6 – CUSCO, MACHU PICCHU AND HOMEWARD BOUND

Saturday, 18 May
I woke early this morning and spent some time reading more of the book about
Cusco, then writing my diary. I had breakfast (which included the remainder of the
previous evening’s pizza) and was ready well before nine o’clock. As I had packed my
bag in anticipation of being moved to another bedroom, it did not take me long to
do so when Marianne appeared and told me that the room was ready.

Tambomachay, near Cusco
Shortly afterwards a couple of guides appeared and some members of our group,
myself included, set off on this morning’s tour of nearby Inca ruins. We drove out of
Cusco and soon were up in the mountains. After a little while we turned off the road
for Tambomachay, where we were shown the ruins of a small temple dedicated to
the god of water. Here spring water flowed down along stone channels. There were
three terraces, steps and well-constructed walls with niches. As in all Inca buildings,
no mortar was used. Nearby were the remains of a watch tower.
As Louisa and I had decided to move around this area on horseback, we were led
to some horses; two that were deemed to be ‘más tranquilo’ were selected for us.
One of the Danish couples took a photo of me on my little steed once I had settled
myself on the saddle. All of us then set off at a gentle pace in the direction of Cusco,
with one of the Danish couples and some others on foot. In fact, those who were
walking moved quicker than us on our horses! It was pleasant enough riding, but
after a while I felt that it would have been more comfortable to walk.
We soon arrived at the next ruin, Puka Pukara – the Red Fortress. Although not
very big, the site of this rather roughly-built edifice offered a wonderful view of the
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valley beyond. The fortress, dating from the eleventh or twelfth century A.D., had
been partially destroyed by Spaniards in search of building materials.

Puka Pukara, near Cusco
Afterwards we made our way to a place not marked on the tourist map, where we
would see the remains of labyrinths and a place of worship which, at certain times,
was illuminated by moonlight shining through an opening above. Our guide referred
to this place as the dwelling of the goblins. Here we scrambled up rocks and through
short caves, rising to the chamber that was lit by moonlight. At a rock that may have
served as an altar, our guide gave us a demonstration of an Inca ceremony using
coca leaves, which he likened to Holy Communion. To us it all seemed rather fanciful.
I felt that many of the theories about these ancient places, together with the
practices and beliefs of the Incas, amounted to guesswork, and so I did not give them
too much credence.

Q’enqo, near Cusco
By taking a short cut from the main road, which meant going down steep inclines
on the horses, we next arrived at the fairly impressive ruins of Q’enqo. Leaving the
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horses with a boy who had come with us, we scrambled down to the ruins to look at
a semi-circular wall with a so-called ‘sundial’ on the top (I was not very convinced by
the description) and a cave in which stone slabs could be seen. These were thought
to be sacrificial tables. We were also shown a carved zig-zag channel that emerged
from a stone receptacle. It was believed that this complex had been a major
ceremonial site in the area.

