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Peru is the Land of the Incas �– �“the Children of the Sun�” 

 
My travels in Peru start in the capital Lima but then I fly south to Cuzco, regarded 
by the Incas as �“the navel of the Earth�”. From there, I board a train and descend 
along valley floors and through gorges to reach the great Inca Sanctuary of Machu 
Picchu lost for centuries on a ridge in a most inaccessible corner high in the central 
Andes. It�’s a lot to absorb in one week. Let me set the scene. 
 
Some knowledge of Incan history and legend and the Spanish conquistadores is an 
essential pre-requisite to absorbing even a fraction of the physical and spiritual 
experiences that lie ahead. 
 
The Incas are said to have descended directly from the Sun in Lake Titicaca in 
Bolivia.  
 
The Inca Empire was quite short-lived. It lasted a little less than 100 years from 
1438, when the Incan ruler Pachacuti and his army began conquering lands 
surrounding the Inca heartland of Cuzco, until the arrival of the Spaniards in 1532.  

Twilight in the Citadel of Machu Picchu after the tourists have departed for the day 

The Incas came to Peru and made cooperative pacts with the leaders of smaller kingdoms, 
some of which date back to 3,000 BC from whom they absorbed so much of their advanced 
knowledge. Cuzco was the centre of the Inca Empire with its advanced hydraulic 
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engineering, agricultural techniques, and marvelous architecture. However, the 
Incas never developed a system of writing. The Emperor was simply referred to as 
�“the Inca�”.  

The Incas set out from their base in Cuzco on a career of conquest that during the 
next 50 years brought under their control the area of present-day Peru, Bolivia, 
northern Argentina, Chile and Ecuador. Within this area of two million square 
kilometres, the Incas enabled the tribal rulers and a small minority of nobles, the 
elite, to dominate the population. 
 
The Inca and his Royal family were at the top of the hierarchical chain. The priests 
and the elite, the professionals who provided knowledge and expertise were ahead 
of the army. The majority of the population, the lower castes doing the farming, 
carving, building and other manual tasks, were at the bottom. There was no rich 
and no poor! It was a community system providing food, clothes, housing and 
education �– all provided by �“the Inca�”.  
 

Spanish Conquistadores 
 
The Spaniard, Francisco Pizarro arrived in Peru in 1532 fresh from his experiences 
conquering the Mayas in Mexico. He took advantage of political instability and 
with the assistance of some of the tribes whom the Inca had enslaved, and with 
horses and gun powder, he conquered the Incas and established a Viceroyalty for 
Spain. In Cuzco, almost every building was destroyed and sacked, and on top of 
their foundations were built Spanish colonial mansions and Catholic churches. 
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The fabulous wealth in gold and silver was systematically pillaged and plundered 
by Spanish conquistadores. The booty they carried home altered the whole 
European economic system. And in their wake they left a highly developed 
civilisation in tatters. That a single government could control many diverse tribes, 
many of which were secreted in the most obscure of mountain hideaways, was 
simply remarkable. But the Spanish never found Machu Picchu. In exchange, the 
conquistadores Christianised �‘the Indies�’ bringing a new civilisation from Europe.  
 

Come back to Lima with me. 
 
I enjoy my flights on TACA Airlines, but I seemed to have been flying all day from 
Guatemala via Costa Rica to get to Lima. I am happy once settled into the 
Miraflores Park Hotel overlooking the Pacific rolling in at the foot of the cliffs 
below my window. Strolling happily in the night air along the promenade, there�’s 
dogs being walked; young couples kissing; a group of youths drinking beer; the 
smell of recently watered grass; car alarms going off and sounds of running feet. 
Am I safe? I didn�’t expect to see palms, pines, cactus and alamanda or to hear and 
smell the sea in the middle of a city. And there�’s a full moon thrown in for good 
measure. Looking out to a peninsula across the sea there�’s a huge lit white cross 
reflecting on the sea all the way back to my shore.  
 
