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ROUND	THE	WORLD	IN	11	MONTHS.

In	 2011	 we	 took	 a	 6-week	 family	 trip	 through	 Brazil	 that

sparked	the	idea	to	take	a	year	off	to	travel	the	world.	Coming

home	from	that	trip	we	started	chatting	about	how	fun	it	would

be	to	travel	more	often,	and	for	longer	stretches	of	time.	

WE	LEFT	SEATTLE	ON	SEPTEMBER	22,	2014.
		

Our	 RTW	 plan	 was	 an	 11-month	 loop	 across	 3	 continents:

South	 America	 (Peru,	 Chile,	 Argentina	 and	 Brazil),	 Africa

(South	 Africa),	 Europe	 (Greece,	 Czech	 Republic,	 Denmark,

Ireland,	 Scotland,	 Spain,	 France,	 The	 Netherlands)	 and	 the

only	country	we	visited	that	spreads	across	Europe	and	a	slice

of	Asia	(Turkey.)*		We	wanted	to	go	places	and	stay	for	a	while,

taking	 the	 time	 to	get	 to	know	how	 local	 living	 feels	 like.	We

road-schooled	the	kids	with	the	help	of	our	good	friend	Heather

Holmes,	who	joined	us	for	the	whole	duration	of	the	journey,	as

a	tutor	and	curriculum	expert.	

		

This	 book	 chronicles	 our	 adventures	 and	 represents	 our

mindset,	 reflections,	 and	 reactions	 to	 the	 transformative	 and

everlasting	effects	the	trip	had	on	us.	

*	Visit	learnlivetravel.com	for	additional	content.

"This	family	shows	us	true	inspiration	to	live	life	
to	the	fullest	and	savor	precious	time."

LISA	PATTERSON,	Editor-in-chief,	425	Magazine
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PROLOGUE

"One's	destination	is	never	a	place,	
but	a	new	way	of	seeing	things."	

-HENRY	MILLER	





Our	group	selfie	in	beautiful	Copenhagen,	in	2015.
From	left	to	right:	Gretchen,	Rodrigo,	Marco,	Heather	and	Isabella.

WE	ARE	NOT	THE	ONLY	FAMILY
OUT	THERE	GOING	RTW.	

	 	

For	those	who	may	not	know,	"RTW"	stands	for	"Round	the
World."	 We	 are	 the	 Richter	 de	 Medeiros	 family	 (RDM)	 –

bicultural,	 binational,	 and	 bilingual	 –	 who	 love	 to	 travel,

explore	 different	 cultures	 and	 learn	 new	 ways	 of	 life.	 Our

family	 (Gretchen,	Rodrigo,	Isabella	and	Marco,	and	our

bichon-poodle	 Pablo)	 currently	 lives	 in	 Washington	 State.

Sometime	 in	 2011	 we	 decided	 that	 it	 was	 time	 to	 shake

things	up,	step	out	of	our	comfort	zone	and	hit	the	road.	Both

Gretchen	and	Rodrigo	were	overworked,	under	pressure,	and

often	 stressed	 out.	 Rodrigo’s	 daily	 round-trip	 commute

sometimes	took	up	to	3	hours,	depending	on	traffic	and	time

of	 the	 day.	Gretchen	 had	 been	working	 the	 past	 9	 years	 at

Microsoft	 as	 a	 Design	 Program	Manager,	 and	 Rodrigo	 as	 a

Photographer,	Producer	and	Director	 of	 videos,	 commercials

and	 films	 for	 an	 advertising	 agency	 in	 Seattle.	 The	 kids,

despite	attending	great	public	schools	on	the	Eastside,	were

showing	signs	of	boredom	and	lack	of	 interest	 in	the	overall
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educational	system.	We	all	had	enough	of	the	daily	grind.	

		

The	 idea	 to	 take	a	year	off	and	 travel	was	sparked	 in	2011

after	a	6	week	journey	through	Brazil	with	friends.	The	kids

got	to	experience	Brasilia	(where	Rodrigo	and	Gretchen	met)

and	meet	many	of	our	 friends	 from	high	school	and	college.

We	 saw	 amazing	 wildlife	 in	 the	 Pantanal	 –	 the	 world's

largest	 wetland	 –	 and	 visited	 Salvador,	 the	 center	 of	 Afro-

Brazilian	culture.	And	of	 course,	we	stayed	 two	weeks	with

Rodrigo's	 family	 in	 Natal.	 Coming	 home	 from	 that	 trip	 we

started	 chatting	 about	 how	 fun	 it	 would	 be	 to	 travel	 more

often,	and	for	longer	stretches	of	time.	

		

Our	 RTW	 plan	 was	 an	 11-month	 loop	 across	 3

continents:	 South	 America	 (Peru,	 Chile,	 Argentina	 and

Brazil),	 Africa	 (South	 Africa),	 Europe	 (Greece,	 Czech

Republic,	 Denmark,	 Ireland,	 Scotland,	 Spain,	 France,	 The

Netherlands)	 and	 the	 only	 country	 we	 visited	 that	 spreads

across	Europe	and	a	slice	of	Asia	(Turkey.)		We	wanted	to	go

places	and	 stay	 for	a	while,	 taking	 the	 time	 to	get	 to	know

how	local	living	feels	like.	We	road-schooled	the	kids	with	the

help	of	our	good	friend	Heather	Holmes,	who	joined	us	for

the	whole	duration	of	the	journey,	as	a	tutor	and	curriculum

expert.	

		

We	departed	from	Seattle	on	September	22,	2014.	

		

We	believe	that	traveling	is	a	need,	not	a	want,	and	that	by

doing	 so	 we	 become	 better,	 more	 knowledgeable	 human

beings;	 traveling	 opens	 our	 eyes	and	minds	 to	new	ways	 of

looking	 at	 the	 world	 around	 us,	 making	 us	 more	 resilient,

more	respectful	of	others,	more	HUMAN.	This	is	part	of	the

legacy	we	want	to	leave	our	children.	People	always	say	they

want	 a	 better	 world	 for	 their	 children,	 but	 perhaps	 that

thought	is	backwards:	we	need	our	children	to	become	better
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adults	 so	 the	 world	 can	 be	 a	 better	 place.	 And	 we	 think

seeing	 and	 experiencing	 the	 world	 is	 a	 vital	 step	 in	 that

direction.

This	 book	 chronicles	 our	 adventures,	 and	 contains	 blog

entries,	 essays	 and	 photographs,	 taken	 straight	 out	 of	 our

web	 site	 learnlivetravel.com,	 plus	 some	 new	 content;	 it

represents	 our	 mindset,	 reflections,	 and	 reactions	 to	 the

transformative	and	everlasting	effects	the	trip	had	on	us.
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Looking	out	the	window

at	the	Villa	in	Naples,

Italy.
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SUMMER	2014	TRIAL	RUN
FRANCE	-	ITALY

“The	life	you	have	led	doesn’t	need
to	be	the	only	life	you	have.”

–	ANNA	QUINDLEN
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View	from	our	room	in	Villa
Bardi,	Riva	Trigoso.
Opposite:	our	shoes	sitting
outside	our	cottage	at	the	Villa	in
Naples.
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“Please	keep	the	car	running	
in	case	I	need	to	dash	out	
to	save	my	life.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

In	 the	 Summer	 of	 2014,	 almost	 immediately	 after	 we	 quit
our	 jobs,	 and	 among	 preparations	 for	 the	 RTW	 trip,	 we

traveled	 with	 Gretchen’s	 extended	 family	 for	 her	 parents’

50th	wedding	anniversary.	We	spent	5	weeks	in	France	and

Italy	 –	 it	was	an	enlightening	 “trial	 run"	 for	 our	upcoming

adventure:	we	explored	different	ways	of	 facing	some	of	 the

challenges	 we	 might	 encounter	 along	 the	 journey	 –	 from

properly	 packing	 to	 understanding	 each	 other's	 thresholds

regarding	pace,	hunger	and	level	of	expectations.	We	noticed

the	differences	in	mood	between	all	members	of	the	family	–

those	who	were	there	on	vacation	and	us,	the	ones	who	were

just	 about	 to	 start	 a	 long	 adventure.	 Being	 with	 extended

family	for	an	extensive	amount	of	time	can	be	strenuous.	

		

In	 fact,	 we	 had	 several	 inconvenient	 instances,	 but	 the

anticipation	 surrounding	 our	 imminent	RTW	 trip	 definitely
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served	to	attenuate	any	negative	mojo.	

		

We	started	with	a	few	days	in	Paris,	the	City	of	Lights.	

The	 kids	 didn’t	much	 care	 for	 Paris,	 the	 snobbish	Parisian

attitude	or	the	smelly	subway	stations,	but	we	were	able	to

do	quite	a	bit	this	time	around	(Gretchen	and	I	had	been	to

France	 in	 2007	 for	 three	 weeks.)	 We	 hit	 all	 the	 must	 see

spots:	 Notre	 Dame,	 Sacre	 Coeur,	 Arc	 du	 Triomphe,	Musee

D’Orsay,	 L’Orangerie	 and	 Jardin	 des	 Tuileries.	 We	 even

managed	biking	through	Versailles.	

		

We	 continued	 to	 Italy:	 Rome,	 Vatican	 City,	 Venice,

Florence,	 Naples,	 Assisi	 and	 Riva	 Trigoso	 (and	 some

places	 in	 between.)	 The	 trip	 coincided	with	 the	 2014	 FIFA

World	Cup	Soccer.	

		

In	Rome	we	 rented	an	amazing	apartment	within	walking

distance	of	Vatican	City	and	the	celebrated	Sistine	Chapel,

considered	Michelangelo’s	 greatest	 legacy	 to	 humanity.	We

watched	a	spectacular	soccer	game	between	Brazil	and	Chile

at	a	bar	near	our	apartment.	Contrary	to	the	puritan	rule	in

the	US	 that	 prohibits	 people	 under	 21	 to	 frequent	 bars,	 in

Italy	you	can	bring	kids	to	the	bar	since	it	is	common	sense

to	not	serve	alcohol	to	anyone	under	18.	In	As	we	walked	in,

we	noticed	a	father	and	his	11	year-old	son	sitting	at	the	bar

right	 in	 front	 of	 the	 big	 screen	 awaiting	 the	 start	 of	 the

soccer	match;	the	dad	was	sipping	his	beer	and	his	son	had

an	orangina	 in	 front	of	him.	No	 fuss,	no	 issues,	no	worries,

just	 as	 it	 should	 be	 among	normal	 people.	Marco	 got	 to	 do

the	 same	 for	 a	 bit,	 until	 we	 decided	 to	 move	 to	 an	 actual

table	 to	 better	 accommodate	 our	 group.	 Another	 group	 of

Brazilians	arrived,	and	we	all	got	to	celebrate	the	Brazilian

goals	 together.	 That	 victory,	 however,	 only	 served	 as	mere

palliative	as	we	would	soon	find	out.	Unfortunately	we	were

in	 Rome	 for	 just	 three	 days,	 so	we	 had	 to	 choose	 carefully

where	 to	go.	We	elected	 the	Colosseum	and	 the	Fontana	di
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Vesuvius	as	seen	from	the
winding	road	to	Sorrento.
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Trevi,	temporarely	inactive	due	to	maintenance,	but	we	still

got	to	stroll	around	the	streets	where	Fellini’s	La	Dolce	Vita

was	filmed.	

		

Venice	 and	 Florence	 were	 fantastic,	 as	 always;	 they

remain	my	two	favorite	Italian	cities.	

		

In	Venice	we	stayed	several	days	at	a	 lovely	apartment	 in

Arsenal,	 an	 area	 slightly	 removed	 from	 the	 habitual	 heavy

touristy	influx.	We	got	lost	in	the	maze	of	alleys,	drenched	by

torrential	rain,	and	shopped	for	fresh	produce	straight	from

a	boat.	We	also	cooked	most	of	our	meals,	and	that	gave	us	a

small	taste	of	slower	travel.	

		

It	was	in	Florence	that	Marco	watched	the	Brazilian	soccer

team	get	slaughtered	7x1	by	the	Germans	in	what	would	be

Brazil’s	 last	game	in	the	2014	FIFA	World	Cup.	Aside	from

that,	our	days	were	filled	with	gelato,	food,	art,	and	history.

The	kids	got	to	see	the	stunning	David	of	Michelangelo.	That

alone	was	worth	the	trip.	But	we	also	did	a	one	day	cooking

course	 and	 learned	 how	 to	 make	 authentic	 pizza	 from

scratch,	 visited	 the	 Uffizi,	 the	 Galileo	 Museum,	 and	 the

beautiful	 Boboli	 Gardens.	 Marco	 insisted	 in	 wearing	 his

Brazilian	 official	 soccer	 team	 shirt	 despite	 the	 traumatic

defeat	to	Germany.	

		

In	our	own	rental	car,	we	drove	through	Umbria,	stopped	in

Perugia	and	headed	to	Assisi,	truly	enjoying	every	bit	of	it.

We	boarded	at	the	same	nunnery	where	Gretchen	had	stayed

as	a	child	decades	ago.	The	place	was	simply	appointed,	but

very	 clean	 and	 surprisingly	 spacious.	 The	 Sisters	 where

lovely,	albeit	a	bit	intimidated	by	my	eagerness	to	document

everything	 with	 a	 camera.	 Marco	 and	 Bella	 particularly

loved	the	joyous	morning	greetings	from	Sister	Sue	and	her

heavily	American	accented	“Buon	Giorno!”

	A	perfect	day	in	Sorrento.
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Sunrise	in	Assisi.
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Sunrise	in	Assisi.
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Naples	was	pretty	intense.	

		

For	 starters,	 my	 father	 in	 law	 rented	 a	 mini	 bus,	 against

everyone’s	recommendations,	and	managed	to	hit	a	road	sign

while	 taking	an	exit,	 losing	one	of	 the	massive	side	mirrors

(he	 parked	 on	 the	 side	 of	 the	 road	 while	 someone	 ran	 to

retrieve	the	piece.)	During	our	brief	stay	at	a	gorgeous	Villa,

competently	 managed	 by	 Signora	 Giulia,	 with	 whom	 I

became	 fast	 friends	using	my	 flawed	 Italian	 and	 an	honest

interest	 in	 her	 culinary	 prowess	 (and	 that	 included	 a

delicious	 Pork	 Loin	 in	 Plum	 Sauce	 and	 her	 own	 dynamite

limoncello),	 we	 were	 able	 to	 devise	 a	 plan	 to	 get	 the	 side

mirror	 replaced.	 Signora	 Julia	 arranged	 through	 some

mysterious	phone	calls	for	the	mini	bus	to	be	driven	to	a	local

garage	 and	 have	 the	 work	 done	 there.	 The	 family

volunteered	 me	 to	 go	 with	 my	 father	 in	 law	 through	 the

darkest	 part	 of	 the	 Neapolitan	 suburbs,	 using	 an	 actual

printed	map,	since	I	seemed	to	be	the	one	in	the	group	who

most	resembled	an	Italian.	

		

The	 drive	 was	 relatively	 uneventful,	 and	 I	 miraculously

managed	 to	 navigate	 our	 way	 there,	 until	 the	 very	 last

instant,	 when	 I	 then	 made	 the	 mistake	 of	 trusting	 the

veracity	of	Italian	maps.	We	made	a	turn	onto	a	street	that

progressively	got	narrower	as	we	approached	the	spot	where

we	would	 connect	 to	 the	main	 road	 leading	 to	 the	 so	 called

garage;	 we	 were	 faced	 with	 a	 dead	 end,	 with	 three	 small

concrete	posts	jutting	out	of	the	ground	blocking	any	vehicle

access.	The	only	way	out	was	using	reverse	gear.	Soon	there

were	several	old	Italian	men	spitting	out	loud	instructions	in

Italian,	 gesticulating	 madly	 aiming	 to	 help	 us	 out	 of	 that

pickle.	What	 an	 incredible	 experience,	 and	 a	 humbling	 one

indeed.	My	father	in	law	kept	his	cool	and	managed	to	back

the	massive	vehicle	out	of	the	tight	street	and	into	the	main

road.	And	without	one	of	 the	side	mirrors	 to	help.	But	who
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The	pool	at	the	Villa	in	Naples.

Fresh	catch	in	Sorrento.
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The	giant	clock	at	Musee	D'Orsay,	that	used	to	be	a	train	station.

Michelangelo's	masterpiece	ceiling	at	the	Sistine	Chapel	in	Vatican	City.
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needs	 mirrors	 when	 you	 have	 a	 dozen	 know-all	 Italians

offering	directions?	

		

The	garage	was	located	considerably	far	from	the	Villa,	and

sat	 next	 to	 a	 state	 penitentiary,	 in	 a	 really	 sketchy	 part	 of

town.	At	some	point	we	had	to	stop	at	a	gas	station	and	ask

for	directions,	using	my	broken	Italian.	“Please	keep	the	car

running	in	case	I	need	to	dash	out	to	save	my	life”,	I	pleaded,

half-jokingly,	with	my	father	in	law.	I	approached	one	of	the

least	scary	looking	folks,	the	one	wearing	a	shirt	with	the	gas

station	 logo,	 and	 he	 understood	 our	 predicament,	 pointing

vaguely	at	some	invisible	spot	further	down	the	same	road.	I

was	momentarily	proud	of	my	poor	but	apparently	effective

Italian.	

		

It	turned	out	we	had	passed	the	place	a	few	times,	driving	in

circles;	 the	 entrance	 was	 covered	 by	 shrubbery	 and	 trees,

and	a	faded	painted	placard	poorly	positioned.	

		

At	 the	 counter,	 no	 attention	 was	 given	 to	 us	 until	 I

mentioned	 “Signora	 Giulia”,	 and	 the	 whole	 world	 changed.

We	were	smiled	at,	and	promptly	taken	care	of.	To	this	day	I

am	convinced	she	had	ties	to	the	Mafia.	

		

A	local	excursion	to	Pompeii	also	ruffled	some	feathers,	the

heat	and	the	lack	of	self-assessment	on	hunger	level	being	a

big	 part	 of	 that.	 Still,	 our	 little	 nuclear	 family	unit	 cruised

through	it	relatively	unscathed.	We	knew	the	best	was	yet	to

come.	

		

We	had	a	full	day	of	absolute	relief	from	familial	stress	when

we	 visited	 the	 coastal	 town	 of	 Sorrento,	 where	 we	 lazily

grazed	 through	 local	 shops,	 and	 then	 rented	 chairs	 and	 a

large	parasol,	sipping	wine	and	eating	fresh	sea	food	by	the

water.	All	the	while	being	watched	by	the	colossal	Vesuvius.
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In	our	own	rental	car,	we	drove	through	Umbria,	 stopping	 in

Assisi,	and	truly	enjoying	every	bit	of	it.	In	Assisi	we	stayed	at

the	 same	 nunnery	 where	 Gretchen	 had	 stayed	 as	 a	 child

decades	 ago.	 The	 place	 was	 simply	 appointed,	 but	 very	 clean

and	surprisingly	spacious.	The	Sisters	where	lovely,	albeit	a	bit

intimidated	by	my	eagerness	to	document	everything	with	my

camera.	Marco	and	Bella	particularly	loved	the	joyous	morning

greetings	 from	Sister	 Sue	 and	her	 heavily	American	 accented

“Buon	Giorno!”	

		

We	 made	 our	 way	 to	Riva	 Trigoso,	 where	 we	 had	 another

tense	 moment	 while	 driving	 the	 humungous	 vehicle	 through

the	 narrow	 alleys	 and	 up	 a	 steep	 hill	 with	 hairpin	 turns	 to

access	 our	 inn,	 the	 stunning	 Villa	 Bardi.	 But	 nothing	 could

tarnish	the	 feel	of	 the	Mediterranean	breeze	and	the	allure	of

the	deep	blue	sea,	or	the	irresistible	charm	of	the	little	town.	

		

Driving	 through	 winding	 roads	 and	 avoiding	 the	 aggressive

Italian	 drivers,	 and	 going	 through	 several	 tunnels	 carved

through	massive	rocks,	our	last	stop	was	Genoa.	That	airport

was	the	smallest	I	had	ever	been	to,	and	early	in	the	morning	it

was	absolutely	deserted.	We	took	a	small	airplane	 to	Rome	to

catch	our	flight	back	to	Seattle	after	returning	our	rental	car.	

		

Back	home,	it	was	time	to	finalize	the	plans	for	the	big	sojourn.

The	last	piece	remaining	was	finding	renters	for	our	house.	As

luck	would	 have	 it,	 we	 got	 a	message	 from	 friends	who	were

just	 returning	 to	 the	 region	after	 their	 sabbatical	year	abroad

in	 Costa	 Rica,	 and	 needed	 a	 place	 to	 rent.	 Proof	 that	 the

Universe	conspires	to	put	everything	in	place	once	you	take	the

steps	to	start	any	process.
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Sacre	Coeur	in	Paris,	
within	walking	distance	from	where	we	stayed.

Colloseum	in	Rome.
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"Versailles.	It	was	beautiful.	
And	horrible."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	 landed	 in	 Paris	 and	 were	 absolutely	 exhausted	 from

flying	 9	hours	 into	 the	 future.	 I	wasn't	 a	 fan	 of	Paris,	 even

though	 I	was	 the	 family's	French	 translator.	 I	 probably

didn't	enjoy	it	as	much	as	I	could	have	because	of	the	lack	of

planning	 of	 the	 trip;	 we	 were	 exhausted	 and	 rushed	 the

whole	 time.	 We	 took	 the	 metro	 most	 places	 because	 our

apartment	was	so	far	away	from	the	"tourist"	area	of	the	city.

We	 did	 Versailles	 one	 day,	 and	 I	 was	 miserable	 the	 whole

time	 because	 it	 was	 so	 hot	 and	 so	 crowded	 and	 I	 wasn't

wearing	 sensible	 shoes	 and	 also	 wasn't	 used	 to	 walking	 so

much.	We	 did	 not	 do	 the	Louvre,	 but	we	 did	D'Orsay	and

L'Orangerie,	which	were	both	incredible.	I	saw	Degas'	Little

Dancer	again	at	the	D'Orsay,	my	second	time	seeing	it	since

the	 first	 time	 it	 came	 to	 Portland	 Art	 Museum	 in	 Oregon.

D'Orsay	was	incredible	and	I	really	did	enjoy	it,	despite	being

very	 tired.	 There	was	 a	man	 painting,	 so	we	 got	 to	 sit	 and

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

Versailles:	a	symbol	of	excess.

One	Direction	concert	in	Paris:	thank	God	for	beer	and	ear	plugs.

	20	



"Versailles.	It	was	beautiful.	
And	horrible."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	 landed	 in	 Paris	 and	 were	 absolutely	 exhausted	 from

flying	 9	hours	 into	 the	 future.	 I	wasn't	 a	 fan	 of	Paris,	 even

though	 I	was	 the	 family's	French	 translator.	 I	 probably

didn't	enjoy	it	as	much	as	I	could	have	because	of	the	lack	of

planning	 of	 the	 trip;	 we	 were	 exhausted	 and	 rushed	 the
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apartment	was	so	far	away	from	the	"tourist"	area	of	the	city.
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Dancer	again	at	the	D'Orsay,	my	second	time	seeing	it	since

the	 first	 time	 it	 came	 to	 Portland	 Art	 Museum	 in	 Oregon.

D'Orsay	was	incredible	and	I	really	did	enjoy	it,	despite	being

very	 tired.	 There	was	 a	man	 painting,	 so	we	 got	 to	 sit	 and
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watch	him	paint.	Monet's	water	lilies	were	amazing	as	well.

We	saw	both	the	Eiffel	Tower	and	Notre	Dame,	but	did	not

go	up	either	of	them.		

		

I	also	went	 to	a	One	Direction	concert	at	 the	Stade	de

France,	 which	 was	 super	 rad.	 We	 were	 in	 the	 back	 and

pretty	 far	 away	 from	 the	 stage,	 but	 we	 got	 a	 lot	 of	 great

footage	and	Papai	 loved	 it,	even	though	he	would	definitely

tell	you	otherwise	if	you	asked.			

		

The	 neighborhood	 we	 stayed	 in	 was	Montmartre,	 which

was	 further	away	 from	 the	 "touristy"	 areas	 of	Paris.	Sacre

Coeur	was	within	walking	distance	of	our	apartment,	so	we

visited	there	the	first	night.	The	cathedral	was	beautiful,	and

humbling.	 The	 nice	 thing	 about	 churches	 like	 this	 when

you're	 travelling	 is	 that	 if	 you	 ever	 get	 too	 hot	 or	 too

overwhelmed	or	too	tired	and	just	need	a	break,	you	can	go

into	 the	 church	 and	 just	 sit	 for	 an	 hour	 or	 so	 to	 get	 away

from	the	crowds	and	 the	sun.	Marco	 lit	a	candle	 for	our

dog,	 Pablo,	 in	 the	 cathedral	 as	 well.	 The	 view	 from	 our

apartment	was	 awesome.	 You	 couldn't	 see	 any	monuments

or	 anything,	 but	 the	 balcony's	 ironwork	 was	 beautiful	 and

very	typical	of	Paris,	as	well	as	the	little	street	it	looked	out

onto.			

		

Our	 cousin	 Sheyla	 visited	 us	 in	 our	 apartment	 on	 the	 last

day,	along	with	her	mom	Lulu.	Sheyla	visited	us	 in	 the	US

for	a	whole	year	in	2006	when	she	was	17	to	learn	English.

She	is	now	a	pastry	chef	and	teaches	English	in	Brasilia.	It

was	a	crazy	coincidence	when	we	found	out	we’d	be	in	Paris

at	the	same	time,	so	we	knew	we	had	to	meet	up	for	lunch.

Sheyla	and	Lulu's	 visit	 is	 exactly	what	we	want	 on	 the	big

trip;	we	want	people	to	come	visit	us	wherever	we	are.

		

We	 took	 the	metro	 to	Abbesses	 (naturally),	and	discovered
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Clockwise	from	top:
Notre	Dame,

gargoyle	at	Sacre	Coeur,
our	room	with	a	view	in	Montmartre,
inside	the	subway	train	to	Versailles.
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The	Abbesses	subway	stop.

Montmartre.
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that	the	restaurant	we	wanted	to	eat	at	was	closed.	But,	we

walked	 around	 for	 a	 bit	 in	 what	 I	 found	 to	 be	my	 favorite

neighborhood	 yet	 in	 Paris,	 and	 found	 a	 small	 restaurant.

Shockingly,	 the	 waiter	 spoke	 flawless	 Portuguese	 and	 it

turned	out	that	he	had	lived	in	Belo	Horizonte	for	four	years!

