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Cairo 1990 
 
Dominic Jerome and I flew from London to Cairo on Swissair for a 

whistle stop visit. We had been performing profitability studies of our 
Travel businesses in the various countries in Europe, and our affable 
Egyptian general manager, Adel, didn’t want to miss out. He had every 
belief that we’d arrive and praise the way he conducted his business 
and there’d be no need to ‘wield any axes’, (as had befallen a few of his 
colleagues in Europe after similar visits). Needless to say, a few of his 
‘local practices’ came under scrutiny and the thud of the old axe was 
heard before we left. 

 
The Marriott Hotel was the place to stay and a veritable oasis in the 

midst of chaotic traffic noise. No matter how ‘grand’ it may have felt at 
the time, there was no way of blanking out the incessant hooting of 
horns that permeated through sealed windows and intruded into 
attempts at conversation in any of the outdoor dining areas in the 
gardens.  

 
But being in the land of the Pyramids had its own sense of excitement. 
 

 
 
It is the height of summer and at end of the day as I land in Cairo. My first impression is a 
terrain the colour and texture of a browned sponge cake with a heavy sprinkling of powdered 
cinnamon. The sea is a similar brown.  I miss the Pyramids on the other side of the aeroplane 
but see my ‘sponge cake’ terrain give way to a dusty, closely packed city as we make our 
final approach. 
 
This short trip to Egypt is for business and my sightseeing is confined to a morning’s visit to 
see the Sphinx and the Pyramids just outside Cairo.  To my surprise though I don’t approach 
them across miles of cinnamon-dusted desert.  
 
Instead, we are driving down the main street of Giza and suddenly the Pyramids appear like 
the Fairyland Castle at the end of Main Street in Disneyland!  I find it hard to fathom that a 
bustling built-up suburb with buildings; streetlights, cars and markets has been permitted to 
encroach on one of the Seven Wonders of the World. 
 

Beggaring belief, development has encroached right up to the edge of the great Pyramids of Giza 
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I recall similar disappointment years ago when I first saw St Peter’s in Rome.  The wide 
sweep of the Square just ‘appeared’ at the end of a row of drab buildings along a long, narrow 
street.  Also one Sunday afternoon in London I lost my way in the city and turned out of busy 
traffic onto the approach of a bridge.  Stopped at traffic lights, I looked up to see the 
battlements of Tower Bridge in close-up with no magical stretch of river to set the scene.  
Conveniently, postcards seem to conveniently remove the blight from many of the world’s 
famous landmarks. 
 
Once this suburban blight is behind me, the sight of the Pyramids in the blistering sun is 
unforgettable.  We are told that the base of one is larger than the floor space of six cathedrals.  
The sides are not smooth but stepped with enormous rectangular rocks brought by slaves 
hundreds of miles from the south.  My ex-engineer colleague, Dominic is most informative 
about the foundations and the structures and all admiring of these feats of the Pharaohs 4,500 
years ago. 
 
Going inside one of the pyramids, I claw my way crab-like along a gangplank, bending over 
all the way down a narrow tunnel to see the burial chambers.  Waves of claustrophobia leave 
me unimpressed with the bare, undecorated rooms and I can’t wait to claw my way back up 
and go view the whole ‘movie-set’ from under an umbrella with a bottle of cold mineral 
water. 
 
 
Michael Mus, July 1990 
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