ÒOke.Ó  One Oke is 400 Drams.  The 
scale can weigh up to 6 Oke, w ith each Oke marked for 100, 200, and 300 Drams.  
An Oke is equal to 2.822 pounds in Greece, 2.826 pounds in Turkey, and 2.751 
pounds in Egypt (according to Encyclopedia Americana).  Talk about a standard 
weight and measure!  This scale has the date Ò1938,Ó stamped to indicate it was 
approved as accurate. 

 

In the center of MŽtsovo, a man was using two pack horses to move bags of 
plaster down the hil l to the house he was remodeling.  It was such a steep, 
narrow, tw isty path, raised stones every couple of feet were needed to act more 
or less like steps.  While the horses slipped and skidded, this wasnÕt their first 
trip down this hil l, and they seemed to know how to protect themselves. 

 

We met several ladies, who were dragging huge bags of freshly sheared wool 
down the same hill.  One who spoke English said she attended a University, but 
later when we wanted to talk some more, we couldnÕt locate her.  Some fellows 
also were riding their motorbikes down this same path.  Bet they donÕt ride up 
this path, no way, it was too steep and slippery. 

 

During the early evening the central square was fi l led with people sitting, 
walking and just standing around talking.  Jim walked with the famous special 
shepherdÕs staff, just to see what happened, and to see the reaction.  Maybe it 
was just his imagination, but Jim is sure there were looks of surprise on the faces 
of some of the older men.  He was unable to find anyone who could 
communicate w ith them, so could not determine if they were surprised to see the 
shepherd staff, or surprised to see some dum-dum American trying to look like a 
Greek Shepherd!  He likes to think itÕs something special, so maybe itÕs best that 
he wasnÕt able to understand their comments, if any! 

 

GR, MŽtsovo, May  10, Wed - 46 - 0 - 126 - 5,316 
We are up w ith the sun this morning.  Our free camping site is in the main 

parking lot, or market place, in the center of town. 
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Several tourist busses parked here also, so no way to sleep after they decided 
to warm their noisy diesel engines this morning.  Since MŽtsovo is on the side of 
a very steep hil l, below the highway, we must drive some very steep switchbacks 
to get out of town and onto the highway, then more of the same, except the 
highway is much wider, and in excellent condition. 

 

This road is l ined w ith six foot poles to guide the snowplows in the winter.  
Never expected such high mountains w ith so much snow on the top, this far 
south in Greece, this late in the year.  We just passed a ski l ift.  There are plenty 
of big trees now.  Occasionally we see an emergency telephone in a wooden ÒAÓ 
frame, l ike a tee-pee, which also contains a box w ith a red-cross on it, 
undoubtedly a first aid kitÑ a bril liant presumption!  This road is rather new, 
and as wide as a two lane road should be. 

 

Part way down the other side of the mountain we see a sign pointing toward 
ÒJob Site TunnelÓ and in the distance it looks like a tunnel is being dug, just 
below the snow line, to and from someplace. 

 

Unlike MŽtsovo's stone buildings with stone roofs, the towns we have passed 
through, or above or below, in this area have mostly sheet metal roofs.  We have 
seen sheet metal roofs in other mountain areas, but also itÕs a much used roofing 
material in Hawaii, and other places we have visited in the South Pacific.  We 
remember sheet metal roofs, high in the French Alps, last year.  CanÕt imagine 
why we see it in cold mountain areas, though. 

 

We just passed a large truck parked at a road junction.  People used pack 
horses and donkeys to bring their large cans of milk to this truck-stop, so the 
milk can be taken to market.  In this part of Greece we have seen a great number 
of donkeys w ith walking or riding men, apparently on their way to work in the 
fields. 

 

There are little hil l-top vil lages in the distance.  On the west side of these 
mountains the roofs of houses are ti le or stone, and on this (east) side they are tin 
or sheet metal.  In fields near the road, there are herds of cows and flocks of 
sheep.  We have seen roadside stands sell ing cherries, but they donÕt look too 
eatable. 

 

We drove among the enormously high and slender rock formations, north of 
Kalamb‡ka, to visit the cenobitic monasteries known as the MetŽora.  As we near 
the monasteries, a company called Chat Tours, has put up a sign saying, ÒDo not 
shout, respect the character of the place.Ó  Got that, Chat and shout!  Wonder if 
that is on purpose did the person who put up the sign think of that? 

 

MetŽora consists of about 60 huge columns of rock, up to 984 feet high, many 
large enough for a monastery to be built on the top.  Starting about the year 1000, 
and extending into the 1500Õs, 24 monasteries were built, but now only four are 
inhabited.  Since the monks wanted to be alone, until recently access was by 
means of very long ladders or a basket or net suspended on a rope.  Now they 
have added staircases with hundreds of steps, but for a tourist, itÕs well worth 
the climb. 

 

The large monasteries look tiny on the tip of these peaks.  Drove up, what 
else, steep tw isty hairpin roads stopping to take pictures, and stopping for 
breakfast overlooking The Varla‡m monastery, a little below the Meg‡lo 
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MetŽoro, the largest of the group of monasteries.  A nice dining spot.  N ice?  Try 
magnificent!  (Our Thesaurus has 75 entries under magnificent, and they all 
apply!)  We later walked up hundreds of steps to visit these two ancient sites. 

