
RUNAWAY RE-DO (Paris)

December 28, 1989 and December 28, 2014

!
!
Twenty five years into our marriage, we ran away togther.  The opportunity 

presented itself (kids grown and gone, parents independent and healthy, seasonal 
business with a free-time gap of a few months, squirreled-away budget of sorts)…..and 
we took it.  We decided to go to Europe for the first time to find our family in Italy.  
It ended up being a four-month road trip that took us through France, Spain, Portugal 
and most of Italy.  It was a joy ride and I kept a diary (it’s an e-book now and looks 
great on a tablet.  Part One is also available on this blog, under travel diaries).


Twenty five years later (now), we took a sabbatical from our life in Italy and 
retraced our original path to see if things had changed much.  We seemed to be the 
same, at least to each other, and we wanted to relive that splendid journey once again 
to see how life had gone on in the sweet places we stayed in on that first adventure.  


I kept a diary again, but this time I took photos instead of making sketches.  Many 
places looked exactly the same, a few were spanking new, but overall we felt 
comforted and at home in all of them.  And guess what?  It was a joy ride once again!  
We called it our “Runaway Re-do”.  ! !

1989

                                      

 We hadn’t slept for more than 24 hours, 
but the circumstances of the voyage (night 
flight out of New York but diverted landing 
after many delays) kept us wide awake with 
anticipation.  Landing in Switzerland for 
refueling, circling until the fog lifted over 
Lyon, dashing to catch the last TGV train to 
Paris, unknowingly usurping the reserved 
seats of a french family who graciously 
welcomed us to their country by moving to 
another car, finding the metro in the giant 
Gare de Lyon…all done in 8 hours that 
seemed like 15 minutes.  And then, after all 
that strangeness, we emerged from the 
subway in darkness and faced that utterly 

striking Arc de Triomphe just blazing with light against the navy blue sky……..

          
!!

           	!



2014

!
!

�  
There was still drama in the voyage, these days there always is.  But it was our eager 
anticipation at the adventure about to begin that suspended us above the discomfort 
of cabin class travel, heightened security issues, weather delays.  Still, arriving in Paris 
is a knockout and all is forgotten when this is your first view…..blue sky, dusk fast 
approaching, the prospect of your alloted time stretching out before you.  We were 
both smiling, even laughing out loud, within minutes.  Let the re-do begin!	!!



December 29, 1989 and 2013

Seeing Paris for the first time is something that can never be repeated emotionally, but 

arriving this time to retrace our first trip 
came pretty close. I think because it’s 
just so exquisitely romantic, no matter 
what stage of a relationship you are in 
you are affected profoundly by its charm. 
Seeing it again as 50-year veterans of 
the same marriage, we were bathed in 
the sweetness of surviving and thriving 
and living to see the day.
!
The famous symbol of the City of Light 
remains captivating each and every time 
you see it.....no matter how often that 
may be.  And for both of these visits, we 
began our time in Paris gazing up at the 
monument framed in cold, gray skies.   
It's the best way to begin and we then 
went on to spend a week doing the 
things one does when you’re in Paris.


 !!
We laughed a lot.

We sidewalk-cafe-ed a lot.

We held hands.

We smiled at each other.

We walked, we taxi-ed, we subway-ed, 
we walked some more and spent all day 
every day outside.

Except for long breaks in bistros 
whenever the mood came over us.

It was easy....like most of our marriage 
has been.  And even though there were 
rainy and cold days involved, they didn't 
interfere much with our high spirits. 
 Not on the first trip, and certainly not 
on this one.



December 30, 1989

We literally ran out the door every morning to try to see as much as we could.......it 
was all so new.  The subways were fascinating because they were spotlessly clean, had 
rubber tires which rendered them quiet, and they were painted red!  We became 
street food seekers...partly because of the budget but in truth we were just curious 
because everything looked so pretty and the aromas were new to us and we found 
them compelling.  Who knew that a crepe could be so satisfying?


� 

December 30, 2013

We still run out the door every morning to see as much as we can.  We love being in 
the center of Paris....that has not changed.  Yes, it is a bit different this time.  The 
sheer volume of people is shocking, for example.  But wandering the streets, stopping 
to admire the extreme individualism to be found here as nearly every shop window 
demonstrates, finding the little out-of-the-way bistro and popping in for a bowl of soup, 
hungrily waiting in line for the fresh croissants at the patisserie whose aromas just 
yanked you right off the sidewalk.....these important things have stayed the same.  And 

all the 
years 
between 
that 
first 
visit and 
this one 
have 
only 
proven 
how 
smart 
we were 
to 
follow 
our 
feelings 
and go 

for for it when we did.  We are floating on feelings of gratitude this week.



December 31, 1989

New Year's Eve is a holiday we have always celebrated with great enthusiasm, but 
never more than the year when we first saw Paris.  Even after all these years, I still 
marvel at the spunk and determination required to carry along a tuxedo and formal 
dress just for one night.  I had no idea how we would use them, but I was determined 
because who can ask for a better shot at pure romance and glamour than a New Year's 
Eve in Paris?


� 

Paris, New Year's Eve 1989
!
             


 We wore them happily to an over-the-top dinner in a 
setting right out of hollywood....tiny table lamps and 
all......and two days later, with great trepidation, stuffed 
them into one of those tiny french post office mailing 
boxes and shipped them home.


� 

                                            Paris, Shipment Home 1989
!!!!



December 31, 2013

We didn't bring formal outfits this time, but we still managed to dress up and reserve 
a table at a favourite candlelit bistro just around the corner from our hotel.  Even 
though we knew where we were going this time, knew just how amazing Paris is on 
New Year's Eve, knew there would be magic throughout the night, it was still as 
exciting as the first time.


!
Once back at our hotel, we opened two things:  a bottle of champagne and the double 
windows that look out onto the street below which runs along the Seine.  We watched 
the crowds walking by, the river boats floating along with lights blazing, the fireworks 
lighting up the sky.  
!
I wondered at the time.....is everything this dazzling or is it just this really outrageous 
moment of giddy joy that we are sharing right now?  The romantic meter just veered 
off the chart.




January 1, 1990

1990 began for us by being the last day we would be in Paris.  What a dilemma.  It's a 
difficult city to leave.  One feels a strange sense of melancholy.....as if you are being 
called back to a place you haven't yet left.  We decided to just wander with no formal 
agenda for the day and we were treated to the paradox of this beautiful city......back 
streets of almost creaky oldness that have been well-cared for and wear their charm 
gently in colourful displays of flower boxes and painted shutters.  In complete contrast, 
the main city streets are well-lit with modern globes and a surprising nod to new 
technology.....public one-person restrooms scattered around the city.  After putting a 
coin into a slot, the door slides open, you enter a stainless steel cylinder, and when you 
exit and close the door it automatically locks and steam cleans the whole area in 
preparation for the next user.  I was a little skittish about closing myself in there, but 
I just had to give it a try.  We criss-crossed the city that day on foot, by bus and by 
subway where one of those memorable vignettes that stay in the memory for a very 
long time occurred.  An elegant but frail elderly lady was seated next to us.  She was 
dressed head to toe in various shades of gray and her little lap dog, also gray, was 
perched at her feet.  In her gloved hand she held a perfect nosegay of violets 
encircled by a white lace collar and tied with a blue ribbon.  We ended the day at a 
bar at the Gare de Lyon station where we ensconced ourselves and just sat back and 
watched holiday travellers coming and going....we felt positively rooted even though we 
will be travellers ourselves in another day.
!!