		

However,	obviously	not	everyone	is	going	to	speak	one	of	our

languages	 in	 any	 given	 place	 that	 we	 go,	 and	 it's	 rude	 to

expect	 and	 assume	 that	 they	 will.	 For	 example,	 when	 we

were	 in	Versailles,	we	went	 to	 a	 little	 baked	 potato	 stand

with	 a	 huge	 line.	 The	 guy	 making	 the	 potatoes	 was	 super

friendly	 and	 entertaining	 the	 customers	 all	 on	 his	 own.	He

spoke	 three	 languages	 (French,	 English,	 and	 Spanish)	 and

had	menus	in	several	others.	There	was	a	Brazilian	family	of

tourists	in	line	in	front	of	us,	with	what	appeared	to	be	one

middle-aged	woman	who	was	the	only	French-speaker	out	of

the	group,	desperately	trying	to	keep	track	of	what	appeared

to	 be	 her	 parents,	 siblings,	 and	 aunts.	 They	 were	 all

speaking	 Portuguese	 trying	 to	 decipher	 the	 menu,	 but	 of

course	only	the	one	woman	spoke	French	so	she	was	trying	to

help	 her	 entire	 family	 at	 once.	 The	 potato	 guy	 understood

that	they	were	speaking	Portuguese	after	a	bit	and	offered	a

menu	in	Portuguese.	After	some	discussion,	the	father	of	the

Brazilian	 woman	 asked	 	 the	 guy	 (in	 Portuguese!)	 which

potato	he	was	making.	He	didn't	speak	Portuguese	obviously,

and	the	woman	had	to	step	in	and	help	out.	

Long	 story	 short,	 don't	 be	 the	 person	 who	 expects

people	to	accommodate	to	your	language	and	culture

when	 you	 travel.	 Make	 an	 effort	 to	 speak	 French	 when

you're	in	France;	we	found	that	if	we	approached	people	very

respectfully	 and	 tried	 to	 speak	 in	 French,	 and	 asked	 "Sil

vous	 plait,	 parlez-vous	 anglais?",	 people	will	 be	much	more

willing	to	help.
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We	decided	that	we	could	not	leave	Paris	without	seeing	the

Eiffel	 Tower,	 so	 we	 took	 the	 metro	 (surprised?).	 It	 was

crawling	 with	 tourists	 and	 with	 people	 trying	 to	 sell	 the

tourists	 little	 trinkets	 for	way	 too	much	money.	We	did	not

go	up,	but	just	looking	at	it	lit	up	at	night	was	incredible.	At

one	point,	there	were	flashing	lights	on	the	tower	that	went

on	 for	 almost	 ten	 minutes.	 The	 crowd	 cheered	 when	 they

came	on;	it	was	amazing.
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The	Eiffel	Tower	needs	no	introductions.
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"Venice	is	slowly	sinking."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

When	 I	 arrived	 in	 Venice,	 I	 knew	 I	 was	 going	 to	 have	 a

fabulous	time.	We	took	a	bus	 from	the	airport	and	hopped

on	a	vaporetto,	a	boat	taxi.	It	was	a	brief	walk	to	our	house

that	 we	 rented	 there.	 The	 house	 was	 located	 in	 Campo

Ruga,	 a	 little	 square	 where	 a	 small	 bar	 was.	 From	 the

outside,	the	house	looked	like	an	old	basic	stone	building.	We

had	to	climb	at	least	six	flights	of	stairs	to	get	to	the	top	floor

where	 our	 apartment	 was.	 On	 the	 inside,	 it	 looked	 like	 a

luxury	house	that	someone	would	sit	up	and	beg	 for.	 It	was

beautiful	with	pure	white	walls	and	plants	here	and	there.	

		

In	 Campo	 Ruga,	 I	 liked	 to	 play	 soccer	 there.	We	would

play	keep	away.	When	one	of	us	got	the	ball,	we	would	shoot

at	 the	 goal	 which	 was	 a	 wall.	 I	 liked	 the	 house,	 that’s	 not

important.	 	What	 is	 important	was	the	piazza	San	Marco.

It	is	a	huge	soccer	field	sized	central	square,	with	shops	going

all	around	it	like	a	ring.

Venice	is	one	of	the	most	magical	places	on	Earth.

Marco	playing	soccer	in	
Campo	Ruga,	where	we	stayed.
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by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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Venice	 is	 a	 city	 that	 is	 slowly	 sinking,	 so	 water	 floods

the	piazza	San	Marco	every	now	and	then.	While	waiting	at

12:00	 at	 night	 for	 my	 uncle	 and	 cousin,	 I	 waded	 into	 the

water	and	walked	around	a	little	bit.	It	was	fun	to	soak	my

sore	feet.	

		

There	was	a	gelato	shop	that	was	considered	the	best	gelato

in	Venice.	There	was	a	big	street	where	we	went	every	day.

People	 called	 it	 Dog	 Street.	 It's	 real	 name	 was	 Via

Garibaldi.	Want	to	know	why?	Because	there	were	so	many

dogs	there	that	I	lost	count.	Anywhere	you	looked	you	would

see	dogs	doing	all	sorts	of	things.	At	one	bar	we	went	to	there

was	a	dog	that	I	took	at	least	ten	pictures	of	because	it	was

so	adorable.	

		

Venice	 was	 my	 favorite	 place	 because	 It	 made	 me	 feel

happy	 with	 all	 the	 different	 things	 that	 we	 did	 there.	 The

dogs	 especially	made	me	 happy	 because	 it	 reminded	me	 of

my	 own	dog,	Pablo.	 I	 enjoyed	Venice,	 and	 if	 you	 go,	 I	 hope

you	do	too.
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Gretchen	and	Marco	having	lunch	at	a
cafe'	in	Via	Garibaldi.

San	Marco	seen	from	behind.
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“Florence:	food	and	art	abound.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

Although	Summer	 is	most	 definitely	NOT	 the	best	 time	 to
visit	 Italy	 -	 too	hot,	 too	crowded,	 too	expensive	 -	Florence	 is

such	an	amazing	mecca	of	food	and	art	that	even	with	all	the

hassles	 it	 becomes	 impossible	 to	 have	 your	 experience

completely	 ruined.	 I	 am	 a	 big	 proponent	 of	 NOT	 setting

expectations	before	a	visit	to	a	new	place;	it	really	sets	your

mind	to	just	enjoy	the	ride	and	take	things	as	they	come.	This

avoids	lots	of	unnecessary	grief.	

		

We	drove	to	Florence	and	entered	the	city	through	the	Porta

Romana.	 You	 have	 to	 pay	 1	Euro	 every	 time	 you	 enter	 the

city	by	car	-	you	can	look	at	it	as	a	"conservation	fee"	instead

of	 a	 monetary	 penalty	 for	 adding	 to	 the	 already	 nasty

pollution.	 We	 navigated	 the	 tiny	 streets	 in	 our	 tiny	 Fiat

Panda	(highly	recommended	due	to	portability	and	scale)	and

found	our	super	well	located	flat,	a	few	blocks	from	the	Boboli

Gardens.	We	unloaded	our	overpacked	vehicle	and	I	found	a

garage	where	I	parked	it	for	the	duration	of	our	stay.	We	had
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The	stunning	Boboli	Gardens	don't	disappoint.

Marco	pulls	out	the	big	guns.
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“Florence:	food	and	art	abound.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	
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already	 decided	 we	 would	 walk	 or	 bike	 everywhere	 within

Florence	to	avoid	stress.		

		

Our	 place	 was	 simple,	 but	 really	 lovely.	 We	 are	 big	 fans	 of

renting	from	locals	in	order	to	be	able	to	experience	the	lifestyle

-	 shop	 locally	 at	 small	 street	 markets	 and	 stores	 on	 a	 daily

basis,	and	cook	our	own	meals	as	much	as	possible.	Usually	we

would	 shop	 for	 breakfast	 and	 eat	 out	 at	 lunch,	 while

alternating	 eating	 in	 and	 out	 for	 dinner.	 In	 the	mornings,	we

would	get	up	while	the	kids	were	still	asleep	and	go	explore	the

local	markets	 looking	 for	 fresh	 fruit,	 vegetables,	 eggs,	 cheese,

bread	and	cured	meats.	Needless	to	say	Italians	got	that	right

for	 sure.	 The	 refrigerators	 were	 all	 consistently	 small

everywhere	 we	 stayed	 in	 Italy.	 Italians	 shop	 for	 small

amounts	of	food,	and	frequently,	to	avoid	waste	and	excess.

		

We	found	that	the	ideal	rhythm	for	our	family	was	comprised	of

focusing	 on	 one	 or	 two	 activities	 per	 day	 at	 the	 most,

always	 starting	 early	 and	 returning	 home	 to	 rest	 for	 4	 hours

before	going	 out	again.	This	worked	great,	 since	we	 ended	up

following	 their	 siesta	 schedule.	 We	 also	 made	 a	 pact	 to

communicate	 to	 each	 other	 if	 we	 were	 hungry,	 and	 before

anyone	got	grouchy.		

		

This	was	our	 third	visit	 to	Florence,	but	 the	 longest.	 I	always

make	 sure	 to	 visit	 my	 two	 favorite	 pieces	 of	 art	 -

Michelangelo's	David	at	L'Accademia	and	Boticeli's	Birth

of	Venus	at	 the	Uffizi.	 	We	started	early	and	 I	got	 to	 sit	 in

front	of	the	Botticelli’s	sketching	for	a	while.	This	time	we	also

went	 to	 the	Galileo	Museum,	 the	Boboli	Gardens	 and	 did	 a

really	great	biking	tour	of	Florence.	Highly	recommended.	

		

Using	 the	 same	 company	 that	 offered	 the	 bike	 tour,	we	 did	 a

quick	 cooking	 course	 where	 we	 learned	 how	 to	 make

pizza	 and	 gelato	 from	 scratch	 -	 and	 that	 was	 definitely	 a

highlight	with	the	kids.	While	I	failed	miserably	trying	to	slide
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Ponte	Vecchio	at	night.

Our	improvised	clothesline.
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the	 pizza	 pie	 onto	 the	 flat	 spatula	 before	 putting	 it	 in	 the

blazing	700	degree	oven,	both	Isabella	and	Marco	did	it	with

ease,	under	applause	from	the	participants.	We	learned	from

our	chef	Paul	that	the	Mercato	nearby	was	a	perfect	place	to

explore	 in	 search	 of	 amazing	 food.	We	went	 there	 the	 next

morning	 and	 had	 a	 fantastic	 breakfast	 -	 fresh,	 delicious

bread	 and	 pastries	 and	 the	 perfect	 cup	 of	 coffee.	 We	 also

tried	 a	 couple	 of	 excellent	 restaurants:	 the	 Trattoria	 4

Leoni,	 and	 the	 Ristorante	 Il	 santo	 Bevitore.	 Truly

remarkable.	Both	menus	consisted	of	smaller	plates,	ranging

from	succulent	 rabbit	 to	 creamy	pastas,	all	accompanied	by

lots	of	great	wine.	

		

Let's	talk	a	bit	about	coffee	in	Italy.	I	think	it'	virtually

impossible	to	have	a	bad	Italian	cup.	Unfortunately	we	have

not	learned	how	to	understand	or	appreciate	the	REAL	taste

and	aroma	of	a	perfect	cup	of	coffee	in	the	US.	Our	family	is

lucky	 to	 live	 in	Seattle,	where	you	 can	 likely	have	 the	best

cup	of	coffee	in	the	country.	In	order	to	truly	experience	the

flavor,	you	have	to	let	go	completely	of	any	previous	sensorial

memories	 -	 tarnished	 from	 only	 drinking	 the	 stuff	made	 at

Starbucks	 or	 over	 diluted	with	 hot	water	 at	 hotels.	Believe

me	 when	 I	 say	 America	 doesn't	 get	 coffee.	 The	 US	 is	 the

number	one	 consumer	of	 the	bean	and	yet	 can't	 fully	grasp

what	a	real	cup	of	coffee	tastes	and	smells	like.	Starting	with

the	 horrible	 habit	 of	 not	 grinding	 the	 beans	 properly,	 and

using	 those	 automated	 machines	 to	 brew	 multiple	 cups	 at

once.	You	end	up	with	a	brownish,	bitter,	acidic	 liquid	 that

looks	more	like	tea	or	dirty	water	than	coffee.	We	had	great

coffee	every	day	in	Italy,	several	times	a	day.	Brewed	using

the	little	Italian	coffee	makers	you	put	on	the	stove	top	and

boil.	Thank	God.	

		

One	afternoon	we	headed	to	the	Boboli	Gardens,	when	the

crowds	 had	 already	 dissipated.	 The	 gardens	 are	 huge,	 and
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one	 needs	 to	 be	 ready	 to	 walk	 around	 for	 hours,	 but	 it's

magical	 -	amazing	statuary	and	stunning	 foliage	designs	at

every	turn.	We	stayed	until	we	got	kicked	out	around	6	pm.		

	

Overall,	 Isabella	 and	 Marco	 seemed	 a	 lot	 more	 at	 ease	 in

Florence.	 It	may	 have	 been	 the	 fact	 that	 we	 stayed	 longer

and	took	it	easy;	or	maybe	it	was	because	we	were	constantly

bribing	them	with	gelato.

Michelangelo's	David;
Braised	rabbit	at
Trattoria	4Leoni.
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"Over-packing	is	the	worst	thing
ever."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

With	 just	 under	 three	 weeks	 on	 the	 countdown	 to	 the

departure	date,	I	have	to	start	thinking	about	what	I'm	going

to	 take	 with	 me	 on	 this	 trip.	 Packing	 isn't	 easy,	 especially

when	you	have	 to	pack	a	year's	worth	of	 things.	You	learn

how	 to	 prioritize,	 since	 over-packing	 is	 the	 worst	 thing

ever.	We	definitely	over-packed	on	our	France/Italy	trip	this

summer,	and	I'm	not	going	to	let	that	happen	again.		

		

Clothes		

		

Choosing	 what	 clothes	 I'm	 taking	 with	 me	 is	 really	 tough,

because	 I	 have	 a	 very	 limited	 amount	 of	 space	 in	 my

backpack	 for	 a	 year's	 worth	 of	 clothing.	 It's	 also	 difficult

because	 I	 really	 like	 clothes;	 I	 love	 wearing	 stuff	 that

makes	me	 feel	 good	about	myself,	 and	 I	pride	myself	 in	my

collection	of	rad	t-shirts.	So,	it's	definitely	a	challenge	to	pick

and	choose	very	few	items	to	pack.

I	consulted	a	few	other	travel	blogs,	searching	for	packing

lists,	and	I	found	travelfashiongirl.com	to	be	particularly

helpful.	She	has	excellent	packing	lists	for	almost	every

travel	situation	one	can	think	of.	I'm	getting	inspiration	for

my	own	lists	from	a	combination	of	her	RTW	and

"Maximista"	packing	lists.		

		

Tentative	List:		

		

•	Tops	(7):		

•	Simple	fitted	tanks	(3)	(grey,	white,	black)		

•	Simple	t-shirts	(3)		

•	Black	fitted	sweater		

•	Dresses	(2)		

•	Maxi	dress		

•	Short	floral	dress		

•	Bottoms	(6):		

•	Pants	(3)		

•	Cargo	pants		

•	Jeans		

•	Black	leggings		

•	Shorts	(4)		

•	Denim	shorts	x2		

•	Athletic	shorts		

•	Drapey/pajama	shorts	+	legging	shorts		

•	Skirt			

•	Outerwear	(6):		

•	Rain	jacket		

•	Thick	hoodie		

•	Thin	hoodie		

•	Down	jacket		

•	Flannels	(2)		

•	Undergarments/Swim:		

•	2	regular	bras		

•	2	sports	bras		

•	8	undies	(3	quick-dry	for	overnight	washing/drying)		

•	7	pairs	of	socks	+	1	pair	of	slipper	socks		

•	1	bikini
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"Over-packing	is	the	worst	thing
ever."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

With	 just	 under	 three	 weeks	 on	 the	 countdown	 to	 the

departure	date,	I	have	to	start	thinking	about	what	I'm	going

to	 take	 with	 me	 on	 this	 trip.	 Packing	 isn't	 easy,	 especially

when	you	have	 to	pack	a	year's	worth	of	 things.	You	learn

how	 to	 prioritize,	 since	 over-packing	 is	 the	 worst	 thing

ever.	We	definitely	over-packed	on	our	France/Italy	trip	this

summer,	and	I'm	not	going	to	let	that	happen	again.		

		

Clothes		

		

Choosing	 what	 clothes	 I'm	 taking	 with	 me	 is	 really	 tough,

because	 I	 have	 a	 very	 limited	 amount	 of	 space	 in	 my

backpack	 for	 a	 year's	 worth	 of	 clothing.	 It's	 also	 difficult

because	 I	 really	 like	 clothes;	 I	 love	 wearing	 stuff	 that

makes	me	 feel	 good	about	myself,	 and	 I	pride	myself	 in	my

collection	of	rad	t-shirts.	So,	it's	definitely	a	challenge	to	pick

and	choose	very	few	items	to	pack.

I	consulted	a	few	other	travel	blogs,	searching	for	packing

lists,	and	I	found	travelfashiongirl.com	to	be	particularly

helpful.	She	has	excellent	packing	lists	for	almost	every

travel	situation	one	can	think	of.	I'm	getting	inspiration	for

my	own	lists	from	a	combination	of	her	RTW	and

"Maximista"	packing	lists.		

		

Tentative	List:		

		

•	Tops	(7):		

•	Simple	fitted	tanks	(3)	(grey,	white,	black)		

•	Simple	t-shirts	(3)		

•	Black	fitted	sweater		

•	Dresses	(2)		

•	Maxi	dress		

•	Short	floral	dress		

•	Bottoms	(6):		

•	Pants	(3)		

•	Cargo	pants		

•	Jeans		

•	Black	leggings		

•	Shorts	(4)		

•	Denim	shorts	x2		

•	Athletic	shorts		

•	Drapey/pajama	shorts	+	legging	shorts		

•	Skirt			

•	Outerwear	(6):		

•	Rain	jacket		

•	Thick	hoodie		

•	Thin	hoodie		

•	Down	jacket		

•	Flannels	(2)		

•	Undergarments/Swim:		

•	2	regular	bras		

•	2	sports	bras		

•	8	undies	(3	quick-dry	for	overnight	washing/drying)		

•	7	pairs	of	socks	+	1	pair	of	slipper	socks		

•	1	bikini
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•	1	one-piece	competition	suit		

•	Misc/Accessories:		

•	1	kanga	("sarong"	in	English)		

•	2	pairs	of	tights		

•	1	bandana		

•	Shoes		

•	1	pair	of	flip	flops		

•	1	pair	of	hiking	boots/athletic	shoes		

•	1	pair	of	Converse	tennis-shoes		

•	1	pair	of	black	ballet	flats		

		

		

Toiletries		

		

For	toiletries,	I'm	thinking	that	I'm	going	to	just	bring	a	carry-

on-sized	 plastic	 baggie	 of	 emergency	 toiletries	 and	 toiletries

that	I'm	not	sure	are	available,	and	then	buy	small	toiletries

in	the	places	we	travel	to.	We're	never	staying	in	any	one

place	for	less	than	a	week,	which	is	plenty	of	time	to	make

sure	that	none	of	the	newly-bought	toiletries	go	to	waste.		

		

Tentative	List:		

		

•	Carry-on	Plastic	Bag:		

•	Deodorant		

•	Travel-size	toothpaste		

•	Face	lotion		

•	Face	wash		

•	Tea	tree	oil		

•	Chapstick		

•	Travel-size	body	wash		

•	Hand	sanitizer		

•	Other	small	toiletry	bag:		

•	Monthly	supplies		

•	Toothbrush		

•	10	hair	ties		

•	1	elastic	headband		

•	1	jaw	clip
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•	3	corkscrew	hair	pins		

•	Travel-sized	hair	comb		

		

Cosmetics		

		

I	 don't	 wear	 a	 lot	 of	 makeup	 on	 a	 day-to-day	 basis,	 so

cosmetics	 are	 not	 going	 to	 be	 a	 huge	 part	 of	 my	 list.	 I

usually	wear	eyeliner	and	mascara	every	day,	but	when

we're	 in	 Macchupicchu	 (Peru)	 or	 Krueger	 Park	 (South

Africa),	for	example,	I	won't	have	time	for	makeup.		

		

Tentative	list:		

		

•	Eyeliner		

•	Mascara		

•	Lipstick		

•	Concealer			

•	Makeup-removing	wipes	

		

We	have	packed	a	few	boxes	of	clothing	to	send	to	my	family

in	 Brazil,	 since	 we	 are	 going	 to	 be	 living	 there	 for	 three

months.	While	we're	in	Brazil,	we'll	have	time	and	room	for	a

much	larger	wardrobe,	so	we	won't	be	living	as	backpackers

there.	This	is	definitely	a	trial	and	error	situation.
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"It's	basically	like	hauling	a	6	year-
old	on	your	back."	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

When	I	tell	people	that	I	am	leaving	for	a	full	year	with	my

family	 on	 this	 adventure	 and	 that	 I	 plan	 to	 shoot	 a

documentary	 of	 the	 experience,	 after	 the	 initial	 "wow"

reaction	in	regards	to	the	"RTW/one-year	off"	itself,	the	next

question	 I	 frequently	 get	 is	 "what	kind	of	 equipment	do

you	need	to	do	that	on	the	road?"	

		

I	am	primarily	a	content	producer,	but	it	became	clear	that	I

needed	 to	wear	many	hats	 to	make	 this	documentary	work.

Ideally	 I	would	have	a	small	 crew	to	help,	particularly	with

audio	 -	 in	my	 opinion,	 the	most	 beastly	 of	 all	 tasks	 -	 but	 I

certainly	 don't	 have	 that	 luxury.	 I	 decided	 to	 focus	 on	 the

content,	 let	 the	 images	 and	 situations	 unravel	 naturally,

instead	 of	 trying	 to	 do	 everything	 perfectly.	 I	 feel	 that	 the

storytelling	is	the	most	important	aspect	here,	and	what

will	 make	 people	 want	 to	 follow	 us.	 Once	 I	 came	 to	 terms

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

with	that,	everything	just	became	a	bit	easier.	

		

My	 packing	 list	 for	 equipment	 seems	 extensive,	 but	 if	 one

thinks	about	the	task	at	hand,	it	really	is	pretty	condensed.

See	below	if	you're	curious.	

		

BAGS	

		

•	 1	 large	 professional	 grade	 camera	 back	 pack	 -	 by

Mountainsmith	

•	This	guy	is	a	beast,	but	you	could	throw	it	down	a	cliff

and	nothing	inside	would	suffer	a	single	scuff.	I	can	fit

essentially	everything	I	need	in	there.	

		

•	1	small	day	pack	-	by	Mountainsmith	

•	Ok,	it	kinda	looks	like	a	pretentious	fanny	pack,	but	I

need	something	 that	attaches	 to	my	waist	and	 is	 front

loaded	 for	 easy	 access	 and	 security.	 Just	 enough	 for	 a

DSLR	body	and	a	couple	of	lenses,	perfect	for	short	day

excursions.	

		

•	1	large	duffel	carry	on	bag	with	wheels	-	by	Northwest

Trails	

•	For	clothes	and	shoes,	toiletries	and	such,	

		

IN	THE	CAMERA	BAG	

		

I	 didn't	 pay	 full	 price	 for	 any	 of	 my	 equipment,	 but	 that

doesn't	mean	I	went	cheap.	

		

3	DSLR	camera	bodies	(5d	Mark	I/7d/6d)	

Why	 three?	 The	 5d	 is	 a	 full	 frame	 sensor,	 and	 I	 use	 it	 for

photography	only;	 the	7d	 is	my	film	camera	A,	my	primary

workhorse.	And	the	6d	-	also	a	full	frame	sensor	-	performs

amazingly	well	 in	 low	 light	 -	 I	 plan	 to	 use	 it	 at	 night	 and

under	 difficult	 lighting	 circumstances,	 as	 my	 secondary

camera.	Add	to	these	their	chargers	and	batteries.
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"It's	basically	like	hauling	a	6	year-
old	on	your	back."	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

When	I	tell	people	that	I	am	leaving	for	a	full	year	with	my

family	 on	 this	 adventure	 and	 that	 I	 plan	 to	 shoot	 a

documentary	 of	 the	 experience,	 after	 the	 initial	 "wow"

reaction	in	regards	to	the	"RTW/one-year	off"	itself,	the	next

question	 I	 frequently	 get	 is	 "what	kind	of	 equipment	do

you	need	to	do	that	on	the	road?"	

		

I	am	primarily	a	content	producer,	but	it	became	clear	that	I

needed	 to	wear	many	hats	 to	make	 this	documentary	work.

Ideally	 I	would	have	a	small	 crew	to	help,	particularly	with

audio	 -	 in	my	 opinion,	 the	most	 beastly	 of	 all	 tasks	 -	 but	 I

certainly	 don't	 have	 that	 luxury.	 I	 decided	 to	 focus	 on	 the

content,	 let	 the	 images	 and	 situations	 unravel	 naturally,

instead	 of	 trying	 to	 do	 everything	 perfectly.	 I	 feel	 that	 the

storytelling	is	the	most	important	aspect	here,	and	what

will	 make	 people	 want	 to	 follow	 us.	 Once	 I	 came	 to	 terms

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

with	that,	everything	just	became	a	bit	easier.	

		

My	 packing	 list	 for	 equipment	 seems	 extensive,	 but	 if	 one

thinks	about	the	task	at	hand,	it	really	is	pretty	condensed.

See	below	if	you're	curious.	

		

BAGS	

		

•	 1	 large	 professional	 grade	 camera	 back	 pack	 -	 by

Mountainsmith	

•	This	guy	is	a	beast,	but	you	could	throw	it	down	a	cliff

and	nothing	inside	would	suffer	a	single	scuff.	I	can	fit

essentially	everything	I	need	in	there.	

		

•	1	small	day	pack	-	by	Mountainsmith	

•	Ok,	it	kinda	looks	like	a	pretentious	fanny	pack,	but	I

need	something	 that	attaches	 to	my	waist	and	 is	 front

loaded	 for	 easy	 access	 and	 security.	 Just	 enough	 for	 a

DSLR	body	and	a	couple	of	lenses,	perfect	for	short	day

excursions.	

		

•	1	large	duffel	carry	on	bag	with	wheels	-	by	Northwest

Trails	

•	For	clothes	and	shoes,	toiletries	and	such,	

		

IN	THE	CAMERA	BAG	

		

I	 didn't	 pay	 full	 price	 for	 any	 of	 my	 equipment,	 but	 that

doesn't	mean	I	went	cheap.	

