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In almost 80
days through the USA and the end of a German-American
friendship


 



Foreword



 



I would like to take you on a journey through the USA. We have
eleven weeks to do so. My husband and I just wanted to do a
motorhome transfer as soon as I reached my professional retirement.
Since you only get a maximum of four weeks' leave as an employee,
we waited until we were no longer tied to a specific time. A
motorhome transfer involves brand new motorhomes that are
transferred to different parts of the country and then rented out
to holidaymakers. The production sites are located in the states of
Illinois and Indiana, for example.



It had always been our wish to get to know the Midwest and the
South of the USA. We had booked through a German travel agency that
arranges motorhome rentals. The motorhome transfers are offered
quite cheaply and are usually sold out quickly. As we wanted to
meet up with our American friends in the west of the USA, it didn't
stay with just the one itinerary. They wanted us to visit them in
Washington State. Since they already travel south for about three
months every year at the end of February, a meeting was already
planned in Arizona.



Our first motorhome transfer was booked for 42 days from Chicago to
Los Angeles. There we wanted to take over another motorhome and
drive it to Seattle. But since our American friend did not want to
drive in Los Angeles, we agreed on Las Vegas. So after dropping off
in Seattle, we were invited home to our friends for another ten
days. This made a total of 11 weeks. We were really looking forward
to such a long and interesting trip. During this time we
experienced so many interesting things, even if some things didn't
go as we had wished. It was definitely an adventurous journey.



I hope you enjoy reading and have a good time.
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Here is our route as an overview
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Beginning of
a friendship


When we were travelling in the USA for the first time with a
motorhome in 2012, we visited the Grand Canyon National Park among
many other highlights. In advance, I had only been able to reserve
a site at the Trailer Village campsite for April 2, 2012. When we
moved into our pitch, I instructed Robert as usual. In reverse, it
is absolutely a must. Suddenly an American stood next to me and
watched. Then he raised his thumbs and said "very good". When
Robert joined us, we immediately had a longer conversation, of
which I unfortunately didn't understand too much. My English
language skills were only based on an intensive course.



Robert had problems with the water tank, which sometimes leaked, a
suitably large pipe wrench might have helped. The nice American
called Tom then helped him out with his tools. Later, his wife
Olivia joined him and we sat down at our table, talked and drank
beer. Both had put their bottles in paper bags. At first I was
surprised, but then I remembered that in the USA you are not
allowed to drink alcohol in public. Later, we invited them to our
motorhome for the evening. We spent some very interesting hours
together and exchanged e-mail addresses at the end.



The next morning they showed us the inside of their caravan, a big
trailer called a Fifth Wheeler, before we said goodbye. Our journey
continued north and they headed south to visit their children. We
didn't hear from them again until early June when they returned
home. We learned that they leave for the south every year at the
end of February and drive all the way to the Mexican border. Mexico
is a shopper's paradise for the US because the prices are much
cheaper than in the US. They are in the Southwest for about three
months each year. It is also quite cold in Washington State at this
time.



Over the next few years, we kept up a lively email correspondence
and got to know each other better and better. For September to
October 2016, we invited them to spend four weeks with us in
Germany. Beforehand, they had both expressed their wishes about
what they would like to see here. These included, for example, the
Oktoberfest in Munich and the Eagles Nest, better known as the
Kehlsteinhaus on the Obersalzberg in Berchtesgaden. Neuschwanstein
Castle was also on the agenda, of course. We set about planning a
route and booked holiday flats and hotels in advance. We also
rented a larger car so that we wouldn't have any problems with all
the luggage during the three weeks we were on the road.



They arrived in Berlin on 28 September. After a walk along
Karl-Marx-Allee and a visit to the remains of the Wall (The Wall),
they fell into bed dead tired. The day after their arrival, they
went to Alexanderplatz. A visit to the Berlin Cathedral and a meal
on the TV Tower were the highlights before picking up the rental
car in the afternoon. The next day we started our round trip
through the south of Germany. Our first destination was
Munich.



In Thuringia, we made a quick stop in a small town to stock up on
good-tasting sausage. When Tom saw the beautiful old church, he
couldn't be stopped. His big hobby is photography and he owns a
camera with an expensive and huge telephoto lens. While we were
shopping, he had already approached a local. The only German
sentence he knew was "Do you speak English?". The middle-aged road
construction worker looked a bit perplexed, he had little knowledge
of English. After all, we all used to have to learn Russian as one
of the main subjects at school.