   


� 
!

 � 




!
January 1, 2014

This time, we tempered the sadness of last day feelings with croissants and coffee in 

our room as we tried 
for packing perfection 
(it didn't happen). 
 Once again, we 
wandered through 
back streets, along the 
river, across fancy 
neighbourhoods.
!!!!!!!!!!!!

And at dusk, one of the most beautiful times of day in this gray city, we returned to 
our room to watch the bateaux mouches glide by our windows as darkness fell.


!
As a celebratory salute 
to Parisian cuisine for 
our last dinner on a 
rainy night, we walked 
around the corner to a 
little brasserie for 
onion soup, green 
salad, one of those 
spectacular baguettes 
and a good bottle of 
Bordeaux.  Our 
adventure re-do has 
officially begun and 
the road trip begins 
tomorrow.



January 2, 1990

We definitely felt a little shaky about leaving this sweet little hotel where we have felt 
so at home.  We were in good company as the plaque outside the door reminded 
me.....Beaudelaire, Sibelius, Wagner and Wilde were all guests here at one time or 
another.
 !!!!

But still, it was time to go.  I 
think we were in a daze......sorry 
to leave this city where we 
could have stayed for a very 
long time and also beginning to 
feel a little nervous about 
having no reservations anywhere 
from here forward until ending 
up in Italy to meet my 
grandfather's family two months 
down the road.
!!!!
There was no turning back now, 

so we cabbed across town and 
picked up the closest thing to a 
home we would have for the 
next few months....a brand new 
tiny blue Renault with red 
license plates.  How we got out 
!!



!
of the city and onto the peripheral 
highway leading north remains a 
mystery to me.  Yes, we were definitely 
in a daze.
!!!



!
January 2, 2014

!
Now here we are, 25 years later, being pinched by nostalgia as we are forced to leave 
this sweet place once again and venture out into the rest of France and onward.  Can 
we do it again, we wonder, as the cab arrives to being us to our rented car.



!!!
Our new chariot is parked and 
waiting for us and thank God for 
the older, lanky and very focused 
techie who gave us a complete 
overview of all the features, 
spending most of his time 
teaching us how to use the GPS. 
 It took him some time and 
effort to get it to speak english 
to us and we already knew what 
a prominent role it was going to 
play in our lives, starting 
immediately.  Oh my. 




!!!!
 As we headed out into Parisian traffic we felt that we at least had someone on our 
side as we confronted the quirky, jerky and fast world of parisian drivers.  Tail-gating 
is required.  And we have been driving in Italy for the past ten years so we're not 
being wimpy here.  In minutes we are immersed in traffic and quickly spun out of the 
city onto the Peripherique and then a straight zoom north toward Versailles.  Voila!



January 3, 1990 

It seemed a bit strange, far too easy actually, because we just followed signs for 
Versailles, drove up to the front gate, 
found a parking space and walked right 
into the ticket office.  However, the 
simplicity ended there.  The first shock 
was the vastness of the courtyard leading 
up to the front door. The second was the 
opulence so exaggerated that I found 
myself struck by the thought of what it 
must have felt like to arrive here as a 
member of court. I kept that feeling 
throughout the tour which was given by an 
elegant french matron whose perfume was 
so enticing I would have followed her 
anywhere.  The private apartments seemed 
a bit dark and mysterious, apart from the 
King's chamber with that incredibly draped bed and the stupefying amount of furniture 
surrounding the bed....sofas, chairs, tables......did the man ever have a moment of 
solitude?
!
January 3, 2014

More security (you actually have to walk through a metal detector), more signage, more 
gift store space, less furniture 
and less space along the path 
guests must follow.....all are 
changes that spring into focus 
right away.  What stayed the 
same?  The feelings engendered 
by being in the place itself.   
Crowds hover everywhere but 
nowhere are they more reluctant 
to move on than here in the 
King's chamber.  It is opulent 
beyond imagination, yet private 
and cozy enough for any of us 
to imagine stretching out on that 
great bed.
!!!!!
Even though the King's chamber 
slows the crowd down 
dramatically, the real bloccato 
comes in the Hall of Mirrors



January 3, 2014

!
where museum-goers are stopped in their tracks by the stunning spectacle of all that 
sparkling light.  I find myself looking around at the casually dressed crowd and 
wondering what it would have been like when this room was full of people who were 
summoned to court and were dressed to impress.
!

 !!

Incredibly, as the twin photos show, we were 
alone in the room in 1990, but just one face in 
a sea of others this time.
!



!!!!!
We walk away, ready to move on, and I 
find myself relating to the revolutionaries who rebelled against such luxury while they 
were starving, but I also find myself wanting to read the diaries of the women who 
lived at court!




January 4, 1990

!
After leaving Versailles in late afternoon, we find ourselves driving in dusk and worried 
about finding Chartres in the dark. No problem. The glowing spires of that great 
cathedral can be seen for miles but unfortunately we arrive in near darkness. 
 Everything seems quiet and gray in a foggy kind of way.  The river through town is 
like a frosty mirror.  We blindly snake 
along in the maze of tiny streets in the old 
part of town and quite by accident come upon 
the Hotel de la Poste...one of the old chain of 
French hotels which has parking, a restaurant, 
and best of all....a room that we can actually 
afford.  We check in and check out for the 
night....the bed felt as good as that giant in 
the King's chamber in Versailles.  Maybe 
even better because we didn't have enemies closing in!    

January 4, 2014

It was wonderful to enter Chartres this time in full daylight. 
We love our GPS and trust it fully, meandering throughout the 
maze-like streets turning left, right, left as we are told.  The 
strangeness of the city resides in its dichotomies.....our Bed and 
Breakfast for example is, like most of the town, two stories tall 
with old doors and walls providing quiet privacy.


But on the other 
hand, no matter 
where you are in 
town, when you 
look up you see 
the rising spires of the Cathedral which 
seem to climb to the clouds. We learned 
a little about the place this time.  And 
even if visiting cathedrals in Europe is 
not your cup of tea, gazing upon a 
structure that is wildly out of 
proportion to anything else around it for 
miles will prompt you to be curious 
enough to discover that the thing was 
built within a thirty year period of time 
after a fire in medieval times reduced 
the original to a pile of ashes.  That 
there are 172 stained glass windows, 
some of which are crafted in the rarest 
of rare blue glass, only adds more 
wonder to the scene.

We slept like babies in the peaceful 
comfort of the Maison Allieurs Inn, a 
blessing from the God of Travel.