 

The Varla‡m monastery was founded in 1518 by a rich family, on the site of a 
1300Õs cenobitic hermitage.  Meg‡lo MetŽoro was founded in 1356.  Parts of its 
church date from the 1300Õs to the 1500Õs.  Now hear this!  These are really 
beautiful works of architectural delight, built in a most unusual location.  The 
MetŽoro monasteries contain churches, l ibraries fi l led with ancient books, 
treasuries fi lled w ith icons and liturgical ornaments, and art work and frescoes 
beyond your w ildest imagination.  Here again, Jim, who always thought he was 
knowledgeable about a lot of things, is shocked that he had never heard of the 
fantastic MetŽoro monasteries.  How could that happen! 

 

While we were visiting this place, both of us were just amazed and fascinated 
beyond repair, and now while Jim is editing this Travel Journal, he sti l l  gets 
Ògoose-bumpsÓ just thinking about it again!  (Of course, Jim sti l l gets those 
bumps, or something similar, where Emmy is concerned, too!) 

 

In the midst of all this, while trying to rewind the fi lm in the camera, Jim 
discovered the last roll of fi lm has not worked right, so not only all the pictures 
taken here this morning, but those yesterday of our favorite little town of 
MŽtsovo, werenÕt taken at all.  A t least the pictures of MetŽora can be taken 
again, but we have no pictures, even picture postcards, of MŽtsovo, our favorite. 

 

As we walked in the street market in Tr’kala, we discovered some ÒnewÓ 
thingumajigs quickly become a fad.  Yesterday Jim bought the first scale he had 
ever seen of a particular design, but already today we find several old women in 
Tr’kalaÕs marketplace using the same, or a similar scale.  Boy, some things catch 
on fast, donÕt they.  Their scales have three chains and a pan, while ours has two 
chains, each with a large hook used to snag bags of something. 

 

We stopped in P’l i to see a narrow high-arch medieval stone bridge.  There 
are many sheep and goats in the area, and it's easy to see they w ill continue to be 
in P’l i, as there are ÒseedsÓ all over the bridge! 

 

This time when we bought fuel, the service-station man not only washed the 
w indows, he directed traffic so we could get back onto the road safely. 

 

The road went around the hil l where Fan‡ri and its castle were perched on 
the hil l.  The town looked rather modern, and the castle looked like, well looked 
like a castle.  Not nearly as many castles here, as in northern Europe.  From just 
below Fan‡ri, we looked over a gorgeous panorama of farm land, like nothing 
else we have seen in Greece. 

 

GR, Sk‡rf ia, May  11, Thu - 47 - 1500 dr - 188 - 5,504 
The campsite was nice and located near the water, but it was a long drive off 

the road, and rather hard to find.  There are a lot of signs, but we seemed to have 
a problem following them. 

 

For most people, who are coming for a week or a month, the effort to find the 
campground is no big deal, but we usually must find a different campsite each 
night.  Nearby there were several huge satell ite dishes.  The campsite was named 
Camping Venezuela. 
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The campsite owner, whose name is Dukakis, said the country of Venezuela 
is the place to make money in the winter, and Greece is the place to live from 
May to September, each summer.  A caretaker l ives here year round.  The 
ownerÕs son lived in Istanbul for some time, and he said as he returned to Greece 
one time during the US election, they asked him if he was related to Presidential 
Candidate Dukakis.  When he said, ÒHeÕs my uncle,Ó (he isnÕt!) they sent him on 
his way, as if he were a celebrity!  The father was born on the same island as Gov. 
DukakisÕ ancestors, but doesnÕt think they are related. 

 

When we mentioned that some very important Greek tourist sites are closed 
on holidays, they made sure Jim wrote his comments in a complaint-book (along 
w ith other comments already there) to be shown to the proper government 
officials.  They agreed places like Delfi should not be closed when tourists have 
spent so much time and money coming to visit. 

 

A t first there was no hot water for a shower, because Mr. Dukakis forgot to 
do something to or w ith his solar hot water heater earlier today, and now had to 
heat the water w ith gas or electricity.  He mentioned how nice solar heating is, 
and how cheap it is to heat the water.  Then he mentioned the system was several 
years old and needed replaced.  When Jim asked how many years it had been 
installed, and how much it will cost to replace, he got the funniest look on his 
face as it dawned on him the cost of the unit was enough to make the actual cost 
of hot water much higher than he had in mind. 

 

Throughout Greece, (almost) every house and apartment has a solar water 
heating system installed on the roof.  (Jim never saw one missing when he 
looked for one, and he looked constantly!)  CanÕt imagine itÕs worth the cost and 
effort, there must be hundreds of thousands of them.  Most of these 
environmentally required gadgets required more energy to create and install, 
than they w ill save over their l ifetime!  We live in the desert, w ith more hours of 
sunshine than most anywhere else in the world, and it has been proven time and 
again that they do not pay, even in the desert. 

 

We gave them a Òbook,Ó and they gave us a nice picture book on Greece, and 
they also gave Emmy a flower as we left. 

 

We are not too far away, and we have the time, so we decided to drive over 
the mountains to Delfi.  As we started up the mountain we expected a ÒnormalÓ 
tw isty mountain road, but instead we found about the nicest road in Greece.  As 
we zigzag up, up, up, we can look out over enormous farm fields.  Reminds us of 
looking over the Bakersfield area north of Los Angeles. 