The journey then continued to Munich, where we had arranged to meet
our friends from Bavaria. They wanted to show us the Oktoberfest
the other day. We were complete amateurs in this respect. Karl and
Anne also spoke perfect American, as they spend several weeks in
Canada every year. We spent a very nice evening together and Tom
and Olivia hit it off with the two "original Bavarians" right away.



The other day we met near Theresienwiese. We also visited the
Oktoberfest for the first time and thanks to our friends it was a
really great experience. Karl had organized seats in one of the
tents and we were able to experience the wonderful atmosphere live.
Tom was of course in his element and made new friends right away.
Afterwards, we visited various tents and just enjoyed the beautiful
atmosphere. In the late afternoon, we continued our journey to
Berchtesgaden. We had arranged another meeting with Karl and Anne
afterwards. They wanted to show us their beautiful city of Munich.



In Oberschönau we had rented two holiday flats. On the following
days we visited the Kehlsteinhaus, the Obersalzberg Documentation
Centre and went on the Königsee to the church of St. Bartholomä.
The salt mines in Bad Reichenhall and Herrenchiemsee were also on
the program. In the evenings, we often played "Mensch ärgere Dich
nicht" to relax and had a lot of fun. Tom and Olivia were thrilled
by all the many highlights we visited together.



After six days we went back to Munich to Karl and Anne. They then
turned out to be great city guides and we got a very good
impression of this interesting city. The next day, the trip
continued to Neuschwanstein, where Robert had already booked a
sightseeing tour in English in advance. When Tom saw the castle, he
was unstoppable. The hike up to the castle and the magnificent
views were a real highlight for both first-time tourists to
Germany. Tom was saddened that no photos were allowed during the
tour. The journey then continued in the afternoon to Leutershausen
in Franconia to spend the night.



The other day, Rothenburg ob der Tauber was on the agenda. Tom was
also very fascinated by this town and we had to be careful not to
lose him somewhere. The well-preserved city wall had done him in.
It was another very successful excursion, especially as the
beautiful "Käthe Wohlfahrt Christmas Museum" makes a special
impression on Americans. The next day we visited Nuremberg with its
imperial castle and interesting museum. After spending the night in
a rustic hostel in Betzenstein, Franconia's smallest town, we went
on to Bayreuth to the Festspielhaus. Here we were given a guided
tour of the technical features of the opera house, which was very
impressive. Since Tom really wanted to visit a watchtower of the
former German-German border, we made a stopover in Mödlareuth.



This community was once divided between Thuringia and Bavaria by a
small stream, the Tannbach. The German-German border history is
vividly told here. A well-preserved watchtower, which Tom had to
climb immediately, and a very interesting museum tell the history
of the place. Tom's horrified verdict on the insane former border
installations was: "...Crazy...!". After this interesting stopover,
we continued into Saxon Switzerland to Königstein.



Here we had again booked a holiday flat for six days. We took a
hike to Lilienstein and visited the Königstein Fortress, the
castles in Pillnitz and Moritzburg, and the city of Dresden. On the
onward journey to Görlitz, we made a stop in Stolpen. The tour of
the medieval castle was again a highlight, especially for Tom.
While Olivia took us on an intensive look at the museum and the
history of Countess Cosel, Tom had already disappeared into some
cellar. In the end we had to look for him, he had completely
forgotten himself in this medieval place - yes, everything in
Europe is very, very old.



On the way, we stopped in Bautzen, the Sorbian capital. This
beautiful historic town also appealed to the two tourists from the
New World. Then we went on to Görlitz with its holy tomb, where we
had booked a hotel in the old town for two nights. This city,
Germany's largest open-air historical monument, also impressed Tom
and Olivia very much, especially as they had a good city guide in
Robert, well, it's his home town. The two were particularly
impressed when we took a walk across to Poland. For both of them,
it was a novelty to be able to cross a national border without any
controls. Yes, the "European Union".



After these two days we went back to Berlin. On the way home, we
actually wanted to visit the Spree Forest, but unfortunately it
rained that day. So we visited the Slawenburg Raddusch near
Vetschau. That was a good decision, because Tom and Olivia took a
very close look at the museum. In the evening we arrived back in
Berlin.