January 5, 1990

We drove through lush green countryside most of the day and arrived at Mont Saint-
Michel at dusk.  As we climbed stone steps to an old inn near the top, I began to think 
it was a bit spooky.  Not Russ.  He loved it and couldn't wait to check in and head out 
to explore. We watched as a moving crew used a block and tackle to lower furniture 
from one of the ancient buildings down to the street level where their truck was 
waiting.....wow, life goes on even in a setting as isolated as this, I thought.  I was happy 
to retire to the sweet room under the eaves as darkness fell while Russ went out 
again in the rain to wander 
the alleys and listen to the 
surf. 
!!!!!!!!
 I read some history and 
discovered that the high 
tide, when it arrives, comes 
rushing in as fast as a 
galloping horse and renders 
the place an island.  I also 
read a few accounts of a 
very grim life in the days 
when the Mont was a 
prison fortress........I was 
right about feeling spooky!
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!



January 5, 2014

!
We arrive at dusk once again, but it is a very different arrival.  Dark, stormy, raining 
cold rain upon us, we are directed to a vast public parking area where a shuttle bus 
waits to take us to the walkway just outside the Mont entrance.  The modern nod to 
crowd control is a bit off-putting in an otherwise fairy-tale setting.  Still, we are going 
to sleep inside the walls of a national monument tonight, so we press on since darkness 
is upon us and there's a moat to be crossed (a moment truly relished by Russ).
!!

We climb stairs for a long time until reaching 
the warm and cozy room with a great view 
over the bay that is a highlight of our stay at 
the establishment of La Mere Poulard.
!!!!!!

!!!!!
The next morning, the sky is pink 
and casts a warm glow over the bay, 
the gray stones, the faces of all of 
us.  It's a beautiful moment in a 
very unique place, but I feel an 
uneasy vibration here....sometimes 
history just can't fade away, it stays 
in the present.  Spooky.



January 6, 1990

!
We just conquered a major traveler's fear......we checked into a hotel, spent 5  minutes 
in the room, turned around and went back to the front desk and checked out.  At 
night.  In a country where we didn't speak the language.  It was the wrong place for 
us, it didn't feel safe, in unison and almost wordlessly we just picked up our bags, made 
excuses at the desk and got in the car and continued on the highway for another hour 
or so.
!!
Which is how we came to find the sweet and welcoming town of Saintes in the 

southwestern corner of 
France. As we got off the 
highway and drove through 
town, we were comforted by 
the lights of the little shops, 
the pristine streets full of 
people of all ages, the sense 
of home we felt right away. 
!!
 As soon as we saw the front 
of the Hotel des Messageries 
we were drawn into its 
courtyard where we parked 
the car, booked ourselves in 
for the night, had hot 
showers and headed off into 
town for some food......all in 
record time.  It was amazing 
how easy it was to shrug off 
the stresses of the day and 
we wondered.....can we bring 
that same talent back home 
with us after this trip is 
over?
!!!!!!!!!!



January 6, 2014

 
We are excited to arrive in Saintes because it is the first hotel on this re-do that is, in 
fact, the very same place that housed us originally.  They have just re-opened after a 
major update, inside and out.....just check out those giant potted ferns in the entryway. 
 What remained the same was the welcoming feeling that I think is an intangible 

quality which makes a hotel 
successful.  The staff is really 
busy setting up again after the 
long break they have had so 
they're not very interested in our 
story of repeating a cherished 
journey, but you know, it's our 
story and it's interesting to us 
and that's enough.  We spend 
some time here the next day........
!
We walk into the centre of town 
and sit at a little bar sipping a 
good Bordeaux while we compare 
notes on our feelings about the 

journey so far.  While 
there we chat with the 
owners who explain why 
the town seems to be so 
much larger than it was 
25 years ago.  It seems 
that the town was on 
the verge of decline as 
businesses started to 
leave the centre when 
some very wise city 
planners mounted a 
huge campaign to 
prohibit large businesses 
from the outskirts and 
encourage the little guys 
to return to the centre. 
 It worked.  And this thriving little metropolis with happy citizens is a testimony to 
their efforts.  All the effort we could muster however, could not sort out the problems 
we were having with our french phone cards which were purchased in Paris and never 
quite worked.  The phone store people, the manager, even a few customers in line 
behind us, all tried to solve our issues but to no avail.  It didn't help that no one spoke 
english.  We finally decided we could do without the phone altogether since we will be 
in Spain tomorrow anyway.  Onward.



January 7 and 8, 1990

What a trip today turned out to be!  We took a crazy detour just because we had to 
see what the Dunes de Pyla were.  It was worth all the trouble but it did cost us 
another night in France because we were too late to zoom down the coast and cross 
the border into Spain which was the plan when we started out. The Dunes, as it turns 
out, are a series of gigantic sand dunes that crop up out of nowhere in an otherwise 
forested area on the southwest coast of France.  Even though it was raining, we had to 
have a look so we climbed until we reached the top.  Wow.  Ocean meets forest and 

sand dune.  A bit surreal. 
 And we got soaking wet.
!!!
Dunes de Pyla
!!!!!!!!!!!!!
              Biarritz
!!!

Once we were back on the highway, Biarritz was the next 
town.......why not, we thought.....it has such a reputation for 
being a genteel throwback to former jet-set summers 
(before there were jets).  And surprise.  It's not a faded 
resort town.  It's gorgeous.  Row upon row of beautiful 
villas overlooking a serious stretch of ocean.  And the 
funniest looking trees (recently pruned plane trees) lining 
all the streets.  We are happy to stop here, wander along 
the promenade, eat a warm and comforting supper of fish 
soup, crusty bread and white wine and have a deep sleep 
on a stormy night.  Tomorrow we leave France.






France/Spain Border, January 8, 1990
!
We are out and on the road early today because 
we are going to cross the border into Spain.  The 
crossing itself is a bit unsettling....a staff of white-
shirted, tied, clean-shaven guards in perfectly 
pressed blue uniforms waves us on and bids 
"adieu" while a few meters down the road we 
are welcomed into Spain by a distracted, 
stubble-bearded official dressed in rumpled 
khakis who mumbles something to us while continuing to draw on the cigarillo clenched 
between his teeth.  Oh my.  I watch our passports, the ones that took such serious 
effort to get, being stamped and coated with ashes at the same time.  Once across the 
border, our route took us through Basque country.....rugged, rustic, but majestically 
beautiful coastline although there was political graffiti everywhere which felt a bit 
hostile.  We stopped in Santander and took a room in a high rise hotel overlooking the 
sea.  Even though we were out at night enjoying a late dinner of fish and sweet wine, 
even though there were lots of people strolling along the boardwalk through well-lit 
gardens, even though the rain had stopped......we find ourselves missing France.
!
January 8, 2014

We  had a deviation from the original trip during these two days. The weather became 

ferocious with a cold, driving rain and high 
winds. We decided to drive from Saintes 
directly to Bilbao, Spain, hoping to avoid 
the storm front and find a bit of sun and 
warmth.  The border, no longer policed by 
anyone it seems, continues to be a harbour 
of chaos populated by dodgy characters. 
 We zoomed along deserted highways 
throughout the northern shore of Spain.  A 
few hours later, we positively cheered when 
we saw our hotel in Bilbao.
!
Melia Hotel, Bilbao

Melia is one of those modern structures 
which seem to be competing with other 
skyscrapers as well as the famous 
Guggenheim museum for attention in this 
beautiful and sophisticated city.  Just when 
we had decided to relegate Spain to a 
distant second on our favourite country list, 
we had the good fortune of spending two 
nights here.
!