		

3	DSLR	camera	bodies	(5d	Mark	I/7d/6d)	

Why	 three?	 The	 5d	 is	 a	 full	 frame	 sensor,	 and	 I	 use	 it	 for

photography	only;	 the	7d	 is	my	film	camera	A,	my	primary

workhorse.	And	the	6d	-	also	a	full	frame	sensor	-	performs

amazingly	well	 in	 low	 light	 -	 I	 plan	 to	 use	 it	 at	 night	 and

under	 difficult	 lighting	 circumstances,	 as	 my	 secondary

camera.	Add	to	these	their	chargers	and	batteries.
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1	GoPro	Hero2	

My	friend	Robin	Murdoch	was	kind	enough	to	give	me	a	full

Hero2	outfit,	with	straps,	mounts,	backs,	cases,	etc.	This	is

my	camera	C,	and	we	use	it	for	quick	shooting,	mounted	on

bikes,	 underwater,	 and	 for	 inconspicuous	 footage.	 You	 can

sneak	 it	 in	 pretty	 much	 anywhere.	 I	 also	 have	 a	 double

battery	charger	and	several	cables.	

		

5	Lenses	

I	bought	4	old	school	Nikor	lenses	to	use	exclusively	for	film	-

amazing	construction,	and	really	fast.	These	lenses	take	care

of	most	of	my	needs,	since	I	can	use	them	in	all	three	camera

bodies:	

•	24mm/f	2	

•	50mm/f	1.8	

•	50-135mm/f	2.8	

•	70-210mm/f	4	

•	...and	a	newer	Canon	70-300mm/f	4	

		

1	RODE	microphone	

I	mount	 this	 powerful	 little	mic	 atop	 any	 of	 the	 bodies	 for

great	 audio	 performance.	 I	 can	 use	 it	 for	 interviews,	 and	 I

can	use	it	unmounted	as	well.	

		

1	Manfroto	professional	tripod	with	video	head	

A	beast.	About	7	lbs	when	mounted.	Great	for	long	exposures

or	time	lapses.	A	pain	to	carry	around	-	I	can	strap	it	to	the

outside	of	the	camera	bag,	and	carry	it	with	me	on	the	plane

cabin,	 but	 if	 the	 aircraft	 is	 smaller	 than	 a	 737,	 sometimes

they	will	 force	you	to	check	 it	 in.	So	now	 it	 travels	 checked

in,	inside	my	large	duffel.	

		

Media	Storage	

•	8	compact	flash	cards	of	various	capacities	-	from	4	GB

to	32	GB
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The	point	of	no	return:	packing,	packing,	packing,	endless	"to	do"	and	planning	lists.
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•	I	use	these	on	the	5d	and	the	7d;	

•	4	SD	cards	-	8GB,	16	GB	and	two	32	GB	

•	used	on	the	6d	and	the	GoPro	Hero2;	

•	3	2TB	+	1	1TB	portable	drives	

•	6	thumdrives	of	various	capacities	-	from	4GB	to	16GB

		

1	mac	book	pro	-	15"	screen	laptop	

I	 customized	 this	 guy	 for	 video	 and	 photo	 editing.	 It's

amazing.	I	also	have	a	Adobe	Creative	Cloud	subscription	so

I	 can	 use	 the	 latest	 software	 versions	 available.	 I	 use

primarily	 Premiere	 and	 Photoshop.	 Slowly	 venturing

into	After	Effects,	but	haven't	really	needed	it	yet.	

		

Accessories	

USB	splitters,	USB	cables,	chargers,	card	readers,	earbuds.	I

have	a	variety	of	these.	Never	too	many.	I	also	have	a	set	of

three	micro	filters	(1x/2x/4x)	that	I	can	screw	onto	my	Nikon

lenses	to	get	some	pretty	good	micro	shots.	

		

Adaptors	

Every	continent	seems	to	have	different	rules	for	outlets	and

voltage.	 Most	 electronics	 nowadays	 come	 with	 110-240

voltage	converters	built	in	their	chargers	and	cords.	But	the

actual	plug	needs	adaptors	to	fit	the	wall	outlets	depending

on	 where	 you're	 traveling	 to.	 We	 have	 4	 full	 sets	 of	 those

plugs,	for	anywhere	in	the	world.		

		

Once	 the	 camera	 bag	 is	 loaded,	 it	weighs	 about	 50	 lbs.	 It's

basically	 like	 hauling	 a	 6	 year-old	 on	 your	 back.	 Painful.

Luckily,	 the	 camera	 bag	 has	 a	 great	 waist	 support	 system

that	minimizes	the	damage.	

		

The	rest,	as	it's	said,	is	history.	Or	that's	what	I	tell	myself,

that	 I	 am	 making	 history	 with	 my	 family.	 Worth	 every

ounce.
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SOUTH	AMERICA
PERU	-	CHILE	-	ARGENTINA	-	BRAZIL

“Travel	is	the	only	thing	you	buy	
that	makes	you	richer.”	

–	ANONYMOUS	

	47	



“You	are	not	checking	in	until
tomorrow,	I	am	here	tonight.”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

“OK,	remember,”	 I	wrote	 for	 the	third	or	 fourth	time,	 “we

will	be	arriving	very,	very	early	on	the	morning	of	September

23.	Likely	around	1	AM.	Will	it	be	possible	to	check	in	at	that

time?”	

		

“No	 problem.”	 He	 assured	 me	 in	 his	 email	 reply.	 “The

doorman	will	have	the	key	and	he	works	all	night.”	

		

Regardless	 of	 my	 careful	 planning	 and	 of	 multiple	 email

communications,	I	still	had	a	vague	feeling	that	things	might

not	work	 out	 just	 right.	Did	Manuel	 really	understand	 that

we	 would	 be	 arriving	 at	 oh-dark-hundred-hours?	 I	 even

mentioned	it	to	Rodrigo	about	5	weeks	before	we	left.	“Maybe

we	should	 just	get	a	hotel	 in	Lima	for	 that	 first	night,	after

all,	we	 get	 in	 really	 late.”	Nah,	we	 decided,	 it’ll	 be	 fine,	we

made	our	arrival	time	really	clear.

Our	first	night	in	Lima	didn't	go	as	expected.

Despite	a	rocky	start,	we	were	able	to	have	some	great	experiences
in	Lima,	including	a	stellar	meal	at	Brujas	de	Cachiche	in	Miraflores.
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“You	are	not	checking	in	until
tomorrow,	I	am	here	tonight.”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

“OK,	remember,”	 I	wrote	 for	 the	third	or	 fourth	time,	 “we

will	be	arriving	very,	very	early	on	the	morning	of	September

23.	Likely	around	1	AM.	Will	it	be	possible	to	check	in	at	that

time?”	

		

“No	 problem.”	 He	 assured	 me	 in	 his	 email	 reply.	 “The

doorman	will	have	the	key	and	he	works	all	night.”	

		

Regardless	 of	 my	 careful	 planning	 and	 of	 multiple	 email

communications,	I	still	had	a	vague	feeling	that	things	might

not	work	 out	 just	 right.	Did	Manuel	 really	understand	 that

we	 would	 be	 arriving	 at	 oh-dark-hundred-hours?	 I	 even

mentioned	it	to	Rodrigo	about	5	weeks	before	we	left.	“Maybe

we	should	 just	get	a	hotel	 in	Lima	for	 that	 first	night,	after

all,	we	 get	 in	 really	 late.”	Nah,	we	 decided,	 it’ll	 be	 fine,	we

made	our	arrival	time	really	clear.

Our	first	night	in	Lima	didn't	go	as	expected.

Despite	a	rocky	start,	we	were	able	to	have	some	great	experiences
in	Lima,	including	a	stellar	meal	at	Brujas	de	Cachiche	in	Miraflores.
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We	 arrived	 in	 Peru	 exhausted.	 We’d	 been	 up	 since	 4	 AM,

packing	away	a	few	final	things	–	toiletries	and	clothes	that

we’d	 been	 using	 until	 the	 very	 last	 minute–	 loading	 our

packs	into	the	car,	and	having	a	simple	breakfast	of	delicious

banana	bread	made	 for	us	by	our	neighbor	Debbie.	My	dad

acted	as	chauffeur,	and	got	us	to	the	airport	by	5:20	AM.		

		

We’d	flown	from	SEA	to	LAX,	and	then	had	a	short	layover,

followed	 by	 an	 uneventful	 8-hour	 flight	 to	 Lima.	 We	 got

through	 immigration	 without	 a	 hitch,	 dragging	 Heather

through	the	line	with	us	as	a	member	of	our	family.	60-day-

stay	stamps	were	officiously	pounded	in	to	all	our	passports.	

		

Arranging	 a	 taxi	 was	 easy	 as	 pie,	 despite	 exiting	 the

baggage	claim	at	12:40	AM.	I	had	memorized	the	address	in

Lima’s	Miraflores	neighborhood	and	was	able	to	make	myself

understood	 in	my	High	School	Spanish	 (thank	you	Senorita

Panadora!)	mixed	with	Portuguese.	We	raced	through	the

darkened	streets,	commenting	several	times	on	how	much

Lima	reminded	us	of	Rodrigo’s	hometown,	Natal.	Our	driver

pointed	 out	 important,	 brightly	 lit	 buildings	 and	 plazas	 as

we	curved	through	Lima’s	historic	center.	And	then,	we	were

there.		

		

The	apartment	building	was	chic-looking	with	clean	modern

lines	 and	 a	 gorgeous	 wood	 front	 door.	 We	 buzzed	 the

doorman,	 the	 taxi	 driver	 hanging	 out	 on	 the	 sidewalk	 to

make	sure	we	got	in	OK.	The	doorman	sounded	surprised	to

hear	that	we	wanted	to	check	in	to	apartment	402.	“Here,”	he

said,	 pointing	 to	 the	 buzzer	 button	 for	 402,	 “press	 here.”

“Don’t	 you	 have	 a	 key?”	 I	 asked.	 “No,	 you’ll	 need	 to	 buzz

upstairs.”	

		

I	 knew	 immediately	 that	 this	 was	 not	 right,	 and	 sure

enough,	 someone	 answered.	 “Oh,	 no,”	 she	 said	 in	 accented

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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English,	“you	are	not	checking	in	until	tomorrow,	I	am

here	tonight.”	“Uh,	no,”	I	replied,	“we’re	supposed	to	check

in	tonight.	We	told	the	guy	multiple	times…”	She	cut	me	off.

“Well	the	guy	was	confused,”	then	hung	up.		

		

Thank	 goodness	 the	 taxi	 driver	 was	 still	 there!	 I	 simply

turned	to	him	and	asked	him	if	he	could	help	us	find	a	hotel.

We	 loaded	our	bags	back	 into	 the	rear	of	 the	vehicle,

and	he	expertly	maneuvered	us	around	the	narrow	road	and

back	 to	 the	main	 boulevard.	 The	 first	 hotel	 he	 stopped	 at	 -

Hotel	 Miramar	 -	 had	 2	 rooms	 available	 at	 a	 reasonable

price.	 We	 tipped	 the	 driver	 well,	 got	 ourselves	 and	 our

luggage	 up	 the	 tiny	 elevators	 (it	 took	 three	 trips!),	 took

birdie-baths	 and	 flopped	 in	 to	 bed.	 I	 slept	 like	 a	 rock	 until

10:30	AM.		

		

So,	 I	 guess	 you	 could	 say	 that	 our	 first	 hours	 in	Peru	were

rocky.	But	at	the	same	time,	what	a	relief	it	was	to	know	that

we	had	the	financial	wherewithal	to	simply	find	an	available

hotel	and	check	in.	And	it	also	helped	to	know	that	we	aren’t

in	 any	 rush.	We	 don’t	 need	 to	 be	 running	 around	 to	 cram

everything	 in,	as	 if	we	were	going	home	after	2	weeks.	This

trip	 will	 be	 a	marathon,	 not	 a	 sprint.	Patience,	 problem-

solving	 and	 the	 kindness	 of	 strangers	will	 be	 crucial

elements	for	dealing	with	other,	harder	challenges	we’ll	face

somewhere	else	along	the	road.	The	way	I	see	it,	we	got	our

Peru	challenge	out	of	the	way.
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"Isaias	is	our	guide	for	most	of	the
Peru	trip.	I	like	him.	He's	cool."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Chinchero	is	a	lot	different	from	what	you	would	see	in	the
United	States,	especially	Fall	City.	The	architecture	is	much

different.	 Where	 we	 build	 with	 wood,	 they	 built	 with

concrete	and	stone.	Chinchero	people	dress	very	differently

than	 us.	 The	 women	 wear	 traditional	 dresses	 with	 fancy

hats.	 The	 men	 wear	 traditional	 drawstring	 pants	 and

ponchos	 over	 their	 body.	 The	market	was	 different	 as	well.

Either	it	wasn't	a	busy	day	or	the	market	just	simply	doesn't

have	 much	 energy.	 In	 Chinchero	 the	 market	 is	 very	 calm,

whereas	 in	 Seattle	 for	 instance,	 the	 Pike	 Place	 Market	 is

always	bustling	with	energy.	

		

Isaias	is	our	guide	and	driver	for	most	of	the	Peru	trip.

Isaias	is	much	different	than	an	American.	He	has	dark	skin

with	a	weathered	 face.	While	he's	 60	 years	 old,	he	 looks	40

years	 old.	 Isaias	 is	 calm,	 even	 in	 the	 most	 annoying
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Chinchero	is	known	for	the	skilled	weavers.	

The	one	and	only	Isaias,	our	guide	in	Peru.
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"Isaias	is	our	guide	for	most	of	the
Peru	trip.	I	like	him.	He's	cool."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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Chinchero	is	known	for	the	skilled	weavers.	

The	one	and	only	Isaias,	our	guide	in	Peru.
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situations.	He	 gets	 along	with	most	 people	 in	 the	 area.	 I	 like

him.	He's	cool.	

		

Isaias	 told	 us	 different	 stories	 about	 the	pre-Inka	 ruins.	My

favorite	was	about	the	shaping	of	the	rocks	for	the	walls	of	the

ruins.	 Each	 one	 is	 completely	 different	 but	 is	 carved	 to	 fit

together.	He	 says	 that	no	 one	knows	how	 the	pre-Inka	people

made	each	of	the	rocks	fit	perfectly	together,	but	they	think	it's

odd	that	the	pre-Inka	people	once	in	a	while	wouldn't	just	cut	at

a	rock	to	make	it	 fit	horizontally,	but	they	 just	carved	a	small

square	on	the	corner	to	make	the	smallest	fit.	

		

My	 favorite	 part	 of	 the	 pre-Inka	 ruins	 in	 Chinchero	 was	 the

seats	 carved	 into	 outcroppings	 of	 stone	 dotted	 randomly

around	 the	 place.	 I	 loved	 the	Chinchero	 ruins.	 I	 didn't	 dislike

them	one	bit.	

		

Coming	 back	 from	 the	 ruins	 was	 terrible.	 We	 were	 stuck	 in

traffic	 just	before	the	entrance	of	Ollantaytambo	 for	an	hour

and	a	half	because	of	a	police	officer	blocking	the	way	with	his

motorcycle.	Plus	there	were	eight	semi-trucks	coming	down	this

narrow	slope.	People	started	getting	out	of	their	cars	(tourists)

and	 hiked	 up	 to	 Ollantaytambo	 to	 catch	 the	 train	 to

Machupicchu.	Other	People	got	out	of	their	cars	and	went	up

to	 find	 out	 what	 was	 happening,	 while	 leaving	 their	 cars

unattended	which	made	the	situation	worse.	Finally	we	decided

to	move	out	of	the	slope	to	help	with	the	passing	of	the	trucks.

Eventually	 we	 got	 out.	 Two	 nuns	 started	 scolding	 the	 police

man	for	the	terrible	job	he	was	doing.	It	was	hilarious.
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The	unique	ruins	in	Chinchero.

The	colorful	market	in	Chinchero.
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"Machupicchu:	Thoughts	of
'repatriation	of	remains'	crossed	my
mind,	but	I	quickly	pushed	them
aside."	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

The	 highlight	 to	 our	 Peru	 trip	 	 was	 -	 predictably	 -
Machupicchu.	 We	 took	 an	 ungodly	 early	 train	 from

Ollantaytambo	to	the	small	village	of	Aguas	Calientes,	just

a	 short	bus	 ride	 to	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	magnificent	 ruins	 of

Machupicchu.	 Our	 guide	Manuel	 was	 waiting	 for	 us	 at	 the

train	station,	and	took	us	straight	to	the	Rupa	Wasi	lodge	-

a	beautiful	tree	house	style	lodge	with	rustic	wood	bungalows

stacked	 on	 the	 rocks	 with	 a	 great	 view	 of	 the	 adjacent

mountains.	 We	 arrived	 at	 8	 am	 and	 were	 greeted	 by	 the

awesome	hostess,	who	was	kind	enough	to	get	us	a	different

room	where	everyone	could	crash,	although	our	actual	rooms

were	 not	 ready	 until	 9:30	 am	 (official	 check	 in	 time.)

Everyone	 was	 exhausted	 -	 Bella	 and	 Heather	 particularly,
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No	railing.	My	Indiana	Jones	moment.

We	took	the	selfie	just	to	prove	we	were	there.
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No	railing.	My	Indiana	Jones	moment.

We	took	the	selfie	just	to	prove	we	were	there.
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both	 showing	 signs	 of	 altitude	 sickness.	 We	 gathered	 in	 the

restaurant	a	few	steps	from	the	lodge	and	had	delicious	coffee

and	hot	chocolates	-	and	I	mean	rich,	intense-flavored,	perfectly

comforting	 hot	 chocolate.	 We	 were	 all	 grateful	 that	 Manuel

suggested	 we	 all	 rest	 for	 a	 couple	 of	 hours	 before	 venturing

uphill	to	the	ruins.		

		

Once	 up	 and	 moving	 again,	 we	 took	 a	 20-minute	 bus	 ride

uphill	 to	 Macchupichu,	 with	 amazing	 views	 of	 the	 valley	 at

every	sharp	turn.	The	feelings	and	thoughts	 in	my	mind	spun

from	elation	to	fear	-	fear	of	being	disappointed,	or	so	excited	I

wouldn't	 be	 able	 to	 capture	 footage	 properly	 for	 the

documentary.	 I	 had	 brought	 my	 tripod	 with	 the	 intention	 of

doing	 a	 time-lapse	 at	 the	 ruins,	 but	 a	 guard	 spotted	 it

protruding	out	of	my	back	and	demanded	I	leave	it	behind.	The

entrance	 is	 very	 civilized	 and	 has	 a	 "coat	 check"	 room	where

people	can	leave	their	excess	luggage.	A	small	disappointment,

but	I	wasn't	about	to	let	that	tarnish	my	experience.	I	still	don't

know	if	the	tripod	was	too	professional	looking,	or	if	they	were

afraid	 it	would	potentially	damage	something	 if	 I	accidentally

banged	it	around.		

		

Machupicchu	was	 very	 different	 than	what	 I	 had	 imagined.	 I

honestly	 had	 no	 real	 expectations	 -	 I	 really	 believe	 that

nurturing	expectations	can	be	a	huge	downfall;	it's	much	better

to	 just	 let	 the	 experience	 unravel	 and	 bring	 its	 own	 set	 of

feelings.	So	I	was	prepared	to	let	myself	get	lost	in	the	moment.

I	had	avoided	thinking	about	Machupicchu	completely,	focusing

instead	on	each	step	of	this	journey	through	the	different	areas

we	 visited	 in	 the	 Sacred	 Valley,	 letting	 the	 beauty	 and

uniqueness	of	each	of	the	ruins	guide	my	natural	feelings.	

		

As	you	walk	through	a	wide	stone	path	hugging	the	edge	of	the

mountain	 towards	 where	 the	 actual	 ruins	 start,	 you	 don't

immediately	 take	 in	 the	 quintessential	 post	 card	 image	 we

came	to	accept	as	Machupicchu.	At	first,	there	is	a	silence.	I
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Marco	takes	a	moment	to	enjoy	the	view.

The	bus	ride	to	Macchupicchu	was	intense.
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could	hear	my	heart	thumping	on	my	chest	-	accelerated	by

the	effort,	no	doubt.	And	due	to	the	altitude	you	tend	to	focus

on	the	uneven	terrain	you're	walking	through,	and	the	steep

steps	down,	and	on	the	immensity	of	the	green	hills	to	your

right,	 the	 chasm	 below	 a	 constant	 reminder	 of	 your

insignificance;	 then	 you	 notice	 the	 long	 walls	 of	 carefully

piled	rocks,	that	you	touch	and	lean	on	as	you	descend.	

		

Suddenly	 there	 is	 the	 iconic	 mountain.	 I	 realized	 that	 the

ruins	 are	much	more	 spread	 out	 around	 the	 plateau	 of	 the

mountain	 than	 what	 you	 can	 see	 in	 the	 confines	 of	 a	 post

card.	 This	 seems	 obvious,	 but	 you	 then	 take	 in	 the

disconcerting	sense	of	scale.	And	 it	hits	you.	You	notice	 the

hordes	 of	 tourists	 spread	 out,	 scattered	 like	 little	 ants;	 you

catch	fragments	of	monosyllabic	conversations	in	dozens	of

different	 languages.	 And	 you	 start	 immediately	 to	 pass

judgment	 and	 wish	 you	 were	 there	 alone	 to	 witness	 this

spectacle.	Machupicchu	is	the	most	well	preserved	of	all	the

Inca	 ruins.	 And	 this	 is	 easily	 explainable	 due	 to	 its	 crazy

location!	Pizarro	and	his	army	never	 found	 it,	 so	 this	set	of

ruins	 left	 a	 lot	 more	 history	 behind	 that	 has	 helped

archeologists	understand	and	learn	more	about	this	amazing

civilization.	

		

We	 climbed	 further	 up	 towards	 a	 path	 to	 an	 ancient	 Inca

bridge	 carved	 on	 rock	 and	 skirting	 the	 very	 edge	 of	 the

mountain.	 There,	 at	 the	 top,	 just	 before	 walking	 that

treacherous	path,	I	turned	around	to	see	the	post	card	image

we	 learned	 to	 call	 Machupicchu.	 And	 all	 the	 beautiful

pictures	in	this	world	cannot	come	close	to	what	it	feels	like

to	 have	 climbed	 up	 there,	 feeling	 the	 sun	 and	 the	wind	 on

your	 face,	 and	 the	 weight	 of	 the	 altitude	 bearing	 down	 on

your	 tired	 body,	 or	 the	 sudden	 sensation	 of	 breathlessness

that	hits	you	often.	I	saw	a	lot	of	middle	aged	people,	some	of

which	 definitely	 seniors	 in	 their	 60's	 and	 70's,	 with	 their
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Clockwise	from	top:
Rupa	Wasi	Lodge	in	Aguas	Calientes;

lhamas	in	Macchupicchu;
Gretchen	and	Heather	at	the	train

station	in	Ollantaytambo;
the	indiscribable	Macchupicchu;

Isabella	and	Marco	were	NOT	excited
about	catching	a	train	to	Aguas

Calientes	at	5	am.
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sticks	and	 canes,	 slowly	 taking	 the	numerous	 steps	around

the	ruins.	I	was	so	physically	worn	out	that	it	was	hard	for

me	 to	 imagine	 doing	 this	 at	 that	 advanced	 age.	 I	 told

Gretchen	 that	 had	 I	 done	 this	 in	 my	 mid	 20's	 (when	 I

actually	 had	 the	 first	 urge	 to	 do	 it),	 the	 experience	 would

definitely	 had	 been	 more	 mystical,	 spiritual.	 Instead,	 the

climb	 exposed	 all	 my	 physical	 inabilities	 and	 lack	 of

preparedness.	 I	 felt	 old,	 out	 of	 shape,	 and	 very,	 very

insignificant.	I	gazed	upon	those	well-preserved	ruins	and

felt	disgust	for	the	Spaniard	conquerors,	the	blatant	human

instinct	for	power	and	evil.	Yet,	all	this	immediately	followed

by	 the	 calming	 thought	 that	 in	 the	 end	 they	 never	 found

their	way	here.		

		

The	narrow	path	to	the	old	Inca	Bridge	was	where	I	had	a

real	 Indiana	 Jones	moment.	 You	 walk	 up	 to	 a	 clearing

with	another	breathtaking	view	of	the	valley	below,	where	in

a	small	hut	sits	a	park	ranger	lady	with	a	logbook.	You	are

obligated	 to	write	 down	 your	 personal	 information	 and	 the

time	you	started	the	walk	to	the	bridge,	just	in	case	there	is

an	accident	and	you	don't	return	within	a	reasonable	amount

of	time.	I	suppose	they	send	somebody	down	the	path	to	try

and	 find	 you.	 God	 knows.	 Thoughts	 of	 "repatriation	 of

remains"	 crossed	 my	 mind,	 but	 I	 quickly	 pushed	 them

aside.	The	path	is	narrow,	but	surprisingly	smooth.	A	couple

of	turns	are	scary,	tight,	and	you	can	look	over	towards	the

mountains	 and	 see	 the	 ridiculous	 steep	 chasm	 below.	 A

one	way	trip	down	for	sure.	There	is	a	narrow	passage	that

leads	straight	to	the	mouth	of	the	ancient	carved	bridge.	The

sight	is	something	straight	out	of	a	Lord	of	the	Rings

movie:	a	thick	steel	cable	bolted	to	the	rock	serves	as	railing

as	you	hug	the	mountain	and	slowly	descend	to	the	very	edge

of	the	blocked	entrance	to	the	bridge.	I	had	a	Gopro	attached

to	my	 chest	 the	whole	way	 there	 and	 despite	 the	 distorted

wide	angle,	the	footage	offers	a	good	representation	of	what

it	 feels	 like	 to	 get	 that	 close	 to	 the	 mouth	 of	 the	 abyss.

Certainly	not	something	you	want	to	do	frequently	-	you	just
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Our	amazing	room	at	Rupa	Wasi	in	Aguas	Calientes.	
Imagine	waking	up	to	this	view	every	morning.

don't	 want	 to	 grow	 desensitized	 to	 the	 looming	 danger	 such	 a

path	offers.	

		

We	spent	most	of	the	day	in	Machupicchu.	As	suggested	by	our

guide,	we	stayed	until	mid-afternoon	when	most	of	 the	tourists

were	 gone.	Back	 at	 the	 lodge,	 I	 felt	 numb	and	 tired.	 It	was	 so

surreal	 to	 set	 foot	 on	 those	 ancient	 grounds.	 And	 the	memory

was	already	starting	to	fade	slightly.	

		

Peru	was	humbling	in	so	many	ways.	And	I	was	happy	to	realize

that	I	am	not	quite	as	jaded	as	I	thought	by	the	relentless	first

world	comforts	and	distractions	we	have	 in	the	US.	Witnessing

this	way	of	life,	through	the	ancient	ruins,	the	simple	food,	and

the	resilient	people	made	me	see	that	deciding	to	take	this	trip

has	been	one	of	the	best	things	to	ever	happen	to	me.	I	am	slowly

climbing	back	to	meet	my	real	self,	one	experience	at	a	time.
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"By	learning	about	the	places	we
stay,	we	become	more	aware	of
how	the	world	works."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

About	 two	 months	 ago,	 my	 mom	 and	 I	 went	 to	 my	 high
school’s	 counselor	 to	 talk	 about	 homeschooling	 and	 credits.

