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"Travellers Tales"  takes us on the journey around the world that Lida and I took in 2016, and the follow up to it India in 2018. 

Our trip started in Skiathos, then Athens, London, San Francisco, Hawaii, NZ ,OZ, Malaysia, London, Bath, Athens, and finally Skiathos again.

The "World Trip" was to see and stay with friends that we had made in Skiathos, but who had subsequently left. We sent out emails saying things like, "You remember 30 years ago, you mentioned that, if we were passing by, to drop in? Well, we are passing by!" 

We had some wonderful times reconnecting with all those friends. We  saw beautiful landscapes, amazing sunsets, ate delicious food, and met people from all walks of life. 

Our trip to India 2 years later was also an eye opener. 

We had some incredible times, and met people and cultures that were so different from our own.

However, wherever we go, when we return, we say. "Ah, Skiathos!" It has everything that the world has to offer, just in miniature.
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Friday 15th Jan.

[image: A person squeezing a lemon on a plate of food

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Desperate last minute packing, emails and property things. We are getting there .... we think. Arrived in Athens, usual traffic jam getting to Paleo Psichiko to Panos and Cori’s, but we are now enjoying a glass of wine (Lida’s happy!). It turned out to be Panos’ birthday, so we were treated to an excellent roast chicken dinner – scrumptious. We met their friend Anna, who is Greek American and works in tourism, so of course we suggested that she looks at our site http://www.zorbathes.com  and/or comes for visit to Zorbathes. Late (for me) to bed at 23:00 and I’m up and about now, looking forward to another day in Athens.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Athens 1
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[image: A building on top of a hill
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16th January

Rain! I hope it is raining in Skiathos. We desperately need it after almost 3 months of warm, sunny weather. I know, I know, only a farmer would complain! —- It’s stopped now, just really strong winds from the South.

Went to the tsipourathika, where Mara’s previous Greek boyfriend, Arkileus, sometimes works, with Panos and Cori and ate lots of fish and shrimps. Now waiting for Arkileus to pick us up for a coffee. The consumption has begun!!! The downward spiral has gotten steeper :o(

Had  a really nice meeting with Arkileus at a nearby cafe, caught up with all his news, and told him all of ours. We told him how Miou, his former cat was doing, and we all agreed that he was an outstanding animal! Life is not easy for a thirty something year old in Athens, (Arkileus, that is, not the cat) but he is doing reasonably well all the economic conditions considered. He still works 5 days a week in the ouzeri and gets a fair wage plus good tips. But to make ends meet, he and his sister still live with their parents, and share the cost of paying the mortgage for the communal house. He promised to try to come to Skiathos this summer. We’ll see. If everyone arrives who we are likely to meet (and invite) on this trip, we are going to be inundated!
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Athens 2
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17th January

We had a lazy morning with me doing Internet stuff and Lida struggling with the intricacies of her iPad. She couldn’t log in to Instagram and was spitting fire. It’s usually good to be doing something else at that point. Sort of on the principle of, “Jesus is coming, look busy”.

[image: IMG_20160117_131249]

The monument of Philopapou.

We went downtown by Metro – we only pay half price crumbly tickets now :o) – to take one of our favourite walks around the bottom of the Acropolis and up to Philopapou Hill, which is one of the three high points which surround the Acropolis.

We walked from there to the “Stegi tou Ilia”, which is a lovely funky taverna near Thision Metro Station. It has around 25+ tables and serves a few different salads, but the main course is only lamb chops, which you order by weight. A half kilo was plenty for us both, with some boiled wild greens to counteract the grease, and washed down well by a half kilo of good house wine. There are only Greeks there as it is still one of the undiscovered places of Athens (but now I’ve blown it!), and you can imagine the noise as 60+ Greeks shout at each other. Wonderful!

We arrived back home to be threatened by Panos with a curry for supper. Panos is one of those annoying Greeks (actually half American) who says he has been everywhere, has done most things, and to to top it off, says he is a good cook too. The problem is that he  has been most places, does know a huge amount and, as I can testify, is a great cook. Damn, you can’t win ’em all, surely! His lady, Cori, is simply just one of the nicest people we know. So he has that too!! Rats!

I’ll let you know about the curry later.