January 8, 2014

!
!
Because we were warm for the first time on this trip, 
we walked everywhere and got to know the pleasures 
that the city has to offer:  beautiful parks, quirky and 
modern architecture, tapas bars that were slick yet 
family-run so that they retained great warmth.....it was 
a mini vacation for us in the middle of this "runaway 
re-do" and we loved it.  
!!!!!!!

!!!!!
We loved it even more 
when we discovered 
that the city fell in 
love with the Koons live 
sculpture called 
"Puppy" when it was 
created and installed at 
the Guggenheim 
Museum.  They couldn't 
let it go so they bought 
it!

!
!



January 9 and 10, 1990

With the appealing thought of actually being cosseted in the arms of a family member, 
we drive all day in order to meet my cousin Betsy in Madrid.  She has arranged to 
meet us in El Escorial, a monastery hill town on the outskirts of Madrid at 10pm so we 
can have dinner together and drive 
into the city.  10pm I think to 
myself.....who eats dinner at 10pm? 
 Surprise.......only everyone in Spain! 
 Spain is vast, that's the only word 
for it.  And most of the day I felt 
like we were driving along a thin 
pencil line of a road on an 
enormous map of the country. The 
thing is, we were.  And that road, no matter what direction we took, was on top of a 
mountain.  There were only clouds above us.
!
By nightfall we were close to Madrid but not there and, worse yet, we were lost. It 
was black, it was foggy and we couldn't see road signs. Just about the time I was 
ready to accept panic, we rounded a mountain bend and saw a light show going on in 
the distance.....it was our destination and we followed the beams to the monastery and 
had a sweet reunion and a very late dinner after which we piled into the car and 
headed off to the city.  An hour later we find ourselves in an ancient wooden building, 
heading for the 5th floor, navigating a stairwell that has lights that only stay on for a 
few seconds at a time.  It is cold, even drafty, up there.....and even though we are ever 
so grateful to be staying right here, we settle down to a fitful sleep with our hats on. 
 I miss Paris and Russ has a sore throat.

For the next two days we explore Madrid with Betsy who 
is happy to show us her city.  We do the things I love to 
do in a new city.....shop for food, go to the post office, do a 
little window shopping.  I even get to visit her studio 
where she's working on a new piece of art and where, to 
my dismay, I watch a fellow artist sit down in front of a 
lovely rendering of dancers and proceed to edit it into 
ugliness.  It's true, isn't it, that the difference between 
regular people and an artist is that an artist knows when 
to stop.
 !!

But our favourite moment of the visit was of course 
the great dinner we shared at a fine 
restaurant....paella, the real deal, served in a 
gleaming copper pan..
!!!!!



!
!
January 9 and 10, 2014

!
After leaving the bustling city of Bilbao we are stunned once again by the vastness and 

solitude of northern Spain.    The highways 
are empty, long straightaways with no 
sightings for miles. How quirky to come upon a 
giant metal sculpture of a bull....who thought 
of giving that gift to travellers, I wonder.  We 
are going to El Escorial again, but this time 
we will stay there.  Betsy has moved to this 
wonderful place and lives on a tiny street in 
the little hilltown that surrounds the 
magnificent monastery and its grounds. 
 Hilltown is not descriptive enough for this 

place....the streets 
leading to the top 
are nearly vertical 
and our car is 
struggling, but that's 
nothing compared to 
what our calves feel 
like after we walk 
around the place for 
the next two days.

We are comforted 
once again by a 
family reunion, made 
all the sweeter by 
the appearance of 
Callie, the pampered 

lap cat, who knows a good lap when she sees one. 
 After lots of conversations lasting into the night, a 
trip into Madrid with Betsy who has an english class to 
teach, lots of walks around this spectacular town, and 
a couple of wonderful late dinners, we have to be on 
our way. It's very easy to slip into the comfort of 
home life when you're in the middle of a long road 
trip, but we are spurred on by curiosity.  Will the 
whole trip be as great as it has been so far?
!



January 11, 1990

We have been shivering since we left Paris it seems, so we set out this morning for 
Portugal with high hopes of finding some sun and warmth.  The minute we cross the 
border (a very desperado-looking kind of place) everything changes from scruffy and 
rocky terrain to lush green and tidy expanses.  We find Almeida, our destination today 
just before evening.  It's a state approved Pousada....but really, it's an oasis of beauty 
inside and out. It's pristine and everything it does is local.....food, fabrics, furniture.  We 
have love affairs with our soft sheets, fluffy towels, wool throws, giant bed, soft 
carpets.
!
The only reason we left that room/cocoon was because we were starving and dinner 
was included in the rate. It was a 
smart move, though, because the 
fireplaces were all blazing, the 
food was all freshly prepared local 
fare, the wine was sweet, the 
servers were gracious and 
friendly. We drank porto by the 
fire until we were nearly roasted 
and then went up to that great 
room and slept like babies, for the 
first time on this trip, I think.
!!!!!!
After a bountiful breakfast feast, 
we depart with one of the most 
memorable send-offs we are ever 
likely to have.....one of the porters 
greets us at our car where he is 
washing down the windows and 

headlights 
so that we'll 

have a clear view 
on this foggy morning he says!
!!!



January 11, 2014

We find only pleasure here, once again.  The tranquility is palpable and yet we know 
that this country is struggling right now.  What is their secret?  We are a bit lost at 

first and wind up in an ancient warren of 
stone houses that seemed impossible to exit.
!
Pousada Almeida is just as we remembered 
it.....the kind of place that brings you to a 
full stop.  Our first sight upon opening our 
room's balcony doors was this....a shepherd 

bringing his flock back home for the night, 
right in our front yard.

We were welcomed back by Fatima at the 
front desk who had a copy of our original 

reservation!  She also told us that we might remember our waiter tonight because he 
was a new employee in 1990.  And much to our surprise, we did.   He turned out to be 
the very same young man who washed down our car 
windows on that foggy morning long ago.  He has since 

become very 
skilled in the 
dining room we 
see as he de-
bones our fish 
with consummate 
ease.  We 
overcome 
language 
barriers and 
laugh at the 
mutual recognition 

that's going on between us.

 

We are treated once again to the pleasure of retiring for the night here in a giant 
sleigh bed with soft sheets and blankets.....deep sleep

comes in an instant in this self-contained oasis of peace.



January 12, 1990

We drove for most of the day through this wonderful blue sky, green earth, white 
house, red roof kind of country and came to rest in Estoril, a little gem on the 
southwestern coast. The ocean is awe-inspiring with waves that shoot foamy spray high 
into the air.  After yet another failed attempt to find an Amex office open, we find 
ourselves on a Friday night with no place to stay and a dangerously low pile of cash. 

Naturally, this leads to an 
argument about money but 
while we are having a go at it 
we come upon the sweet little 
Hotel Lido and in we go. It's 
one of those ageing gently 
kind of places.....many coats of 
white paint on all wood 
surfaces, tiny lift, inner 
courtyard with small pool.  I'm 
comfy and happy to be out of 
the car.....he, not so much.