We	 wanted	 to	 make	 sure	 that,	 even	 though	 I	 would	 be

homeschooled	for	a	year,	I	would	graduate	with	my	Class	of

2017.	With	 the	way	 it	worked	 out	with	 the	meeting,	 I	was

able	to	get	set	up	with	three	online	classes,	totaling	in

2.5	credits	 for	 this	year:	 one	year	 of	Algebra,	 one	year	 of

PE	 (a	 state	 graduation	 requirement),	 and	 one	 semester	 of

Health	 (also	 a	 state	 graduation	 requirement).	 Usually,	 one

would	accumulate	at	 least	6	 credits	per	year.	So,	next	year,

I’ll	have	to	do	my	school’s	Running	Start	program,	which	will

allow	me	to	catch	up	on	all	my	credits	and	graduate	with	my

class.		

		

The	 online	 program	 is	 pretty	 straightforward;	 for	 math,
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the	lesson	and	take	notes,	then	I	take	about	another	hour	to

take	 the	 quiz	 and/or	 do	 the	 assignment.	 The	 downside	 to

this	 system	 is	 that	 it’s	 incredibly	 time-consuming,

which	 is	 especially	 difficult	when	we	 have	 unreliable	wi-fi

(which	 is	 almost	 always).	 I’m	 currently	 a	 little	 behind	 in

math,	and	a	large	part	of	staying	in	Brazil	for	so	long	will	be

frantically	catching	up	in	the	courses.		

		

The	 unfortunate	 situation	 is	 that	 I	 get	 to	 have	 this

incredible	 educational	 experience	 of	 traveling	 the

world	for	a	year,	and	that	I	get	no	school	credit	for	it.

Granted,	 I	 get	 life	 credit,	 but	 the	 school	 system	 doesn’t

really	 care	 about	 that.	 What’s	 necessary	 is	 the	 certified

piece	of	paper.		

		

My	 parents	 strongly	 believe	 in	 the	 necessity	 of

education.	Both	my	brother	and	I	are	expected	to	try	very

hard	 in	 school,	 which	 results	 in	 good	 grades,	 and	 attend

university.	 However,	 we	 believe	 that	 education	 goes	 far

beyond	 grades	 and	 degrees.	 You	 can	 have	 a	 5.0	 GPA	 and

seven	 thousand	 different	 degrees,	 and	 still	 be	 completely

oblivious	 to	 the	 world.	 Traveling,	 immersing	 in	 other

cultures,	 and	 making	 observations	 as	 to	 how	 different

people	in	different	places	live	their	lives	is	very	important	to

our	 education.	 Whenever	 we	 travel,	 we	 try	 to	 stay	 in

apartments	as	opposed	to	hotels	in	order	to	try	to	live	in	the

culture,	 we	 try	 very	 hard	 to	 speak	 the	 language	 of	 the

country	we’re	in,	and	we	learn	about	the	history	and	culture

of	 the	 places	 as	 well.	 We	 visit	 museums,	 cultural	 sites,

monuments,	etc.,	and	we	try	to	learn	a	little	bit	about	those

areas	and	their	cultural	significance.		

		

This	 is	 the	 most	 important	 part	 of	 our	 homeschooling,	 or

actually,	 road-schooling.	 By	 learning	 about	 the	 places	 we

stay,	we	 become	more	 aware	 of	 how	 the	world	works,	 and
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A	moment	of	reflection.
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"By	learning	about	the	places	we
stay,	we	become	more	aware	of
how	the	world	works."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

About	 two	 months	 ago,	 my	 mom	 and	 I	 went	 to	 my	 high
school’s	 counselor	 to	 talk	 about	 homeschooling	 and	 credits.

We	 wanted	 to	 make	 sure	 that,	 even	 though	 I	 would	 be

homeschooled	for	a	year,	I	would	graduate	with	my	Class	of

2017.	With	 the	way	 it	worked	 out	with	 the	meeting,	 I	was

able	to	get	set	up	with	three	online	classes,	totaling	in

2.5	credits	 for	 this	year:	 one	year	 of	Algebra,	 one	year	 of

PE	 (a	 state	 graduation	 requirement),	 and	 one	 semester	 of

Health	 (also	 a	 state	 graduation	 requirement).	 Usually,	 one

would	accumulate	at	 least	6	 credits	per	year.	So,	next	year,

I’ll	have	to	do	my	school’s	Running	Start	program,	which	will

allow	me	to	catch	up	on	all	my	credits	and	graduate	with	my

class.		

		

The	 online	 program	 is	 pretty	 straightforward;	 for	 math,
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the	lesson	and	take	notes,	then	I	take	about	another	hour	to

take	 the	 quiz	 and/or	 do	 the	 assignment.	 The	 downside	 to

this	 system	 is	 that	 it’s	 incredibly	 time-consuming,

which	 is	 especially	 difficult	when	we	 have	 unreliable	wi-fi

(which	 is	 almost	 always).	 I’m	 currently	 a	 little	 behind	 in

math,	and	a	large	part	of	staying	in	Brazil	for	so	long	will	be

frantically	catching	up	in	the	courses.		

		

The	 unfortunate	 situation	 is	 that	 I	 get	 to	 have	 this

incredible	 educational	 experience	 of	 traveling	 the

world	for	a	year,	and	that	I	get	no	school	credit	for	it.

Granted,	 I	 get	 life	 credit,	 but	 the	 school	 system	 doesn’t

really	 care	 about	 that.	 What’s	 necessary	 is	 the	 certified

piece	of	paper.		

		

My	 parents	 strongly	 believe	 in	 the	 necessity	 of

education.	Both	my	brother	and	I	are	expected	to	try	very

hard	 in	 school,	 which	 results	 in	 good	 grades,	 and	 attend

university.	 However,	 we	 believe	 that	 education	 goes	 far

beyond	 grades	 and	 degrees.	 You	 can	 have	 a	 5.0	 GPA	 and

seven	 thousand	 different	 degrees,	 and	 still	 be	 completely

oblivious	 to	 the	 world.	 Traveling,	 immersing	 in	 other

cultures,	 and	 making	 observations	 as	 to	 how	 different

people	in	different	places	live	their	lives	is	very	important	to

our	 education.	 Whenever	 we	 travel,	 we	 try	 to	 stay	 in

apartments	as	opposed	to	hotels	in	order	to	try	to	live	in	the

culture,	 we	 try	 very	 hard	 to	 speak	 the	 language	 of	 the

country	we’re	in,	and	we	learn	about	the	history	and	culture

of	 the	 places	 as	 well.	 We	 visit	 museums,	 cultural	 sites,

monuments,	etc.,	and	we	try	to	learn	a	little	bit	about	those

areas	and	their	cultural	significance.		

		

This	 is	 the	 most	 important	 part	 of	 our	 homeschooling,	 or

actually,	 road-schooling.	 By	 learning	 about	 the	 places	 we

stay,	we	 become	more	 aware	 of	 how	 the	world	works,	 and
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how	everything	relates	to	each	other.	We’re	able	to	point	out

cultural	 differences,	 and	 we	 learn	 to	 get	 past	 any

preconceived	 notions	 of	 the	 country	 and	 culture	we’re

in.	A	large	part	of	the	reason	we	decided	to	take	this	trip	is	to

be	 able	 to	 become	more	 truly	 aware	 of	 other	 cultures,	 and	 to

get	out	of	our	own	little	world	bubble.		

		

One	 of	 the	 things	 that	 is	 really	 important	 to	 me	 and	 my

personal	 education	 is	 the	 fact	 that	we’re	 staying	 in	Brazil	 for

three	 whole	 months.	 When	 I’m	 in	 the	 US,	 I	 say	 that	 I’m

Brazilian.	But	 the	only	 thing	making	me	Brazilian	 is	my

Brazilian	passport	and	the	fact	that	I	speak	Portuguese.

I’ve	 never	 lived	 in	 Brazil,	 and	 while	 I	 understand	 a	 large

amount	 of	 cultural	 aspects,	 I	 feel	 like	 I	 understand	 those

aspects	 as	 an	 outsider	 looking	 in.	My	mom	 is	more	 culturally

Brazilian	 than	me,	 and	 she’s	 not	 even	 actually	Brazilian.	 I’m

really	excited	to	live	in	Brazil	for	a	while,	and	potentially	go	to

school,	 so	 that	 I	 can	 build	 on	 that	 part	 of	 my	 identity.	 I’m

thinking	about	going	to	university	in	Brazil	in	a	few	years,	and

feeling	that	I’ll	be	able	to	become	at	least	a	little	bit	more

actually	 Brazilian	 is	 really	 important	 to	 my	 own

education	on	this	trip.
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A	little	cafe	next	to	the	train	tracks	in
Ollantaytambo	turned	into	a	great	place	to	study.

Taking	it	easy	in	Ollantaytambo.
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"I	was	the	first	eleven	year-old	boy
to	do	the	cooking	class."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	love	Peruvian	food.	It’s	a	wide	variety	of	different	styles
of	 food	 coming	 as	 1.	My	 favorite	 was	 alpaca	meat.	 It's	 like

beef	but	 ten	 times	better.	 I've	never	eaten	alpaca	before	so

I'm	glad	I	liked	it.	It	was	like	nothing	I've	ever	had	before.	So

juicy	 and	 tasty.	 It	 was	 like	 eating	 a	 ball	 of	 happiness.

The	corn	is	very	different	from	that	in	the	USA.	The	kernels

are	 much	 bigger	 and	 the	 corn	 itself	 is	 smaller.	 I	 think	 it's

better	than	the	corn	in	the	USA.	There's	a	fruit	called	lucuma

and	I	don’t	know	what	it	 looks	like	because	it	was	served	to

me	as	a	paste.	I	did	not	like	it.		

		

In	Aguas	Calientes	my	dad	and	I	took	a	cooking	class	at	the

restaurant	 that	 was	 included	 at	 the	 hotel.	 We	 first	 had	 a

lesson	about	the	history	of	the	national	drink	of	Peru:	Pisco

Sour,	an	extremely	popular	cocktail.	Then	we	learned	how	to

make	it.	Very	strangely	it	used	egg	whites	to	make	it	thicker.
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Then	 we	made	 a	 passion	 fruit	 sour	 for	 my	mother.	 She

loved	 it.	 My	 favorite	 was	 the	 passion	 fruit	 juice	 that	 I

made	 for	 myself.	 It	 seems	 pretty	 obvious	 why	 I	 had	 to

make	my	own	drink:	alcohol.	

The	 first	 food	we	made	was	 a	 potato	 cake	 thing	 (Causa

Rellena.)	 On	 top	 of	 it	 was	 raw	 trout,	 avocado,	 peppers,

and	either	deep	 fried	 trout	skin	or	sweet	potato	slices.	 It

looked	a	little	like	sushi,	according	to	my	mother.	Next	we

made	a	meal	that	was	a	surprise	for	us.	A	quinoa	risoto

and	alpaca	medallions	wrapped	in	bacon.	The	alpaca

was	 the	 best	 thing	 ever.	 The	 quinoa	was	 a	 bit	 sickening

though.	I	enjoyed	the	cooking	class	a	lot.	Apparently	I	was

the		first	eleven	year-old	boy	to	do	the	cooking	class.

The	Tree	House	Chef	Christian	and	his	youngest	apprentice.

Looking	like	we	know	what	we're	doing. Making	Pisco	Sour!

The	fruit	of	our	labor:	Causa	Rellena	topped	with	Ceviche	and	Sweet	Potato	Crisps.
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"I	was	the	first	eleven	year-old	boy
to	do	the	cooking	class."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	love	Peruvian	food.	It’s	a	wide	variety	of	different	styles
of	 food	 coming	 as	 1.	My	 favorite	 was	 alpaca	meat.	 It's	 like

beef	but	 ten	 times	better.	 I've	never	eaten	alpaca	before	so

I'm	glad	I	liked	it.	It	was	like	nothing	I've	ever	had	before.	So

juicy	 and	 tasty.	 It	 was	 like	 eating	 a	 ball	 of	 happiness.

The	corn	is	very	different	from	that	in	the	USA.	The	kernels

are	 much	 bigger	 and	 the	 corn	 itself	 is	 smaller.	 I	 think	 it's

better	than	the	corn	in	the	USA.	There's	a	fruit	called	lucuma

and	I	don’t	know	what	it	 looks	like	because	it	was	served	to

me	as	a	paste.	I	did	not	like	it.		

		

In	Aguas	Calientes	my	dad	and	I	took	a	cooking	class	at	the

restaurant	 that	 was	 included	 at	 the	 hotel.	 We	 first	 had	 a

lesson	about	the	history	of	the	national	drink	of	Peru:	Pisco

Sour,	an	extremely	popular	cocktail.	Then	we	learned	how	to

make	it.	Very	strangely	it	used	egg	whites	to	make	it	thicker.
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Then	 we	made	 a	 passion	 fruit	 sour	 for	 my	mother.	 She

loved	 it.	 My	 favorite	 was	 the	 passion	 fruit	 juice	 that	 I

made	 for	 myself.	 It	 seems	 pretty	 obvious	 why	 I	 had	 to

make	my	own	drink:	alcohol.	

The	 first	 food	we	made	was	 a	 potato	 cake	 thing	 (Causa

Rellena.)	 On	 top	 of	 it	 was	 raw	 trout,	 avocado,	 peppers,

and	either	deep	 fried	 trout	skin	or	sweet	potato	slices.	 It

looked	a	little	like	sushi,	according	to	my	mother.	Next	we

made	a	meal	that	was	a	surprise	for	us.	A	quinoa	risoto

and	alpaca	medallions	wrapped	in	bacon.	The	alpaca

was	 the	 best	 thing	 ever.	 The	 quinoa	was	 a	 bit	 sickening

though.	I	enjoyed	the	cooking	class	a	lot.	Apparently	I	was

the		first	eleven	year-old	boy	to	do	the	cooking	class.

The	Tree	House	Chef	Christian	and	his	youngest	apprentice.

Looking	like	we	know	what	we're	doing. Making	Pisco	Sour!

The	fruit	of	our	labor:	Causa	Rellena	topped	with	Ceviche	and	Sweet	Potato	Crisps.
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The	lovely	town	of	Ollantaytambo,	at	the	base	of	the	Inca	Trail.
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The	lovely	town	of	Ollantaytambo,	at	the	base	of	the	Inca	Trail.
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“Hey,	mister,	how	do	we	get	to
Route	5?!”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Leaving	Santiago	was	 a	 challenge	 in	 several	ways.	 First,
we	had	 to	pick	up	 the	 rental	 car.	Luckily,	Rodrigo,	Heather

and	the	kids	had	already	scouted	out	the	route	to	walk	from

our	 apartment	 to	 the	 rental	 car	 place	 and	 had	 driving

directions	back	(lots	of	one-way	streets	and	detours	around

parks	 and	 hills	 made	 this	 a	 not-as-simple-as-you’d-think

task).	As	we	were	walking	to	pick	it	up,	however,	we	realized

that	we	 didn’t	 have	 driving	 directions	 from	Santiago	 to	 our

B&B	in	the	Colchagua	Valley.	So	back	to	the	apartment	we

went,	digging	Rodrigo’s	Mac	out	of	his	backpack	to	access	the

internet	 and	 hand-write	 the	 instructions.	 (Foreshadowing

note:	we	do	not	have	a	data	plan	for	our	cell	phones,	way	too

expensive	 for	a	one-year	 trip.	No	roaming	access	 to	 the	web

means	no	map	apps.)	

		

When	we	 finally	got	back	 to	 the	apartment	with	 the	car	we
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Playing	Tetris	with	the	luggage	is	Rodrigo's	superpower.
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had	to	leap	the	next	hurdle	–	getting	all	of	our	luggage	in	to

the	trunk.	Over	 the	years	 I	have	 learned	to	 trust	Rodrigo’s

eye	for	capacity.	Seriously,	this	man	always	chooses	exactly

the	 right-sized	 Tupperware	 for	 the	 leftovers	 and	 can	 pack

more	camera	gear	 in	to	a	bag	than	I	ever	think	is	possible.

So	when	I	peered	in	to	the	trunk	of	our	mid-sized	sedan	and

thought	 “holy	 crap,	 there’s	 no	 way	 it’s	 all	 gonna	 fit”

and	Rodrigo	 says	 “it’ll	 fit,	 I	 promise”,	 I	 took	 a	 deep	 breath

and	tried	to	suppress	my	luggage-anxiety.	

		

For	the	record,	we’re	traveling	pretty	light:	one	big	backpack

and	 one	 small	 day	 pack	 per	 person.	 Plus	 there’s	 two	 extra

camera	 bags	 (Rodrigo’s	 is	 big,	Heather’s	 is	mid-sized).	 But

when	 you	multiply	 that	 times	 5	 people,	 it’s	 12	 bags.	 And

that’s	 a	 lot	 of	 bags	 sitting	 on	 the	 sidewalk	 next	 to	 a	mid-

sized	sedan	parked	outside	our	apartment	in	Santiago.	Like

a	Tetris-master,	Rodrigo	confidently	throws	the	two	biggest

bags	 in	 the	 base	 of	 the	 trunk,	 he	 shuffles	 them	 around,

pushes	them	just	a	little	deeper,	and	then	asks	for	the	next

bag,	 and	 the	 next.	 After	 a	 few	 more	 moves,	 some	 bags

coming	 out,	 some	moving	 to	 a	 new	 spot,	 voila,	 it’s	 packed.

Amazing!	

		

In	 slightly	 giddy	moods,	we	piled	 in	 to	 the	 car	and	 started

our	 journey	 out	 of	 the	 city.	 Our	 directions	 were	 pretty

simple,	and	the	first	three	steps	went	without	a	flaw.	“Move

in	 to	 the	 left	 lane,”	 I	 told	Rodrigo,	 “and	 then	we	 should	be

able	to	just	merge	left	on	to	Route	5	south”.	We	drove.	And

drove.	 And	 drove.	 The	 city	 wasn’t	 ending.	 Route	 5	 was

nowhere	 to	 be	 seen.	 I	 looked	 at	 the	 directions	 again	 and

noticed	that	I’d	missed	a	crucial	step,	we	should	have	made

one	 more	 turn,	 THEN	merged	 left	 to	 get	 on	 the	 highway.

Rodrigo	 promptly	 rolls	 down	 his	 window	 and	 hollers	 in

Spanish	to	a	taxi	driver	beside	us	“Hey,	mister,	how	do	we

get	 to	Route	5?!”	 “Oh	man,	you’re	 lost,”	 the	driver	 shouts

back,	“you	need	to	go	that	way,	and	find	the	big	circle”.	He

waves	his	hand	in	the	opposite	direction.	Rodrigo	makes	an
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illegal	 U-turn	 at	 the	 next	 intersection,	 and	 we	 miraculously

find	an	entrance	to	the	highway.	

		

Once	 on	 it,	we’re	not	 sure	 if	we’re	headed	north	 or	 south.	We

notice	 a	 few	 signs	 that	 seem	 to	 indicate	 that	 we’re	 going	 the

right	 direction,	 but	 it	 just	 isn’t	 clear.	 So	 out	 come	 the	 cell

phones	–	a	compass	app	should	do	the	trick.	“UGH!	Compass

says	we’re	going	north,”	I	tell	Rodrigo,	just	as	we	see	a	sign

to	Rancagua,	the	city	we’re	supposed	to	be	headed	towards.	“No

we’re	 not,”	 he	 replies,	 “we’re	 going	 south,	 look	 at	 that

signpost…	SUR	=	SOUTH”.	Heather	pulls	out	her	cell	phone,

and	opens	up	 the	 compass	app.	 “Mine	says	we’re	going	north,

too”,	 she	 reports.	 We	 decide	 to	 trust	 the	 signs	 and	 keep	 on

driving.	

		

Gradually	the	buildings	around	us	begin	to	get	sparse,	and	soon

we’re	on	the	open	highway.	The	Andes	Mountains	rise	up	to

our	left	and	behind	us.	Fields	of	green	dotted	with	wildflowers

surround	us.	We	begin	to	see	orchards	–	we	guess	that	they’re

apricots	 and	 apples.	 Signs	 of	 wine-country	 start	 to	 appear	 –

vineyards,	fancy-pants	restaurants,	and	barrels	used	as	pots	in

roadside	gardens.	I’m	finally	able	to	release	that	deep	breath	I

took	 back	 at	 the	 rental	 car	 place	 and	 get	 excited	 about	 Casa

Silva,	 the	 first	winery	 in	 our	 Colchagua	 Valley	 tour.	 I	 hear

their	 Sauvignon	 Blanc	 is	 delicious	 and	 can’t	 wait	 for	 our

tasting.
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View	of	Santiago	from	Cerro	Santa	Lucia	in	Larista.

The	Andes	seen	from	the	Colchagua	Valley.
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“In	Chile	we’re	going	to	drink	wine
and	sit	on	the	beach”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

When	people	would	ask	about	our	itinerary	before	we	left,	I

would	 often	 answer	 with	 short	 descriptions	 of	 what	 we’d

planned	 to	do.	 “We’ll	 visit	 Inca	 ruins	 in	Peru”.	 “We’re	going

on	 Safari	 in	 South	 Africa”.	 “We’re	 looking	 for	 a	 language-

immersion	 school	 in	 France”.	 In	 the	 case	 of	 Chile,	 my

standard	 comment	 was	 “in	 Chile	 we’re	 going	 to	 drink

wine	and	sit	on	the	beach”.	I	wouldn’t	have	guessed	that

those	two	things	would	end	up	being	the	perfect	summary	of

our	stay	here.		

		

While	I’d	spent	a	lot	of	time	researching	our	visit	to	Peru	(in

fact,	 have	 been	 dreaming	 about	 it	 since	 I	 was	 22!),	 and

planning	the	details	(oh,	was	the	family	unhappy	when	they

learned	 that	 I’d	 scheduled	 us	 to	 take	 the	 5:07	 AM	 train	 to

Machupicchu!),	I	can’t	say	the	same	about	Chile.	During	one

Sunday	 planning	 brunch	 I	 found	 an	 apartment	 in	 Santiago
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Wine	tasting	at	Montgras	was	the	highlight	of	our	visit	to	the	Colchagua	Valley.

The	breathtaking	grounds	of	Casa	Silva.
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“In	Chile	we’re	going	to	drink	wine
and	sit	on	the	beach”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

When	people	would	ask	about	our	itinerary	before	we	left,	I

would	 often	 answer	 with	 short	 descriptions	 of	 what	 we’d

planned	 to	do.	 “We’ll	 visit	 Inca	 ruins	 in	Peru”.	 “We’re	going

on	 Safari	 in	 South	 Africa”.	 “We’re	 looking	 for	 a	 language-

immersion	 school	 in	 France”.	 In	 the	 case	 of	 Chile,	 my

standard	 comment	 was	 “in	 Chile	 we’re	 going	 to	 drink

wine	and	sit	on	the	beach”.	I	wouldn’t	have	guessed	that

those	two	things	would	end	up	being	the	perfect	summary	of

our	stay	here.		

		

While	I’d	spent	a	lot	of	time	researching	our	visit	to	Peru	(in

fact,	 have	 been	 dreaming	 about	 it	 since	 I	 was	 22!),	 and

planning	the	details	(oh,	was	the	family	unhappy	when	they

learned	 that	 I’d	 scheduled	 us	 to	 take	 the	 5:07	 AM	 train	 to

Machupicchu!),	I	can’t	say	the	same	about	Chile.	During	one

Sunday	 planning	 brunch	 I	 found	 an	 apartment	 in	 Santiago
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Wine	tasting	at	Montgras	was	the	highlight	of	our	visit	to	the	Colchagua	Valley.

The	breathtaking	grounds	of	Casa	Silva.
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for	our	 first	week,	and	Heather’s	VRBO	search	turned	up	a

cute	beach	cottage	near	Valparaiso	for	our	second	week.	We

figured	that	we’d	find	lodging	for	the	third	week	later.		

		

And	 that	 was	 it.	 That	 was	 the	 extent	 of	 the	 planning	 for

Chile.	 Well,	 almost	 all	 of	 it…	 Rodrigo	 had	 said	 multiple

times	that	for	him,	Chile	was	about	wine	tasting.	“Like	our

trip	to	Napa	in	’95,”	he’d	said.			

		

So	while	we	were	in	Peru,	we	started	casually	chatting	about

what	we	wanted	to	do.	Lonely	Planet	described	Santiago	as

being	hip	with	lots	of	good	restaurants	and	a	few	urban	wine

tasting	 opportunities.	 At	 our	 lodge	 in	 Ollantaytambo,	 a

honey-mooning	 couple	 from	New	York	 told	us	about	a	wine

tour	 they’d	 reserved	with	a	 company	 that	specializes	 in	 the

Casablanca	Valley.	Our	oenophilic	journey	began	to	form.			

		

After	 several	 days	 in	 Santiago	 I	 was	 ready	 to	 leave.	 The

restaurants	 we	 ate	 at	 did	 not	 impress	 and	 our	 apartment

was	a	little	too	small	and	dingy	to	be	comfortable	(although

the	cute	mini-Schnauzers	 in	 the	apartment	across	 the	alley

did	 make	 everyone	 smile!).	 So	 I	 did	 a	 quick	 search	 on

TripAdvisor,	found	a	B&B	in	the	Colchagua	Valley	and	we

were	off!			

		

The	first	winery	we	visited	was	Casa	Silva,	one	of	the	oldest

wineries	in	Chile	with	a	tradition	of	horse-raising	and	Polo-

playing.	 We	 saw	 this	 trend	 repeatedly	 throughout	 Chile.

While	 it	 doesn’t	 surprise	me,	 wine	 and	 horses	 can	 both	 be

expensive	habits/lifestyles,	I	haven’t	particularly	noticed	this

in	other	wine-tasting	regions.			

		

Before	tasting,	we	had	a	delicious	lunch	in	an	open-beamed,

white-washed,	black-and-white-tiled	restaurant	with	a	giant

fireplace	 and	 a	 view	 of	 the	 Polo	 field.	 We	 then	 toured	 the
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Clockwise	from	top:	vineyards	from	the
road;	Our	BnB	Bella	Vista;	Viu	Manent's
premium	Malbec;	Scrumptious	meal	at

Casa	Silva;	Marco	takes	a	carriage	ride	at
Laura	Hartwig	Winery.