During the remaining days, our children and grandchildren visited
us. We went on excursions to the former Olympic Village of 1936,
visited Sanssouci and the Pergamon Museum in Berlin. Tom and Olivia
were pretty exhausted after these many interesting days. The
election campaign in America was on TV at the time and Tom could no
longer see Hillary Clinton. He also had his problems with the then
President Obama. During her visit, we had barely talked about
politics, so it wasn't until almost the end that we realized we had
different views. Nevertheless, it was a very nice time together and
it was hard to say goodbye. We arranged our next meeting in the USA
for 2018. They wanted to return the favour for the wonderful tour.
In the meantime, Robert processed all his camcorder recordings into
a multi-part documentary film in English. So they and we could all
watch the sights and encounters again








 Planning the trip


Already at the beginning of 2017 we thought about how we want to
plan our trip. Since I was able to retire in October 2017, we were
no longer bound by time. We had always wanted to get to know the
Midwest of the USA. We were particularly interested in Chicago,
Nashville, Memphis, Natchez and New Orleans. I also wanted to see
some plantations in Louisiana. To fulfil these wishes, a motorhome
transfer from Chicago to the West was the ideal option.



Actually, we wanted to meet our friends first at their home in
Washington State. But since they were in the south at that time,
they wanted to meet already after dropping off the first motorhome.
We had chosen Los Angeles as our destination. But Tom didn't want
to go to such a big city as Los Angeles. They suggested Las Vegas
instead. Already in June I kept looking for transfer offers. At the
end of June they were published. Then I quickly wrote to the travel
agency and got quotes. After consulting with our friends, I wanted
to book a motorhome to Seattle right away. From there, we would
have joined them on a ten-day visit to their home country.



I had again chosen a Sunday as the day of arrival, because on this
day there are the fewest strikes at the airports, and on Sundays
the most surcharges are paid. We wanted to reserve one day for
sightseeing in Chicago. So the dates were set and we were able to
book quite quickly, the flights again via British Airways. Now we
had a nice long 42 days to get to Las Vegas.



After we booked everything, I started planning the route, the most
interesting part of the trip preparation. Since we started on 11
March and took over the motorhome on 13 March, we still had to
reckon with wintry conditions. After the first certainly quite cold
night in the motorhome, we wanted to immediately take a long day of
driving south to Nashville, so that we could then finally use our
on-board water supply.



I planned two nights for each city we wanted to visit. Since I am
active in a forum for RV travel in North America, I was able to get
a lot of information from users who already had experience with
transfers. In the forum there is a lot of information about
highlights and campgrounds. So my route was decided relatively
quickly. I had booked all the campsites for the Easter holidays so
that we wouldn't be standing helplessly in front of the "Full"
sign.



I then sent Tom and Olivia our dates, when we would be where, and
the day of pick-up and return of the second motorhome. They also
got our departure details, because they wanted to drive us back to
Seattle at the end. There we wanted to spend two more days together
and Tom's sister, as he emailed us in Berlin, had already booked
seats in the restaurant on the TV tower "Space Needle".



The two of them decided not to meet in Las Vegas, but a few days
earlier in the Organ Pipe Cactus National Monument. Tom really
wanted to design the route from Las Vegas. He then sent us a first
draft and all our desired destinations were included. The only
thing that struck me was that he wanted to drive north from Death
Valley on the east side of the Sierra Nevada. The trip would then
have gone over the Tioga Pass into Yosemite Valley. However, I knew
from our forum and from research on the internet that the pass
opens at the end of May or beginning of June at the earliest. I
wrote to him about this, but he only said "we'll see".



I pre-booked some campsites from Organ Pipe to Las Vegas, wrote Tom
our site number and he then booked the site right next to it.
Everything was ready for the first part of our route. For the
second part, we relied entirely on Tom, who travels there for about
three months every year and must know his way around. Now it was
just a matter of waiting until the big journey could begin.













March 11 -
Flight Berlin - London – Chicago


Today our big journey finally begins. Our friends have already been
on their way south since the end of February. We get up at 6 am.
After breakfast we check the weight of our suitcases. Around 9:00
a.m. our son picks us up and takes us to the airport in Tegel. The
sky is bright blue and the temperature is 41°F. Since today is
Sunday, we had a good time.



We are already at the airport at 9:45 a.m. and only have to wait
forty minutes until check-in. At check-in, our suitcases weigh 22
kg and 19.6 kg, so everything is within the green range. Before the
security check, our passports are checked again by a policeman. He
asks us where the journey is going and is really jealous of our
long time. Laptop, iPad and photo equipment are checked separately.
We ate a snack, because breakfast was quite a while ago. Our plane
from London arrives on time at 11:15 a.m. It doesn't take long and
we can board. This time, British Airways only serves drinks and
food against payment. That has changed compared to 2014. Since we
have already eaten something, we don't mind.