Sacsaywaman, near Cusco
When we returned to the horses, we found the boy asleep and Louisa’s black
horse missing. When woken, the boy said, ‘No problem’ and Louisa continued on
another horse that had been brought with us. We now continued to the last complex
of ruins and the most impressive one of them all: Sacsaywaman. We were told that
this large structure had been built in the fifteenth century by the Inca emperor
Pachacuti. The first thing we were shown here was a large circular area surrounded
by stones and altars that had been unearthed in 1954. Previously they had been
covered up by locals who had been zealous followers of the Spanish Inquisition. Our
guide told us that this had probably been a reservoir or pool, where water was both
used and worshipped.
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We then passed by some unusual rock formations and gazed down at the massive
main structure, which had been made of the largest stones in the area. One theory
was that this had been an Inca fortress, though chronicles of the colonial period
state that it was a temple of the sun. As before, there were three levels with stairs
and doorways, some facing east and others west. We went down to examine the
huge cut stones; one big stone in the centre of the complex faced northwards, as
demonstrated by our guide’s compass. The guide also drew our attention to some
fossils on another stone. He told us that these great blocks of stone were so cleverly
cut and fitted together that it was almost impossible to push a piece of paper
between them.
Back up at the higher level we were shown a low, circular structure with a number
of channels radiating from it. The acoustics here were impressive. There were
several theories as to what this was used for. One thing was for certain: the elevated
site offered a superb view of Cusco in the distance.
At last our tour was over. When we left the archaeological site and had our tickets
punched, I spotted Nathalie. As she was busy talking to a guide in Spanish, I only had
time to say hello to her. Taking a short cut, our guide brought us down to the road
and, having given us instructions on how to get back to our hotel, he left us. As he
had been such a good guide, we gave him a generous tip.
It was about 2.30 p.m. when we finally reached the hotel, tired and weary, and
about three o’clock when arrived at the nearby Plus Café for some lunch. I
demolished a sandwich containing ham, cheese and egg, then a huge slice of
delicious apple pie. The café, which Marianne had recommended, served good food.
Afterwards I made my way to the post office, where I tried to buy a series of
stamps for a friend, but all I could get were a few of the current ones. Back in the
main square I went to a shop where a couple of women produced an envelope of
Peruvian stamps and I managed to put together a few sets and partial sets. I chose
thirty stamps, which came to 30 s/. As I did not have enough money, I changed 200
dollars into local currency and paid for them.
I then returned to the hotel, where I wrote my diary and some postcards. I then
made myself ready and met Marianne and my companions at seven o’clock.
Marianne told us about the following day’s plans (our trip to Machu Picchu), then
excused herself. We made our own way to a restaurant called Kusikuy in the Calle
Plateros, where we had a good meal. I chose trout with lemon, which was very tasty
and filling.
Afterwards we returned to the Plus Café for a hot drink; I chose cocoa. The young
blonde lady who served us turned out to be Danish. Afterwards we travelled back to
our hotel in a taxi and I sat up writing my diary until bedtime. Quite a pleasant day.
Sunday, 19 May
This morning I woke early after a good night’s sleep. When I got up, I repacked my
bags in preparation for travelling in the afternoon to Aguas Calientes, from where we
would set off for Machu Picchu the following morning. I had breakfast at about eight
o’clock and finished writing a batch of twelve postcards.
I then left my main bag and a plastic bag of souvenirs in a room off the hotel’s
kitchen and set off with my camera for the main square, the Plaza de Armas. This
morning it was packed with colourfully-dressed locals, all of whom were in a festive
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mood. By the time I arrived, a military band had begun to play music and was
marching to the cathedral, where various dignitaries had gathered. Nearby, a group
of people had gathered in front of the Jesuit church, bearing homemade banners. I
quickly posted my cards, changed the lens on my camera and went off in search of
people to photograph. I was astounded to discover that most of the young women
here were dressed in tight miniskirts, and that many of them were stunningly
beautiful – I really could not take my eyes off them.

Sunday morning in the Plaza de Armas, Cusco
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I then left the square and walked to the Archaeological Museum, which I
discovered was closed. From here I made my way via the Plaza Regocijo to the Plaza
San Francisco in order to visit the San Francisco church. Although it was a fine
building, it was nothing out of the ordinary. When I emerged, a queue had formed
outside the entrance; I was unable to find out what the people had come here to see
or do.
Passing under an archway I now walked up the Calle Santa Clara to another old
church, the Iglesia Santa Clara. The street and an adjoining alleyway had been turned
into a market, but little of what was on offer was of interest to me. I walked along
the shady side of the street, where there were very few stalls. I popped into the
church and stayed until a priest appeared and a Mass started, then left. Once again,
it was a pleasant church, though small and relatively plain.
I then walked back the way that I had come and continued until I arrived at La
Merced, another church. As extensive restoration was being done to the building
and a Mass was in progress, I was not able to see much of the interior. However,
what little I could see appeared to be very impressive.