	79	



grounds	including	dark	tunnels	reminiscent	of	the	dungeons

near	the	Doge’s	Palace	and	a	collection	of	vintage	cars.	The

tasting	 was	 by-the-glass,	 good,	 but	 we	 weren’t	 inspired	 to

buy	 a	 whole	 bottle	 -	 their	 gran	 reserva	 red	 was	 great,	 but

expensive.		

		

Our	B&B	-	Bellavista	-	was	lovely	despite	the	fact	that	they

were	constructing	a	new	wing	with	two	new	suites.	We	had

hearty	snacks	and	grilled-cheese	sandwiches	that	night	and

played	a	 rousing	game	of	Uno.	The	hostess,	Oriana,	helped

us	plan	our	wine-route	for	the	next	two	days.			

		

Our	second	day	started	with	MontGras,	which	turned	out	to

be	 one	 of	 our	 favorite	 experiences.	Wine	 tasting	 in	Chile	 is

far	more	civilized	than,	say,	 in	Woodinville.	 	MontGras	was

where	we	 first	 treated	 to	 a	 personal,	 sit-down	 tasting	with

someone	who	 really	knew	what	he	was	 talking	about	–	 the

grapes,	the	different	vineyards,	and	the	unique	climate	of	the

Colchagua	 Valley	 and	 the	 history	 of	 the	 company.	 The

“tastes”	 were	 actually	 4-oz	 pours;	 we	 soon	 learned	 to	 split

two	degustacion	servings	between	the	three	adults.				

		

Our	 server	–	Marcelo	Osorio	–	greeted	us	warmly	and	 took

just	a	few	minutes	to	set	up	our	table	in	the	sunny	courtyard.

The	table	had	glasses	for	all,	including	enough	water,	cheese

and	crackers	for	the	kids	(who,	I	admit,	did	each	get	to	taste

tiny	 sips	 along	 the	 way).	 He	 was	 both	 joke-y	 and

knowledgeable,	 making	 everyone	 (including	 Marco	 and

Bella)	feel	comfortable.	Bella	commented	that	he	looked	like

a	Chilean	version	of	Marty	McFly’s	father.			

		

We	 started	 with	 the	 Sauvignon	 Blanc,	 which	 was	 crisp,

clear	and	quite	 refreshing.	He	 then	poured	a	glass	 of	Pinot

Noir	and	we	chatted	for	a	bit	about	the	indie	films	Sideways

and	 Bottle	 Shock.	 Next	 we	 moved	 on	 to	 the	 Carmenere,
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Marcelo	explaining	how	this	grape	got	"lost"	during	the	early

days	of	Chilean	winemaking	(often	confused	with	Merlot)	and

rediscovered	 in	 the	 90s…	 thank	 goodness	 it	 was	 "found"!

Delicious.	We	left	with	two	bottles	in	hand.		

		

We	 visited	 two	 other	 wineries	 in	 Colchagua.	 At	 Laura

Hartwig	a	caretaker	had	to	hunt	down	someone	to	pour	and

the	 kids	 and	 Rodrigo	 took	 a	 carriage	 ride	 through	 the

vineyards.	Viu	Manent’s	 Malbecs	 were	 amazing,	 and	 their

pours	 extremely	 generous,	 but	 there	 was	 a	 hint	 of

snobbishness	about	them.	We	were	scolded	heartily	for	being

late	 to	 our	 appointment.	 (Another	 Chilean	 wine-country

trend:	 directions	 to	 the	 wineries	 are	 sketchy	 at	 best	 and

highway/street	 signage	 in	 the	 Colchagua	 Valley	 practically

non-existent!)		

Our	 visit	 to	 Colchagua	 Valley	 was	 a	 perfect	 introduction	 to

Chilean	 wine-country	 hospitality	 and	 pride.	 It	 whetted	 our

appetite	 for	more…	luckily,	 the	Casablanca	Valley	 is	 located

just	a	short	drive	away	 from	our	rental	house	 in	Las	Cruces

on	the	Chilean	coast.
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"You	expect	this,	and	this	is	the
reason	you	got	on	that	plane	in	the
first	place."	
	
by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Unexpected	things	you	learn	while	traveling	for	a	year	with
your	family:	

		

1.	You’re	 going	 to	miss	home	 a	 lot	more	 than	 you	 think

you	will.	You’ll	miss	things	that	you	didn’t	even	give	a	second

thought	 about,	 but	 you	 only	 now	 notice	 its	 absence.	 (I’m

talking	about	boxed	macaroni	and	cheese	here.)	

2.	 Hanging	 out	 with	 your	 family	 24/7	 may	 sound

incredibly	appealing	but	it	has	its	limits.	

3.	 Showers.	 You	 never	 know	 what	 kind	 of	 shower	 you’re

going	to	end	up	with.	You	get	used	to	freezing	cold	showers,

you	get	used	to	30	second	hostile	water-saving	showers,	you

get	 used	 to	 showers	 whose	 strongest	 water	 pressure	 is	 the

equivalent	of	a	dripping	faucet,	you	get	used	to	showers	with

no	 doors	 that	 leave	 the	 entire	 bathroom	 soaked,	 and,	 most
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importantly,	you	get	used	to	being	chill	with	whatever	shower

you	 get.	 You	 figure	 out	 how	 to	 be	 matter-of-fact	 and	 say,

“Okay,	well,	either	I	use	this	weird	shower,	or	I	don’t	shower.”

and	work	with	what	you	have.	

4.	Good,	reliable	Wi-Fi	is	hard	to	come	by.	Living	without	it

for	a	while	sucks	but	it’s	also	not	that	big	of	a	deal.	(Unless,	of

course,	 you	 have	 deadlines	 in	 your	 online	 schooling,	 which

brings	me	to:	

5.	Online	schooling	with	a	poorly	designed	curriculum	is	less

stressful	 than	 traditional	 schooling,	but	also	 it	 requires	100%

reliable	wi-fi,	which	is	not	always	available.	So	sometimes	you

have	to	scramble	and	do	one	class’	three	lessons,	assignments,

and	tests	in	one	day.	

6.	If	blogging	and	vlogging	was	a	full-time	job,	I	would	have

been	fired	three	months	ago.	

7.	You	learn	things	about	your	family	that	you	didn’t	know

before.	For	example,	“Oh	hey,	upon	having	a	conversation	with

my	dad	as	 if	we	were	 just	two	people	and	not	 just	 father	and

daughter,	I	have	learned	that	he	is	a	conspiracy	theorist.”	

8.	There	 are	 times	 when	 you	 just	 have	nothing	 to	 do.	 You

never	 think	 that	 this	 will	 be	 the	 case,	 but	 sometimes	 you’re

stuck	 inside	all	day	and	you’re	sick	of	all	your	books	and	you

can’t	talk	to	your	friends	due	to	time	differences	and	you’re	just

bored	out	of	your	skull.	

9.	 Your	 favorite	 artist	 that	 recently	 became	 incredibly

popular	 back	 home?	 You	 don’t	 even	 have	 to	 worry	 about

getting	sick	of	them	because	you’re	not	there	to	hear	them	get

overplayed.	

10.	 Traveling	 is	 truly	 an	 eye-opening,	 humbling

experience.	You	expect	this,	and	this	is	the	reason	you	got	on

that	plane	in	the	first	place,	but	you’re	constantly	awed	by	the

beauty	 of	 different	 places	 and	 the	 cultural	 differences,	 both

good	and	bad.
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by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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9.	 Your	 favorite	 artist	 that	 recently	 became	 incredibly

popular	 back	 home?	 You	 don’t	 even	 have	 to	 worry	 about

getting	sick	of	them	because	you’re	not	there	to	hear	them	get

overplayed.	

10.	 Traveling	 is	 truly	 an	 eye-opening,	 humbling

experience.	You	expect	this,	and	this	is	the	reason	you	got	on
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beauty	 of	 different	 places	 and	 the	 cultural	 differences,	 both

good	and	bad.
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Sunset	with	Chilean	flag	colors	in	Las	Cruces.

"On	a	particularly	chilly	day,	we	ate

chili	in	Chile."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Planning	the	trip	was	a	multi-disciplinary	exercise.	We	had
a	giant	write-and-wipe	world	map	 in	 the	hallway	where	we

sketched	 out	 itinerary	 options.	 We	 swapped	 travel	 stories

with	friends,	watched	travel-adventure	videos,	and	read	blogs

written	by	other	RTW	families	(we're	not	the	only	ones!)	Once

we	 had	 nailed	 our	 South	 America	 calendar	 and

itinerary,	 we	 started	 having	 brunch	 and	mimosa	 decision-

making-sessions	with	Heather	and	her	mom,	Terrie	Holmes.

It	was	during	one	of	these	Sunday	events	that	Heather	found

our	 Chilean	 home-away-from-home	 in	 a	 small	 coastal	 town

near	Valparaiso	on	VRBO.com.	

		

We	stayed	at	"Casa	de	Verano"	for	two	weeks.	A	super-simple

cottage	with	a	DIY	vibe,	it	was	exactly	what	we	needed	after
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Chili	in	Chile	on	a	chilly	day.

5	 weeks	 on	 the	 road.	 With	 three	 bedrooms	 and	 plenty	 of

shelving,	 we	 were	 all	 able	 to	 unpack	 and	 spread	 out.	 When

you've	 been	 living	 out	 of	 a	 backpack,	 it's	 quite	 nice	 to	 hang

things	 up,	 fold	 things	 tidily,	 stow	 away	 the	 luggage,	 and	 let

your	travel-soap-dish	dry	out.	

		

We	deliberately	planned	very	 little	sightseeing,	opting	 instead

to	 just	 "live"	 for	 a	 while.	 The	 kitchen	 was	 basic	 but	 well-

stocked,	 so	 we	 shopped	 at	 the	 local	 grocery	 store	 and	 fruit/

veggie	market	 and	 cooked	 almost	 all	 of	 our	meals.	We	 baked

brownies	and	apple	cake	and,	on	a	particularly	chilly	day,	ate

chili	 in	Chile.	 ;)	We	did	make	a	 few	day	 trips	 to	wineries	 in

the	,	our	favorites	were	the	organics	at	Emiliana	and	bubbly	at

Vina	Mar.	

		

The	 kids	 played	 in	 the	 backyard	 pool	 despite	 the	 fact	 that	 it

was	still	a	bit	cold	in	mid-spring.	Rodrigo	and	I	walked	almost

daily	throughout	the	town,	and	we	all	liked	to	hike	down	to	the

beach,	especially	during	the	fabulous	pink	and	purple	sunsets.

It	 was	 too	 rocky,	 cold	 and	 turbulent	 to	 swim,	 but	 that	 didn't

stop	us	from	enjoying	the	sand,	birds,	and	rocky	outcrops.	

		

Surprisingly,	 we	 had	 an	 excellent	 internet	 connection,

which	was	awesome	for	road-schooling.	Bella	 is	enrolled	 in	an

online	 program	 through	 the	 Snoqualmie	 school	 district.	 With

Heather	by	her	side,	they	managed	to	get	quite	a	bit	ahead	in

her	 three	 first-semester	 classes,	 Algebra	 II,	 Health	 and	 PE.

(Yeah,	 I	 know,	 PE	 online	 sounds	 like	 getting	 your	 driver's

license	by	correspondence.	She's	making	activity	goals,	logging

her	food	and	exercise,	and	doing	quizzes.	It	actually	does	make

sense.)	Similarly,	Marco	and	Heather	worked	 through	2	math

units.	Rodrigo	edited	videos,	and	everyone	wrote	blog	posts.	

		

Looking	 back,	 everyone	 remembers	 Las	 Cruces	 as	 just	 the

right	amount	of	down	time	in	just	the	right	kind	of	house	doing

just	the	right	kind	of	"nothing".	Chillin'	in	Chile	gave	all	of	us

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

	84	

http://www.vrbo.com/3165912ha
http://www.tripadvisor.com/ShowUserReviews-g1023792-d2547922-r236795174-Emiliana_Organic_Vineyards-Casablanca_Valparaiso_Region.html#REVIEWS
http://www.tripadvisor.com/ShowUserReviews-g1023792-d2390124-r237265041-Vina_Mar_Winery-Casablanca_Valparaiso_Region.html#REVIEWS
https://www.learnlivetravel.com/#!video/cknn


Sunset	with	Chilean	flag	colors	in	Las	Cruces.

"On	a	particularly	chilly	day,	we	ate

chili	in	Chile."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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with	friends,	watched	travel-adventure	videos,	and	read	blogs

written	by	other	RTW	families	(we're	not	the	only	ones!)	Once

we	 had	 nailed	 our	 South	 America	 calendar	 and

itinerary,	 we	 started	 having	 brunch	 and	mimosa	 decision-

making-sessions	with	Heather	and	her	mom,	Terrie	Holmes.

It	was	during	one	of	these	Sunday	events	that	Heather	found

our	 Chilean	 home-away-from-home	 in	 a	 small	 coastal	 town

near	Valparaiso	on	VRBO.com.	

		

We	stayed	at	"Casa	de	Verano"	for	two	weeks.	A	super-simple

cottage	with	a	DIY	vibe,	it	was	exactly	what	we	needed	after
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Chili	in	Chile	on	a	chilly	day.

5	 weeks	 on	 the	 road.	 With	 three	 bedrooms	 and	 plenty	 of

shelving,	 we	 were	 all	 able	 to	 unpack	 and	 spread	 out.	 When

you've	 been	 living	 out	 of	 a	 backpack,	 it's	 quite	 nice	 to	 hang

things	 up,	 fold	 things	 tidily,	 stow	 away	 the	 luggage,	 and	 let

your	travel-soap-dish	dry	out.	

		

We	deliberately	planned	very	 little	sightseeing,	opting	 instead

to	 just	 "live"	 for	 a	 while.	 The	 kitchen	 was	 basic	 but	 well-

stocked,	 so	 we	 shopped	 at	 the	 local	 grocery	 store	 and	 fruit/

veggie	market	 and	 cooked	 almost	 all	 of	 our	meals.	We	 baked

brownies	and	apple	cake	and,	on	a	particularly	chilly	day,	ate

chili	 in	Chile.	 ;)	We	did	make	a	 few	day	 trips	 to	wineries	 in

the	,	our	favorites	were	the	organics	at	Emiliana	and	bubbly	at

Vina	Mar.	

		

The	 kids	 played	 in	 the	 backyard	 pool	 despite	 the	 fact	 that	 it

was	still	a	bit	cold	in	mid-spring.	Rodrigo	and	I	walked	almost

daily	throughout	the	town,	and	we	all	liked	to	hike	down	to	the

beach,	especially	during	the	fabulous	pink	and	purple	sunsets.

It	 was	 too	 rocky,	 cold	 and	 turbulent	 to	 swim,	 but	 that	 didn't

stop	us	from	enjoying	the	sand,	birds,	and	rocky	outcrops.	

		

Surprisingly,	 we	 had	 an	 excellent	 internet	 connection,

which	was	awesome	for	road-schooling.	Bella	 is	enrolled	 in	an

online	 program	 through	 the	 Snoqualmie	 school	 district.	 With

Heather	by	her	side,	they	managed	to	get	quite	a	bit	ahead	in

her	 three	 first-semester	 classes,	 Algebra	 II,	 Health	 and	 PE.

(Yeah,	 I	 know,	 PE	 online	 sounds	 like	 getting	 your	 driver's

license	by	correspondence.	She's	making	activity	goals,	logging

her	food	and	exercise,	and	doing	quizzes.	It	actually	does	make

sense.)	Similarly,	Marco	and	Heather	worked	 through	2	math

units.	Rodrigo	edited	videos,	and	everyone	wrote	blog	posts.	

		

Looking	 back,	 everyone	 remembers	 Las	 Cruces	 as	 just	 the

right	amount	of	down	time	in	just	the	right	kind	of	house	doing

just	the	right	kind	of	"nothing".	Chillin'	in	Chile	gave	all	of	us
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Much	ado	about	nothing.

time	to	recharge	our	batteries	and	was	also	beneficial	to	our

budget	 (so	 far,	 Chile's	 the	 country	 with	 the	 lowest	 per-day

expenses).	 Before	 we	 left	 Seattle,	 we	 knew	 we	 wanted	 to

avoid	 the	 whirlwind	 10-days/5-cities	 type	 of	 itineraries,	 but

Las	 Cruces	 helped	 us	 realize	 that	 we	 truly	 do	 need	 multi-

week	 stays	 in	 small	 towns.	We're	 definitely	 keeping	 that	 in

mind	as	we're	planning	the	next	six	months	on	the	road.

Fabulous	sunsets	were	worth	the	hike	to	the	beach.	
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“Casablanca	Valley:	On	a	sun-
drenched	day,	we	took	a	day	trip
and	visited	several	wineries,	most	of
which	had	excellent	wines.”	
		

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

Aside	from	doing	practically	nothing	in	the	deserted	town	of
Las	 Cruces,	 we	 also	 spent	 some	 time	 in	 the	 Casablanca

Valley,	 located	 just	 a	 short	 drive	 away,	 and	 in	 the	 town	 of

Valparaiso,	a	bit	further	out.	And	luckily	we	had	a	rental	car.

On	a	sun-drenched	day,	we	took	a	day	trip	and	visited	several

wineries,	most	of	which	had	excellent	wines.	

		

There	 were	 three	 places	 in	 particular	 that	 are	 worth

mentioning,	 and	 one	 that	 we	 loved	 the	 location	 but	 do	 not

recommend	the	wines.	

		

Emiliana		

We	found	the	best	red	blend	(6	different	grape	varietals!)	at

Emiliana,	the	only	fully	organic	winery	in	Chile.	In	fact,	this
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The	view	from	Vina	Mar.

This	might	as	well	be	the	road	to	Paradise.	Well,	Wine	Paradise	at	least.
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“Casablanca	Valley:	On	a	sun-
drenched	day,	we	took	a	day	trip
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by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	
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The	view	from	Vina	Mar.

This	might	as	well	be	the	road	to	Paradise.	Well,	Wine	Paradise	at	least.
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beautiful	 and	 inviting	winery	uses	 alpaca	 poop	 as	 fertilizer

on	 the	 vines.	 We	 don’t	 know	 if	 that	 makes	 any	 particular

difference	in	the	quality	of	the	grapes	or	the	strength	of	the

vines,	but	we	thought	this	fact	alone	was	worth	the	visit.	

		

Our	tasting	was	very	pleasant,	and	the	fact	that	we	were	the

only	 ones	 there	 probably	 contributed	 to	 the	 extra	 attention

we	 received.	 The	 tasting	 included	 a	 generous	 flight	 of

samples	 with	 equally	 generous	 pours,	 and	 came	 with	 an

assortment	of	delicious	cheeses	to	help	cleanse	the	palette	in

between	 sips.	 We	 talked	 extensively	 with	 the	 very

knowledgeable	 	 sommelier,	 Raul,	 and	 ended	 up	 buying	 a

bottle	of	their	spectacular	award	winning	“Coyam.”	

		

Quintay		

The	winery	 had	 	 slick	 and	modern	 architecture,	 absolutely

beautiful.	The	wines	were	very	good	as	well,	 both	 reds	and

whites.	 It	 looked,	 smelled	 and	 tasted	 like	 a	 true	 boutique

winery.	 We	 had	 a	 great	 tasting	 experience,	 in	 our	 own

private	 room.	We	 learned	 that	Quintay	 is	 owned	 by	 eleven

different	 members,	 each	 with	 his	 own	 farm,	 and	 that

production	 is	 limited	 to	 a	 few	 cases	 per	 varietal.	 The

Sauvignon	Blanc	was	delicious.

	

Vina	Mar		

Vina	 Mar	 was	 definitely	 a	 highlight	 of	 our	 visit	 to	 the

Casablanca	Valley.	Daniel,	the	sommelier,	gave	us	a	taste	of

all	 the	6	memorable	bubblies	produced	 locally.	The	grounds

were	 truly	 spectacular,	with	 panoramic	 views,	 and	 at	 their

restaurant	we	had	our	best	meal	in	Chile.	

Curious	 fact:	 you	 can	 only	 use	 the	 word	Champagne	 when

referring	to	the	specific	sparkling	wines	produced	from	that

particular	region	in	French	with	the	same	name.	France	has

very	 strict	 rules	 governing	 their	 wine	 production,	 and	 that

area	 only	 grows	 7	 grapes:	 	 Pinot	 Noir	 (most	 widely	 used),
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Clockwise	from	top:
wine	tasting	at	Emiliana;	
Quintay	Winery;
Valparaiso.
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Pinot	Meunier	(widely	used),	Chardonnay	(widely	used),	Pinot

Blanc,	Pinot	Gris,	Petit	Meslier,	and	Arbane.	Any	other	fizzy

wine	 is	 to	 be	 called	 a	 bubbly	 or	 sparkling	 wine.	 Now	 you

know!

		

Casas	del	Bosque	

In	terms	of	atmosphere,	Casas	del	Bosque	was	a	showstopper.

The	 tasting	 experience,	 however,	 likely	 due	 to	 their

popularity,	 was	 impersonal	 and	 contrived,	 lacking	 all	 the

excitement	and	genuine	interest	our	previous	hosts	displayed

at	their	respective	wineries.	They	came	across	as	snobby	and

distant,	as	if	we	should	have	felt	privileged	to	set	foot	at	their

award	winning	winery.	But	the	wines	were	mostly	subpar.	In

fact,	their	Sauvignon	Blanc	smelled	strongly	of	body	odor	and

was	 the	 only	 wine	 we	 all	 refused	 to	 drink,	 from	 all	 of	 our

winery	visits.	Marco	pointed	out	that	the	sign	displaying	the

logo	 “BO”	 should	 have	 been	 a	 hint	 of	 what	 was	 to	 come.

Unforgettable,	but	for	all	the	wrong	reasons.	

		

The	 other	 side	 trip	we	 took	was	 to	 visit	 the	much	hyped-up

town	of	Valparaiso.	Everyone	loved	it,	except	me.	Valpo,	as

it’s	known	by	locals	and	fans,	is	a	small	coastal	place	with	lots

of	 beautiful	 and	 colorful	 street	 art	 and	 elaborate	 graffiti.	 It

does	 have	 character	 to	 spare,	 and	 I	 will	 admit	 that	 the

restaurants	were	 excellent	 (one	 of	 the	best	meals	we	had	 in

Chile),	 but	 I	 just	 thought	 it	 was	 too	 similar	 to	 some	 of	 the

small	 towns	 in	 Brazil.	 Been	 there,	 seen	 that.	 Regardless,

walking	 around	 some	 of	 the	 hills	 and	 streets	 paved	 with

cobblestones	 and	 brimming	 with	 old	 colonial	 architecture,

while	enjoying	the	panoramic	views	and	colorful	houses,	was

very	pleasant	and	definitely	worth	a	visit.	

		

The	best	of	all	this	was	having	three	adults	to	drive.	Plus,	the

kids	surprised	us	with	their	patience	and	interest,	despite	the

fact	that	they	couldn’t	enjoy	any	of	the	wines.
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The	town	of	Valparaiso.
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A	sunset	with	the	Chilean	flag	colors	in	Las	Cruces.
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A	sunset	with	the	Chilean	flag	colors	in	Las	Cruces.
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"It's	no	wonder	that	Recoleta
Cemetery	is	one	of	Buenos	Aires's
most	visited	sites."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

I	had	my	first	cemetery-history-lesson	in	Bastos,	a	rural	town
in	Sao	Paulo	state.	My	host,	a	young	3rd	generation	Japanese-

Brazilian,	took	me	on	a	chronological	tour	to	show	how	the

immigrant-founded	community	 changed	over	 time.	 Early

graves	 were	 Buddhist	 with	 obelisk	 tombstones	 covered	 in

Kanji	 and	 framed	 photos	 of	 the	 deceased.	 In	 the	 1950s	 and

60s,	names	like	Eduardo	Fujisaki	and	Beatrice	Suzuki	began

appearing	on	tombstones,	demonstrating	that	the	townspeople

had	 begun	 identifying	 as	 Brazilian.	 The	 newest	 headstones’

text	were	Portuguese	with	Christian	elements	like	crosses	and

angels,	 signaling	 further	 cultural	 integration.	 It	was	an	 eye-

opening	 experience	 that	 prompted	 a	 habit	 of	 visiting

cemeteries	as	I	travel	the	world.	

		

While	 vacationing	 as	 a	 couple,	 Rodrigo	 and	 I	 have	 visited
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cemeteries	in	Kauai,	New	Orleans,	Paris	and	Venice.	Our	visit

to	Pere	Lachaise	was,	appropriately,	on	a	rainy,	gloomy	day.

With	 free-from-the-metro	 newspapers	 to	 cover	 our	 heads,	 we

determinedly	 sought	 out	 the	 graves	 of	 Oscar	Wilde	 and	 Jim

Morrison.	In	Venice,	we	made	a	day	trip	of	it,	packing	a	picnic

and	 catching	 a	 Vaporetto	 to	 the	 island-cemetery	 of	 St.

Michele.	 Rodrigo	 sketched	 while	 I	 wandered	 the	 park-like

setting,	 admiring	 the	 statues	 and	 wishing	 I	 could	 make

rubbings	of	the	tombstones.				

		

So	 when	 we	 added	 Buenos	 Aires	 to	 our	 Around	 the	 World

itinerary,	 I	 was	 thrilled	 to	 read	 about	Recoleta	 Cemetery,

with	 its	 many-styled	 above-ground	 mausoleums,	 elaborate

(and	priceless!)	statuary,	and	long	list	of	famous	dead	people.	I

was	 most	 excited	 to	 see	 the	 Art-Deco	 tombs	 and	 the	 final

resting	 place	 of	 Argentina’s	 beloved	 “Evita”.	 The	 kids,	 to	 be

honest,	were	a	 little	creeped-out	by	the	 idea,	 but	once	we

arrived	 and	 they	 got	 over	 their	 sense-of-unease,	 they	 were

fascinated.		

		

Recoleta	 Cemetery	 is	 a	 true	 necropolis	 with	 tree-lined

“boulevards",	 smaller	 "streets"	 and	 even	 smaller	 "alleys".

Architect-designed	 mausoleums	 lined	 the	 passageways	 like

row-houses	 built	 one	 right	 next	 to	 the	 other.	 In	 some	 cases,

families	 bought	 large	 enough	 plots	 that	 their	 tombs	 didn't

touch	others,	and	might	have	had	a	bench	for	the	living	to	sit

on	 when	 they	 come	 visit.	 On	 the	 day	 we	 were	 there	 –

November	1,	Day	of	the	Dead	–	family	members	and	hired

help	were	 busy	 sweeping	 out	 the	 tombs,	 scrubbing	 down	 the

cobblestones,	and	freshening	up	flowers.			