 

Another fantastic day.  There are many beautiful w ild-flowers, now a 
profusion of golden flowers, and in other places weÕll see miles of pink and 
lavender colored flowers, and at other places there are fields of red poppies.  We 
just passed some hil lside towns, and olive groves w ith trees extending from 
horizon to horizon. 

 

The new town of Delfi is most intriguing, but as w ith most colorful places in 
Greece, the most entertaining part is the ruin of old Delfi.  The Delfi ruin is on the 
side of a hill, and the main road runs right through the old town.  It seems to 
have been founded before 600 BC, and lasted until about 400 AD, around a 1,000 
years.  Remember, the US is 200 years old.  Excavation started in 1892, and they 
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had to remove a vil lage built on top of the ruins, then excavated as deep as 66 
feet to find parts of old Delfi. 

 

Wi thout going into all the detail, in old Delfi there is the Agora (market), the 
Treasury, a Temple, a Greek Theater, and on top of the mountain, is the 
Amphitheater.  It was a hot day so Emmy didnÕt climb to the very top.  A good 
thing, as the climb from Theater to Amphitheater was not easy.  As Jim was just 
leaving the Delfi Amphitheater, maybe 20 feet below the entrance, an elderly 
(yes, older than some people he knows) lady asked if it was worth her effort to 
climb to the top.  Jim said since she was 20 feet from the top, he would say yes, 
but had she asked the same question as she was ready to leave the Theater, a 
long way below, he would have said no. 

 

The tourist stores in Delfi, and all over Greece, are fi lled with T-shirts, sweat-
shirts, and all kinds of tourist goodies, touting the 1996 Olympic games to be 
held in Athens, the 100th anniversary of the modern games.  Seems like a good 
idea to us.  (A year later, for some idiotic reason, the dum-dums in charge of such 
things awarded the 1996 Olympics to Atlanta, Georgia, rather than to Greece 
where it started many years ago.) 

 

Well, while typical Greeks are extremely friendly, we did meet some 
nontypical Greeks in Delfi.  One was unhappy we even parked our RV on his 
street, not in front of his, or any other store, just nearby.  We questioned the price 
of a brass lantern in another store, so the owner followed us to the door, 
complaining that we had questioned his price, reminding us how inexpensive it 
really was.  The price we heard was so exorbitant we thought we must have 
misunderstood.  The same lantern was much cheaper at a couple of places in 
Athens, but we didnÕt buy it there either!  We would have been happy to own 
one, but even the AthensÕ price was too expensive for our taste. 

 

When we came to Ar‡hove, the site of the terrible traffic jam on Easter 
Sunday, we stopped to walk and shop the stores.  In one store the young lady 
spoke English.  Her grandmother, who wore a long black dress and shawl, had 
made some of the items for sale in the store.  We bought a long wooden spoon 
made, as best we can understand, by her Grandfather.  There are sidewalk cafes 
all over Greece, more than in most other countries, but here they have chairs 
much more comfortable than in cafes in the other countries. 

 

We see many herds of sheep, and we notice that here, as in other parts of 
Greece, women, or any other Òsecond in commandÓ tending sheep, use only a 
stick or a branch from a tree, never a nice staff l ike the main shepherd or the 
Òman in chargeÓ have, or l ike a certain American tourist now owns.  This time as 
we went toward Athens, we turned south at Th’va and drove over some steep 
mountains, rather than using National Route Number 1.  We arrived at Camping 
Athens w ith no problem. 
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GR, Athens, May 12, Fri  - 48 - 1250 dr - 158 - 5,661 
Our cooking gas tank is running low again, and remembering the problems 

getting it fi l led in Florence, Italy last year, we donÕt want to take chances.  It was 
easy to get it fi l led near Athens but it sti l l  required getting the German bottle 
fi lled at a special place, rather than just exchanging it for a full one.  Wi th 
instructions from the campsite office, we drove seven kilometers toward 
K—rinthos (Corinth), on the road we travelled last night, and there was a huge oil  
refinery operation where they were very happy to fil l i t for us. 

 

A  lot of people use cooking gas in Greece, but not from a German style tank.  
Cost was 713 dr, about 1/ 3 of what it would cost in Germany.  The guard who let 
us in the place, the man who fil led the cooking gas tank, the man who made out 
the bil l, and the cashier who took the money, were all much more friendly than 
required, or expectedÑ just typical Greeks! 

 

We used to tell Linda and Dan (Dan is Italian, remember) the Italians are just 
the nicest people.  Now we say compared to the Greeks, the Italians are hostile, 
treacherous, antagonistic, and belligerent! 

 

Jim spent today touring Athens, while Emmy rested.  The city bus was 
crowded and noisy, as all buses here seemed to be.  At bus stops in Athens, the 
passengers must go into the street and really wave at the driver, or he wonÕt 
stop.  ThatÕs funny, there may be dozens of people at the bus stop, and sti l l the 
bus wonÕt stop unless waved at, or unless someone is getting off at this stop!  
Perhaps itÕs because several busses travel the same street and no driver wants to 
stop if the customers are all for a different bus. 