Lima has 43 districts and all have their own Mayor. Voting is taken very seriously 
and it is compulsory for 18-70 year-olds. When you vote, you get a stamp on your 
ID card and without this you can�’t cash a cheque or sell your car. No alcohol can be 
sold 72 hours before polling day �– very serious!  
 

Colonial Lima 
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My sightseeing shows me some of the nicer suburbs but we concentrate primarily 
on the old colonial section of Lima where so many of the buildings are painted in a 
rich butter yellow. Buildings on two sides of the Main Square are in this bright 
yellow. The President�’s Palace is on one side of the square, the yellow City Hall on 

another and the Basilica 
Cathedral of Lima and 
the Archbishop�’s Palace 
occupies the whole block 
opposite. Of course 
there�’s a fountain in the 
centre. In the old days, 
the central fountain had 
a social function and was 
used to get water for 
cooking and washing, 
and had no decorative 
purpose.   
 

Butter yellow on so many of the buildings in the centre of Lima 



I become very involved with the stories surrounding the sightseeing this morning, 
particularly those involving ungodly and judgmental actions of the Catholic 
Church �– actions not too different from those we pillory the Taliban for today. God 
spare my soul! 
 
People were burned at the stake in this Square during the Spanish Inquisition from 
1569-1820. Ecclesiastical and civil authorities pursued and arrested Shaman (witch 
doctors) and heretics. They sent men out on horses playing trumpets to announce 
the auto de fé (Act of Faith). This involved a Catholic Mass; prayer; a public 
procession of those found guilty dressed like demons in conical hats; and a reading 
of their sentences. They took place in the public square and lasted several hours. 
The guilty were burned at the stake or tied to the rack �– stretched till their bodies 
tore apart. In the year 2,000, as a fresh start in the new Millennium  at a special 
�“Day of Pardon�” Mass, Pope John Paul II asked God to forgive those in the Church 
for use of violence in the service of truth, this being a subtle reference to the brutal 
excesses of the Crusades and the Inquisition. I feel better now. 

Basilica Cathedral on the Main Square of Lima

 
The Basilica Cathedral was built on the remains of an Inca temple and it still 
conserves its colonial composition and façade. The view from the other side of the 
Main Square is very attractive with the green grass and palm trees in the 
foreground. Inside, chapels line each side of the church including one dedicated to 
the memory of the Conquistador Francisco Pizarro and many for the Virgin Mary. 
In another chapel to the Virgin, there is a painting of José Maria Escriva de 
Balaguer; the founder of Opus Dei, which I think is totally out of place in a colonial 
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cathedral. (On the other hand, my very Catholic Amex friend Edmundo, in 
running an edit over this story for accuracy, thinks the Church took too long to 
canonize Escriva. He also thinks I�’ll have to suffer in Purgatory for a time for my 
irreverence and scandalous thinking.) 
 
My negative attitude to Opus Dei is shared by my local guide and he sits me down 
in a pew to tell me how unpopular the current Cardinal is. Before his ascendancy 
to the Cardinal-ship, he was Archbishop in the same area as the Shining Path 
Communist and Maoist guerillas who were sequestering and ransacking 
everything. An archbishop is like a god to the native people, but when some of 
their family members were taken away by the Army never to be seen again they 
went to the archbishop to seek his intervention. In response he is said to have 
posted a sign outside his residence �“We don�’t accept complaints for human 
rights.�” When he became a cardinal, there were big demonstrations in the square 
outside the cathedral. Any wonder? The local Jesuits disagree with the Cardinal 
but I�’m sure that is a longer story.  (Well, this is what the guide told me. Local 
guides�’ versions of events aren�’t always 100% accurate of course.) 
 