		

The	mausoleums	were	built	 to	house	 entire	 families.	Peeking

inside,	we	saw	coffins	stacked	on	shelves	in	the	upper	levels

and	teeny-tiny	staircases	leading	to	even	more	burial	space

below.	 According	 to	 our	 guide,	 one	 Recoleta	 tomb	 contains
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The	Recoleta	Cemetery	impressed	us.
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The	Recoleta	Cemetery	impressed	us.

	97	



multiple	generations	–	dozens	of	family	members	–	although

5-20	 is	 closer	 to	 the	 norm.	 In	 some	 eras,	 the	 coffins	 were

covered	 with	 beautiful	 white	 cloths	 edged	 in	 hand-crafted

lace,	 although	many	were	 deteriorated	 and	 raggedy,	 adding

to	the	spook-factor.	

		

The	 abundance	 of	 gorgeous	 artwork	 is	 another

fascinating	 element	 of	 this	 historic	 site.	 Magnificently

detailed	wrought-iron	fences	and	locks	protect	 the	dead,

along	with	 stone	 statues	 of	angels,	 soldiers,	 and	 faithful

dogs.	 Bas-relief	 plaques	 decorate	 the	 tombs’	 exteriors

commemorating	the	deceased’s	community	service,	careers	or

heritage.	Stained	glass	windows	facing	in	to	the	tombs	can

be	 glimpsed	 through	 open	 gates	 and	windows.	 One	modern

mausoleum	 had	 a	 skylight	 that	 brightened	 the	 interior	 so

much	 that	 orchids	 bloomed	 cheerily	 within.	 We	 spotted	 a

carved	stone	skull	with	eyes	 like	Mona	Lisa’s,	 they	 followed

us	as	we	strolled	past,	and	discovered	that	the	white	ribbons

tied	to	one	tomb’s	gate	were	an	homage	to	a	sorrowful	scene

in	an	Argentinian	romance	movie.	

		

It’s	no	wonder	that	Recoleta	cemetery	is	one	of	Buenos	Aires’s

most-visited	sites.	Cemeteries	are	a	unique	resource	for

travelers;	 they	 offer	 a	 glimpse	 of	 a	 city’s	 social	 norms	 and

cultural	habits,	are	a	3-D	history	lesson,	and	house	amazing

art	and	architectural	pieces.	As	we	continued	our	Around	The

World	 trip,	 we	 kept	 adding	 cemeteries	 to	 our	 sight-

seeing	 plans,	 knowing	 we’d	 learn	 something	 uniquely

interesting	in	each	location.

	98	



Isabella	and	Marco	in	the	Necropolis.
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“The	Buenos	Aires	Hall	of	Fame”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

This	 is	 going	 to	 be	 like	 that	 "Sound	 of	 Music"	 song.	 You
know,	 the	 one	 with	 the	 whiskers	 and	 kittens	 and	 warm

woolen	mittens?	Only	without	music.	Or	Julie	Andrews.	Just

a	few	of	our	favorite	things	about	Buenos	Aires...		

		

Cutest	Porteños	

Heather,	 Rodrigo	 and	 I	 managed	 to	 take	 several	 long,

exercise-paced	walks	through	the	Recoleta	neighborhood.	We

were	 charmed	 by	 at	 least	 a	 dozen	 dogs	 who	 followed	 their

masters	 obediently	 throughout	 the	 city.	 In	 contrast,	 there

were	 also	 dog-walkers	 who	 picked	 up	 their	 charges,	 then

tromped	 together	 along	well-worn	 paths	 through	 parks	 and

beside	sidewalk	cafes.	These	adorable	pets	made	us	homesick

for	our	own	(not-so-well-behaved)	pups.	

		

Spookiest	Sight-seeing	

Recoleta	Cemetery.	Tucked	amongst	some	of	most	elaborate,

prettiest	 mausoleums	 you'll	 ever	 see,	 we	 found	 tombs	 with
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Cutest	Porteños	
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creaky	 gates	 hanging	 off	 their	 hinges,	 spider-web-covered

bronze	padlocks	and	a	skull	whose	hollow	eyes	followed	your

every	 move.	 The	 kids	 were	 cornered	 by	 a	 curious	 old	 man

who	wanted	 to	 know	where	 they	were	 from	 and	what	 they

were	doing	…	was	he	a	ghost?	Or	just	a	snoop?	

		

Tastiest	Ice	Cream	

You	 can't	 beat	 Freddo's	 1/4	 kg	 of	 pure	 Dulce	 de	 Leche

Argentinian	style	 ice	cream.	We	first	sampled	this	delicious

concoction	 at	 the	 Freddo's	 near	 Recoleta	 cemetery.	 "It's

amazing!,"	 Rodrigo	 exclaimed,	 "like	 someone	 froze	 their

grandma's	best	dulce	de	 leche	and	 just	 scooped	 it	up	 into	a

cone".	

		

Crunchiest	Bread	

We	bought	our	daily	bread	at	the	Luis	XV	Confiteria	bakery

just	 a	 few	 blocks	 down	 from	 our	 apartment.	 The	 aroma	 of

freshly	 baked	 deliciousness	 wafted	 down	 the	 street	 every

morning	 at	 6	 and	 then	 again	 around	 4	 PM.	 The	 friendly

bakers	helped	us	choose	a	different	loaf	every	day.		

		

Sultriest	Outing	

The	 five	of	us	got	all	dressed	up	 to	see	 the	Piazzolla	Tango

show.	The		athleticism!	The	costumes!	The	dancers	were	cool

and	 hot	 all	 at	 the	 same	 time.	 They	 dazzled	 us	 with	 slick

moves	and	glamourous	looks.	One	regret:	our	waters	cost	as

much	 as	 a	 bottle	 of	 champagne.	 Should	 have	 ordered	 the

bubbly!	

		

Crabbiest	Tour	

Rodrigo,	 Heather	 and	 I	 love	 walking	 tours.	 Seriously	 love

them.	 You	 learn	 so	 much	 about	 the	 city,	 get	 some	 great

exercise,	 and	 meet	 other	 travelers.	 The	 kids,	 on	 the	 other

hand,	hate	them.	The	Buenos	Aires	tour	was	four	hours	long,

but	what	I	remember	isn't	pleasant:	the	kids	dragging	their

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

	102	



Clockwise	from	top:
The	Crabiest	Tour	included	Casa	Rosada;

The	Tastiest	Ice	Cream:	Freddo;
The	Crunchiest	Bread:	Luis	XV	Confiteria

and	their	friendly	bakers.
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feet,	my	hissed	answers	to	their	repeated	question	"are	we	done

yet?",	and	the	fact	that	we	couldn't	get	a	beer	in	the	plaza	of	the

San	 Telmo	 neighborhood.	 Honestly	 folks,	 sometimes	 family

travel	isn't	very	fun.	

		

Best	Night	In	

On	Halloween,	 Bella	 took	 on	 the	 challenge	 of	 re-creating	 our

favorite	 fall,	 accompanied	 by	 the	 aforementioned	 yummy,

crusty	bread,	olive-spider-topped	deviled	eggs,	and	lots	of	sweet

treats.	 She	 miraculously	 pulled	 together	 a	 costume	 from	 her

backpack,	 but	 the	 rest	 of	 us	 lame-os	 were	 a	 mom,	 a	 dad,	 a

brother	and	a	traveling	teacher.	We	stayed	up	late	to	watch	the

movies	 "Hotel	 Transylvania"	 and	 "Nightmare	 Before

Christmas".	 Here's	 another	 reality	 check	 about	 family-travel,

sometimes	you	just	want	to	feel	like	you're	at	home.
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Best	Night	In:	Halloween!

Sultriest	Outing:	Piazzola	Tango.
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"Argentinian	drivers	don’t	seem	to
follow	the	laws	of	physics,	let	alone
the	laws,	period."	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

Most	people	don’t	know	what	bad,	dangerous	driving	is	until

they	have	an	experience	driving	through	Argentina.	We	took

a	 5,000	 km	 road	 trip	 from	 Buenos	 Aires,	 through	 San

Antonio	 de	 Areco,	 Cordoba,	 La	 Cumbre,	 Alta	 Gracia,

Mendoza,	Neuquen,	Peninsula	Valdez,	 Siera	 de	 la	Ventana,

and	 back	 to	 BsAs,	 completing	 a	 full	 loop	 of	 roads	without

using	a	GPS	system.	We	know	what	we	are	talking	about.

So	many	lessons	learned,	and	some	truly	great,	instructional

moments.	

		

Truth	be	told,	we	had	some	near	misses,	but	I	never	truly	felt

our	lives	were	100%	in	danger	–	though	close.	I	have	some	of

those	memorable	moments	to	share	here,	hoping	that	I	won’t

channel	any	of	those	stereotypical	paranoid	people	who	share

horror	stories	 in	order	to	dissuade	and	warn	other	travelers
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from	 visiting	 some	 “remote”	 third-world	 country.	 	 In	 fact,

Argentina	 is	 in	 our	 “must-return-to”	 list	 of	 countries	 –	 fun

people,	amazing	food,	great	wine,	spectacular	landscapes,	and

roads	full	of	adventure!	

		

The	roads	to	nowhere	and	everywhere.		

At	the	time	we	hit	the	road	from	Buenos	Aires,	the	news	were

reporting	massive	flooding	and	road	closures	–	full	towns

under	water,	 rivers	 rising	beyond	historical	 limits,	 thousands

homeless	 and	 evacuated.	 I	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	 there	 were

signs	 for	 roadblocks	 and	 flooded	 areas,	 and	 detours	 set	 up	 –

many	times	very	 improvised,	but	still	effective.	Consequently,

most	of	 the	roads	we	chose	were	 in	even	more	horrible	shape

than	 the	usual	 highways.	We	used	 a	 really	 good	 resource	 for

checking	 the	 routes,	 ruta0.com,	 a	 web	 site	 that	 offers

information	 about	 road	 conditions,	 tolls,	 lodging,	 and	 even

“quality”	of	the	scenery.	Frequently	there	were	multiple	route

options	 to	 get	 from	 one	 point	 to	 another;	 and	 also	 often	 the

roads	cut	right	 through	some	minuscule	 town	and	there	were

no	 proper	 signs	 indicating	 how	 to	 reconnect	 to	 the	 highway.

And	then	sometimes	the	road	turned	to	some	unmarked

dirt	and/or	gravel	path.	We	had	a	few	circumstances	where

we	did	get	lost	and	had	to	stop	and	ask	for	directions	–	thank

God	 for	 our	 Latin	 language	 roots!	 So	 if	 you	 are	 used	 to	 a

sheltered	perception	of	quality	of	roads	and	signage,	beware!	

		

Warning:	Tarantulas	crossing.		

Argentina	has	some	dazzling,	vast	landscapes	–	this	should	be

no	surprise	to	any	traveler;	green	Pampas	change	into	rolling

hills	and	 then	 to	 richly	 textured	sierras.	There	are	 long,	 long

stretches	of	roads	cutting	through	deserted	areas,	particularly

through	the	edge	of	Patagonia.	And	sometimes	animals	cross.

Animals	like	donkeys,	emus…	and	tarantulas	-	huge,	big-as-a-

hand	hairy	 tarantulas.	 I	 came	across	 four	 such	monsters	–

big	enough	that	you	could	see	them	crossing	even	from	several
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Rules	do	not	apply	on	the	road	in	Argentina.
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Mendoza,	Neuquen,	Peninsula	Valdez,	 Siera	 de	 la	Ventana,

and	 back	 to	 BsAs,	 completing	 a	 full	 loop	 of	 roads	without

using	a	GPS	system.	We	know	what	we	are	talking	about.

So	many	lessons	learned,	and	some	truly	great,	instructional

moments.	

		

Truth	be	told,	we	had	some	near	misses,	but	I	never	truly	felt

our	lives	were	100%	in	danger	–	though	close.	I	have	some	of

those	memorable	moments	to	share	here,	hoping	that	I	won’t

channel	any	of	those	stereotypical	paranoid	people	who	share

horror	stories	 in	order	to	dissuade	and	warn	other	travelers
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from	 visiting	 some	 “remote”	 third-world	 country.	 	 In	 fact,

Argentina	 is	 in	 our	 “must-return-to”	 list	 of	 countries	 –	 fun

people,	amazing	food,	great	wine,	spectacular	landscapes,	and

roads	full	of	adventure!	

		

The	roads	to	nowhere	and	everywhere.		

At	the	time	we	hit	the	road	from	Buenos	Aires,	the	news	were

reporting	massive	flooding	and	road	closures	–	full	towns

under	water,	 rivers	 rising	beyond	historical	 limits,	 thousands

homeless	 and	 evacuated.	 I	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	 there	 were

signs	 for	 roadblocks	 and	 flooded	 areas,	 and	 detours	 set	 up	 –

many	times	very	 improvised,	but	still	effective.	Consequently,

most	of	 the	roads	we	chose	were	 in	even	more	horrible	shape

than	 the	usual	 highways.	We	used	 a	 really	 good	 resource	 for

checking	 the	 routes,	 ruta0.com,	 a	 web	 site	 that	 offers

information	 about	 road	 conditions,	 tolls,	 lodging,	 and	 even

“quality”	of	the	scenery.	Frequently	there	were	multiple	route

options	 to	 get	 from	 one	 point	 to	 another;	 and	 also	 often	 the

roads	cut	right	 through	some	minuscule	 town	and	there	were

no	 proper	 signs	 indicating	 how	 to	 reconnect	 to	 the	 highway.

And	then	sometimes	the	road	turned	to	some	unmarked

dirt	and/or	gravel	path.	We	had	a	few	circumstances	where

we	did	get	lost	and	had	to	stop	and	ask	for	directions	–	thank

God	 for	 our	 Latin	 language	 roots!	 So	 if	 you	 are	 used	 to	 a

sheltered	perception	of	quality	of	roads	and	signage,	beware!	

		

Warning:	Tarantulas	crossing.		

Argentina	has	some	dazzling,	vast	landscapes	–	this	should	be

no	surprise	to	any	traveler;	green	Pampas	change	into	rolling

hills	and	 then	 to	 richly	 textured	sierras.	There	are	 long,	 long

stretches	of	roads	cutting	through	deserted	areas,	particularly

through	the	edge	of	Patagonia.	And	sometimes	animals	cross.

Animals	like	donkeys,	emus…	and	tarantulas	-	huge,	big-as-a-

hand	hairy	 tarantulas.	 I	 came	across	 four	 such	monsters	–

big	enough	that	you	could	see	them	crossing	even	from	several

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

Rules	do	not	apply	on	the	road	in	Argentina.

	107	

http://www.ruta0.com


meters	 away,	 like	 puppet	 hands,	 fingers	 mimicking	 legs,

crawling	 purposefully	 through	 the	 pavement.	 The	 first	 time	 I

was	 so	 incredulous	 that	 I	 actually	 ran	 right	 over	 it.	 And	 felt

the	bump.	I	never	had	the	courage	to	stop	for	pictures.	

		

Fluids	matter.		

As	a	driver,	one	of	the	most	important	things	to	pay	attention

to	(particularly	on	a	road	trip	across	a	foreign	country	you	are

unfamiliar	with)	is	your	car.	It	is	wise	to	stop	from	time	to	time

to	maintain	your	gas	tank	full	(again,	it’s	a	different	country

and	the	rules	and	conditions	for	gas	stations	are	very	different;

it	may	be	hundreds	of	miles	before	you	can	find	a	gas	station	in

Argentina.)	Checking	all	 the	 fluids	and	the	tires	 is	a	must	 for

safety.	 You	 must	 keep	 the	 variables	 to	 a	 minimum.	 Several

hundred	 miles	 later,	 when	 we	 hit	 Mendoza,	 we	 stopped	 at	 a

large	 gas	 station	 with	 about	 a	 quarter	 tank	 –	 it	 had	 several

pumps,	a	 convenience	 store	and	a	 small	mechanics	 shop.	Gas

stations	 in	 South	 America	 are	 NOT	 self-service.	 So	 I

asked	the	smiling	attendant	to	please	check	oil,	coolant,	brake

and	transmission	fluids.	He	checked	the	oil	stick	up	three	times

before	pulling	me	aside	 and	 showing	me	 the	 absolute	 dry	 tip.

There	wasn’t	a	single	drop	of	oil	in	the	engine!	I	had	asked	the

rental	car	company	agent	before	leaving	Buenos	Aires	if	the	car

was	in	good	condition	to	endure	a	road	trip	–	and	I	erroneously

assumed	 that	 it	 included	 all	 fluids	 capped.	 Never	 assume

anything	in	a	foreign	country.	

		

Pass	me	if	you	can.	

I	grew	up	in	Brazil	and	consider	myself	a	really	good	driver.	I

learned	how	to	drive	a	stick	(a	must	outside	of	the	US,	people)

and	rather	 than	strictly	 following	 the	 “lawful	 rules”,	 I	 instead

choose	to	pay	attention	to	my	surroundings	and	embrace	each

place’s	unique	set	of	“rules	of	engagement.”	Go	with	the	flow

is	 the	 first	 and	best	 advice	 I	 give	 anyone	 driving	 in	 a	 foreign

country.	 Because	 something	 “should”	 be	 a	 certain	 way,	 it

doesn’t	mean	 it	 necessarily	 “is”	 that	way.	And	 this	 is	 so	 very
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Look!	It's	only		55	km	to	Nowhere	Town.

true	 in	 Argentina.	 Aside	 from	 the	 unpredictability	 of	 road

conditions	and	route	options,	 the	biggest	 concern	while	driving

in	that	country	is	the	actual	Argentinian	driver,	a	really	unique

specimen.	 	 Argentinian	 drivers	 don’t	 seem	 to	 follow	 the

laws	 of	 physics,	 let	 alone	 the	 laws,	 period.	 Physics	 rules,

such	 as	 “two	 bodies	 of	 mass	 cannot	 occupy	 the	 same	 area	 in

space”,	 and	 “for	 every	 action	 there	 is	 an	 equal	 and	 opposite

reaction”	 are	 completely	 and	 frequently	 ignored	 by	 all.	 This	 is

much	aggravated	by	the	fact	that	most	highways	do	not	have

passing	lanes	and/or	shoulders.	But	I	suppose	those	drivers

think	that	it’s	easier	to	fly	over	bathtub	sized	potholes	instead	of

hitting	 them;	 and	 that	 their	 need	 to	 get	 ahead	 a	 few	 meters

surpasses	 the	 need	 to	 stay	 alive	 for	 the	 duration	 of	 the	 route.

Forget	blinkers.	At	least	in	Italy	they	flash	their	lights	at	you	to

let	you	know	you	need	to	get	the	hell	out	of	their	way.	I	am	glad

to	 report	 that	 we	 survived	 to	 tell	 this	 tale,	 but	 it	 took	 some

clever	 maneuvering	 and	 quick	 thinking	 to	 avoid	 head-on

collisions	and	unplanned	off	road	driving.	

		

Moral	of	the	story:	when	on	the	road	in	Argentina,	avoid	what

the	Argentinians	do.

	109	

http://www.ruta0.com


"We	went	to	go	see	the	sea	lions	in
kayaks	(we	were	in	the	kayaks,	not
them.)"	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

So	my	 parents	 decided	 to	 take	 us	 on	 a	 road	 trip	 around
Argentina.	I	was	not	the	happiest	child	in	the	world.	If	you

may	not	know	already,	I	hate	road	trips.	Being	cramped	into

a	 car	 fit	 for	 only	 5	 people	 is	 not	 very	 fun,	 especially	 when

each	day	of	driving	takes	over	3	hours.	The	car	was	not	the

biggest,	 but	we	 planned	 to	 change	 the	 packing	 situation	 so

that	we	each	had	more	space.	The	car	had	a	fold	up	backseat

that	I	sat	in.	

		

Some	 of	 the	 places	 that	 we	 went	 to	 were,	 La	 Cumbre,

Mendoza,	Neuquen,	and	Peninsula	Valdez.	

		

La	Cumbre	 is	 not	 very	 big.	 Roughly	 the	 size	 of	 Redmond.

The	population	 is	around	10,090	people.	We	 tried	 to	go	 to	a

Jesuit	mission,	but	they	weren't	open.	Then	we	tried	to	 find

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

another	and	couldn't	find	it.	So	we	really	only	went	out	to	get	a

nasty	 roadside	 spaghetti	 lunch.	Anyway,	La	Cumbre	was	not

my	 favorite,	 even	 though	 before	 we	 left	 I	 got	 an	 Alfajore.

Alfajores	are	little	cookie	type	things	that	make	me	sit	up	and

beg.	In	other	words,	the	best	thing	ever!	The	one	that	I	got	had

a	pretty	common	caramel	type	thing	called	dulce	de	leche,	and

then	was	sandwiched	in	shortbread	cookies.	

		

Mendoza	is	a	city	about	the	size	of	Natal	in	Brazil.	Not	super

big	 but	 not	 extremely	 small	 -	 935,000	 people.	 We	 stayed	 in

Hotel	 Bohemia,	 a	 small	 hotel	 in	 downtown	Mendoza.	 It	may

have	been	small,	but	it	was	quite	comfortable.	The	rooms	were

tiny,	but	large	enough	for	a	human	being	to	live	sanely.	They

had	good	showers	but	not	 spacious	beds.	 I	got	 stuck	with	 the

single	bed	that	must	have	been	made	for	a	baby.	They	served

breakfast	as	well.	I	would	give	it	4	1/2	stars.	

		

Neuquen	was	the	dinosaur	town.	The	population	is	264,600

people.	I	loved	it	so	much	because	when	I	was	little,	dinosaurs

were	 my	 life.	 Heather	 was	 excited	 as	 well,	 for	 she	 too	 loves

dinosaurs.	 We	 stayed	 in	 a	 bed	 &	 breakfast,	 but	 that’s	 not

important.	What's	important	is	the	dinosaur	tour.	The	first	one

we	went	to	had	a	cool	model	of	a	newly	discovered	carnivore,	I

have	 to	 admit	 that	 I	 always	 imagined	 them	 to	 be	 5	 times

bigger	 than	they	actually	are.	 Its	name	was	Gigantosaurus,

and	it	was	awesome!	We	saw	a	vertebrae	that	was	both	taller

than	me	and	bigger	than	me.	The	second	museum	we	went	to

had	the	Argentinosaurus,	the	biggest	herbivore	dinosaur	in	the

world.	The	skeleton	took	up	almost	the	entire	warehouse	that
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it	was	in.	The	leg	was	already	the	size	of	a	fat	wolf,	also	taller

than	 the	 biggest	 elephant	 that	 you	 could	 find.	 If	 you	 don’t

believe	me,	then	go	on	the	internet,	it	has	all	the	answers.	We

also	 saw	 some	 dinosaur	 prints	 in	 a	 lake,	 which	 was	 kind	 of

cool	 but	 I	 was	 more	 in	 it	 for	 the	 skeletons.	 If	 you	 like

dinosaurs,	you	will	love	Neuquen,	it	was	a	dinosaur	paradise.	

		

Peninsula	Valdez	was	the	 last	stop	on	our	road	trip,	where

we	saw	whales,	penguins,	and	sea	lions.	The	population	of

humans	 is	 430,	 and	 population	 of	whales	 is	 400-1700.	When

we	got	 there	 I	was	so	excited	because	 it	was	so	small,	and	 it

reminded	me	of	home.	You	could	walk	everywhere.	We	stayed

in	 a	 little	motel,	 and	when	 I	 say	 little	 I	 actually	mean	 tiny.

There	were	 only	 four	 rooms,	 each	 identified	 by	 color,	 so	 red,

green,	orange.	We	stayed	in	yellow.	All	the	rooms	are	the	same

size	 and	 same	 floor	 plan.	 Our	 first	 day	 out	 was	 to	 see	 the

whales,	 Southern	 Right	 Whales	 to	 be	 exact.	 They	 were

pretty	cool,	but	I	was	kind	of	scared	when	we	went	close	to	the

mother	and	baby,	because	of	the	fact	that	we	could	have	posed

as	a	threat,	then	been	tipped	over	and	gotten	killed.	Otherwise

they	were	cool.	

		

Next	we	went	to	go	see	the	sea	lions	in	kayaks	(we	were	in

the	kayaks,	not	them).	It	was	kind	of	scary,	because	Bella	kept

making	it	that	way.	My	dad	got	a	fabulous	video	of	a	sea	lion

under	the	kayak	with	the	GoPro.	They	sounded	like	they	were

burping	like	crazy,	due	to	the	sound	of	the	noise	they	do.	Last

were	the	penguins,	and	I	gotta	say,	they	were	adorable!	I	got

12	 selfies	with	 them.	 I	 can't	 even	 tell	 you	how	many	 times	 I

almost	passed	out	because	of	their	cuteness.	They	burrowed	in

little	holes	in	the	ground,	and	I'm	not	kidding,	they	were	less

than	 4	 feet	 away	 from	 me.	 Some	 were	 that	 close,	 but	 then

others	 were	 farther	 away	 next	 to	 the	 beach.	 I	 think	 that

Peninsula	Valdez	was	my	favorite	place	on	our	road	trip,	but

that	doesn’t	mean	that	I	liked	the	road	trip	itself.
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Clockwise	from	top:
the	Room	of	Aromas	at	a	winery	in

Mendoza,	Magellanic	Penguin	at
Peninsula	Valdes,	the	Argentinosaurus	in

Neuquen,	
Marco	as	the	map	navigator,

the	portal	to	Mendoza	-	self-called	"the
land	of	sun	and	good	wine."
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"We	turned	the	corner	and	behind
us,	we	heard	this	hollow	breathing
sound."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

As	 most	 of	 the	 people	 who	 know	 me	 know;	 I	 don’t	 like
nature.	 I	 am	 the	 exact	 opposite	 of	 an	 outdoorsy,	 hiker,

explorer	 person.	 So	 I	 originally	 was	 not	 excited	 at	 the

prospect	of	going	to	the	national	park	Peninsula	Valdes.	My

mom	and	Heather	proposed	the	idea	after	seeing	a	very	small

blurb	 promising	 penguins	 in	 their	Lonely	 Planet:	 Argentina

book,	and	they	were	like,	“Oh	my	God,	we	have	to	go	there.”

They	organized	a	two-week	roadtrip	throughout	Argentina,

ending	with	four	days	in	the	Peninsula	Valdes.	

		

We	arrived	at	the	Peninsula	after	a	very	long	car	ride,	which

we	were	all	used	to	by	now,	since	 it	was	towards	the	end	of

the	 roadtrip.	We	 stopped	 at	 the	 little	 entry	 building,	which

contained	 lots	 of	 information	 about	 the	 different	 flora	 and

fauna	and	a	whale	skeleton	hanging	from	the	ceiling,	as	well
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Population:	429	(census	2001.)