Plaza de Armas, Cusco
From here I made my way to the Calle Espinar, where I sat down at a table in a
café overlooking the main square and ordered an early lunch consisting of a ham and
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cheese sandwich. From this vantage point I was able to observe more pretty girls
walking past. The atmosphere was very pleasant and tranquil in this part of the city.
Having eaten and rested, I reluctantly dragged myself away from this pageant of
colour and activity, and returned to the hotel. I asked the lady at the reception desk
what had been happening in the square this morning and I was simply told that the
events that I had seen occurred every Sunday. (Marianne confirmed this later.)

We all met at 12.30 and shortly afterwards we were driven to the train station for
our journey to Aguas Calientes (literally, ‘Hot Waters’), near Machu Picchu. We
quickly found our seats on the crowded red and orange train. This time we were well
and truly among the locals. As soon as the train pulled out of the station at ten past
one, it became alive with an endless procession of people trying to sell us things or
entertaining us with songs. The first performance was given by a small boy who sang
a series of similar-sounding songs to the accompaniment of two seashells being
scratched together rhythmically. Following this we had some young girls who sang in
throaty voices to the accompaniment of a guitar. The elderly blind father appealed
to everyone in a loud voice to donate some money.
The first part of the journey, as we rose out of the valley through the suburbs,
was unusual in that we had to keep going backwards and forwards in order to switch
tracks. People, including the vendors, continually got on and off the train. We had a
magnificent view of the city beneath us when we finally reached the top of the
valley.
At this point we picked up speed and turned away from Cusco into the Sacred
Valley (where we had been the day before). We now passed through pleasant
mountain scenery that reminded me somewhat of Switzerland. The comings and
goings of vendors and entertainers continued ceaselessly; one man had a book of
English lessons for sale and explained to everyone how the lessons were structured.
Later in the journey, local women boarded the train at various stations and offered
all manner of vegetables for sale such as onions, peas and carrots, as well as flowers,
baskets of bread, cheeses, cakes, and sweetcorn. One could have done a day’s
shopping here on the train. I found it all quite fascinating.
At Ollantaytambo some tourists bound for Machu Picchu boarded the train and a
young Danish couple spoke with the four Danes in our group. A local woman with a
child sat beside me. The carriage became increasingly more crowded and the
newcomers were obliged to stand.
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By now we were following the mighty Urubamba river, which rushed over rocks at
a furious rate; I was able to see the spectacle clearly from where I was sitting. When
mountains appeared, the scenery alternated between serene and beautiful to wild
and magnificent. At one stage we could see a familiar-looking snowy peak that we
had passed recently.