I�’m much happier visiting the Convent of San Francisco with its yellow baroque 
exterior dating from the 17th century. I learn that convents could house either men 
or women in those days. This was a Franciscan monastery of monks.  Its interior 
beauty far surpasses that of Lima's cathedral and provides a wonderful idea of 
what religious life was like during Spanish colonial times. The interiors are 
Moorish in design with the staircases and Library outstanding. The internal 
cloisters around large quadrangles display art that has survived the centuries. 
 

Peruvian Seafood 
 
After all that angst and religion, I need some hedonistic outlet and decide on a lazy 
lunch down by the sea. La Rosa Nautica Restaurant delivers two wonderful 
culinary experiences. The chilled Ceviche Espignón, small pieces of freshly caught 
fish marinated and �‘cooked�’ in lemon juice and a touch of chili is melt-in-the 
mouth delicious. White corn kernels the size of a three penny bit from the Sacred 
Valley of the Incas near Cuzco are served warm with the fish. So full of flavour! I 

was telling Joachim, the 
young Portuguese/German 
maitre d�’ how good the 
Australian seafood is so he 
personally chooses my main 
course saying �“You�’re going 
to love this�”.  The Peruvian 
grilled octopus with olive 
oil, pil-pil sauce and sautéed 
peppers is so good; I have to 
ask for more bread to clean 
the plate.   
 

 Ceviche Espignón, small pieces of freshly caught fish marinated and 
‘cooked’ in lemon juice 6



Cuzco - �“the navel of the earth�” to the Incas 
 
I�’m surprised at the smooth operation of the Lima 
Airport and of the efficiency of Lan Peru on my 
flight to Cuzco. Why had I harboured such 
misgivings of things Peruvian?  I�’ve been only 

impressed since 
arriving here. On 
arrival in the Hotel 
Monasterio in 
Cuzco, a cup of 
coca tea is a good 
welcome to help 
alleviate the effects of the high altitude of 3,600 
metres.  

My hotel in Cuzco – the Monasterio 

Lan Peru Airbus A320 at Cuzco 
 

I don�’t take in half the temples and stories in the afternoon sightseeing because my 
head is whirling trying to get a handle on the Inca �‘story�’.  Why didn�’t I read more 
in advance? Of course we visit the Cathedral but the lights are out. I can�’t help but 
see the 12 tons of silver and so much gold on all the altars. However, I learn that 
this is not Catholic excess. It was a Catholic effort to assimilate ingrained Incan 
beliefs with that of the teachings of Jesus. 

The Main Square and Cathedral of Cuzco 
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The Incas used gold to represent the Sun and silver for the Moon. In the garden of 
one of their temples where the Santo Domingo Convent now stands, the Spaniards 
found 5,000 solid butterflies as part of the decoration. This Inca use of precious 
metals is one of the reasons that prompted Spanish missionaries to cover cedar and 
granite baroque or neo-classical altars in these precious metals. It provided links to 
tradition and therefore very relevant to the Inca converts to Catholicism.  
 
In time, the Catholic priests even created a local version of the Virgin Mary dressed 
in a wide triangular cloak to represent the mountain peaks which the Inca tradition 
held sacred as protectors �– the Virgin of Almudena. There was a halo on her head 
representing the Sun and points of the Constellations A large painting of the Last 
Supper from the Cuzco school also tries to incorporate Inca elements in the new 
religion. On the table is the national dish of guinea pig and a drink made of purple 
corn. Judas has a dark face representing the local people. All other faces are white. 
Talk about discrimination - those conquering Catholics say the locals are pagan 
because they worship different gods. 
 
On a hill outside the town, I get my first real taste of Peruvian culture.  The fortress 
of Sacsayhuaman is a megalithic military-religious structure set on top of a hill that 
looks down on top of the city. It is built in zigzag formation on three levels to 
represent the Incas�’ beliefs in three worlds �– the Upper, the Present and the 
Underworld. Nothing is square. Some of the stones in the structure weigh in 
between 90 and 120 tons. The temple was used for worship of the Sun, the Moon 
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Michael at the ruins of the Incan Sacsayhuaman Temple just outside Cuzco



and the Stars. As if by magic, menacing and back-lit grey cloud formations in the 
bright blue sky seemed to breathe life into these otherwise huge carved stones. 
They have been standing solidly for centuries without mortar withstanding 
earthquakes that toppled later colonial structures.  
 