Aaaahhhh! The curry was truly delicious!
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Flights of fancy
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Monday 18th January

Off to Windsor today, flying with BA (but not on the Concorde alas). Years (many years!) ago, when I was working on Heathrow Airport, the first Concorde came in to land. The whole airport stopped working and went out on to the tarmac to see it. It was probably one of the most beautiful pieces of kit anyone had ever seen up to that point. I never flew in it, but have been told that it was noisy, stinky and cramped. However, it still looked beautiful!

Flying now has become as mundane as catching a bus, the only exciting thing is being groped up by the security officials! Still, somehow, it is magical that A, you can be transported so far, so fast, and B, that these huge lumps of metal and carbon, packed to the gunnels with people (sardines come to mind), can ever get into the air at all.

Our trip (Skiathos, Athens, London, San Francisco, Hawaii, NZ ,OZ, Malaysia, London, Bath, Athens, and finally Skiathos again) is going to involve a lot of flying, and a lot of hanging about in airports, which is the downside of the ability to go almost anywhere, any time. Lida and I are fairly good at keeping each other entertained, and I love people watching, so it’s not going to be too bad. The great thing is that we are going to be greeted by friends when we arrive, some of whom we haven’t seen for over 30 years! (Did you invite them, or did I? I never thought they would turn up!!! Now what are we going to do?!).

The weather forecast for Greece is that it is going to turn cold (it has already) and rain, and possibly snow, is on its way. Time for us to be off to (sunny?) England!
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Windsor and Waterloo
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19th January

Woke up this morning to thick frost and sun, must have been -4 or 5 degrees. Across the road from John and Irini’s is the Long Walk, which leads up to Windsor Castle, so we trudged across the frost laden grass and up to the Castle. As we came around the front of the Castle, that Guard’s Band marched past tootling a stirring march, and we, and the other 5 tourists, all took photos.

––––––––
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Still freezing cold but we went on to Waterloo via train (it took an hour, not exactly TGV) to be met by my brother Ken. He walked us across the Thames, past Trafalgar Square, to the “Punjab” Restaurant, which touts itself as “UK’s Oldest North Indian Restaurant, Serving Distinctive Punjabi Cuisine” – Wow!  Avis, Ken’s wife had already walked there from Islington and had bagged one of the best tables. The food was tremendous and we ordered lots of it. Lida broke out into a sweat, which is normal for her when eating spicy food, but Ken and I hoovered it up, no problem. We caught up with all Ken and Avis’s news, and even squeezed in a bit of own doings. A very nice afternoon all round. We walked back to Waterloo and over the Thames again, caught the train back to Windsor, and hurried back home quickly, as the temperature was dropping fast again.

One of main impressions from the day “up town” was that I really don’t ever want to live a big bustling city again. Too much noise, action, people and lack of harmony. I suppose many people get off on the “energy”, but not me!

A quick note here, the WordPress spellchecker often decides that when I type “Lida”, I actually mean “Lisa”, and corrects if for me. So far I have managed to catch it and re-correct it, but if you see the odd posts about Lisa and I doing this or Lisa and I doing that, don’t worry, I haven’t changed partners!
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Slough and shopping
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20th January

A couple of days ago my Kindle went Ppffsstt! and only allowed me to see half the screen, so I tossed it. We had some other odd items to get and I had to replace that, so we went to Slough to the shopping centres. Picked up a different reader (but with a touch screen, which I hate), a pair of shoes for me, and some tennis clothing for Lida. Shopping centres are awful, huge, soulless monuments to consumerism, and I was heartily glad when we finished and got back to Windsor. OK, Windsor is a monument to the British Royalty and the “dignified”, country way of life, none of which I am particularly in favour of, but it does have a soul for all that. We ate at a Thai buffet restaurant in Windsor. All you can eat for 7.50 Pounds – not bad!
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On to California
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21st January

We said our goodbyes to Irini at Heathrow, and she drove on to Hammersmith. Partly to look after her grandchildren, but also to be close to John, who is in Hammersmith Hospital, waiting for a gastric bypass operation. The Virgin Airways flight took 11 hours (and 3 movies) and we arrived at San Francisco Airport to be met by Tucker, Bill and Lori’s son. He drove us to his apartment, which is more or less in the middle of the city, and then handed over the car to us. By this time (US time -10 hours difference with Skiathos) it was getting dark, and driving through and out of the city was quite harrowing. We crossed the Bay via the Golden Gate Bridge, which has to be one of the world’s most amazing structures, and headed North to Sonoma. We only missed our way twice and managed to get back on route both times fairly quickly, but we did have a few honks from irate drivers when changing lanes on the freeway at speed!