The flight is quiet, there are many clouds and we see nothing. Half
an hour before arrival time we are already over London, but as
usual we have to make a few rounds. Arriving in London, we look at
the display board for our gate. We have booked through British
Airways, but fly from London with American Airlines. This time we
are directed straight to Terminal 3 and not to Terminal 5 as usual.



This terminal is approached by bus. Beforehand, the passports and
travel documents are already checked. They also want to know how
long we want to stay in the USA. We then drive around the airport
for about ten minutes, the left-hand traffic is always interesting.
At Terminal 3 we go straight to the security check. Somehow I keep
getting beeps today and have to go through the nude scanner again.
But nothing is found and we can pack everything up again.



We check which gate we are departing from and how long it will take
us to get there. It takes us about 10 minutes to get to gate 28.
Since we still have time, we have another drink. Boarding starts
punctually at 3:05 p.m. We have our seats in the penultimate row.
There are only two seats here and we have a lot of extra space for
storage. This is due to the emergency exit. As I sit on the aisle,
I have the disadvantage of being touched by the flight attendants
quite often. The plane looks quite new and has modern equipment. It
takes off on time, but we are again in the queue for 25 minutes
before take-off.



The flight is quiet, the food is fine. We arrived in Chicago almost
an hour earlier than indicated in the flight plan. Therefore, we do
two more rounds over the city before landing. It also takes quite a
long time until we disembark. Already in the airplane we were told
via the on-board TVs that there is now a self-registration at the
terminals. This time we don't have to fill out a form.



Since we had our seats at the very back of the plane, we were
almost the last passengers to leave the plane. In the arrivals hall
we first have to find out in which "queue" we have to join.
Inquiries reveal that there is a line for first-timers and one for
"repeat offenders". Since we belong to the second category, we have
to join a line about 330 feet long. But it goes relatively quickly.



We are then directed to a machine where, fortunately, we can also
complete the entry formalities in German. The passport is read, we
are photographed, fingerprints are taken from the right hand and
several questions have to be answered. The pictures look terrible
after the long journey. We each get a printout, with which we are
then sent to a queue at the immigration control. While we are
waiting, I look at my printed slip and get a mighty fright. There
is a big black cross on it. Am I not allowed to enter the country?
Robert doesn't have a cross. Then I remember that I have a new
passport.



Now we get to the counter and I immediately tell the officer that
my passport is new. He takes it with humor, is very friendly and
courteous. I have to answer a few questions, am photographed again
and have to give all my fingerprints. After getting a barely
legible stamp, we can pass. I breathe a sigh of relief and am glad
that everything went well.



Then we stand in front of at least 20 baggage carousels, which
"spit out" almost all the suitcases. On a display board we look for
the number of the belt that shows the number of our flight. Our
suitcases are already circling, as some time has passed with the
entry formalities. We can pass through customs in a moment. Then we
try to get a taxi, because the hotel is not far away. We want to
save ourselves the wait for the shuttle. But the taxis all have too
small a boot for our big suitcases. A bigger taxi is snatched from
under our noses.



Robert is looking for a telephone in the arrivals hall after all.
When he finally gets a connection, the employee promises to have us
picked up. But it takes and takes, I am already half frozen. Then a
shuttle arrives, which is already quite full. With the help of the
emergency seat we are still "nested". The journey continues to the
Best Western Airport Hotel. After about 10 minutes we finally
reached the hotel.



Two staff members at the reception desk process the arrivals.
Unfortunately, they are not the quickest. We have to wait almost a
quarter of an hour until the guests before us can finally go to
their rooms. Then it's our turn and now we completely confuse the
staff. When booking the motorhome, a first night in a hotel is
automatically included, because after such a long flight you are
not allowed to take over the vehicle straight away. Since we still
want to see Chicago, I had booked the first night myself from
Germany (it was even 30 € cheaper). The employee doesn't know what
to do and calls various colleagues and then says that we have to
unbook again tomorrow and then book in again. We spend about an
hour at the reception before we finally get the key for our room on
the third floor.