Aguas Calientes, near Machu Picchu
As the afternoon wore on, the sun slowly sank behind the lush, high mountains;
by now we were dropping down in altitude. The valley narrowed and finally we
arrived at our destination: the little town of Aguas Calientes, in which the railway
lines ran down the main street. It was quite a curious place. Here, we simply stepped
off the train and walked into the basic hotel in which we were to be accommodated!
I left my luggage in my little cell-like room right beside the roaring river,
telephoned home, then went off on my own to find the hot springs. I walked uphill,
past a succession of cafés, hotels and shops, and finally arrived at a ticket office
where I paid 5 s/. to use the baths. From here I walked a little farther, crossed the
river by a bridge and found the bathing area, which was very basic. I had a pleasantly
relaxing bathe with some of the locals, and afterwards ambled back to the hotel. I
wrote my diary for a while, then met the other members of our group for a meal in a
nearby restaurant. I had asparagus soup, trout with chips served with a tomato and
onion sauce, then camomile tea and a pancake that I shared with Louisa.
I finally returned to the hotel, where I finished my diary entry and went to bed at
about eleven o’clock.
Monday, 20 May
I woke this morning at about 3 o’clock feeling far too hot and threw off some
blankets. Although I found it difficult to go back to sleep, I eventually dozed off and
my alarm woke me at 5.15 a.m. I had a quick shower and by 5.45 was in the
restaurant where we had eaten the previous evening, ready for breakfast. The other
members of our group soon joined me. I chose the desayuno americano, which
included scrambled eggs, for I felt that I needed a solid meal.
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The road to Machu Picchu
We set off on a bus at 6.30 for Machu Picchu, and thus began the final adventure
here in Peru. Needless to say, I was very interested in visiting this famous Inca town
perched on the top of a high mountain. We skirted the river Urumbamba for a short
period, then crossed it and started a slow, tortuous ascent up a rough road along
hairpin bends. In this part of the valley we were hemmed in by tall, slim mountains –
the type that I had seen so often illustrated in books. At one stage I looked upwards
to the top of the mountain that we were ascending; although it was partially
shrouded in cloud, I could just about make out some of the stone buildings.
We finally arrived at an exclusive tourist hotel, which looked totally out of place
here. We paid 25 s/. to visit the archaeological site and, when ready, made our way
very slowly up to the highest point of the mountain, from where the best views of
the ruined town were to be seen.
By the time we reached the top, almost all of the town was swallowed up by
cloud. I was one of the first to arrive; when I looked down, I saw Cameron sitting
beneath me. He looked tired and filthy. The other trekkers in our group now arrived
in dribs and drabs, all looking weary and scruffy. They had all found the walk quite
difficult, especially on the second day. Cameron’s succinct description of the scenery
that they had encountered amounted to just one word: ‘awesome’. I chatted to a
Canadian chap for a while and then, when everyone was together, I took lots of
photographs of the group, using various people’s cameras.

The trekkers, Machu Picchu
70

The ruins of Machu Picchu
I then fell into conversation with a delightful Colombian girl named Ingrid.
Together we sat down at the highest point and watched as the cloud slowly parted,
gradually revealing the ruined stone buildings of the ancient town below us. The
effect was magical; I could hardly believe that I was actually here, sitting beside such
a lovely young lady and gazing down at this famous Inca outpost in such a remote,
yet beautiful part of the Andes. Although I had seen so many photographs of it
before, I quickly appreciated that the actual place and its surroundings were far
more breathtaking than I had imagined. Ingrid and I were completely at ease with
each other and lost in admiration in what lay beneath us, but the spell was suddenly
broken when I noticed members of our party descending to the entrance of the site.
Reluctantly I tore myself away from my new friend, for I would have much preferred
to have stayed with her rather than behave like a tourist. Earlier I had told her that I
had really appreciated being here so early, long before the hordes of tourists had
arrived.
I now returned to the entrance, where I left my bag for safe keeping, and joined
the group and a guide whose English was not always intelligible. A long and rather
tedious tour of the site ensued; the only reason why I remained with it was because I
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had paid for it and thought that I might as well take advantage of it. All the guide
could do was speculate as to what each of the numerous buildings had been used
for.

The buildings of Machu Picchu
Towards the end of this rather unsatisfactory tour I came across Ingrid, who was
now lying on the grass with Gita, one of the Danish ladies. Ingrid told me that she
was considering moving off and returning to Aguas Calientes, where she would have
lunch, use the hot springs and leave on the four o’clock train. By the time I returned
to the spot after the tour, she had left.
I then followed the others back to the entrance and found them sitting under
umbrellas, preparing to eat lunch. As the area was too touristy for my liking, I
collected my bag and returned to the high point, where I once again had an excellent
view of the ruined town. Here I sat down and had a picnic lunch of bread and cheese,
which I had bought the previous evening, followed by a few biscuits and a banana.
Lunch over, I set off on foot along the Inca Trail towards the Sun Gate, from which
the trekkers had come this morning. I took it easy, stopping to admire the views and
the flora – there were some wonderful flowers to be seen. Butterflies of various
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colours flitted to and fro, and at one point a small lizard scuttled across the path,
then stopped dead. I had the place to myself – it was wonderful. The farther I walked
away from the ruins of Machu Picchu, the more dramatic the scenery became. The
view from a ruined building that I found was very fine, but it was even better from
the Sun Gate when I eventually reached it. Here I sat and relaxed, soaking in the
atmosphere and the beauty of my surroundings. I realized that this was a memory to
be treasured. My long-cherished wish had come true: now I was finally here and this
great moment had come, appropriately, towards the end of the trip. We had been
very lucky with the weather, for there had not been a drop of rain.