After all this 
activity and 
learning, how 
good does it feel 
. . . . .  to wake 
up and know 
I�’ve slept for 8 
hours? The 

new-fangled 
�‘oxygen-

enriched�’ 
feature in my 
monastic cell at 
the Hotel 

Monasterio 
obviously has 
something to do 
with it. Then I 
open the 

wooden 
shutters and see 
the full moon 
still shining 
across terracotta 
roof-tops in the 
pre-dawn sky. 
And after 
overcast days, 
there are only a 
few clouds 
today, but it is 

cold. No time for ablutions �– I don every piece of clothing I am carrying in my 
duffle and head off into the still-sleeping old town towards the main square. I 
don�’t even bother to remove all the labels from my new Alpaca sweater. 

Old terracotta roofs of Cuzco 

 
The streets are traditional Incan. They are very narrow and the houses still have 
the Incan interlocked stone walls on the ground floor.  I�’m excited. I can drink it all 
in in peace without having to concentrate on a guide�’s commentary. No matter 
how interesting, the listening is exhausting and the retention more so. And then I 
have to come home and write about it interestingly enough and sufficiently factual 
for you to read. Why do I put myself through this? No wonder my frequent 
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travelling companion Alan says I�’m obsessed with my writing and he�’s thinking 
about a single room when we travel again. 
 
After once around the square in the half light, I see the sun rising on one horizon 
and the moon sinking on the other. These �‘astute astronomical observations�’ 
should certainly make me an honorary Inca. In my new Inca capacity, I pay 
homage to both and their essential roles in the Universe.  
 
My Inca rituals to Sun and Moon over for the day, I see the doors of the Cathedral 
open and now the lights are on. The only lighting yesterday during the tour were 
into in the side chapels to illuminate the decorative gold-sheathed altars and richly 
dressed statues of the Blessed Virgin and a coterie of saints (including St Anthony 
with lots of little messages at his feet �– he is the patron saint for those who wish to 
get married). Then I hear organ music echoing through the cavernous place. Ahh! 
Time to worship the Christian God. The music is coming from a keyboard and 
boom box played by a little old man kneeling and singing with it. 
 
I join a small congregation and sit in a pew next to two nuns. Behind me is an old 
lady in a green shawl and in front a man with cowboy hat and boots. The old lady 
sings the responses in the Mass in a high-pitched grating voice with such verve 
and gusto, it nearly splits my eardrums. But she is so in earnest that by the end of 
Mass I am waiting to hear her sing her happiness to the heavens one more time.  
 

The Sacred Valley of the Incas 

Fields of the local quinoa cereal  

 10



 
Uplifted in spirit, I�’m primed to listen to local guide Mariella�’s every utterance on 
matters Inca during our visit to the Sacred Valley of the Incas. We drive even 
higher to Chinchero at 3,780 metres before descending into the valley with swathes 
of hillside and river banks under colourful cultivation. Farmers, men and women 
in colourful local dress with big hats, bend to tend to their crops of corn and 
quinoa by hand. Their small square houses are made of brick and straw. The trees 
are mostly Australian Eucalypts with a few local Pisonay trees and Peruvian 
Agave flax-like plants around them. It smells of peacefulness. The valley is fed by 
glaciers secluded in cloud cover over the Andes with ranges of mountainous green 
dipping like fingers into the waters along the fast running Urubamba River. 
 