His spirit brightens a bit at 
dinner, though, when we wind 
up in a tiny local place where 
you choose you own fish and 

then sip some wine while you wait for it to be cooked.  And just to round out the 
events of the day, we get lost in the dark on our way back to the hotel and find 
ourselves going the wrong way on a one-way street....right past the police station.  The 
officer who came out just shook his head.

!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!



January 12, 2014

!
The blissful state of mind in which we left Almeida got chipped away by the time we 
had driven for about four straight hours in torrential downpours and heavy fog.  We 
were very happy to pull 
into the Lido driveway 
again, even happier to see 
that very little has 
changed.  Everything is 
still ageing gently, all 
surfaces are still coated 
with even a few more 
layers of white paint, the 
lift is still a squeeze, and 
the security in the room is 
managed by a little latch 
on the balcony door.  
!!!



The furniture is pretty much the same, 
too.....even the TV which I am sure would qualify 
for a place in a tech museum......
!
We do suffer a couple of disappointments here 
though.  The staff is bored, listless, not even 
remotely interested in anything other than the 
movie playing on the big screen TV down in the 
bar. We shrug it off and head out for some food 
only to discover that this lovely seaside village 
has now become one giant gambling mecca, a 
world we know very little about, but where 
apparently one needs to have a bank on just 
about every corner.  Back at the hotel we 
cajole one of the waiters into making us some 
scrambled eggs and toast and that's dinner for 
tonight.  We sit by the windows and watch the 
downpour raining into the pool and take some 
time to wrestle with a few issues.....like, where 
will we stay in France for the month of 
February, how will we get back into Italy 
without driving (lost licenses there but that's 
another story), and what about next year for 
us.....is it retirement time or not?  Oh boy.



January 13 and 14, 1990

Castles in the sky don't come your way every day, so we are compelled to get off the 
highway to see the ones contained in the little hill town of Sintra.  After a little walk 
around town we are charmed and decide to spent the night.


It's so peaceful and quiet here and we are tired of 
driving.  We take a 
room in Residencial 
Raposa, a small guest 
house and tea room and 
after a soothing cup of 
tea and a long walk 
along a nearby beach, 
we have a simple fish 
dinner and retire to our 
room.  We read and 
write postcards by 
candlelight.  There are 
no locks on the doors 
and the warped wood on the windows keeps them from 

closing completely.  And yet....we feel very safe here, and calm enough to become close 
again and eager to move on.

Early the next morning, we find our way down the coast to Albufeira, a little beach 
town that was beckoning.   The sun is out.
 !

Albufeira, 
Portugal, 
January 
14, 1990
!
We spend 
far too 
long 
searching 
for an 

affordable hotel and finally give in and 
book into the Sol e Mar, a glitzy throwback to 60s Miami Beach.   We couldn't help 
ourselves.....it was too expensive but it sat right on the beach and within 15 minutes we 
had checked in and were sitting on the sweet little balcony that overlooked the water. 
 Our dinner was whatever we could find in the car (fruit and wine) and we sat out 
there until the sun set.  In the middle of the night, we woke up and wrapped ourselves 
in blankets and sat on the balcony again, watching distant ships passing through on the 
sea lanes.  I don't know what was more magical.....the longed-for heat of the sun or 
the stunning night sky full of stars, but this was a favourite stop, that's for sure.  On 
our way out of town the next day, we stopped to mail some postcards.  The post office 
was located on the second floor of a residential building and  I noticed that all foreign 
outgoing mail was tossed into a ragged cardboard box on the floor.  Wonder where 
that will end up........



January 13 and 14, 2014

We knew right we were going this time.....from Estoril straight down to Hotel Sol e Mar 
in Albufeira and once again there was brilliant sun as we pulled up and checked in. 
 The hotel was exactly the same.  Exactly.  Almost a bit unnerving actually.
!!

But during our two days here we began to 
understand why.  This ageing 4-star has been 
updated in the ways of comfort but otherwise left 
alone.  No fancy marble baths, no wifi in rooms, no 
flat screen TV.  But there are comfy beds, lots of 
pillows, soft blankets, private balconies with views 
that go on forever and a 5-star staff.

Not only are we welcomed, we are welcomed back by 
a smiling concierge who knows when we were there 
for the first time.  For two days we alternate 
between beachfront cafe, terrace bar, dining room, 
and our own space which just plain feels like home 
to us.  There is a huge contingent of Brits 
here.....they all seem to know each other....and indeed 

they do.  We discover that 
most of these folks have 
been spending a few 
months each winter in this 
same place for more than 
20 years and they are like 
family now.  In fact, the 
hotel intended to close for 
a year to do major 
renovations but they were 
petitioned by all of their 
regular guests to remain 
open and just do a few 
floors at a time so that no 
one would have to miss 
their cherished winter 
break.  We love our bar 

time here.....a big circular bar with an atmosphere that calls you over and keeps you 
coming back (sort of like a Portugese "Cheers")....and spend 
time reflecting on the trip so far and the days ahead of us. 
 We also love sleeping here.  It's so peaceful....once again, we 
awake in the early morning hours and we sit on the balcony 
wrapped up in blankets.

There's a sailboat moored right outside our beach and I can 
see their lights and see them being rocked gently by the 
waves.....they are having an adventure, too.



January 15 and 16, 1990

!
We are sad to leave the cocoon-like comfort of Albufeira, but we have to move on 
today. So we are up early and on the road, heading straight for the border of Spain. 
And it's a big surprise when we get there because it's a parking lot, a little shack of an 
office, and a loading dock for a little ferry which takes you across the Guadiana River. 
There are only four of us on the crossing.....the other couple is backpacking and we 
high-five each other in a spirit of adventure. (But they wish they were driving the rest 
of the way, I can tell).  In a long  haul drive, we head east and end up in Bailen, a 
small town with a parador tucked into a hillside and there we stop for the night. After 
a bar food supper of tapas and wine,  we retire early in preparation for another long 
day of driving if we expect to reach the border of France anytime soon.

And we do drive for hours the next day, primarily through countryside that is green 
but rather barren, with an occasional small town appearing out of nowhere and then 
disappearing behind us.....pausing only for a bit when we got lost looking for a new 
highway and wound up in the centre of the city of Valencia.
!!!
Equestrians, Valencia, Spain, January 15, 1990
!!



Finding ourselves stuck in a major traffic 
jam, we are shocked to see such poverty 
and disarray on a grand scale and yet 
upon turning a corner we suddenly come 
upon a group of equestrians riding their 
majestic horses along the roadside in a 
single file.  They were elegant, stately, 
formally dressed with starched shirts and 
black velvet jackets.  I could even see 
the jewelled tie pins and bright red nail 
polish as they passed.  Incongruous is 
the only word that came to mind.
!!!!!!!!!!!