On a sign to the elevator we see that you can fill out the
documents for the motorhome already in the hotel. Road Bear, our
landlord, has set up an office here for all transfer passengers so
that the formalities can be completed before the handover. A
shuttle bus is to take all travelers to Middlebury in the state of
Indiana on the morning of the handover. When we finally reach our
room, it is already 11 p.m. and we fall into bed after 24 hours
just dead tired.



Overnight stay: Airport Best Western at O'Hare in Rosemont,
(Illinois)













March 12 -
Chicago visit


We slept against expectation until around 7 o'clock. Around 8
o'clock we go to breakfast, which is included in the price. For
American standards, it is quite extensive. The seating is very
tight, but fortunately there are not so many people eating
breakfast at this time. Now we have to check out at the front desk
first to check in again afterwards. Everything is very
inconvenient. The whole hotel is a bit outdated. For the price you
get much more comfort in Germany.



But now we want to take a look at Chicago. We are here in the state
of Illinois directly on Michigan Lake. The settlement was founded
in 1833 and received city rights as early as 1837. The number of
inhabitants grew rapidly. From 100 inhabitants at the beginning, it
grew to 100,000 in 1860 and to 1 million in 1890. In 1885, the
first high-rise building (ten stories) with a steel skeleton was
built. Today, Chicago is the third largest economic region in the
USA and has about 2.7 million inhabitants.



Unfortunately, the weather today is cloudy and quite cold. We want
to go to Amtrak Station, the city rapid transit and take the train
to the city center. But we are "too stupid" to find it, maybe we
have not "really arrived" yet. We ask at a nearby McDonald's, but
they don't know either. So we went back to the hotel and ordered a
cab. It is quite expensive ($50), but it takes us directly to
Willis Tower. With the Jordanian-born driver we had a nice
conversation. Now we stand between the skyscrapers and do not know
at first in which direction we should walk.



First, we want to go to the Willis Tower and see the city from
above. The observation deck is at a height of 1.352 feet (103rd
floor). We ask a passerby who shows us the direction. In this
canyon of skyscrapers, it's hard to find your way around. Thanks to
the hint we found the entrance quickly and bought the tickets right
away. Through several corridors we go to the elevator. Since there
is not much going on today, we can immediately take the first
elevator to the top. With us rides another group of men and as it
turns out, they come from Austria. They also take over tomorrow at
Road Bear, but drive with a rental car to Middlebury and then have
two weeks to go to Las Vegas. That's pretty "sporty" in our eyes.



We reach the platform and have a wonderful view of the city and
Michigan Lake, albeit with a somewhat hazy view. The other side of
the lake is unfortunately not seen today, directly from the shore
anyway. The skyline is impressive. Every now and then a few rays of
sunshine show up. We take our time for the round and look at the
great panorama. Then it goes down again and we have to orient
ourselves first in which direction it goes to the water. Older
high-rise buildings with beautiful decorations alternate with
modern glass palaces. We reach the lake, on the shore of which
stretches the beautiful Grant Park.



Meanwhile, the sun has won the battle with the clouds and
everything appears in a new light. The skyline looks impressive
against the blue sky. We walk along the lake and see the first
Canadian wild geese. On the way we meet an older gentleman who
approaches us. When he notices that we are Germans, he starts an
intensive conversation with us. He is very happy to speak in German
again.



We continue walking towards Millennium Park and want to see the
Cloud Gate sculpture. It was created between 2004 and 2006 and
resembles a bean. That's why many people just call it "The Bean".
It is made of stainless steel plates and was welded together so
that you can't see any seams. The mirror polish creates a huge
distorted mirror. The curvature is shaped so that you can walk
under the bean.



Since we do not see it yet, we ask a young woman at a traffic light
for the Cloud Gate. She doesn't know it, but her big dog seems to
like me and tries to hug me right away. A young man then approaches
us. It is a German sports student and we walk with him to our
destination, the Millennium Park. There we find the shiny "bean" in
which the surrounding houses are reflected. I stand under it and I
get really dizzy with all the reflections.



Then we walk a bit through the city and look at the stores. We want
to take the Blue Line back to the airport. But it is not so easy to
find a station. A woman describes us then very well. At the ticket
machine we pull the tickets for 3 dollars each. Then we go
underground and after five minutes the train comes. We want to go
to the airport and then take a cab back to the hotel. The distances
are quite big here. There are 19 stations to the destination. At
the airport we first have to orientate ourselves from where the
cabs leave. Finally we find a cab and a Mexican brings us back to
the hotel for 15 dollars.