Looking back to Machu Picchu and down to the valley from the Sun Gate
Louisa had been here when I had arrived at the Sun Gate, but she quickly
disappeared and I had this wonderful spot to myself. Not only did I have a fine view
looking back to Machu Picchu, but I also was able to look in the opposite direction
along the route that the trekkers had taken. Seen from here, the surrounding
mountains looked truly majestic.
Having relished the silence and the scenery, I then rose and retraced my steps.
Back at the high point, I sat down to admire the view of the ruins once again. This
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time I was surrounded by French tourists. After I had rested, I went down to the
stone buildings and took one last look at them, taking some more photographs as I
did so.
I finally left at about three o’clock, just as it was clouding over and a thunderclap
could be heard. I walked down to one of the buses outside the hotel and shortly
afterwards we were driven back to our hotel. Although I had not felt any sense of
excitement on setting off this morning, I now felt a great sense of achievement.
Back at the hotel in Aguas Calientes I spoke to Mary and Theresa (the two Irish
girls), who were waiting to catch the four o’clock Pullman train back to Cusco. While
waiting for a dry towel, I met the lovely Ingrid again. I spoke to her briefly and then,
much to Mary and Theresa’s amazement, she kissed me goodbye. It seemed that she
had made other friends here, for she had been speaking to a couple of men and had
kissed two local women goodbye.
I now walked up to the hot springs, where I relaxed and had a good soak, followed
by a shower. Marianne and some of the trekkers were there too. Back again in the
village I sat down outside a café and ordered a cup of tea. I wrote my diary and later
Marianne, Philip and Bruce joined me.
At about seven o’clock we moved to another restaurant, where we all gathered
for a good meal. I ordered a dish of noodles, chicken and vegetables, and afterwards
shared a rum and honey pancake with Sally. The waiter made a mess of Marianne’s
order and all she got was a bowl of soup. During the meal we were entertained by
some musicians and irritated by the noise of a train that continually shunted up and
down the tracks outside.
After the meal I returned to my room, where I finished writing my diary, and went
to bed.
Tuesday, 21 May
After a good night’s sleep I was woken by my alarm clock at 5.45 a.m. I discovered
that it was pouring with rain and that my towel and shorts were still on the line
outside! I had breakfast with Marianne in a nearby restaurant and by 6.45 we were
all waiting outside for the seven o’clock train, which arrived a few minutes late. We
had not expected to find free seats, but were pleasantly surprised. I sat beside a
young local woman with a baby, whom she breastfed after a while, though the little
girl looked a little too old to be drinking mother’s milk.
Just in front of me were four lively girls from New Zealand, two of whom I had
seen the previous day. As one of them had Peter Frost’s book Exploring Cusco, I
asked if I could look at it as I was thinking of buying it for myself. It seemed to be
quite interesting. I then chatted to the girls, two of whom were archaeologists;
talking to them helped pass the time. Very few vendors bothered us this morning; I
bought a bottle of Inca Kola from a fellow. By the time I finished drinking it, it was
time to get off at Ollantaytambo, where it was hot and sunny.
We now boarded and bus that Marianne had organized for us and we set off for
Cusco. As many of my companions were exhausted after the rigours of the Inca Trail,
little was said and many of them fell asleep. We reached Cusco and the familiar hotel
at about 11.30 a.m. I reorganized my luggage and later, when Philip and Bruce were
ready (Cameron was now sharing a room with Henrietta!), we walked down to the
main square and had lunch in a restaurant.
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Afterwards I visited the Archaeological Museum near the cathedral, which I found
reasonably interesting. I liked the wooden vessels known as qeros and also some fine
inlaid furniture in the last room. I then spent the rest of the afternoon shopping,