January 15 and 16, 2014

We don't want to repeat the long haul (600 kilometres in a day) that we did back in 
1990, so we plan to stop once or twice before we reach Benicarlo, our last stop in Spain. 
We want to see the Alhambra so we set our sights east and head out.  When we reach 

the border, we are surprised to see that the charming little 
ferry has been replaced by a gigantic suspension bridge  Don't 
ask me why, but we are the only car using it at the moment. 
 The roads have been greatly improved 
and we have highway traveling for 
the entire trip this morning.  We are 
in Granada and parking the car in our 
hotel at the Alhambra's entry by 
early afternoon.

It is, for sure, a magical place.

Lush gardens, a peaceful tranquility 
that commands reflective silence, 

stunning design and 
construction and 
yet I personally 
feel a sense of 
melancholy about 
the place. Maybe 
it's that I have 
trouble with the 
sultan/harem/odd 
view of women thing. Aside from my feelings 
about the place, it really is a wonder.  The 
mosaic tiles, the ceramic and marble work, 
the precision of the gardens, the intricacies 
of the water fountains, are each worthy of 
serious study.
!
The Lion Fountain, for instance, in one of the 
main courtyards, features 12 lions holding up 
a water basin.  Each of them is spouting 

water into a trough.  A guide told us that 
when constructed the lions took turns 
spouting water, depending on the month of 
the year but after being taken apart for 
cleaning and repairs it was never able to be 
restored to its original use.   It doesn't take 
very long to find yourself transported to 
another time here, but a glance out of one of 
those artfully arched windows that face a 
Granada neighbourhood, bustling with life, is 
the best way to come back to the present.



January 17, 1990

!
!
For this really wonderful stop there is no drawing...how did that happen?  Because it 
was nearly dark when we finally got out of the car, but there was a bit of sun and 
Parador Benicarlo is right on the water so we hurried out to walk along the fishing 
piers which were bustling with boats arriving......    

     
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
we stay there, mesmerised by all the activity, for a very long time.  As we wander 
back along the shore, we arrive at our hotel just in time to see a convention of Iberian 
pharmacists (all dressed alike in white sweatsuits and black socks) smoking up a storm 
prior to boarding their excursion bus!  We laughed all the way to dinner which was 
tapas all the way...tiny little bites of great tasting food which remains nameless since 
no one spoke any english at all.  
!
We were followed back home by a parade of animals being led by groups of people 
while fireworks blasted from terraces and balconies along the way.  Don't know what 
that was all about and I never found out because after stopping at a pay phone and 
trying to call home to wish my parents a Happy Anniversary, I got connected and then 
abruptly cut off after pouring tons of coins into the slot.  I had a meltdown and swore 
like a trouper at the poor operator who hopefully couldn't understand a word I was 
saying……..
!
but it made me homesick.
!!!
!



January 17, 2014

For most of the past two weeks, we have been driving in rain.  It's sunny today which 
makes us very happy, but we are heartbroken as we descend from the mountains and 
drive along the eastern Spanish coast....this is what overdevelopment looks like. The 
shore is obliterated from view as one high-rise after another blots the landscape.  It's 
a relief to finally get off the highway in Benicarlo and immerse ourselves in a fishing 
port where nothing is more than two stories tall.  The town itself is a little seedy, but 

the Parador Benicarlo is just as we 
remember it......a large, very well 
maintained, beautiful shorefront 
property that is a cocoon for 
travellers.

It's a light-filled, boldly coloured, 
seriously comfortable stop for 
travellers and Russ takes it all in this 
time (last time he was exhausted from 
two non-stop driving days in a row). 
As we walk along the shore, we notice 
moving trucks arriving and discharging 
passengers and animals and the 
mystery of the last visit is 
uncovered....today is a religious feast 
day for animals and it is always 

celebrated here with a night-time parade and fireworks.  After the parade, we settle in 
to the hotel lounge and share a bottle of great Alicante wine and bar food and have a 
conversation about the future (which is more creative and fun than usual....we always 
think more clearly at the shore).  We're happy to call it a day in this place.  We sleep 
so well here....everything is so soft........the sheets, the blankets, the dreams.



January 18, 1990

!
After a fruitless mission to find a place where we could exchange currencies (we have 
a mixture of francs, pesos, portugese coins), we find ourselves at the border crossing 
into France with almost exactly enough loose francs to pay the toll!  A good omen, we 
think, as we notice our spirits have been lifted by this border crossing.  Almost like a 
happy switch.  We are soon off the highway and onto a country road.....long, straight, 
bordered on both sides with tall trees.....wait, are we in a painting or is this real??  The 
road heads straight to the shore and we turn into Collioure, a little gem of a town, 
known as a "painters' village" on the sea (famous for its scenery and clear light, 
Matisse and Picasso spent time here).
!!


     
 

We are quickly ensconced in the 
Hotel Triton, an ageing little pink 
charmer with outlandish 
flowered wallpaper, a bed whose 
spine collapsed a long time ago, 
and the thinnest walls possible.  
!!!
But the view of the sea trumped 
everything else.  We stayed for 
two nights.  We walked 
throughout the little town, ate at 
restaurants so small there were 
only four tables, even had a 
picnic lunch on the seawall.  The 
colours in the sky, the water, the 
buildings are so compelling.....it's 
like having an open paintbox in 
front of you.  We promise to 
remember when we read these diaries the vision of two old couples sitting on the 
seawall and sharing a packed lunch....animated conversation, easy laughter, sensuous 
male/female energy, the utter naturalness of it all.  We are happy here.
!!!!!!!



January 18, 2014

We had to slug our way out of Spain today.  Barcelona, about twice the size it was 
last time, was surrounded by an hour's worth of heavy traffic in every direction. 
 There must have been a dozen red and yellow lines all converging on our poor little 
GPS screen.  But we soldiered on in driving rain and a few hours later crossed the 
border into France.

Our joy at exiting the highway and heading for the shore was quickly dampened by 
one of the most intense disappointments on this trip.  We both remembered vividly the 
introduction to the shoreline here....a few miles of the most evocative allee, large old 
trees that lined a two lane road.  Sadly, it is now a paved four lane road with 
 roundabouts at frequent intervals.  It was painful to notice, just to my right, a few 
large trees still standing in a now truncated line....remnants of the old allee.  Oh my. 
 The future is good.  It has things like GPS devices in cars.  But some of it stings and 
we have to be careful to at least remember and document the things that had to go in 
order to make way for newness.
!
Thank God that Collioure did not disappoint.  It was exactly as we left it.  Exactly. 

Charming, quiet, 
colourful....even in 
the rain.  It is a 
precious town 
with narrow, 
winding streets. 
 It's all about 
the sea here...the 
sea and the 
impossibly 
picturesque lineup 
of skinny little 
houses abutting 
each other in 
myriad shades of 

pink and orange with the odd blue and lavender tossed in.   Because of the rain, we 
decide to stay in for our dinner of fruit, cheeses, a scrumptious baguette and some 
local wine.  Our room is so tiny one 
of us has to sit on the bed while 
the other occupies the desk chair 
and we flip the suitcase upside 
down and cover it with a cloth to 
serve as our table.  We laugh and 
talk into the night, occasionally 
pausing to look out over the water 
and the lights of this tiny port.

Will this journal help us to find a 
way to divide our time between the 
USA and Italy and France?The more 
time we spend here, the more 
pressing that question becomes.