Interlocking walls of stone in the ruins of an Incan building in the fortress of Ollantaytambo 

The focal point of the day is Ollantaytambo, strategically positioned at the head of 
two valleys lodged in the highest part of the mountains. It is the entry to the Sacred 
Valley.  Peaks rise on all sides. Here the Incans built an important military, 
religious and agricultural centre. We climb long flights of stone stairs past the 
agricultural terraces to the fortress and temples at the top.  We stop numerous 
times to rest and simply talk about the irrigation and experimental farming 
techniques and innovation of this remarkable civilisation.  The Incas were not so 
much religious as spiritual, very much connected with the Earth, the Sun and the 
Moon.  
 
Huge 40-ton blocks of pink granite were hauled from quarries on top of another 
mountain �– with rollers and ramps cut into the back of the mountainside, and 
obviously with countless teams of people, to build the Temple of the Sun. These 
inter-locking huge stones are �‘elegantly�’ carved with perfect angles and corners, 
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and with smooth surfaces. How do they achieve this without lasers? The walls are 
gently sloped with no mortar used - just the occasional small �‘pillow�’ of stone 
inserted to permit movement in the case of earthquake. This was all done with 
slave labour �– a little like in Dubai today where you find not slaves but foreign 
contract workers who have been �‘bought�’ and make up 90% of the population. 

 
Descending from this 
experience in misty rain, I 
feel nothing. My mind is 
racing processing all I�’ve 
seen and heard. A visit to 
the local market is 
probably the best medicine 
to get my focus back to 
basic matters �– people 
buying and selling to each 
other whatever they grow 
or produce. I�’m the only 
tourist and have the 
market to myself. Quiet, 
colourful moments ensue 
seeing local people in local 
dress; some selling freshly 
made cheese; others their 
freshly plucked chickens; 
one young man is selling 
his soft drinks in so many 

colours and all made from fruits and vegetables grown in the area. Mothers with 
flushed red cheeks and nutty brown faces carry their babies in a colourfully striped 
blanket tied like a bundle of potatoes on their backs.  I smile at one and she lets me 
take a peek at her little sleeping bundle.  

Selling home made cheese in the small market in Ollantaytambo 
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There�’s no hustle and bustle here as happens in so many markets in similar 
country towns.  I decline a sip of the strawberry coloured potion but Mariella peels 
a granadilla for me and I do suck the seeds and taste the potent passion fruit-
flavour through a small hole in the top. We pass houses with a red flag hoisted on 
a stick outside telling passers-by that the locally fermented corn drink chichi is 
available. We don�’t stop. But we do stop for lunch at the Posada del Inca in the 
little river town of Yucay where I can taste the quinoa soup (local cereal and 
vegetable base) and some mountain-stream trout.  The rich but light Cusqueña 
lager, brewed by the Germans in Peru using local ingredients grown around here, 
is icy cold and delicious. 
 

The Orient Express Train to Machu Picchu 
 
Kathleen, a 24 year-old mother of two comes after 
breakfast to escort me to the train outside of town.  
How on earth can a Peruvian girl have such an Irish 
name? So I ask her. Her mother read it in a 
magazine and liked it. Poor Kathleen said she was 
teased all through school and berated her mother for 
years. That was till I came along and sang her the 
old Irish song �“I�’ll take you home again Kathleen, 
across the oceans wild and wide . . , �“ It was either 
my tenor voice or my suggestion that she �‘google�’ it 
to get all the words and learn the tune that changed 
her life-long dislike for her name!  
 

The shiny indigo blue Hiram Bingham Orient Express train gleams like a new toy 
in the sunshine.  There are two passenger cars plus a bar car with an open 

Peruvian Kathleen 
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observation deck for the 3-hour, 100-kilometres journey through the Sacred Valley 
of the Incas and tunnels through the Andes to Machu Picchu. Coiffed attendants in 
Peruvian capes stand in attendance on the platform with a silver tray of Mimosa 

cocktails and glasses of champagne. One takes 
my bag and shows me to my assigned dining 
table by a large picture window.  
 
Brunch won�’t be served for a couple of hours 
so I head for the Observation car to watch the 
Peruvian farmers in a patchwork landscape. 
The great plains narrow dramatically as we 
enter the deep gorge carved by a rushing river 
down until we reach the Urubamba River. 