––––––––
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Here is our numberplate:

[image: IMG_20160122_105611]

One of those dodgy VW’s with the variable  emmissions!

We arrived at Bill and Lori’s at around 18:00 and sat with Lori for a while. She is really not well, having had both chemo and radio therapy for the cancer, but she managed to raise a smile for us. In the middle of the night, she had such trouble breathing, that Bill called an ambulance, and took her to the local hospital. We await the outcome. We wondered if our being here was going to put an extra strain on Bill, who is acting as nurse, housemaid, chief cook and bottle washer, but he said that he was grateful for our company. Several neighbours and friends of theirs have dropped by to see how things are with Lori, and have all said that it is good for Bill that we are here. We hope so.
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Friendship
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[image: A house with a driveway and cars parked in front of it
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Friday 23rd January

The house above is Bill and Lori’s. It is actually much bigger (of course) than it looks. Out the back is a large field with lots of olive trees that Bill planted shortly after they bought the plot, and which provide them with more than enough olive oil. We have one of the guest bedrooms and on the wall of our en suite bathroom is a picture, with a quote from Cicero (look him up in Wikipedia.org):

[image: Friendship]

“Life is nothing without friendship”

Our friendship with Bill and Lori dates back to 1981, shortly after Lida and I were married in UK. Upon our return to Skiathos, people told us that there was an American couple with a young daughter (Katy) who were looking to meet up with us. My heart sank, we had had an eventful trip, culminating in all our baggage being lost at Athens Airport, and all I needed at that point was some gabby Americans! Well, we met one day on the waterfront and fell instantly in love (with the exception of Zoi and Katy, who would occasionally fight like tigers!). It’s been the same ever since, even though we may go some years without seeing each other.

Now we are here at their house and times are really difficult. Lori is in hospital, her cancer is spreading, she is having trouble with excess water around her lungs, and the prognosis is not good. We are all hoping for the best, but Bill, their son Tucker, Katy, her husband Owen and their 6 month old baby Jack, are having to prepare for the worst case scenario. Lori will probably come back home in the next 2 days, and she will either get better, or not. At least here in Sonoma (and California in general), people can choose to die in their own home, and the state provides the sort of back up one usually finds at hospices. These are very emotional times and no one knows exactly what will happen, so we seesaw between sadness and joy, and all the emotions in between.

Despite the above, it is wonderful to be back here. Sonoma is a lovely little town, the people are extremely civilised and polite, everyone waits their turn at 4 way junctions, and the pedestrian is king, you always have to stop for them! Here they produce some of the finest wines in the world (and we are going to try to taste them all in a week!) It is our turn to cook tonight, so roasted chicken with roast potatoes, and cauliflower in a curry sauce is on the menu.
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Reflections
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Friday 23rd January

Lori decorates these amazing mirrors with shells she has found over the years. Lots of small shells from Skiathos, but the big ones from all over the world. She spent lots of time combing beaches, filling up her and Bill’s luggage with chinking shells which bemused Customs Officers everywhere.

[image: 2016-01-24 10.52.28]
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This is from our bathroom and Bill and Lori’s en suite.

There are other reflections than mirrors. Thoughts about life, love, friendship, death, and Philosophy – trying to make head or tail of it all. We have had lots of heavy discussions, interspersed with laughter, and attempts to understand what “it” is all about. It looks like Lori will be having palliative care from now on. That basically means that whatever treatment has been tried up ’til now (and they have tried all the usual, horrible ones) have failed, and the cancer is spreading. So it is more a matter of making her as comfortable and as pain free as possible in her last days, than trying further treatments which will only make her feel worse. This will not be easy for anyone, but the facts have to be faced, and the best decisions have to be made. We know (because we see) that Bill is a wonderful carer, and he will make Lori’s last days as good as it is humanly possible to do so. We wish them both all the best.
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