buying souvenirs, presents and a copy of Exploring Cusco for myself. I was glad to
return to the hotel, have a shower, and once again rearrange my luggage. Later I met
most members of the group downstairs and we walked to a fairly exclusive
restaurant that specialized in grilled meat. Although the prices were inflated, the
food was excellent. Following the meal, my companions went off to a bar, but as I
was tired I said goodnight to them and returned to the hotel. I was a little sad to
think that this was my last full day in Cusco. I went to bed and fell asleep
immediately.
Wednesday, 22 May
I slept quite well and rose at about seven. It was a cloudy morning – the first dull
day that we had had here in Cusco. I ate breakfast for the last time overlooking the
elegant city centre and was ready to leave at eight o’clock. I gave Marianne a tip of
50 s/. – she seemed both surprised and delighted. When we left shortly after eight,
we said goodbye to one of the Danish couples and Sally, who were having breakfast;
only the other Danish couple (Marianne and Morgens), Mary, Theresa, Louisa and I
were leaving. The others would be travelling to the jungle next – a place that I had
no intention of visiting! We also bid farewell to the people in the hotel, especially to
the elderly and slightly lame man who had served us breakfast every morning.
As we drove through the city centre and out into the dreary suburbs, now dull
under a grey sky, I felt quite emotional for a few moments. I would have enjoyed
staying longer here, especially if I had been on my own.
We soon reached the airport, where Marianne checked us in. We then said
goodbye to her. I was the last to do so, and I thanked her for being such an excellent
guide. After spending some time in the departure area, we finally boarded the
Americana flight just before ten o’clock and took off about twenty minutes later.
Soon we were up in the air, looking down over the dramatic Andes. To our left we
could see beautiful valleys and rivers; to our right were snowy peaks rising above the
clouds. I passed the time by reading my new book, which I found very interesting.
We landed in grey and misty Lima by about 11.30 and were met not by
Marianne’s friend Dante, but by a fellow who had a minibus. He asked for 4 s/. to get
out of the airport; Mary gave him a 10 s/. note and he never gave her any change.
Then, when we had reached our hotel, the Hostal Roma, he had the audacity to ask
for more money, presumably for the journey. Dante then appeared and the fellow
left hastily. We were given keys for our rooms, then went to Dante’s office to collect
our international flight tickets, which had been reconfirmed.
After a cup of tea in a nearby café with a couple of the girls, I went off to see a
little more of Lima. I managed to get into the nearby La Merced church just before it
was closed; despite the highly ornamented façade, the interior was surprisingly
plain. Next I went to the Plaza de Armas, where I noticed several policemen, riot
policemen and soldiers. From here I made my way through a nearby market. After a
while I bumped into Marianne and Morgens, who insisted that I sit down with them
at a restaurant and have a cold beer. I drank half of a small bottle and left the
remainder for them.
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Back in the hotel, Dante hailed a taxi for me and got the driver to take me to the
Museo de Oro for just 8 s/. A taciturn driver brought me on a long journey through
depressing suburbs to a slightly better area and, half an hour later, dropped me at
the small museum, which was set in pleasant surroundings. On the ground floor was
a vast collection of military equipment: guns, pistols, armour and so forth, which I
examined very briefly. Included were some fine Japanese swords.
I then descended to the basement to take a look at what I had really come to see:
a vast hoard of objects made of wood, silver and gold, most of them dating from preInca times. Considering that the Spanish had taken so much, there must have been a
huge number of objects made of silver and gold here. I was mesmerized by what I
saw: various types of vessels, decorations, gold masks, musical instruments and
ritual objects… the list was endless. The fine detail in some of the smaller objects
was fascinating. What I liked best were the more domestic items: figurines of