Farmers are still working on the old Inca terraces surrounding the old Inca city of 
Ollantaytambo where I visited yesterday. Brunch is served as we start to lose 
altitude and head helter-skelter parallel to the river bank and through tunnels in 
the mountains. After the olive corn tamale, the omelette is dressed up with a 
Minute roast of alpaca loin and elderberry compote, and the accompanying 
Peruvian wines from the south near the border with Chile are delicious. Vines now 
hang from trees; yellow butterflies flutter by the window; waterfalls run down 

mountainsides; and more tropical vegetation herald our approach into the sub 
tropical area on the verge of the great Amazon Basin beyond.  

The train follows the Urubamba River  
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On arrival at the train station of Machu Picchu township, we drive up the zigzag 
road in one of the modern fleet of �‘green�’ buses to our hotel, the Sanctuary Lodge. 
This is the only transportation up to the Sanctuary.   We arrive just as the day 
trippers are leaving and have time for a cup of coca tea before Herman our guide 
leads us into the heart of the mysterious Inca refuge. Most of the day trippers have 
retreated back down to the town below and we have the place nearly to ourselves.  
 

The Citadel of Machu Picchu 
 
The climb to the first vantage point, gradual and slow in the altitude, still taxes my 
lungs, hips, knees, and for a few moments I question my will to push on. Yes it was 
that demanding. But I wasn�’t alone by any means. A charming English woman 
behind me, Debs from Devon sounded like an old steam train chuffing up a steep 
incline with her asthma, and I thought myself so much fitter than she (I told myself 
anyway). In all the huffing and puffing and overt exertion, I�’d quite forgotten what 
exactly I was coming to see when Herman announced �“You are here! You want me 
to take your photo?�”  

It’s worth the climb! 

 
This is probably the moment I�’ve been waiting for. The high peak of Machu Picchu 
is there waiting just for me to be photographed in front of it. The light is right. And 
I am fully reinvigorated from this moment on. Who gives stuff about sore knees? I 
am standing in the historic Machu Picchu Sanctuary, internationally recognized by 
UNESCO in 1983 awarding it the status of World Natural / Cultural inheritance 
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(only one of two in all the Americas that can claim that distinction, the other being 
the Mayan city of Tikal in Guatemala where I was visiting last week). 
 
Hiram Bingham, the Professor of Latin Studies at Yale University who discovered 
Machu Picchu one hundred years ago wrote: The sanctuary was lost for centuries 
because this ridge is located in the most inaccessible corner of the central Andes. No part of 
the highlands of Peru is better defended by natural bulwarks �– a stupendous canyon with 
granite rocks, and other sheer precipices frequently a thousand feet deep. Yet, here, in a 
remote part of the canyon, a highly civilised people, artistic, inventive, well organised and 
capable of sustained endeavour, at some time in the distant past built themselves a 
sanctuary for the worship of the sun.  
 
Machu Picchu has sunlight all day �– important for the Inca sun worship and 
rituals. A pyramid with sun dial is the centre of the valley. Engineers spent time on 
top of two mountains studying the sun�’s movements before planning the layout of 
the city. 

Agricultural terraces of Machu Picchu 

 
In our walk over the site, it is possible to distinguish two or three well 
differentiated zones. The agricultural one includes a vast network of terraces. The 
urban is divided into a sacred zone with temples, monuments and burial 
chambers, where houses, storerooms and silos were located. The buildings 
demonstrate an amazing command of space and of stone working techniques. 
There were probably only 500 people living here. It is estimated that Machu Picchu 
fell into disuse and was forgotten between the 17th and 18th centuries. 
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Visitors have really dispersed by the time we walk back to our lodge just a few 
metres outside the gates. Llama walk along the terraces picking weeds from the 
rock crevices; bird song fills the twilight. I spend some time looking at my digital 
photos and adding captions, but for some unknown reason my knees start to 
shake. It must be all catching up with me. Before turning in, I have to go outside 
and take in the silence (except for the resounding echo of rushing water in the river 
hundreds of metres in the valley below), and the sky full of stars. 
 