 

The downtown bus stop was on Daligiorgi Street, near Leonidou, and from 
there Jim just walked and walked.  He was looking for a couple of things to buy, 
and found shopping in Athens to be fascinating.  If one store keeper didnÕt have 
what he wanted, he took Jim next door, or across the street to his competitor. 

 

Shopping in Athens is different and more colorful than any other large city 
we have seen up to now.  There are plenty of ÒnormalÓ shops and department 
stores on the ÒmainÓ shopping streets, but there are thousands and thousands of 
sidewalk shops w ith goods of every description displayed in shops open to the 
street, or on the sidewalk.  Jim visited one very large, very l ively Greek meat 
market.  Stop at any of the hundred meat stands, just point to it, and they would 
cut, chop, or grind anything you can imagine. 

 

As Jim walked throughout Athens, the Parthenon, high on top of the 
Acropolis, was almost always in view.  Athinas Street is a w ide street, l ined w ith 
sidewalk shops selling about every kind of merchandise, hardware, clothes, 
kitchen utensils, and whatever.  Just as Athinas reaches the Monastiraki district, 
there is an old Greek Orthodox church, right in the middle of a street.  Several of 
these churches are so ancient that the foundations of buildings around them have 
been built higher over the centuries, and the church remains submerged several 
feet below street level. 

 

What is called the Monastiraki district evokes the atmosphere of Middle Age 
Athens, during the Turkish occupation.  This is the location of the Turkish 
bazaar, right at the foot of the Acropolis.  A busy shopping area w ith stores 
ranging from boutiques and jewelry stores, to junk shops, and places where they 
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take large pieces of copper, and shape them into bowels of all sizes and shapes.  
They are in the process of redoing the walkways between the stores, and in 
general fixing up the Monastiraki district.  Sure hope they donÕt fix it out of 
existence. 

 

Jim bought a couple of blue sun visors (stay tuned for more on blue visors!), 
and spent most of his time just looking here and there, then caught the bus back 
to the campsite. 

 

GR, Athens, May 13, Sat - 49 
This morning we drove to downtown Athens, parked and shopped the flea 

market in the Monastiraki district, situated in among all the permanent shops. 

 

Emmy bought a nice scale (a balance scale where the weights are placed in 
the pan on one side, and the ÒgoodsÓ in a pan at the other side), and several odds 
and ends.  There are about 20 indented-marks on the pans, perhaps made by 
weight and measure inspectors.  Several are just Òmarks,Ó but the dates 1955, and 
1958 are stamped into the metal.  Not so old, but so enjoyable. 

 

Camping Athens doesnÕt have laundry facil ities, but Camping Voula (located 
south of Athens) does have a laundromat, so we drove to Voula Saturday 
afternoon to spend the night, and to do the laundry before our cruise next week.  
They do have laundromat equipment, but it isnÕt much good.  We sti ll  had to 
hang some clothes on a line to dry, and the airplanes sti l l  flew low and loud.  But 
there are no airplanes from about 11:00 PM to 7:00 AM. 

 

GR, Athens (Voula), May  14, Sun - 50 - 1250 dr - 6 - 5,667 
Sunday we drove around Athens for awhile in the morning, then to Camping 

Athens to rest and pack for our trip starting tomorrow.  Wi ll leave the RV parked 
here, but at a reduced daily cost. 

 

GR, Athens, May 15, Mo n - 51 - 1250 dr 
 
 
 

We spent several days on the  

SS City of Rhodes, visiting the Greek Islands of Mykonos, Patmos, Crete, and 
Santorini, in addition to Kusadasi and Ephesus, Turkey.  Then we returned to Athens 

 
 
 

GR, Athens, May 20, Sat - 52 - 1250 dr 
Today we rode the bus into downtown Athens again to shop and walk and 

look and shop and walk and look, and, and! 

 

Neither the Acropolis nor the Parthenon has changed much since last week, 
they are sti l l  fascinating.  Bought several odds and ends for gifts, not much 
money, but a lot of heavy things to carry.  We are sure there is no city-view better 
than the Eiffel Tower and the Champs-ƒlysŽes in Paris, the Colosseum and St. 
PeterÕs in Rome, then thereÕs Dubrovnik, London, and Prague, and of course 
nothing can compare to the view of the Acropolis and the Parthenon in Athens.  
But then, whoÕs counting! 

 

GR, Athens, May 21, Sun - 53 - 1250 dr - 50 - 5,717 
We are to leave on the next cruise on Wednesday, so we spent a couple of 

days driving around the peninsula south of Athens. 

 

As we drove again on Vouliagmenis Blvd, from downtown A thens, heading 
south, but east of the airport, we see a dozen immense lamp stores, some are 
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several stories high, w ith large plate glass w indows on every floor.  CanÕt 
imagine they could need so many stores fi l led w ith lamps.  We didnÕt go in the 
stores, but could see beautiful crystal lamps by the thousands.  A little further 
along this street, we see a large supermarket w ith its name ÒBIGÓ in huge letters.  
Drove past a Trinity Baptist Church. 

 

A t the Cape of Soœnio, on the southern tip of this peninsula, there is the ruin 
of the Temple to Poseidon, the sea god for sailors rounding the cape.  At the little 
tourist store, we bought a copy of USA Today, the newspaper available all over 
the US, and in 80 other countries.  It was a day or two old, but it was sti ll  news to 
us!  From here, as we now headed north, the road narrows, and there are less 
people and places.  As the road went inland for awhile, we saw vineyards, figs, 
etc. 