Kayaking	proved	to	be	quite	challenging,	but	worth	it.
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as	a	 tourist	 shop	and	a	 lookout.	After	another	hour	of	driving

within	 the	 national	 park,	 we	 arrived	 at	 our	 adorable,	 teeny

little	 population	 150	 town	 called	 Puerto	 Piramides.	 Our

rented	room	was	super	cute	and	very	clean;	each	of	the	rooms

were	named	after	colors,	and	we	stayed	in	Amarillo.		

		

On	 the	 first	 day,	 we	 went	 whale	 watching.	 Upon	 donning

fluorescent	 orange	 life	 jackets,	 we	 and	 the	 30+	 other	 varying

tourists	and	travelers	trekked	down	the	paved	hill	to	the	beach

to	 get	 in	 the	 boat.	 It	 was	 amazing;	 we	 saw	 dolphins,	 and	 so

many	 mother-calf	 pairings	 of	 Southern	 Right	 Whales.	 We

were	told	later	that	it	was	lucky	that	we	went	on	the	day	that

we	 did,	 because	 for	 the	 next	 few	 days,	 it	 was	 so	 cloudy	 and

windy	that	no	whale-watching	boats	went	out	on	the	water.	

		

The	 next	 day,	 after	 a	 breakfast	 of	 sandwiches,	 coffee,	 and

pastries	at	a	super	cute	little	cafe	up	one	of	two	streets	in	the

town,	we	planned	on	driving	out	to	go	see	the	penguins.	I	was

expecting	 to	 see	maybe	 a	 few	 penguins	 from	 very	 far	 away;	 I

was	mistaken.	The	penguins	were	hanging	out	right	next	to	the

little	fence.	They	were	everywhere;	on	the	beach	down	below,	in

their	burrows,	chilling	on	the	hill.	I	got	to	take	a	multitude	of

penguin	selfies,	which	was	great.	

		

And	finally,	my	favorite	part	of	the	whole	trip	so	far:	kayaking

with	the	sea	lions.	

		

I	 woke	 up	 at	 6am,	 delirious	 from	 a	 dream	 that	 I	 had	 where

everyone	got	eaten	by	orcas.	I	frantically	told	my	parents	that	I

didn’t	 want	 to	 go	 kayaking,	 and	 I	 didn’t	 want	 anyone	 to	 go

kayaking	because	of	the	orcas.	Orcas	are	way	smarter	than

humans,	and	they	really	don’t	want	to	eat	us	and	they	can	tell

when	it	is	us,	but	let’s	be	real;	sea	lions	are	orca	snacks,	and	if

we’re	 in	 the	way	when	 the	 orcas	beach	 themselves	 to	 capture

the	 sea	 lions,	 then	 we	 also	 become	 orca	 snacks.	 I	 voiced	 my

concerns	and	was	laughed	at	and	reassured	that	it	wasn’t	orca

season	 and	 that	 even	 an	 orca	 sighting	 was	 lucky,	 so	 I
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From	the	top:	our	kayak	tour	guide	Pablo,	a	Southern	Right	Whale,	the	curious	sea
lions	swimming	under	our	kayaks,	a	group	of	guanacos	by	the	side	of	the	road.	
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grudgingly	went	with	them	to	kayak.	

		

The	 guides	 were	 awesome;	 when	 it	 came	 time	 to	 pair	 up

who	was	going	with	who	 in	which	kayak,	we	 insisted	 that

my	 mom	 go	 with	 the	 guide	 (due	 to	 our	 odd	 number	 of

people)	because	she’s	the	one	that	really	cares	about	all	the

information	and	will	then	relay	that	information	to	us	later.

Marco	and	Heather	went	 in	 one	kayak,	 and	my	dad	and	 I

went	in	the	other.	This	was	our	first	mistake.	

		

I’m	not	sure	if	you	know	my	father,	but	if	you	do,	you	know

that	 he	 gets	 really	 distracted	 sometimes,	 and	 will

compromise	 his	 safety	 and	 all	 logic	 and	 reason	 in

order	to	get	a	really	good	shot.	I,	on	the	other	hand,	am

a	total	drama	queen,	I	enjoy	telling	people	what	to	do,	and

will	get	 frustrated	 if	 they	don’t	do	what	 I	 say,	especially	 if

what	 they’re	 doing	 is	 putting	 us	 in	 potential	 danger.	 The

first	 fifteen	 minutes	 of	 kayaking	 involved	 my	 dad	 and	 I

lagging	 several	 meters	 behind	 the	 pack,	 yelling	 at	 each

other	and	telling	each	other	what	to	do.	Actually,	me	telling

him	the	correct	thing	to	do	and	him	whining	that	he	wanted

to	 be	 filming,	 and	 me	 reminding	 him	 that	 I	 have	 weak

spaghetti	 arms	 and	 cannot	 be	 the	 only	 one	 paddling	 right

now.	

		

All	 arguing	 aside,	 we	 paddled	 along	 the	 coastline,	 with

beautiful	rocks	and	caves	on	one	side	of	us,	and	a	vast	clear-

blue	 ocean	 on	 the	 other	 side;	 it	 was	 breathtaking.	 There

wasn’t	much	fauna	aside	from	a	few	birds	and	one	straggler

penguin,	 but	 we	 continued	 paddling.	 After	 scraping	 the

bottom	of	 the	kayak	 on	 some	 shallow-water	 rock	 beds	 and

continuing	to	be	waaay	behind	everyone	else,	we	turned	the

corner	 and	 behind	 us,	we	heard	 this	 hollow	 breathing

sound.	

		

Now,	 remember	 the	orca	dream.	 I	 shrieked	and	swore	and
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started	 paddling	 frantically	 and	 my	 dad	 was	 just	 sitting

there	laughing	at	me	with	his	GoPro	stuck	under	the	water

to	get	 the	shot.	 It	 turns	out	 that	 it	wasn’t	an	orca;	 it	was

the	most	adorable	curious	little	sea	lion	I’d	ever	seen	in	my

life.	Its	eyes	were	big	and	brown	and	playful;	 it	and	its	lil

sea	lion	buddies	were	just	trying	to	see	what	was	going	on,

and	 they	 were	 swimming	 and	 swirling	 under	 the	 water

away	from	their	giant	sea	lion	lair	rock.	

		

Said	Sea	Lion	Lair	Rock	was	a	giant	 rock,	 covered	 in	 sea

lions	almost	like	a	carpet.	They	were	barking	and	grunting

and	 flopping	 around	 on	 the	 land,	 but	 when	 they	 slipped

and	 fell	 into	 the	 water	 or	 threw	 themselves	 off	 the	 rock,

they	became	incredibly	graceful.	Under	the	mainland	rock

in	 a	 sort	 of	 cave	were	 even	more	 sea	 lions,	 and	 the	male

lion	with	the	giant	mane.	

		

The	younger	sea	 lions	were	 the	ones	who	were	 just

curious,	 and	 loved	 swimming	 around	 and	 investigating

these	weird	creatures	(us).	They	were	absolutely	adorable,

swimming	 underwater,	 popping	 up	 behind	 or	 next	 to	 the

boats,	then	ducking	back	down	again	and	swimming	under

the	boat	to	their	next	destination.

our	quaint	lodging	Laposta	in	Puerto	Piramides.
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We	stayed	watching	 them	 for	 a	 good	half	hour	until	 it	was

time	to	head	back.	If	paddling	wasn’t	hard	enough,	we	were

now	heading	against	 the	 current.	My	arms	were	 absolutely

dying,	and	my	dad	was	insisting	that	he	needed	to	film,	so	a

lot	of	the	paddling	I	did	by	myself.	

		

It	was	 totally	worth	 it,	 and	we	 didn’t	 get	 eaten	 by	 orcas.	 I

definitely	would	love	to	visit	again.

The	waterfront	view	from	Puerto	Piramides.
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Sea	lions	lounging	at	the	beach.

No	touching	or
feeding	the	fauna.
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“Peru-Chile-Argentina	Summary”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

PERU	
		

Peru:	land	of	misty	mountains	and	pan	pipes,	ancient	ruins,

gorgeous	textiles	and	world-class	 food.	Our	 first	stop,	 it	was

one	of	our	best-planned	itineraries.	We	spent	just	a	few	days

in	Lima	getting	acclimatized	to	being	on	the	road.	Despite	a

minor	 challenge	 with	 checking	 in	 to	 our	 rental	 apartment,

and	 the	 kids	 being	 sick	 for	 the	 first	 few	 days,	 we	 enjoyed

eating	 Peruvian	 specialties	 at	 neighborhood	 restaurants,	 a

bike	tour	of	the	city,	and	a	visit	to	the	chocolate	museum.		

		

We	 then	 went	 on	 to	 the	 Sacred	 Valley.	 Wanting	 to	 meet

other	travelers,	we’d	decided	to	stay	at	a	backpacker’s	 lodge

in	the	town	of	Ollantaytambo.	It	was	perfect!	There	was	coca-

leaf	tea	available	all	day	long	in	the	lobby	(it	helped	with	the

altitude	sickness),	hammocks	to	relax	in	after	our	daily	hikes,

and	plentiful,	 healthy	breakfasts.	And	 sure	 enough,	we	had

lots	of	helpful	travel	conversations	with	other	guests.

Since	 ancient	 history	 is	 a	 keystone	 of	 our	 road-schooling

curriculum,	we	hired	a	guide	to	drive	us	to	Inka	and	pre-Inka

ruins.	He	 shared	many	 different	 archeological	 theories	 about

the	 architecture,	 agriculture	 and	 culture	 of	 the	 people	whose

sites	we	visited,	along	with	his	own	opinion	about	which	ones

were	most	plausible.	We	all	came	to	love	his	calm	nature	and

insights.		

		

Meanwhile,	we	started	in	on	the	kids’	“traditional”	curriculum,

3	 classes-worth	 of	 online	 lessons	 for	 Isabella	 and	 book-based

Math	 learning	 for	 Marco.	 We	 quickly	 realized	 that	 in	 South

America	we	could	not	count	on	the	ubiquitous	 internet	access

we	have	become	accustomed	to	in	the	US.	For	Isabella	to	keep

up,	we	have	to	study	whenever	the	connection	is	good!		

		

No	 trip	 to	 Peru	 is	 complete	 without	 visiting	Machupicchu.

We	stumbled	out	of	bed	at	the	ungodly	hour	of	4:15,	picked	up

the	 sack-breakfasts	 made	 for	 us	 by	 the	 lodge’s	 cooks,	 and

walked	 25	 minutes	 to	 the	 train	 station	 for	 our	 5:30	 AM

departure.	 The	 site	 took	 our	 breath	 away	 –	 literally	 and

figuratively.	 Postcards	 simply	 cannot	 capture	 the	 majesty	 of

this	incredible	place.		

		

CHILE	

		

When	 people	 ask	 about	 our	 itinerary,	 we	 often	 answer	 with

short	 descriptions	 of	 things	 we	 plan	 to	 do.	 “We’re	 going	 on

Safari	 in	 South	 Africa”.	 “We’re	 looking	 for	 a	 language-

immersion	school	in	France”.	In	the	case	of	Chile,	our	standard

comment	 “We’re	 going	 to	 drink	 wine	 and	 sit	 on	 the	 beach”

ended	 up	 being	 the	 perfect	 summary.	 After	 a	 short	 stay	 in

Santiago,	we	rented	a	car	and	toured	the	Colchagua	Valley.

The	 kids	 settled	 in	 with	 books,	 music	 and	 hand-held	 games

while	 the	 adults	 took	 turns	 being	 designated	 drivers.	 We

tasted	Carmenere,	a	grape	that	got	"lost"	during	the	early	days
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“Peru-Chile-Argentina	Summary”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

PERU	
		

Peru:	land	of	misty	mountains	and	pan	pipes,	ancient	ruins,

gorgeous	textiles	and	world-class	 food.	Our	 first	stop,	 it	was

one	of	our	best-planned	itineraries.	We	spent	just	a	few	days

in	Lima	getting	acclimatized	to	being	on	the	road.	Despite	a

minor	 challenge	 with	 checking	 in	 to	 our	 rental	 apartment,

and	 the	 kids	 being	 sick	 for	 the	 first	 few	 days,	 we	 enjoyed

eating	 Peruvian	 specialties	 at	 neighborhood	 restaurants,	 a

bike	tour	of	the	city,	and	a	visit	to	the	chocolate	museum.		

		

We	 then	 went	 on	 to	 the	 Sacred	 Valley.	 Wanting	 to	 meet

other	travelers,	we’d	decided	to	stay	at	a	backpacker’s	 lodge

in	the	town	of	Ollantaytambo.	It	was	perfect!	There	was	coca-

leaf	tea	available	all	day	long	in	the	lobby	(it	helped	with	the

altitude	sickness),	hammocks	to	relax	in	after	our	daily	hikes,

and	plentiful,	 healthy	breakfasts.	And	 sure	 enough,	we	had

lots	of	helpful	travel	conversations	with	other	guests.

Since	 ancient	 history	 is	 a	 keystone	 of	 our	 road-schooling

curriculum,	we	hired	a	guide	to	drive	us	to	Inka	and	pre-Inka

ruins.	He	 shared	many	 different	 archeological	 theories	 about

the	 architecture,	 agriculture	 and	 culture	 of	 the	 people	whose

sites	we	visited,	along	with	his	own	opinion	about	which	ones

were	most	plausible.	We	all	came	to	love	his	calm	nature	and

insights.		

		

Meanwhile,	we	started	in	on	the	kids’	“traditional”	curriculum,

3	 classes-worth	 of	 online	 lessons	 for	 Isabella	 and	 book-based

Math	 learning	 for	 Marco.	 We	 quickly	 realized	 that	 in	 South

America	we	could	not	count	on	the	ubiquitous	 internet	access

we	have	become	accustomed	to	in	the	US.	For	Isabella	to	keep

up,	we	have	to	study	whenever	the	connection	is	good!		

		

No	 trip	 to	 Peru	 is	 complete	 without	 visiting	Machupicchu.

We	stumbled	out	of	bed	at	the	ungodly	hour	of	4:15,	picked	up

the	 sack-breakfasts	 made	 for	 us	 by	 the	 lodge’s	 cooks,	 and

walked	 25	 minutes	 to	 the	 train	 station	 for	 our	 5:30	 AM

departure.	 The	 site	 took	 our	 breath	 away	 –	 literally	 and

figuratively.	 Postcards	 simply	 cannot	 capture	 the	 majesty	 of

this	incredible	place.		

		

CHILE	

		

When	 people	 ask	 about	 our	 itinerary,	 we	 often	 answer	 with

short	 descriptions	 of	 things	 we	 plan	 to	 do.	 “We’re	 going	 on

Safari	 in	 South	 Africa”.	 “We’re	 looking	 for	 a	 language-

immersion	school	in	France”.	In	the	case	of	Chile,	our	standard

comment	 “We’re	 going	 to	 drink	 wine	 and	 sit	 on	 the	 beach”

ended	 up	 being	 the	 perfect	 summary.	 After	 a	 short	 stay	 in

Santiago,	we	rented	a	car	and	toured	the	Colchagua	Valley.

The	 kids	 settled	 in	 with	 books,	 music	 and	 hand-held	 games

while	 the	 adults	 took	 turns	 being	 designated	 drivers.	 We

tasted	Carmenere,	a	grape	that	got	"lost"	during	the	early	days
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of	 Chilean	 winemaking	 (often	 confused	 with	 Merlot)	 and

rediscovered	 in	 the	 90s…	 thank	 goodness	 it	 was	 "found"!

Mid-month	 we	 settled	 in	 for	 two	 weeks	 at	 a	 simple	 beach

house	 in	 the	 summer	 vacation	 town	 of	 Las	 Cruces.	 We

studied,	 cooked,	 edited	 photos	 and	 videos,	 walked	 on	 the

beach,	 swam	 in	 the	 still-chilly-pool,	 and	 visited	 nearby

wineries	 in	 the	 Casablanca	 Valley.	 We	 chatted	 with

Juanito,	the	caretaker,	played	games,	and	read	about	Nobel-

laureate	Pablo	Neruda,	whose	 seaside	home	was	 just	a	 few

miles	away.		

		

It	 has	 been	 easy	 to	 find	 and	 pay	 for	 homes	 through

VRBO.com	and	Airbnb;	having	space	to	unpack	and	time	to

find	 a	 routine	 really	 helps	 us	 recharge.	 We	 also	 find	 that

rentals	 fit	 our	 budget	 better	 than	 hotels	 and	 allow	 us	 to

immerse	ourselves	in	to	the	communities	we	visit.		

		

ARGENTINA	

		

Planning	 for	 Argentina	 started	 with	 a	 guidebook	 and	 a

romantic	 notion	 of	 Argentine	 gauchos.	 Reading	 about	 the

wildlife	 of	 the	 Peninsula	 Valdes	 sparked	 a	 desire	 to	 see

penguins	 in	 their	 natural	 habitat.	 Rodrigo	 wanted	 to	 taste

wine	in	Mendoza	and	Heather	dreamed	of	seeing	the	fossils

of	 Argentinosaurus	 in	 Neuquen.	 With	 that,	 a	 road	 trip

began	to	take	shape.		

		

We	dug	into	online	resources,	booked	lodging	at	an	Estancia,

hostels	and	Bed-n-Breakfasts,	and	found	a	medium	sized	car

that	 we	 hoped	 would	 have	 a	 trunk	 big	 enough	 for	 all	 our

luggage.	We’re	packing	 light,	but	5	people	does	 translate	 to

11	bags	(one	large	and	one	small	backpack	per	person,	plus

Rodrigo’s	camera	gear)!		

		

First	stop:	Buenos	Aires.	The	architecture,	food,	art,	urban-
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From	the	top:	Tango	in	the	San	Telmo
neighborhood	in	Buenos	Aires,	a	street
market	in	Ollantaytambo,	our	friendly

neighbors	in	Santiago.
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design	and	lifestyle	habits	reflect	the	melting-pot	nature	of	this

city	 of	 immigrants.	 Lazy	 mornings	 at	 "home"	 combined	 with

afternoon	sightseeing	was	just	right	for	our	9	days	in	the	city.

We	 loved	 the	 Argentine	 ice-cream	 (better	 than	 gelato!)	 and

ubiquitous	 fruit	 and	 vegetable	 stands.	We	made	 friends	 with

the	ladies	at	the	bakery	where	we	bought	breakfast	bread	daily.

More	 informative	 than	 macabre	 we	 visited	 the	 Recoleta

cemetery,	with	its	world-reknown	collection	of	funerary	art	and

famous	dead	people.	Of	course,	we	also	went	 to	a	Tango	show

filled	 with	 amazing	 feats	 of	 athletic	 grace	 and	 dazzling

costumes.	

		

Argentina	is	the	8th	largest	country	in	the	world.	If	you	ask	the

kids,	they'll	tell	you	we	drove	through	it	all	in	just	two	weeks.

We	 went	 old-school,	 using	 paper	maps	 and	 getting	 directions

from	 our	 hostel	 owners	 and	 gas-station	 attendants.	 (We're

traveling	with	 an	 emergency-use-only	 cellphone	 that	 does	 not

have	 a	 data	 plan.	 An	 international	 plan	 for	 1	 year	 was

exorbitantly	expensive!)	Navigating	mostly-good	roads,	we	saw

a	 variety	 of	 topography:	 the	 Sierra	 Madre,	 the	 Andes,

canyons,	 pampas,	 vast	 plains	 of	 oil-rich/dino-rich	 desert,	 and

rugged	coastlines.	Two	experiences	stand	out:	the	Estancia	and

the	Peninsula	Valdes.	Staying	at	 the	Estancia	 -	 an	Argentine

ranch	-	was	a	big	splurge.	We	went	horseback	riding,	took	long

walks	around	the	property,	and	were	treated	to	feats	of	daring-

on-horseback.	One	 of	 the	highlights	was	 the	 food!	Meals	were

an	 amazing	 combination	 of	 Argentine	 grilled	 meat,	 house

wines,	 salads	 and	 dessert.	 Afterwards,	 the	 gauchos	 played

songs,	 showed	 some	 traditional	 dances,	 and	 encouraged	 the

guests	to	join	in.	

		

The	road-trip	ended	with	four	days	at	the	Peninsula	Valdes,

where	 we	 stayed	 in	 the	 tiny	 town	 of	 Puerto	 Piramides	 (pop

450).	One	day	we	donned	bright	orange	life	vests	to	take	a	boat

excursion	to	see	Southern	Right	Whales.	The	biologist	on	board

“guaranteed”	that	we’d	see	whales	that	day,	and	sure	enough,

we	saw	a	half-dozen	mother-baby	pairs.	The	next	day	we	drove
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the	4	hour	 loop	of	 the	peninsula.	We	giddily	 took	selfies	with

the	 Magellanic	 Penquins,	 marveled	 at	 the	 Sea	 Elephants

sunning	themselves	on	the	rocks,	and	hoped-beyond-hope	we’d

catch	 a	 glimpse	 of	 the	 famous	 southern	 Orcas	 who	 hunt	 by

beaching	themselves	on	the	shore	(sadly,	we	didn’t).		

		

Our	last	excursion	was	a	kayak	tour	to	a	Sea	Lion	colony.	After

just	an	hour	of	paddling,	we	rounded	a	corner	to	see	rocks	and

caves	covered	with	these	curious,	playful	creatures.	The	young

ones	 slipped	 and	 slid	 off	 their	 perches	 to	 swim	 and	 spyglass

around	us.	Their	gorgeous	brown	eyes	reflected	the	blue	of	the

sea	 and	 their	 vocalizations	made	 us	 laugh.	 Perhaps	 the	 best

part	was	that	our	daughter,	not	a	fan	of	nature,	admitted	that

this	was	her	favorite	experience	of	the	trip	so	far.

The	gauchos	serenading	guests	at	the	Estancia	in	San	Antonio	de	Areco.
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The	entrance	to	the	Estancia	La	Portena,	in	San	Antonio	de	Areco.
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The	entrance	to	the	Estancia	La	Portena,	in	San	Antonio	de	Areco.
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"Rio:	mahogany	grandmothers	with
their	leopard-print	suits	and	bangle-
stacked	wrists	gossip	in	trios."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Rio	 de	 Janeiro	 –	 the	Marvelous	City	 –	 the	 first	 time	 I
came	 it	was	1987,	and	people	warned	me	 to	 “be	 careful,	 it’s

the	 most	 dangerous	 city	 in	 the	 world”.	 The	 second	 time	 I

came,	 I	 spent	a	week	 in	a	youth	hostel	and	 celebrated	New

Year’s	 on	 the	 beach	 with	 newly-made	 friends	 from	 all	 over

the	 world.	 Like	 mine,	 their	 friends	 and	 family	 were	 quite

worried	about	their	plans.	Then,	when	Bella	was	16	months

old,	some	folks	said	“you’re	crazy	to	take	a	baby	to	Rio”.	The

next	time	we	came,	it	was	with	family	friends,	7	of	us,	and	we

heard	the	message	“it’s	scary,	are	you	sure	you	want	to	go?”

This	time…	“Well,	Rio’s	better	now,	but	it	still	isn’t	safe”.		

		

But	 here’s	 our	 reality:	 it’s	 truly	 MARVELOUS,	 and	 we’ve

never	had	a	 single	moment	 of	 fear,	worry	 or	 unease	during

any	 one	 of	 our	 visits.	 We’ve	 been	 greeted	 with	 smiles	 and

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

jokes,	 gorgeous	 scenery,	 and	 quirky	 stories	 of	 the	 city’s

history.	Tourists	and	 locals	alike	are	 laid-back	and	enjoying

the	sunny	beaches,	fresh	juice	bars	and	world-famous	sights.

Rio’s	amazing,	people!		

		

One	 of	 my	 favorite	 parts	 about	 Rio	 is	 the	 beach	 culture.

With	its	miles	of	gorgeous	coastline,	most	of	Rio’s	beaches	are

great	 for	 swimming	 and	 lounging.	 Cariocas,	 as	 Rio-born-

people	call	themselves,	always	have	their	suits	on	hand,	and

the	city	is	set	up	to	accommodate	folks	in	dripping	suits	with

sandy	feet.	Restaurateurs,	bus	drivers,	and	magazine	sellers

don’t	 blink	 any	 eye	 when	 you	 show	 up	 wearing	 little	 more

than	a	suit,	flip-flops	and	sarong.		

		

It	 seems	 that	most	 everyone	 goes	 down	 to	 the	 beach	 daily,

even	if	only	for	an	hour	or	two.	Mahogany	grandmothers	with

their	 leopard-print	suits	and	bangle-stacked	wrists	gossip	 in

trios.	 Damp	 toddlers	 become	 kids-a-Milanesa	 rolling	 in	 the

sand.	Sweethearts	meet	after	work	at	Arpoador,	applauding

as	 the	 sun	 sets	 behind	 Ipanema’s	Two	Brothers	Mountain.

Even	business	deals	are	made	by	old	guys	in	speedos	sipping

beers	 along	 the	 curbs	 of	Copacabana’s	 famous	 black-and-

white	cobblestone	beach-walk.	

		

Folks	walk,	run,	ride,	and	work	out	by	the	sea.	Strategically

placed	billboards	squirting	a	fine	mist	of	water	provide	a	tiny

bit	of	relief	from	the	sun	and	heat.	Companies	sponsor	work-

out	stations	where	body	builders,	middle-aged	people	fighting

time,	 and	 cross-fit	 fanatics	 do	 their	 “ups”	 (sit-ups,	 chin-ups

and	push-ups).	Nurses	and	caregivers	are	also	there,	strolling

with	their	charges	–	the	elderly,	the	sick,	the	small	children	–

in	the	early	morning	and	evening	when	the	heat	abates	a	bit.

Although	 what’s	 “cool”	 is	 relevant,	 some	 days	 it	 hit	 38°C/

100°F	by	mid-day,	which	meant	mornings	of	30°C/85°F.		

		

I’ve	never	seen	a	better	urban-beach	infrastructure.	Umbrella

and	chair	vendors	begin	setting	up	around	7:30	AM,	for	$15
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Dondocas	lounging	in	Ipanema	Beach.	
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"Rio:	mahogany	grandmothers	with
their	leopard-print	suits	and	bangle-
stacked	wrists	gossip	in	trios."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Rio	 de	 Janeiro	 –	 the	Marvelous	City	 –	 the	 first	 time	 I
came	 it	was	1987,	and	people	warned	me	 to	 “be	 careful,	 it’s

the	 most	 dangerous	 city	 in	 the	 world”.	 The	 second	 time	 I

came,	 I	 spent	a	week	 in	a	youth	hostel	and	 celebrated	New

Year’s	 on	 the	 beach	 with	 newly-made	 friends	 from	 all	 over

the	 world.	 Like	 mine,	 their	 friends	 and	 family	 were	 quite

worried	about	their	plans.	Then,	when	Bella	was	16	months

old,	some	folks	said	“you’re	crazy	to	take	a	baby	to	Rio”.	The

next	time	we	came,	it	was	with	family	friends,	7	of	us,	and	we

heard	the	message	“it’s	scary,	are	you	sure	you	want	to	go?”