Dilma is my guide this morning and we set off before breakfast to find a quiet 
vantage point to watch the sun rise and light the Citadel. The moon is already 
dipping towards a ridge of snow capped mountains are illuminated by the first 

rays of morning light. The sun dazzles for the first few moments as it appears over 
the ridge but then rises so quickly. We take off up the mountain to a gate that 
marks the end of the Inca Trail. The views looking back down over Machu Picchu 
are wonderful - different perspectives and very different colourings from light and 
shade to yesterday.  

First light on the snow-capped ranges behind us while waiting for the sun to rise over Machu Picchu 

 
Birds sing in the thick undergrowth; wild hens cross 
our path; and colourful orchids and tree ferns 
branch out often to block our way.  We pass people 
just arriving in Machu Picchu after six days trekking 
and camping along the Inca Trail not knowing 
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whether their excitement is from seeing the Citadel before them or for the promise 
of their first hot water in so many days. (I sat next to a tough young surfer boy 
from Maroubra in Sydney�’s East on my way out and he told me that he cried on 
the second night of his trek from the burning of the muscles in his forelegs. He said 
that he didn�’t know how he could take one more step over the rocky trail in the 
rain and mud �– but he made it �– never to do it again though.) After our rapid 
descent to a late breakfast, my knees and forelegs weren�’t so good either and I�’d 
only been walking for a matter of hours this morning �– and in brilliant sunshine. 
 

On the train back to 
Cuzco in the evening, I 
enjoy dinner and the 
company of some 
Americans who had 
just been in the 
Galapagos and on a 
small cruise vessel on 
the Amazon. I was able 
to get first-hand 
information for Pam 
and Ken who are 
angling to get me to 
accompany them on an 
Amazon adventure. It 
sounds good and I 

learn that it�’s best to travel on one of the tributaries and to do it when it is in flood. 
 
Peruvian Kathleen is waiting for me all rugged 
up on the platform to take this one very 
exhausted traveler back to the hotel. She is all 
smiles as she shows me the written words of 
�“I�’ll take you home again Kathleen�” and tells 
me that her young husband found them so 
touching that he cried. Kathleen has yet to sing 
it to her mother but vows she will.  
 
A free morning in Cuzco doesn�’t go astray and 
I use it to walk and see some of the back streets 
with views back over the wonderful tile roofs 
that seem to carpet the whole valley in a 
terracotta haze.  
 
Back in Lima, I meet up over dinner with new 
friends Susan and Pedro Morillas who were 
introduced to me by Hilary Aquilina and the 
Turners. I�’m quite amazed when Susan takes 
two pictures out of the glove box of the car and 
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shows me my cousin Cookie as bridesmaid at her English sister�’s wedding in 
Sydney many years ago. How small is this world!  
 
The idea of a 2.30 am pick-up for transfer to the airport for my flight to Cuba 
stymies any thought of partying-on on my last night in Peru. And amazingly, I go 
to bed and sleep soundly till the front desk wakes me. It�’s been a full and exciting 
week. 
 

Photos in Slideshows 

I have more photos on-line in Picasa SLIDESHOW. Simply click on the links and ENJOY! 

CUZCO: http://picasaweb.google.com/michaelmusg/PERUCuzco  

LIMA: http://picasaweb.google.com.au/michaelmusg/LimaPeruApril2008  

ORIENT EXPRESS: 
http://picasaweb.google.com.au/michaelmusg/OrientExpressToMachuPicchu  

MACHU PICCHU: http://picasaweb.google.com.au/michaelmusg/MachuPicchu  

 
 
Cuzco, where it has become very ‘chic’ for the current-day elite from Lima to own townhouses to 
protect their patrimony.  
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Farewell Peru! 
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