 

The view as we drive around this peninsula is very nice, as it changes from 
beaches and houses, to barren and rocky hillsides.  The weather today is 
beautiful, and there are crowds of people in some places.  In L‡vrio, we found 
bags of ice for sale.  While we make ice cubes in our refrigerator, sometimes we 
like a few more for ice-tea, so bought a bag of ice, some ice cream, peanut butter, 
and bread at the bakery.  Also a bar-b-que chicken for about $4.50.  Bananas are 
sti l l  unbelievably expensive, at least $1.50 per pound, but there are trucks loaded 
with bananas parked here and there along the road.  The Greeks must use more 
bananas than anyone else we have ever seen. 

 

This part of Greece is mainly barren, with beaches here and there.  In many 
places they have planted oleander and trees, but they not only havenÕt taken 
good care of them, it appears they planted them in the wrong place.  When these 
plants and trees get big, they w ill block the view of the water and beach.  Stores, 
including supermarkets, are open today in this part of the country.  We suppose 
they are open because this is a beach area with plenty of visitors. 

 

GR, Vravr—na, May 22, Mo n - 54 - 0 - 84 - 5,801 
Spent the night on the beach, with one other camper, from East Berlin.   

 

When we stopped at about 3:00 yesterday afternoon, there were a couple 
others, but by sunset they had left.  There had been a lot of motorcycle noise 
during the afternoon, but they left before it was too late.  Sometime later, maybe 
2:00 AM, there were vehicles and loud talking by a group of men and women on 
the beach near us.  Vehicles came and went, and people talked and hollered, and 
finally a large truck arrived and we could see a small truck was stuck in the sand.  
As soon as it was pulled out, everyone left, and all was quiet.  But there for a 
minute we wished we were somewhere else, just in case. 

 

Earlier on this trip we spent several weeks in cold rainy, really miserable 
weather.  But now after a few days of beautiful summer weather, Jim has a 
terrible cold.  We were going to spend another day or two just driving around, 
but this is enough for him.  Sure want to get over this before the next cruise 
starts. 

 

We had breakfast on the dock in Rafina.  The guard let us drive past his gate 
to a nice place to park.  For a moment we discussed taking the ferryboat to 
K‡ristos, but the schedule wasnÕt too good, and w ith JimÕs cold, decided to forget 
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it.  Stopped at an antique store in Ag. Marina, and bought a decorative copper 
pan, which Emmy gave to a Greek friend named Marina. 

 

Drove through Marath—nas, where the original Marathon battle took place.  
The highway crossed on top of a dam as a one lane road, w ith a traffic light 
showing which direction is in control.  This area is very woodsy, with some very 
pleasant houses w ith very nice landscaping. 

 

A fter a battle in Marath—nas, a messenger is supposed to have run to Athens 
w ithout stopping for breath, then dropped dead upon arrival.  That feat inspired 
the Marathon race, as run in many cities and in the Olympics, and that race is 
measured as 26 miles and 385 yards.  As it turns out, thatÕs the distance from 
Windsor Great Park to White City Stadium in England during the 1908 
Olympics.  The actual distance, and that of the Marathon race in the 1896 
Olympics is 24.9 miles. 

 

Emmy has been sneezing a lot (allergic to someone?) since we were in Italy, 
but now a pill has it under control. 

 

Drove through a rather nice suburb of Athens where many, many new  
houses are being built.  This road now seems a lot like the roads over the 
mountains in Los Angeles, with houses scattered on the hillside.  While Emmy 
was mailing some postcards, Jim saw a bunch of women buying clothes at an 
outdoor market near Athens, so suggested Emmy join them.  We found a 
parking place, and walked through a large street market, spread over many 
blocks.  We bought some cherries for about $1.00 per pound, but they are not 
very good, and not worth the cost.  Vegetables seem reasonable, but fruit is 
expensive. 

 

Returned to Camping Athens by 2:00, and read and relaxed for the rest of the 
afternoon, which included a summer thunderstorm. 

 

GR, Athens, May 23, Tue - 55 - 1250 
Jim has a cold, so we decided to stay in the camper, rather than visit Athens 

today.  Emmy washed most of our dirty clothes (by hand this time, no 
laundromat available), and hung them on the line to dry, then read and rested 
the rest of the day.  Jim did feel better by evening. 

 

GR, Athens, May 24, Wed - 56 - 1250 
Emmy washed her hair early this morning.  After a good breakfast we left for 

our seven day cruise. 

 

A t the dock in Pire‡s there was no customÕs agents, no security check, no 
nothing, but at the dock next to ours, is the cruise ship Achille Lauro, to remind 
us of potential problems with terrorism.  (Achille Lauro is famous for having 
been hi-jacked, and having one of its passengers kil led by hi-jackers in 1985.)  
Taxi fare to the harbor in Pire‡s cost 600 dr, we arrived at 3:00 PM, plenty early, 
of course. 

 
 
 

Left Athens on the SS Odysseus, spent a day on the Greek Island of Mîkonos, 
then on to Instanbul, Turkey, and Odessa and Yalta, Soviet Union, in the Black Sea.  

We returned through the Bosporus, past Instanbul, to Athens. 
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SS Odysseus, May 31, Wed Between Istanbul  and Athens 
This morning we are disembarking in Pire‡s, the harbor for Athens. 