January 19, 2014

This time around, we add a stop in Montpellier because it's about half-way to our 
destination of Aix, and it's raining hard again, and we don't want to be in the car all 
day. If it sounds like I'm whining, you're paying attention.  It is Sunday morning and we 
are alone on the road, even after we enter the city of Montpellier.  As we negotiate 
our way into the city and find Park and Suites Hotel, it seems as if we are in a giant 
office complex surrounded by empty parking lots.  As it turns out, we are.
!

We are alone as we check into this structure 
that looks like a set from the "Flintstones". 
 Park and Suites is a new trend in the 
hospitality world.  Short stay accommodation. 
 As we review the amenities, we think it has a 
lot to offer regular travellers like us, too. 
 Kitchenette in the suite, desk and device 
hookups, gym and laundry room.  Wow....not 
having done laundry for 10 days, that last 
perk is really good news.
!!

Looking out the weird 
window opening is a bit 
odd, however,


and 
the lobby is rather 
zen-like with all white 
seating facing a large 
screen TV with a 

roaring fire video blazing silently away.  It is oddly welcoming.

With that thought, I am beginning to feel that revisiting the past is not all that it's 
cracked up to be. It's ok to return, to look at something from a different perspective 
which is what intervening years will provide, but the real satisfaction comes from 
embracing that feeling yet being open and curious about how things have changed and 
why they are better suited to the world as it is now.

We did find some silliness along the way on this little detour.....

for one thing, there was the Llama walking along the sidewalk 
(a sunday afternoon circus was packing up its animals to 

move on and someone let the Llama 
out for a little nibble on fresh grass).

And in a reminder of the French 
tendency toward self-improvement 
and well-planned road trips........the line-
up of reading materials at the highway rest 
stop kept us amused for a good bit of time……French History, 
Language, Medical Advice, Psychological Asessment Tools.



January 20-21, 1990

!
We had this place (Aix-en-Provence) circled on our make-the-plan-at-home map for a 
long time. And we wasted no time getting here. By noon we were strolling down the 
main promenade that takes centre stage in this marvelous town. We snack on street 
food during the day because we don't want to miss a moment of wandering through 
the back streets and I've never seen such a concentration of book stores (but alas, 
they're all in French.....and I am positively starved for something to read!)  We are out 
on the street until dark, looking into every single window we pass....I am  fascinated by 
all of it.  Voluminous drapes, strikingly bold tasselled tie-backs, quirky little lamps....all 
conspire to produce yearnings for home.....so we gather up the makings of an in-room 
picnic and head back to the Residence Rotunde Hotel. 


!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
 
!!!
We settle in so easily in this comfy place right in town with the quirkiest storage 
solution ever.....a giant wooden cube, open on two sides, mirrored on the third, plain 
wood on the fourth,  which sits on a pillar that allows it to be spun around for ease in 
finding your stuff!
!
We unwrap all of our purchases (local white wine, goat's cheese, bread, ham, lemon 
tart....and a bunch of violets) and have a late and very happy dinner.
!!!!!!!!



January 21, 2014

We eagerly set out 
for Aix this morning 
and the sun followed 
us all the way.  We 
were

welcomed by the 
striking display of the 
fountain right at the 
entrance to the city. 
 Within minutes, all 
memory of highway 
and traffic fades and 
a Provence state of 
mind takes over.

We check into the 
newly renovated Hotel 
Rotonde again, and as 
we checked in, I was 
trying to explain the 
odd armoire cubes from the past to the young receptionist who had no clue what I 
was talking about, but an older concierge happened to stroll by and when he saw the 
sketch he couldn't contain his laughter.  He remembered them well, he said, and they 
were odd even when they were new.....but they exist no more.


The rest of the day and evening was spent in the indulgent 
sports of window shopping and people watching along the 
Cours Mirabeau....two wonderful ways to enjoy Aix.   A lot of 
the bohemian atmosphere of the past has been lost, but the 
new and slick face of commerce is quirky and creative......
!
such as this pile-up of ballet 
slippers behind stage lights in a 
dancer's supply shop.    What 
has not changed is the utter 
charm and incredible beauty of 
the buildings.
!
And the magic light that is so 

evocative of this part of the 
world seems to start here and continue all the way 
through the Riviera.  Ooh, la, la.



January 23, 1990

Today we are determined to see the sea....enough with the highways.  After leaving Aix, 
we turn off the highway near Le Luc and take secondary roads that seem to lead 
straight down to the Mediterranean (although the roads were anything but straight). 
 Among all the little hamlets and villages we passed through, one spot really captured 
our interest....we even circled it twice and drove through town.  Old and weathered and 
well-cared for houses, flowers everywhere, beautiful fences, old dogs lying about, good 
smells.....Le Garde Freinet is nestled into the hills high above St. Tropez and I marked it 
on the map because somehow I think we'll be back here again.  As we descended to 
sea level, we stopped in St. Tropez, sat on wicker chairs facing the sun and sipped cafe 
just like everyone else and simply absorbed the french-ness of it all.  We hugged the 
coast from here on and watched the sea become more turquoise, the dirt become 
redder and the hills become more mountainous.  Cannes was far too chaotic for a stop 
and after having no luck finding a place to stay in Juan les Pins or Cap d'Antibes, we 
found ourselves in Antibes where Russ found us a great room at the Hotel Royal.
!

Like an old private mansion with many rooms, 
this place is cozy and welcoming and very 
sweetly dated.....white painted furniture in a 
softly coloured room with tiny provencal print 
fabric on the bed and windows. The windows 
look directly out to the beach across the 
street......a place where we were soon strolling 
along with the rest of the town, enjoying the 
sun and warm breezes.
!!!!!!!!

                       Picasso Museum, Antibes
!!!!!!
We wandered through old Antibes all afternoon and I even visited the Picasso atelier, 
chock full of his work.  Later at night, after a bistro dinner, we walked home along the 
sea wall and watched the planes landing in Nice which is right next door.  We slept 
very well here.....as if we were coddled children at granny's house for the weekend.
!!!



January 23, 2014

We are up early, once again anxious to get to the sea, and we follow the same 
secondary road route which I remember so well.  Ten minutes into it, I am already lost 
in reverie....it's such a lush, green, pastoral introduction to the Mediterranean which is 
just over the mountain. By the time we pull into La Garde Freinet, we need to get out 
of the car....both of us.  He's fried from all 
the hair-pin turns he's just negotiated and 
I'm thinking about the fact that this place 
formed the basis for a romance novel that 
I started soon after we passed through 
here the first time.....unfinished, it 
languishes in a computer file but it begs my 
attention.

We walk through this tiny town, 
picturesque vignettes at every turn...It's so 
silent that it feels like an intrusion to be 
here and as we pass a small bistro in the 
single village square, all eyes are upon us. 
 All eyes, that is, of the patrons....all elderly men....examples of every french caricature 
you can imagine......large nose, rosy cheeks, gently slumped shoulders, dark and bushy 
eyebrows arched rakishly.  I was aching to have a pair of google glasses on my head. 