It is already 4:30 p.m. and we still have to do the check in at
Road Bear. The sign in the lobby of the hotel tells us that the
office is in room 200. We get our documents and go to the office.
We are the only ones there at the moment. Mr. Zinn or Zink, who is
actually based in Denver, is in charge of contracts. He tells us
that he comes from East Berlin and has been living in the USA since
1986. He also knows exactly where we live in Berlin. His manner is
polite and correct, but very impersonal.



The only emotion he shows is a smile when he tells us that we are
getting the smallest motorhome in the fleet, and Robert gets fully
annoyed at first.



The size of the camper is between 21 and 23 feet. I am also
shocked. We had expressed a desire to transfer a large motorhome
during the online check-in. Since I have osteoarthritis in both
knees and had surgery just six months prior, a larger motorhome
would have been ideal. However, when specifying the wish, we did
not mention my medical history, which in retrospect was a mistake.



Our disappointment is of course very big at first, but a complaint
is unfortunately not possible. We sign the documents and go to our
room. The "worst" case for us has occurred. We cannot understand
that with such a large fleet to be transferred to Las Vegas, there
is no possibility to get at least a slightly larger one. Other
transferees who want a small motorhome usually get the large
models. It doesn't help, we have to deal with it.



Since we don't feel like going to a restaurant, Robert gets
something to eat from McDonald's. Now the jet lag catches up with
us and we go to sleep early, the alarm clock is set for 5 o'clock,
because it already goes at 7 o'clock with the shuttle to Middlebury
in Indiana.



Overnight stay: Airport Best Western at O'Hare in Rosemont,
(Illinois)
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Here
are more pictures from Chicago




March 13 -
Takeover motorhome - Peru (Indiana)


I wake up even before the alarm clock rings. We pack our things
together and go to breakfast. We take the two large suitcases with
us and promptly get stuck in the elevator. The day starts well. We
ring the bell and after a while the elevator doors open. Hooray, we
have arrived. We put the suitcases near the reception and went to
the breakfast room.



This is crowded and we find a place only with difficulty. We sat
together with a Belgian couple and talked a little. They also go
with the shuttle. After breakfast we go to our room and get the
rest of the things, but this time we take the stairs there and
back.



Punctually at 7 o'clock it goes off. The bus is full. We drive over
the interstate at the southern end of Michigan Lake, where the sun
is just rising. At the beginning the sky is blue, but that changes
quickly. Snow showers come again and again. I feel quite queasy. In
between we are stuck in a traffic jam after an accident. Then it
continues and the landscape becomes whiter and whiter. After 2 ½
hours we arrived at Road Bear.



We had received a small sign the day before with the note 2 B.
These little signs divide the groups accordingly. Since we have
already signed the contract and are no longer beginners, the
handover goes quite quickly. A young man hands us the keys and we
look at everything carefully. The large suitcases first go into the
"basement" due to lack of space. The storage space of the vehicle,
which is accessible from the outside, is nice and big.



Since our little one is right at the front on the left, we can
drive off without having to pull over. Robert notices, however,
that the right mirror is not properly adjusted. We first look for
the switch for the automatic setting. But since we don't want to
block the others any longer, we have to drive off. At the next best
place we stop and study the instructions. Despite intensive
searching we can't find a clue. So we drove back and asked the
young man who had given us the keys. He says that there is no
automatic outside mirror adjustment for the small motorhomes
anymore. He adjusts the mirror with muscle power.



But now we finally get going. First we want to drive to the Walmart
in Goshen. Our "Susi", the navigation, I had already programmed at
home. Over side roads (Susi loves these roads) we drive through the
Amish area. In some homesteads we see narrow black carriages
standing. In the meantime it has started to snow again and the
landscape is covered in white. There is hardly anyone on the road.
Now and then we meet a car. Then we turn again on a somewhat larger
road and such a narrow black carriage comes towards us. The
carriage is closed, you can't see who is driving it. Such a means
of transport of the Amish looks really scary.



We arrived at the Walmart Center, where there are already some RVs
in the parking lot. For the first purchase we need about two hours.
Afterwards we pack a lot of things into the "cellar" and head
south. Since there are snow showers again and again, we decided to
head for the first campground I selected. It is the Honey Bear in
Peru. The registration is still open and a nice older gentleman
takes care of the formalities. He drives with us to the campsite he
has chosen. It has water and electricity. However, the water is
still turned off.