 

Due to the problems with the anchor in M’konos, they had to make this 
unscheduled stop.  The ship will go from here through the Corinth Canal, to Itea 
(near Delfi), then on to Sicily and several other stops before this cruise ends in 
Genoa, Italy.  We were originally supposed to stay on the ship through the 
Corinth Canal, then on to Itea and Delfi, then take a bus back to Athens.  And we 
sti l l  could, but the return to Athens would be on our own, the ship wonÕt run a 
bus now.  Since we have visited both Itea and Delfi on our own, all we w ill miss 
is the passage of the Corinth Canal.  That would have been fun, but not all that 
important. 

 

Emmy had visited the Doctor on the ship two or three times, and he had 
given her a couple of bottles of pil ls.  However, since they have this change of 
schedule the DoctorÕs bil l had not been presented to the Purser.  We reminded 
him of this, and he just smiled and said, ÒForget it!Ó 

 

No problem at all clearing customs, then we got a Taxi to Camping Athens.  
Did some grocery shopping, then rested. 

 

A ll in all the cruise on the SS Odysseus was fine, but certainly was not a 
luxury cruise as indicated in the advertisements.  The daily lunch buffet looked 
the same day after day, so we usually ate in the dining room.  At night they had 
a special meal for the country we were in or near.  ThatÕs fine and expected, and 
as it should be for most people on the ship.  To Jim, a lot of the food looked 
dangerous!  HeÕs on the cruise for the ride and the destinations, and is never 
concerned about what food is served anywhere, heÕs always prepared!  (Just look 
at him, itÕs obvious heÕs missed few meals!) 

 

This SS Odysseus had recently been sail ing in the Caribbean.  The tour 
director said those passengers were mainly Americans, and they were much 
friendlier, and easier to get along w ith than the European passengers.  We 
noticed most passengers tended to congregate w ith others from their own 
country (there were a couple of other people from the US, but we never 
associated w ith them).  ItÕs also obvious the English are different from the 
Germans, who are different from the French, who are different from the Greeks, 
who are just different!   But we also found once we had the chance to talk or 
ÒtalkÓ with any of them, they were all pleasant and cordial. 

 

The man who sold us the cruise tickets said he was unhappy we didnÕt get to 
all the places promised, and he told us to write him a letter, and he would see 
what he could do for us.  We wrote a couple of times, and a year later we stil l 
donÕt have a reply.  What made us most disgusted is the literature indicated this 
was a new ship, but it was about 30 years old, with a new paint job and a new 
owner.  Our cabin was very nice, and had been recently renovated, but the ship 
itself, and its amenities, were far from new. 
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June   1989 

 
GR, Athens, June 1, Thu - 57 
Today we rode the city-bus into Athens again, and just walked and shopped 

and walked some more. 

 

ItÕs just amazing, we (read ÒJimÓ) can walk and walk, and walk some more, in 
any of the hundreds and hundreds of beautiful European cities we have visited 
over the years. 

 

We find Athens a very worthwhile city to visit.  But not nearly as marvelous 
as Paris.  We find Rome and its contents to be more mesmerizing than Athens.  
Prague is exhilarating, and higher on the list for a re-visit.  London and 
Stockholm are majestic, but maybe not so interesting as Athens.  Bern, and 
Budapest are exciting.  What l ittle we saw of Istanbul is almost beyond 
description.  Capital cities l ike Amsterdam, Berlin, Brussels, Copenhagen, 
Dublin, Edinburgh, Helsinki, Lisbon, Madrid, Oslo, Vienna and Warsaw, are 
worth a re-visit anytime, but are less exciting than Athens. 

 

But how can we say that!  The real answer is, Òthis oneÓ is not better than 
Òthat one,Ó just different!  And some are more different than others!  CanÕt 
imagine one place we have visited that we wouldnÕt happily revisit tomorrow! 

 

Emmy secured a very nice ring as a gift for Cousin Toni, but she sti l l  hasnÕt 
found a proper replacement for the ÒcrossÓ she bought in Florence, Italy in 1970, 
and lost somewhere in the last few months.  Not many things look as nice, and 
what looks desirable, costs much more than she wants to pay. 

 

Caught the bus back to the camp site and just took it easy for the rest of the 
day. 

 

GR, Athens, June 2, Fri  - 58 - 9000 - 51 - 5,852 
The cost to camp for two nights before the cruise, and these last two nights, 

plus parking the camper for the week we were gone, is 9,000 dr ($55).  Today we 
just drove and drove around Athens, saying Ògood-by,Ó and seeing some things 
we havenÕt seen before. 

 

The couple of times we have driven on a large street, Vouliagmenis, and have 
seen a new shopping center.  We found it again, but the only thing open so far is 
the supermarket, the rest of the center is sti l l  under construction.  We had 
already shopped for groceries, but found a bunch more we could use. 

 

In keeping with the family tradition of eating in a different restaurant each 
wedding anniversary (a restaurant neither of us has ever visited before), today 
we ate lunch at the Athens Marriott Hotel.  Since the H ilton is the only other 
restaurant we have visited in Athens, finding an ÒunusedÓ one was not a 
problem. 

