CHRISTMAS 2008 PART 1
It seems like only a couple of months ago that I was writing my 2007 letter for Christmas and now here I am
reflecting over all that 2008 has brought to us. Norm and I have had another busy year. Our travelling bug
was curtailed somewhat, because Drew lived with us for the most part of the year, so that he could attend
Moss Vale High. We have still had several adventures, taken this year mostly during the school holiday
periods.
At Easter we took Drew camping on the South Coast at Gillard’s Beach, with Norm’s brother, Sam and his
wife, Trish as well as my dear friend Jane and her husband, Daryl. Drew coped with us oldies pretty well.

Our camp set up at Gillard’s

Gillard’s Beach

Norm and Sam – whose fish was biggest?

Trish, Jane and me doing it tough

Drew on Gillard’s Beach

Gillard’s without the fishermen

Our big trip was in April when we travelled to Egypt. The flight towards Cairo took us over very
desolate country, no sign of water, no vegetation, just sand dunes, yellow-brown in colour. It was quite
a contrast to the vivid reds and oranges of the centre of our great country. As we approached Cairo
Airport the landscape was very similar, with mostly mud brick buildings blending into the landscape;
then near the River Nile, a stretch of lush green vegetation with many high-rise buildings – still brown.
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CAIRO

River Nile, opposite our Hotel

Cairo street scene from overpass

Egyptian Museum

Pyramid of Cheops and Sphinx, Giza

CAIRO TO ALEXANDRIA
Our journey took us out along the aptly named Desert Road to Alexandria via the war cemetery and
museum at El Alamein.

Desert Road Giza to El Alamein

Australian Memorial El Alamein

ALEXANDRIA
We arrived in Alexandria in the middle of the evening peak hour. The traffic was not much
different to any other time – constant chaos, noise, horns, cars, people, donkeys, the
occasional camel and bikes all competing for the opportunity to move along the road. No
attention is paid to any road rules that may or may not exist; traffic lights (if they are
working) are ignored; and yet, miraculously we witnessed very few accidents, and
everybody seems to get to where they are going somehow.
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Alexandria sunset

Old Alexandria street

Alexandria waterfront

Pompey’s pillar and sphinx

Graeco-Roman Ruins Alexandria

Alexandria great library

ALEXANDRIA TO GIZA VIA COPTIC MONASTERY
The monastery was like an oasis in the middle of the desert. They must have had access to
underground water. One of the resident monks took us on a tour of the old church, which was
awesome. However, the most memorable part of the complex was the visitor’s loos. They stood out
on their own as the most disgraceful loos we have ever experienced, including the worst that China
could throw at us. I doubt they had ever been cleaned and they were alive with flies, covered in filth
and stank. So much for cleanliness being close to godliness – not out there!
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Coptic Monastery

Old door to church

Coptic Monk

Lights inside church

Old stone water urns in monastery

Desert between Alexandria and Giza

Armed tourist policeman at Giza

GIZA TO LUXOR OVERNIGHT BY TRAIN
We arrived back on the outskirts of Cairo at peak hour (although that could be any time there). Our guide
explained the language of the car horns to us – a couple of short beeps means ‘Thank You’; a long beep
means the driver is saying rude things about the offending driver and a really long beep means the beeping
driver is making a very unflattering statement about the offending driver’s mother. Our bus driver
attracted one of the last category, much to our amusement.
Giza Railway Station was a teaming mass of humanity rushing and pushing their way into and out of
trains which constantly streamed in and then out again. Our train finally pulled up just after 8 PM. Norm
and I were in car 2, beds 1 and 2. Our accommodation was a very narrow cabin, with a bench seat, which
became my bunk for the night; another folded up bench above, which became Norm’s bunk and a small
hand basin in the corner. By the time we had dragged our two suitcases in, there was no visible floor space
left. We had to launch ourselves from the doorway over our bags and onto the bunk. Quite a feat!
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Our train at Giza Railway Station
Typical cabin on train
Somehow we slept reasonably well despite the sounds of the train as it rattled and rolled its way south to
Luxor. Our carriage steward woke us very early with a cup of tea and breakfast tray (cheese with
various bread rolls and croissant), and then we had an hour or so to watch the countryside around Luxor
coming to life before we arrived at the station at about 6.15 AM
END PART 1
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