This is not a problem, because in the cold we can not use the
water. We are all alone in the place and have the sanitary
facilities, which are very well maintained, thus only for us. Now
we unpack first of all the personal equipment. There are two very
nice large and warm blankets. However, the covering is quite
difficult in the small camper. But then it is done.



The next two hours pass with unpacking and putting away. Putting
things into the cupboards above the bed is a bit difficult. The
cabinets have flaps that cannot be locked. I have to hold them with
my head so I can use both hands to put the laundry away. Since this
is all while kneeling, I have to take a break from time to time.
Eventually, though, everything is put away. We eat a snack, turn
the heating on full blast and are now nice and cozy. Now we dress
warmly, snuggle into our blankets and fall into a deep sleep. It is
a restful and quiet night.



Overnight: Honey Bear Hollow, Peru (Indiana)



Distance:   92 miles  
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March 14 -
Trip to Nashville


We get up around 7 a.m. and looking out of the window we see a
white landscape. The thermometer shows minus 39°F. After breakfast,
we hit the road right away. Today is a long day of driving, because
our destination is Nashville. Via I-65 we head south. You can drive
60 to 70 miles per hour here, which is about 112 km/h. The long
trucks rush on the left and on the right. The long trucks rush past
us left and right. Scenically, the route is very monotonous.



Only the drive through Louisville, the largest city in the state of
Kentucky, is a bit more interesting. On the interstate there are
numerous potholes and in the back of our car it rattles violently.
Only after crossing the Ohio River does the road get a little
better. In between our little one wants some food. We fill up with
almost 40 gallons, which is about 148 liters.



In the state of Tennessee, the landscape becomes a bit hillier and
more interesting. Near Nashville we catch the wrong exit and make
another round. Around 5:30 p.m. we finally reached the campground.
The registration desk is already unoccupied. A camper who arrives
after us shows us the maps with the free sites. We choose one and
park. Three places further on we already see Karla and Tobias from
Germany waving at us. We know them from our internet forum. They
are also doing a flyover and we will see them more often. We greet
each other warmly and tell them about our experiences.



Since it is pleasantly warm here and there should be no more night
frost in the next two nights, we activate our water connection for
the first time. At Road Bear we had been told that no proper
winterization was done with the motorhome. There is only a red
liquid (non-hazardous antifreeze) in the lines. This just needs to
be flushed out. The water tap on our pitch cannot be opened
completely. So the water runs with relatively little pressure. But
eventually it is done.



We strengthen ourselves after this effort and go over to Karla and
Tobias. Their camper is a bit bigger and we can sit more
comfortably than in ours. So we spent a cozy evening with a bottle
of champagne. 



Overnight: Two River Campground Nashville (Tennessee)



Route:        398 miles
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March 15 –
Nashville visit


Today I am already awake at 6 o'clock. We have breakfast in peace
and then go to the reception to register. At the same time we ask
for the shuttle that goes downtown. From the campground it leaves
at the half hour and back always at the full hour. Now we say
goodbye to Karla and Tobias, whom we will see again in two days.
With the next shuttle we drive into the city center. Our driver
acts as a guide after we have picked up some other passengers from
other hotels. Atmospheric country music accompanies us on the ride.



Soon we see the skyline and then drive directly through downtown.
Commerce Street is also the stopping point for the return trip.
Nashville is located on the Cumberland River and is the capital of
the state of Tennessee. As early as 1779, a fort was founded here,
which received its present name a short time later. The connection
to the railroad line brought rapid growth to the town. In 1806,
Nashville was granted city rights. Today, about 700,000 inhabitants
live here. The city is especially known for its country music.
Numerous music publishers and record companies have their
headquarters here. Now we want to get a first impression of this
interesting city. The weather is sunny and very warm. After the
last cold days we have to get used to it. We first walk in the
direction of the river and pass beautiful historic houses.



We see very interesting stores, especially for fans of cowboy
items. In one store there are only cowboy boots in all variations.
Live music can be heard from a restaurant. Right next to it is the
Hard Rock Café. But first we walked to the Cumberland River.



Here are already some trees in full bloom. We have arrived in
spring. On the other side, the Nissan Stadium is very present. On
this side bank you can see a nice row of houses overlooking the
river, which is currently in flood. Parts of the riverside walkways
are flooded. Since the river is quite low, the city itself is not
at risk. We walk a little along the shore and then go to the
restaurant with live music.
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