 

This is the first ÒlunchÓ for this long standing celebration, but one year we 
were at a convention in Las Vegas where the food that was available out at a 
cocktail reception was so excellent and plentiful, we had no room for restaurant 
food!  In those 37 years, the best anniversary dinner was number 30 at the Mauna 
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Kea Hotel, Hawaii, the worst was (and sti ll  is) number 29 at the Loews Hotel in 
Monaco. 

 

Picking a restaurant we have never been to before has caused problems a 
time or two.  Since Jim spent 15 years or so on an expense account taking 
executives to lunch and dinner (mainly in major cities in the Western US), there 
have been other restaurants he would have liked to ÒuseÓ but they were against 
the rules! 

 

The Marriott Hotel was not hard to find, but parking for the camper was 
impossible.  Jim finally talked to the doorman and told him we had lived at the 
MarriottÕs Rancho Las Palmas Resort in Rancho Mirage (he knew of it), and we 
were here for a special anniversary lunch.  The doorman immediately told a 
couple of taxis drivers to move, then let us park right in front of the Athens 
Marriott Hotel.  We had a nice lunch in a coffee shop, but nothing special.  JimÕs 
steak was OK, but Emmy didnÕt get what she expected.  It was eatable, just not 
special.  (Just canÕt beat the food and service at The Pilote Restaurant, in Hotel 
Renault!) 

 

From our table we can see the camper in front of the hotel, but of much more 
interest, we can see the Parthenon at the top of the Acropolis.  The Parthenon, as 
w ith many of these old buildings, is partially covered w ith scaffolding and looks 
like it could be under construction, under renovation, or perhaps under 
demolition!  We told the waiter, ÒThat will be a nice building when they get done 
with what ever they are doing with it.Ó  We asked the waiter when he last visited 
the Parthenon.  He laughed and said as a school child he was bussed to the 
Acropolis one day, the one and only time he has been there! 

 

Immediately after lunch we started our drive toward Thessaloniki, driving on 
the National Route Number 1.  At first there were plenty of signs directing us 
toward Thessaloniki, but after leaving Athens, for a long time there were no 
directional signs to that city.  We took a detour through the suburb we had 
passed through the other day (Emmy wanted to find the street market again, but 
no luck).  Then we had a problem getting back on the right road. 

 

Could find no signs directing us back to the main highway, then we crossed 
National Road 1 a couple of times where there were no access roads.  When we 
stopped to ask for information and to turn around, found ourselves at the 
entrance to a factory of some kind, and almost in the middle of a fight between 
people handing out l iterature for two different Greek political parties.  DidnÕt 
need that. 

 

Driving on the Greek National Road is sti l l  about the most stressful and 
difficult driving we can remember, anywhere.  Jim would rather drive on little 
tw isty mountain roads than this one.  ItÕs baffl ing.  The road is mainly a two lane 
road, but w ith w ide shoulders much of the time.  When there is a w ide shoulder, 
slow traffic is expected to drive there, so faster vehicles can go past in the regular 
lane. 

 

The problem is, every once in awhile the vehicle in front of us (usually a big 
truck, or a bus) suddenly gets into the ÒproperÓ lane, and we find a bridge, or a 
parked car, no shoulder, or some other compelling reason to get back into the 
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regular lane, immediately!  (We know we said most of this before, but it bears 
repeating.) 

 

There are many toll booths, but not many are collecting money and most are 
abandoned.  But once they even asked to see the receipt from the previous toll 
booth.  The way they drive on the shoulder, collect or not collect tolls, and all the 
rest this road is not for Jim. 

We saw more of the trucks painting the countryside w ith the colors of the 
Greek political parties.  Stupid!  There are large barrels of paint, and paint 
sprayers, and sometimes the passenger sticks his hand out the w indow, pulls the 
trigger and paints whatever is there. 

 

GR, Pori , June 3 Sat - 59 - 0 - 284 - 6,136 
We got off the main road and found another camper parked near the beach, 

so we did too.  The only problem is noise from a restaurant a block away until  
midnight, and a heavy rain for awhile. 

 

There is a lovely castle fortification on the right, and a lot of snow on Mt. 
Olympos.  We are driving on Route 1 again, and itÕs sti l l  ridiculous.  The Swedes 
drive on the shoulder a lot, but we donÕt remember the roads in Sweden 
suddenly narrowing like they do in Greece, and the drivers attitudes (abil ities) 
certainly were much better.  We have paid about $4.50 in tolls since we left 
Athens, but since this is a two lane road, and not a very good one, we consider it 
expensive.  We just passed a cluster of rice patties, and a herd of ÒmozzarellaÓ 
buffalo.  The rice was just starting to stick above the water. 

 

The two lane road changed to four lanes, then to six lanes for awhile, but then 
back to two lanes as we entered Thessaloniki.  There are a lot of Saturday 
morning shoppers, and we bought some bread in a bakery, and some groceries at 
a small market.  Nearby is a large lake w ith no access for visitors, but we parked 
nearby and had breakfast.  This area is said to have been occupied by Turkey for 
years, but all the buildings sti l l  have balconies everywhere, just l ike other parts 
of Greece. 