Captivated once again by the charm of this town, we got in the car and headed off, 
but I promised myself I would haul out the old manuscript and give it the attention it 
deserves.
!
Antibes was, 
and still is, a 
dream. 
 Spectacular 
then and now. 
 This photo 
tells the 
tale.....no 
photoshopping, 
no editing, no 
special 
camera. It's a 
true 
beauty....all 
the colours of 
the south of 
France, all the 
charm of an 
antique 
village, all the 
open sky and 
distant mountains as a backdrop.




Antibes, France, January 23, 2014

To say that some things have changed here would be an understatement.  Hotel Royal 
which was once a charming old structure with lots of flowers and wooden shutters 
overlooking the sea has now become a high-tech residence hotel with an underground 
garage.  The whole staff seems to know about our return visit (probably down to 
modern hotel management training), and they are very helpful as we receive what can 
only be described as a tech briefing about personal internet use on up to three 
devices, info on the spa, gym, restaurant and bar.....which is where we head immediately 
to sip some great white wine and take it all in.  The drill is easy and fun here. Unpack. 
Shower. Walk along the seawall. Simple dinner (antipasto for two) in the hotel 
restaurant.  Walk upstairs to the utterly luxurious room and call it a day.  Our jaws 
ache from smiling.

We have a whole day in front of us here and we wander through this beautiful town. 
 It's a port, first and foremost, just jammed with boats of every kind even though it is 
off season.
 !!!!

The shops are fiercely 
independent with 
surprising window 
displays and exquisite 
one-of-a-kind items 
for sale.


 !!

The in-town houses are sedate, charming, artfully 
done, welcoming.
!
And there's the odd folly 
every now and then as 
evidenced by the 
strange church of St. 
Bernardin with creepy 
bat-like creatures 
decorating the outside 
although the inside is a 
little jewel box of colour 
and bling.   What a 
wonderful place in which 
to spend a summer, we 
think, as we prepare to 
pack up and move on 
tomorrow.  Hard to leave 

this place.......for the second time.




January 24, 1990

We leave Antibes knowing that we want to stay in this part of France for a week or so. 
 But where?  We drive into Nice, get positively swept away by traffic and before we 
know it we are out of town and heading along the harbour road into Villefranche-sur-
Mer.  Wow is the only word.  It is a tiny village, on the water, and so infused with the 
pinks, blues and yellows of its skinny little houses that the sea looks like a shimmery 
water colour painting.  We exit the town in the blink of an eye and find ourselves on a 
narrow road heading up the side of a mountain when we notice a little town below....it's 
Beaulieu-sur-Mer and we head for its centre, hoping this can be the place we stop for 

a bit.
!
Hotel Select, Beaulieu-sur-Mer, France

The centre of town can best be described as old and 
genteel.  We have been on the road for a month and 
we have to stop and collect ourselves before we go on. 
We want to stay here because it feels comfy, but we 
have no luck in finding a place.  Finally, in desperation, 
we take the list of apartment rentals given to us at 
the tourist office and dial a number.  In a shameful 
combination of english, french and italian, the ensuing 
conversation leads to an appointment in an hour out on 
the nearby peninsula, Cap Ferrat, where there's a one-
bedroom apartment available for a week.  We find 
it.....pass the inspection of the two elderly sisters who 
are the proprietors...and sign on for a week.  Before 
the afternoon is over, we have unpacked, shopped for 
groceries and cooked our own dinner at home.  We 
sleep like babies, knowing that, at last, we are going 

nowhere the next day!
!!!!!!!!
Apartment, 
St. Jean 
Cap Ferrat, 
France, 
1990
!!!!!



January 24, 2014

We are leaving Antibes today but since it's Friday, we decide to stay in nearby Cagnes-
sur-Mer for the weekend and head to Beaulieu on Monday when apartment hunting 
will be easier.  We would like to stay in the same area once again, only this time for a 
month rather than a week.




Cagnes-sur-Mer, France, 2014

Cagnes is a warm, beautiful 
seaside town but our 
favourite time of the 
weekend is our visit to 
Renoir's house in the hills 
overlooking the sea.  He 
showed up here one day and 
never left, and one can see 
why.  Sitting steeply above 
Cagnes, the sea is visible all 
around.  The grounds are 
lush and there are panoramic 
views of mountains and hill 
towns to the north.


!
Renoir's Balcony, Cagnes-
sur-Mer, France

The house is warm and 
inviting, even now.   How 
can an empty house be 
that way?
!
Renoir's Dining Room, 
Cagnes-sur-Mer, France


!



January 23 to January 29, 1990

We paused. We refreshed ourselves. A whole week in one place was a big treat at this 
point. But we had to stop for two reasons.  We loved where we were....we could not let 
it go.  Not yet.  And we were tired of being on the road non-stop.  After all, it had 
been a month since we left home.   So.....we settled in and explored this little slice of 
paradise.  There was something breath-taking to see every single day.
!

Like the giant statue overlooking the cemetery out on 
the tip of the Cap (the head alone is more than 10 feet 
tall).
!!!!!!!!!!!

Or watching the changing of the guards at the fairy-tale palace in Monaco.




Or the Rothschild Museum just around the corner 
from our apartment....a little jewel box of a place 
that is full of treasures large and small and sits on 
top of the world, or so it must have seemed to the 
Rothschilds.
!!
Or how about the laundromat with a view.....even 
though most of our 
clothes came out 
blue or green I 
couldn't be too 

upset because I was 
busy watching the sailboats racing in to the harbour 
before sunset.

It was very hard to pack up and leave, we were 
almost desperate to stay longer, but the pull of 
beginning a new adventure in the morning made it 
somewhat easier.  Italy beckons and we are going to 
respond.   (But we do promise each other that we 
will return to this place one day).
!!!



January 24 to February 28, 2014

We kept that promise.  And riding on the wave of very high expectations we found a 
wonderful place to rent.


Once again in Cap Ferrat, this sweet little house was just the ticket for weary road 
travellers



!
and we settled into this cozy 
setting while wintry rain 
storms howled around outside. 
 We were at home at once. 
 And once the sun came out, 
we revisited all the places 
that took our breath away the 
first time.......
!!!!!



January 24 to February 28, 2014

The giant statue in the cemetery at the tip of the Cap.


The changing of 
the palace 
guards in 
Monaco.
!!!!!!
 
!
 The lush 
greenery and 
quirky garden 
scuptures that 
inhabit this very 
!!!

!!!

priviledged 

corner of the 

world (like the

nosy Giraffe or

the Man Riding

Turtle)
!!!
Just as we did 
last time, after 

this beautiful adventure we will return to our normal life, to jobs and family and 
friends. Only this time, when we cross the border into Italy, we will be home. That 
would have been a dream all those years ago (actually it was)….and yet here it is….our 

reality.  This re-do has been a gift to us.  At each stop along the 
way we felt our initial excitement or fear or worry but the 
blessing of hindsight showed us that we were always on the right 
track, even if we couldn’t see it at the time.  Our curiosity always 
led the way and our only intention was to live a meaningful life 
together with as much fun and adventure as we could muster.  So 
far, we’ve done a good job.  I wonder what’s next…….