animals, musicians complete with instruments such as panpipes, quena (the
traditional flute) and drums, and what I assumed were children’s toys. I was able to
listen to what some tour guides were telling their groups, not just in English but also
in German and Spanish. Also included in the collection were reconstructions of
people’s clothing, spears, fragments of textiles, and also a few exhumed mummies.
I finally dragged myself away just before six o’clock. Taking advice from a man
outside, I walked a couple of blocks to the main road and succeeded in hailing a taxi:
a battered old Volkswagen Beetle. I told the driver that I had paid 8 s/. to come here
and he agreed to bring me back to the hotel for the same price. I also told him that I
was meeting friends at 6.30, and so he put his boot down and took a short cut. His
driving, like the previous taxi driver’s, was quite dangerous. When we approached
the city centre, we found policemen at every street corner. On turning down a
street, a policeman stopped us but when he saw me – obviously a gringo being
driven to a hotel – he waved us on and did not ask for any payment.
I arrived at the hotel about ten minutes late and discovered that my companions
had left for their evening meal. The man at the reception desk kindly walked with me
to a nearby restaurant. As soon as I appeared, I was asked to translate parts of the
menu. I did my best and soon we were able to order our dishes. Fortunately I had
enough money to pay for the meal as the journey to the museum and back had cost
me less than I had bargained for. Like some of the others, I chose the suprema de
pollo: a large helping of chicken fillet, chips and salad. Theresa offloaded her
avocado on to my plate.
We paid up and left early. Back in the hotel I prepared for the following day’s
flights home and wrote my diary until I was too tired to write any more. I then went
to bed, where I soon fell fast asleep, despite the noise outside.
Thursday, 23 May
Up at six o’clock and ready to leave half an hour later. Dante was at the reception
desk and brought us out to a waiting minibus. Soon we were driving across the grim
suburbs to the airport, where we checked in and had breakfast in a restaurant.
Afterwards we went down to the departure area and waited for our flight. The
plane took off on time, at 9 a.m.; on board I brought my diary up to date and ate
another breakfast. When we stopped, I assumed that we had landed in Bogotá,
Colombia, but it was Quito. I could therefore claim that I had also been in Ecuador!
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What I could see from the window – the airport, the suburbs and some green
mountains in the distance – could have been anywhere in either Peru or Bolivia.
We soon set off again and, after yet another meal, finally arrived in Bogotá a little
late. This did not matter as it would minimize the amount of waiting time for our
flight to Frankfurt. The airport was very plush and full of high-class jewellery shops
selling items made of gold and emerald. A lady in one of the shops, with the help of
Mary and Theresa, persuaded me to buy a small but elegant pendant for £40
sterling. The two girls thought it was a very good buy. Certainly the quality was far
superior to anything that I had seen or bought in Peru. Apart from a $2 bill and an
Irish £5 note, this cleared me out of money.
After wandering around the shops, we sat at a restaurant table and had a drink.
The two Irish girls and I amused ourselves watching two rather fine-looking
Colombian girls, one in a very brief mini-length dress and the other attired in black
leather. We then heard an announcement that our flight would be delayed by an
hour and a half. To kill time, I walked around for a while, then joined the girls for a
game of Scrabble.
The time passed quickly and soon we were on our plane. We took off at about
5.30 p.m. and started to fly eastwards across South America. A dramatic sunset
disappeared behind us and soon it became dark. Thus ended one of the most
remarkable journeys that I had made so far. Both Peru and Bolivia had proved to be
fascinating places, and I had adored Cusco. Nevertheless, although I was sorry to
leave, I was happy to be heading homewards.
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