Lots of flowers along here.  Drove around in the city of Thessaloniki for 
awhile, then on toward Kavala.  At one point we saw a storkÕs nest w ith three 
large occupants.  It rained a lot, then cleared, then drizzle.  Kavala is a nice town, 
we parked along the fishing dock for awhile, then drove and walked from here 
to there, enjoying the Turkish part of town, and the citadel area.  We drove to the 
old town, but were careful not to drive on the very l ittle streets, weÕve had 
enough of those surprises.  There is a nice view from the top of the hil l, but not 
the best in this weather. 

 

In the 1500Õs an aqueduct was built to supply water to the old town, and it is 
sti l l  there, high on top of stone arches.  We came to this part of Greece to see the 
ruins at nearby Philippi, but they arenÕt open late in the day, so we found a very 
nice campsite at mid-afternoon. 

 

It rained hard this afternoon.  The people next door were bar-b-queing their 
dinner and had to stop for awhile.  Emmy doesnÕt think she would care to ÒliveÓ 
like they, and thousands of other tourists do, in a tent. 

 

GR, Kavala, June 4, Sun - 60 - 0 - 192 - 6,328 
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We told the campsite owner this morning his is one of the best in Europe.  
There are campsites this nice or nicer in northern Europe, but we have found 
none like this, south of Switzerland.  There was grass, and hedges, and the 
facilities were excellent. 

 

The little modern town of Filipi (Phil ippi) does not amount to much, but the 
ruins of the old town are excellent.  One of the most inspiring, and w ith about 
the most amount of ÒruinsÓ stil l  standing, of any in Greece.  Philippi does not 
compare at all to Ephesus in Turkey, but there are more ruins to see here, rather 
than imagine them like we must in places like Delfi and old K—rinthos, for 
example. 

 

The road runs right through the ruin at Phil ippi, and there is plenty to see on 
each side of the road.  Many columns are sti l l standing, and there are flowers 
everywhere.  At one place we saw the remains of what we think was a prison 
where the Apostle Paul was imprisoned for awhile. 

 

A  tour bus pulled up, and a group of German tourists got out, assembled on 
some benches, sang some hymns, then listened to a sermon, we think. 

 

We took the long way back to Thessaloniki, drove through Drama and Seres.  
Beautiful farm land and roll ing hil ls.  Today the weather is also beautiful.  Fields 
of corn, wheat, and barley as far as we can see, and at one place there are several 
new cotton harvesting machines. 

 

We visited some ruins in downtown Thessaloniki, and tried to visit the White 
Tower.  It was supposed to be open until 3:00 PM, but they didnÕt let us in 
because it was already 2:40.  The sea looks all churned up, l ike a storm just left, 
or is coming.  The police near the White Tower said the campsite was just south 
of town.  We found it just 22 km from town.  At one place we turned left to 
follow a camping sign, and after about 10 km we came back to the main road and 
continued south.  We must learn when a directional sign doesnÕt say how far it is 
to the campsite, forget it!  There was no place we could stop and camp along the 
road, or on the beach. 

 

GR, Agia Triada, June 5, M on - 61 - 1500 - 149 - 6,478 
There is a nice sandy beach here, and the facil ities are not too bad.  Had to 

retrace our drive of yesterday, back to Thessaloniki, then drove around some 
more. 

 

Plenty of traffic this Monday morning, and double deck busses were loaded 
with people.  ThereÕs a large flowered clock in the center of Thessaloniki.  (We 
have others seen in Poland, Switzerland, and in Scotland, at least.)  We stopped 
for groceries, and shopped at a bakery for bread, but never found a meat market.  
The stores in Thessaloniki seem nicer than in Athens. 

 

This city is the second largest in Greece, and in many ways, appears to be 
nicer, and more modern than the others.  ThatÕs wonderful for residents, but not 
nearly so marvelous for tourists.  DidnÕt notice as much ÒmerchandiseÓ for sale 
on the sidewalk and along the side of the street, as there is in Athens.  As we 
drive more, we find itÕs smoggy today, and come to think of it, our driving 
contributes to that smog, but not much. 
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We are trying to find signs directing us toward Yugoslavia.  As we neared the 
Greek border, we stopped in ƒvzoni for fruit and vegetables.  We bought some 
cherries, a melon, bananas, tomatoes, and received an extra handful of cherries as 
our change! 

 

Now we sti l l needed some meat.  Several people pointed to a store, but it 
didnÕt look like a butcher shop.  We finally went in and it sti l l  didnÕt look like 
one, as all the meat is in the cooler, and none is on display.  In ƒvzoni, this is the 
only place to buy meat, so no need to display it. 

 

It was difficult to make the lady butcher understand what we were looking 
for.  Finally Jim ÒmooedÓ like a cow, and that was all she needed to know.  
Funny, she spoke a few words of English, but she didnÕt know the word Òbeef,Ó 
at least not the way we pronounced the word.  She was happy to ÒhearÓ about 
our good time in Greece. 

 

Stopped for fuel, and the station owner heard us speaking English, so he 
mentioned ÒMargaret,Ó and Jim said, ÒCalifornia and Bush.Ó  The Greek liked 
that, and liked it even more when Jim said ÒPresident Reagan.Ó  There is farm 
land on both sides of the four lane highway the rest of the way to Yugoslavia.  
And so ends a 37 day adventure in Greece. 

 

We spent 10 days traveling the western part of Yugoslavia, then a couple of 
days in Austria, to Germany for a night or two, into France for a day, then back to 

Toni’s in Mettlach.  And home on July 2. 

 