This	time…	“Well,	Rio’s	better	now,	but	it	still	isn’t	safe”.		

		

But	 here’s	 our	 reality:	 it’s	 truly	 MARVELOUS,	 and	 we’ve

never	had	a	 single	moment	 of	 fear,	worry	 or	 unease	during

any	 one	 of	 our	 visits.	 We’ve	 been	 greeted	 with	 smiles	 and
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jokes,	 gorgeous	 scenery,	 and	 quirky	 stories	 of	 the	 city’s

history.	Tourists	and	 locals	alike	are	 laid-back	and	enjoying

the	sunny	beaches,	fresh	juice	bars	and	world-famous	sights.

Rio’s	amazing,	people!		

		

One	 of	 my	 favorite	 parts	 about	 Rio	 is	 the	 beach	 culture.

With	its	miles	of	gorgeous	coastline,	most	of	Rio’s	beaches	are

great	 for	 swimming	 and	 lounging.	 Cariocas,	 as	 Rio-born-

people	call	themselves,	always	have	their	suits	on	hand,	and

the	city	is	set	up	to	accommodate	folks	in	dripping	suits	with

sandy	feet.	Restaurateurs,	bus	drivers,	and	magazine	sellers

don’t	 blink	 any	 eye	 when	 you	 show	 up	 wearing	 little	 more

than	a	suit,	flip-flops	and	sarong.		

		

It	 seems	 that	most	 everyone	 goes	 down	 to	 the	 beach	 daily,

even	if	only	for	an	hour	or	two.	Mahogany	grandmothers	with

their	 leopard-print	suits	and	bangle-stacked	wrists	gossip	 in

trios.	 Damp	 toddlers	 become	 kids-a-Milanesa	 rolling	 in	 the

sand.	Sweethearts	meet	after	work	at	Arpoador,	applauding

as	 the	 sun	 sets	 behind	 Ipanema’s	Two	Brothers	Mountain.

Even	business	deals	are	made	by	old	guys	in	speedos	sipping

beers	 along	 the	 curbs	 of	Copacabana’s	 famous	 black-and-

white	cobblestone	beach-walk.	

		

Folks	walk,	run,	ride,	and	work	out	by	the	sea.	Strategically

placed	billboards	squirting	a	fine	mist	of	water	provide	a	tiny

bit	of	relief	from	the	sun	and	heat.	Companies	sponsor	work-

out	stations	where	body	builders,	middle-aged	people	fighting

time,	 and	 cross-fit	 fanatics	 do	 their	 “ups”	 (sit-ups,	 chin-ups

and	push-ups).	Nurses	and	caregivers	are	also	there,	strolling

with	their	charges	–	the	elderly,	the	sick,	the	small	children	–

in	the	early	morning	and	evening	when	the	heat	abates	a	bit.

Although	 what’s	 “cool”	 is	 relevant,	 some	 days	 it	 hit	 38°C/

100°F	by	mid-day,	which	meant	mornings	of	30°C/85°F.		

		

I’ve	never	seen	a	better	urban-beach	infrastructure.	Umbrella

and	chair	vendors	begin	setting	up	around	7:30	AM,	for	$15
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Dondocas	lounging	in	Ipanema	Beach.	
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our	family	of	5	rented	plenty	of	shade	and	kept	the	sand	out

of	 our	 suits.	 Ice	 guys	 deftly	maneuver	 their	 three-wheeled-

wagonified	bicycles	through	the	crowds	delivering	huge	bags

of	 ice;	ensuring	beach-goers	can	enjoy	a	“stupidly	cold”	beer

or	 a	 super-hydrating,	 cold,	 fresh,	 green	 coconut	 water.

Vendors	 with	 zinc-oxide-smeared	 lips	 sell	 sunscreen,

sunglasses,	sarongs,	and	sunhats,	tromping	up	and	down	the

sand	all	day	long	in	their	own	long-sleeved	shirts	and	broad

hats.	 Lemonade,	 popsicles,	 and	 made-to-order	 caipirinhas

are	yours	for	just	a	few	cents	more	than	they	cost	“in	town”.

Our	 favorite	 was	 cheese	 skewers	 rolled	 in	 garlic	 and	 basil

and	roasted	over	a	small	tin	of	hot	coals.		

		

Rodrigo	 calls	 Brazilian	 beaches	 “the	 great	 equalizer”.	 In

Rio,	 like	 throughout	 Brazil,	 almost	 all	 of	 the	 beaches	 are

public,	where	folks	from	all	walks	of	life	and	different	social

classes	 play	 side-by-side.	Tourists	mix	with	 locals,	 rich	mix

with	 poor,	 old	 mix	 with	 young.	 This	 was	 our	 experience,

100%	 positive.	 From	 the	 day-to-day	 to	 celebrating	 New

Year’s	Eve	on	Copacabana	with	over	one	million	people,	Rio’s

beach	culture	makes	it	one	of	my	favorite	cities	in	the	whole

world.
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Clockwise	from	top:
Morro	Dois	Irmaos	from	Ipanema,

	the	usual	crowd	at	Arpoador
Beach,	cheese	grilled	over	hot	coals,

our	group	at	Copacabana's	
New	Year	celebration.
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The	panoramic	view	atop	Vidigal,	one	of	the	safest	favelas	in	Rio.	
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The	panoramic	view	atop	Vidigal,	one	of	the	safest	favelas	in	Rio.	
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“When	you're	staying	with	family,
your	expenses	are	subsidized”	
	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Let’s	 be	 honest.	 When	 you’re	 staying	 with	 family,	 your
expenses	 are	 subsidized.	 We	 are	 forever	 grateful	 to	 our

Brazilian	friends	and	family	who	took	care	of	us	during

our	 three	months	 in-country.	 Similarly,	 when	 you’re	 in	 one

spot	for	3	months,	you	create	time-based	economies.	With

those	 two	 things	 in	 mind,	 and	 despite	 a	 serious	 2-week

splurge	for	New	Year’s	in	Rio,	Brazil	was	the	least	expensive

country	of	our	trip.	

		

Also,	compared	to	every	other	country	we’ve	visited,	we	had

the	 largest	 amount	 of	 historical	 data	 about	 travel-

costs.	Rodrigo	and	I	have	been	together	since	1993,	so,	that’s

22	years	of	travel	back	and	forth	between	the	US	and	Brazil.

Our	estimates	were	pretty	spot-on.	

		

Being	 real,	we	did	 contribute	 to	 lodging	 costs	 for	 some

parts	of	our	Brazil	trip.	In	this	category,	we	spent	$8,242	over

three	 months.	 Over	 50%	 of	 this,	 $4,845,	 went	 to	 our

spectacular	Ipanema	apartment	in	Rio.	(So	worth	it!	Thanks
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Beach	time	in	Ponta	Negra.

An	inviting	hammock	at	a	family	get	together	in	Natal.
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Beach	time	in	Ponta	Negra.

An	inviting	hammock	at	a	family	get	together	in	Natal.
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to	Chris	 and	Krissy	 for	making	 this	 part	 of	 our	 trip	 extra-

special!)	 The	 remainder	 was	 our	 contribution	 to	 Rodrigo’s

aunt	 and	 mother	 for	 our	 housing	 costs	 in	 Natal,	 in	 the

Northeast	 of	 Brazil.	 Due	 to	 more-than-expected	 costs	 in

Natal,	housing	came	in	$1,242	over	our	estimate.	

		

As	 for	 transportation,	we	borrowed	a	car	and	only	paid

for	gas,	resulting	in	a	very	low	total	of	only	$640,	which	was

$1,460	 under	 budget.	 We	 also	 cooked	 quite	 often	 for

ourselves	 and	 contributed	 to	weekly	 groceries.	 It’s	 amazing

how	 much	 a	 difference	 it	 makes	 when	 you	 can	 cook,	 save

leftovers	for	another	day,	and	plan	for	the	week	instead	of	for

the	 day.	 As	 our	 Argentina	 experience	 exemplified,	 when

you’re	moving	 from	city	 to	 city	every	 third	day,	you	end	up

eating	 out	 quite	 a	 bit.	 When	 you	 know	 you	 will	 be	 in	 the

same	house	on	Friday	as	 the	one	you’re	 in	on	Monday,	you

will	 take	 the	 time	 to	make	 a	 menu	 list,	 cook	 your	 kids’

favorite	 meals,	 and	 save	 food	 for	 later.	 Food	 costs	 were

$5,382,	$216	under	budget.	And	that	 includes	our	Brazilian

fusion	Thanksgiving	dinner!

		

The	 kids	 were	 eager	 to	 have	 a	 Brazilian	 experience	 in	 the

three	months	we	were	there.	Unfortunately,	we	were	unable

to	coordinate	language	lessons,	but	we	did	get	them	enrolled

in	 soccer	 (Marco	 –	 Escolinha	 do	 Flamengo)	 and	 dance

(Bella).	These	two	expenses	account	for	the	largest	portion	of

our	 education	 category,	 $1,155.	 Even	without	 the	 language

lessons,	however,	we	were	really	happy	to	see	that	Marco’s

language	 skills	 improved	 significantly.	 Friends	 have

said	 that	 they	noticed	he’s	 speaking	 in	 full	paragraphs	and

his	confidence	has	increased	10-fold*.	

		

Fun	expenses	in	the	other	category	are	chlorine	for	the	pool

at	 Tia	 (Auntie)	 Wania’s	 house	 $43.12,	 thread	 and	 other

supplies	 to	 replenish	 our	 sewing	 kit	 $5.00,	 and	 mailing	 of

boxes	home	to	the	USA	$248.62.	We	also	spent	quite	a	lot

on	 clothes:	 $416.	We	 knew	we	would	 be	 experiencing	 our
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Clockwise	from	top:	
Natal's	famous	Morro	do	Careca	in	Ponta	Negra	Beach,	Christ	the	Redeemer
statue	in	Rio's	Corcovado,	nutella	filled	pastry	(pastel)	at	the	beach	in	Natal,	
a	delicious	shrimp	stew	(vatapa)	from	Bar	do	Cicero	at	Gigoia	Island	in	Rio,	

Marco	playing	soccer	at	Escolinha	do	Flamengo	in	Natal.
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hottest	 months	 while	 in	 Brazil,	 but	 didn’t	 want	 to	 carry	 too

many	 clothes	 in	 our	backpacks,	 so	had	 specifically	planned	 to

buy	 summer	 fashion	 while	 in	 Brazil.	 Thanks	 to	 Vovozinha

(grandma)	 for	 buying	 gorgeous	 New	 Year’s	 Eve	 outfits	 for

Gretchen	and	Bella.	

		

Proportionally	 speaking,	 we	 didn’t	 spend	 a	 lot	 on

Entertainment/Excursions/Education.	 Expenses	 in	 this

category	were	all	 in	Rio.	They	 include	 our	bike	 tour,	 $123.08,

our	 tickets	 to	 see	Christ	 The	Redeemer,	 $158.46,	 the	 gondola

up	 to	 the	 world-famous	 Sugar	 Loaf	 mountain,	 $107.31,	 and,

most	 expensively,	 Rodrigo’s	 amazing	 para-gliding	 experience

from	Pedra	da	Gavea	to	Pepino	Beach,	$230.77.	

		

Thinking	 of	 other	RTW	travelers	who	are	 spending	 time	with

family,	my	advice	would	be	this:	it	doesn’t	really	work	out	to

be	 free.	 But	 it	 is	 cost-effective.	 And,	 like	 the	 Mastercard

commercials	say,	the	experience	is	PRICELESS.	

		

BRAZIL	(in	US	dollars)
Days:	88

Total	Cost:	$17,138		
Cost	per	day:	$194.75	

Cost	per	person	per	day:	$38.95	

		

*Here’s	 an	 interesting	 story:	 As	 the	 first	 child,	 Bella’s	 first

language	 is	 Portuguese.	 Rodrigo	 and	 I	 used	 Portuguese	 at

home	 95%	 of	 the	 time	 when	 Bella	 was	 a	 baby	 and	 toddler.

When	Marco	 came	along,	Bella	was	 in	pre-school.	This	meant

that	she	was	actively	learning	English	and	was	eager	to	use	it

at	home.	Subsequently,	this	meant	that	Marco	heard	and	used

more	English	at	home	as	a	baby	and	 toddler,	 resulting	 in	 the

honest	fact	that	his	Portuguese	is	not	as	strong	as	Bella’s.	But

it’s	 steadily	 improving,	 and,	 year-over-year,	 he’s	 more

interested	in	becoming	more	fluent.	And	that’s	all	a	parent	can

ask	for.	Good	on	him!
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Not	a	shabby	set	up	at	our	penthouse	rental	in	Ipanema.

Rodrigo	flying	high	from	Pedra	da	Gavea	in	Rio.
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Jangadeiros	at	Touros	Beach	in	Natal.

	142	



Jangadeiros	at	Touros	Beach	in	Natal.
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"Pretty	amazing	how	much	cheaper
medical	care	is	in	South	America."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

In	Peru,	we	saved	a	ton	on	transportation	and	lodging	by

opting	 out	 of	 renting	 a	 house	 in	 the	 Sacred	 Valley	 and

instead	staying	in	a	travelers’	lodge	in	Ollantaytambo.	There

were	 two	 interesting	 ruins	 right	 in	 town,	 we	 could	 walk	 to

the	train	for	Machupicchu,	and	we	spent	some	of	our	savings

on	a	guide	to	drive	us	to	Chinchero	and	Pisac.	The	five	of	us

agree	 that	 our	 trip	 just	 wouldn’t	 have	 been	 as	 informative

and	wonderful	without	our	guide,	Isaias.	We’d	hire	him	again

in	 a	 heartbeat!	 (Note,	 Isaias’s	 fee	 is	 included	 in	 Special

Activities,	 which	 is	 why	 we	 went	 a	 little	 over	 in	 that

category.)		

		

Another	 savings	 note	 about	 lodging	 is	 that	 apartments	 in

Lima	 and	 Cuzco	 were	 fully	 50%	 cheaper	 than	 we’d

guesstimated	 (about	$500	per	week	 instead	of	 $1000)!	Even
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though	we	had	an	unexpected	hotel	stay	on	our	 first	night	 in

Lima,	our	actuals	still	came	out	less	than	our	projections.		

		

Expenses	 in	 the	 Other	 category	 include	 laundry	 service,

batteries,	 and	 souvenirs.	 The	 interesting	 thing	 about	 the

souvenirs	is	that	we	ended	up	hauling	them	around	the	rest	of

South	America	for	several	weeks	–	we	just	didn’t	take	the	time

to	find	all	the	packing	supplies	and	a	post	office	that	handled

international	packages	until	we	arrived	 in	Brazil.	Since	 then,

we	 have	 stopped	 buying	 things,	 instead	 we’re	 spending	 our

money	 on	 experiences.	 Our	 visit	 to	Machupicchu	 is	 captured

under	 Special	 Activities.	 It	 worked	 out	 to	 be	 $1,050.	 This

included	round-trip	train	tickets	from	Ollantaytambo	to	Aguas

Calientes,	round-trip	bus	tickets	to	the	entrance	of	the	ruins,	a

guide	for	3	hours,	and	entrance	fees.		

		

Entertainment/Excursions/Education	included	things	like

the	Boleto	Turistico	(a	required	passbook	for	the	Inca	sites

throughout	the	Sacred	Valley,	does	not	include	Machupicchu;

$45	adult,	$25	kids),	and	activities	like	a	class	at	the	Choco

Museum	($122	for	all	of	us),	a	bike	tour	of	Lima	(just	the	girls,

$30	each),	and	a	cooking	lesson	for	Rodrigo	and	Marco	($143).		

		

Finally,	medical	expenses.	Marco	and	Bella	both	got	sick	on

the	 plane	 from	 Seattle	 to	 Lima.	 To	 be	 honest,	Marco	 started

feeling	unwell	a	 few	days	before	we	 left,	but	we	thought	we’d

beaten	his	cold	the	day	before	our	departure.	It	came	back	with

a	vengeance	once	on	the	plane.	The	$142	we	spent	included	the

clinic	 visit	 for	 each	 of	 them,	 plus	 two	prescriptions	 per	 child.

Pretty	 amazing	 how	 much	 cheaper	 medical	 care	 is	 in	 South

America	as	compared	to	the	USA!
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South	America	for	several	weeks	–	we	just	didn’t	take	the	time

to	find	all	the	packing	supplies	and	a	post	office	that	handled

international	packages	until	we	arrived	 in	Brazil.	Since	 then,

we	 have	 stopped	 buying	 things,	 instead	 we’re	 spending	 our

money	 on	 experiences.	 Our	 visit	 to	Machupicchu	 is	 captured

under	 Special	 Activities.	 It	 worked	 out	 to	 be	 $1,050.	 This

included	round-trip	train	tickets	from	Ollantaytambo	to	Aguas

Calientes,	round-trip	bus	tickets	to	the	entrance	of	the	ruins,	a

guide	for	3	hours,	and	entrance	fees.		

		

Entertainment/Excursions/Education	included	things	like

the	Boleto	Turistico	(a	required	passbook	for	the	Inca	sites

throughout	the	Sacred	Valley,	does	not	include	Machupicchu;

$45	adult,	$25	kids),	and	activities	like	a	class	at	the	Choco

Museum	($122	for	all	of	us),	a	bike	tour	of	Lima	(just	the	girls,

$30	each),	and	a	cooking	lesson	for	Rodrigo	and	Marco	($143).		

		

Finally,	medical	expenses.	Marco	and	Bella	both	got	sick	on

the	 plane	 from	 Seattle	 to	 Lima.	 To	 be	 honest,	Marco	 started

feeling	unwell	a	 few	days	before	we	 left,	but	we	thought	we’d

beaten	his	cold	the	day	before	our	departure.	It	came	back	with

a	vengeance	once	on	the	plane.	The	$142	we	spent	included	the

clinic	 visit	 for	 each	 of	 them,	 plus	 two	prescriptions	 per	 child.

Pretty	 amazing	 how	 much	 cheaper	 medical	 care	 is	 in	 South

America	as	compared	to	the	USA!
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"Despite	the	overages,	Chile	was	a
relatively	cheap	country."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Here	are	the	details	of	our	projected	costs,	actual	costs,	and

the	differences	between	the	two	for	Chile.	

We	saved	on	lodging	by	staying	two	full	weeks	in	Las	Cruces,

a	small	beach	town	near	Valparaiso.	In	addition	to	being	easy

on	the	budget,	we	all	appreciated	the	time	to	make	ourselves

at	home	and	relax.	Though	it	doesn’t	show	up	as	an	overage

in	our	budget,	we	did	waste	some	money	by	checking	out	of

our	Santiago	apartment	early	 to	visit	 the	Colchagua	Valley.

In	 essence,	 we	 paid	 for	 two	 nights	 lodging	 twice:	 the	 two

nights	 we	 lost	 in	 Santiago	 and	 the	 two	 nights	 added	 in	 a

Colchagua	BnB.	

We	also	hadn’t	originally	planned	on	renting	a	car	 in	Chile,

which	 we	 did,	 so	 that	 affected	 our	 transportation	 costs

considerably.

Finally,	we	spent	more	on	food	than	we’d	planned.	In	part	this

is	 because	 we	 didn’t	 cook	 as	 much	 as	 we’d	 hoped	 to	 in

Santiago.	Additionally,	in	wine-country	most	of	the	restaurants

were	fairly	upscale,	we	had	several	pricey	meals	while	touring.	

		

Almost	all	our	expenses	in	the	Other	category	were	bottles	of

wine.	 Delicious!	 In	 Entertainment/Excursions/Education	 are

included	walking	tours	 ($33)	and	museums	 in	Santiago	 ($35),

plus	 winery	 visits	 (~$160)	 in	 the	 surrounding	 regions

(Colchagua	and	Casablanca	Valleys.)	

		

Despite	the	overages,	Chile	was	a	relatively	cheap	country.	We

probably	 could	 have	 done	 it	 even	 more	 cheaply	 if	 we’d	 used

more	public	transportation,	but	that	might	have	impacted	our

ability	to	visit	all	the	wineries,	which	was	not	an	option	for	us.

	

CHILE	(in	US	dollars)

Days:	23
Total	Cost:	$5,423	
Lodging:	$2,191
Food:	$1,742

Transportation:	$1,051
Education/Entertainment:	$227

Other:	$212	(wine!)
Cost	per	day:	$235.78	

Cost	per	person	per	day:	$47.16
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"We	were	introduced	to	Argentina’s
dollar-hungry,	blue-market,	
ever-fluid	economy."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	handed	our	hostess	two	stacks	of	bills,	one	of	dollars,	one	of

Argentine	 pesos.	 We’d	 withdrawn	 money	 at	 the	 Buenos

Aires	 airport	 to	 pay	 the	 remaining	 rent	 on	 the	 apartment

we’d	rented	in	the	Recoleta	neighborhood.	She	looked	at	the

second	stack	disappointedly.	“Oh,”	she	said,	“I	thought	I	told

you	I	only	take	cash.”		I	glanced	at	Rodrigo	out	of	the	corner

of	my	eye	noticing	that	he	was	looking	as	confused	as	I	felt.	I

hesitated,	 “that	 is	 cash.”	 “No,”	 she	 said.	 “I	 don’t	 accept

Argentine	pesos.”	

		

Thus	 we	 were	 introduced	 to	 Argentina’s	 dollar-hungry,

blue-market,	 ever-fluid	 economy.	 We	 learned	 very

quickly	that	expenses	were	sky-high	unless	you	could	pay	in

US	 or	 Euro	 cash.	 Food,	 lodging,	 gas,	 replenishing	 our

toiletries	…	 everything	was	much	more	 expensive	 than	 our

South	 American	 rule-of-thumb	 estimated	 costs.	 Halfway
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through	Argentina	we	were	able	 to	 stem	some	of	 the	damage

by	transferring	dollars	to	ourselves	via	a	blue-market	service,

Xoom.com.	 This	 auto-magically	 gave	 us	 a	 45%	 discount	 on

everything	since	we	received	12	pesos	per	dollar	instead	of	the

official	8.4	pesos	per	dollar	we	were	getting	when	withdrawing

cash	from	ATMs	or	using	our	credit	card.	

		

Argentina	 is	 perhaps	 best	 characterized	 by	 our	 road-trip.

Excited	 about	 seeing	 Jesuit	 missions,	 dinosaur	 bones	 and

penguins,	we’d	planned	almost	three	weeks	of	a	Chevy	Chase

Family	 Vacation-esque	 tour	 of	 the	 country.	 We	 sketched	 out

the	 details,	 but	 I	 neglected	 to	 adjust	 my	 estimates	 to

account	 for	 a	 rental	 car,	 gas,	 and	 toll	 roads,	 which

explains	the	transportation	deficit	of	almost	$2,000.	

		

The	closest	we	came	to	matching	actuals-to-estimates	was

with	lodging.	Our	apartment	was	almost	exactly	aligned	to	our

original	estimates.	We	had	budgeted	for	a	splurge	in	staying	at

an	 all-inclusive	 Estancia	 (traditional	 Argentine	 ranch)	 for

three	days.	We	stayed	at	two	B&B’s	during	our	road-trip	with

above-average	nightly	rates	(our	most	expensive	B&B	was	two

rooms	 for	 two	 nights	 in	 Neuquen	 for	 $522)	 but	 offset	 those

costs	a	little	by	staying	at	two	very	simple	hostels	for	6	nights.	

		

As	 with	 Chile,	 in	 Argentina’s	 wine-country	 we	 had	 some

amazing	gastronomic	experiences	and	bought	several	bottles	of

wine.	We	 found	 that	 shopping	 and	 cooking	 for	 ourselves	was

very	 difficult	 to	 do	 while	 road-tripping,	 so	 we	 ate	 at

restaurants	 more	 than	 we’d	 originally	 planned,	 which

increased	our	 food	costs.	All	 told	we	spent	$1,806.32	eating

out	and	only	$378.81	at	grocery	stores,	a	ratio	unlike	any

other	country	we	visited	in	South	America.	

		

Entertainment/Excursions/Education	 included	 things	 like

seeing	a	Tango	show	in	Buenos	Aires	($321),	visiting	the	Che
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Xoom.com.	 This	 auto-magically	 gave	 us	 a	 45%	 discount	 on

everything	since	we	received	12	pesos	per	dollar	instead	of	the

official	8.4	pesos	per	dollar	we	were	getting	when	withdrawing

cash	from	ATMs	or	using	our	credit	card.	

		

Argentina	 is	 perhaps	 best	 characterized	 by	 our	 road-trip.

Excited	 about	 seeing	 Jesuit	 missions,	 dinosaur	 bones	 and

penguins,	we’d	planned	almost	three	weeks	of	a	Chevy	Chase

Family	 Vacation-esque	 tour	 of	 the	 country.	 We	 sketched	 out

the	 details,	 but	 I	 neglected	 to	 adjust	 my	 estimates	 to

account	 for	 a	 rental	 car,	 gas,	 and	 toll	 roads,	 which

explains	the	transportation	deficit	of	almost	$2,000.	

		

The	closest	we	came	to	matching	actuals-to-estimates	was

with	lodging.	Our	apartment	was	almost	exactly	aligned	to	our

original	estimates.	We	had	budgeted	for	a	splurge	in	staying	at

an	 all-inclusive	 Estancia	 (traditional	 Argentine	 ranch)	 for

three	days.	We	stayed	at	two	B&B’s	during	our	road-trip	with

above-average	nightly	rates	(our	most	expensive	B&B	was	two

rooms	 for	 two	 nights	 in	 Neuquen	 for	 $522)	 but	 offset	 those

costs	a	little	by	staying	at	two	very	simple	hostels	for	6	nights.	

		

As	 with	 Chile,	 in	 Argentina’s	 wine-country	 we	 had	 some

amazing	gastronomic	experiences	and	bought	several	bottles	of

wine.	We	 found	 that	 shopping	 and	 cooking	 for	 ourselves	was

very	 difficult	 to	 do	 while	 road-tripping,	 so	 we	 ate	 at

restaurants	 more	 than	 we’d	 originally	 planned,	 which

increased	our	 food	costs.	All	 told	we	spent	$1,806.32	eating

out	and	only	$378.81	at	grocery	stores,	a	ratio	unlike	any

other	country	we	visited	in	South	America.	

		

Entertainment/Excursions/Education	 included	 things	 like

seeing	a	Tango	show	in	Buenos	Aires	($321),	visiting	the	Che
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Guevara	 museum	 (~$30),	 whale	 watching	 ($342)	 and

kayaking	with	sea	lions	($452)	in	the	Peninsula	Valdes,	and

touring	dinosaur	sights	in	Neuquen	($262).			

		

Argentina	 was	 a	 lesson	 in	 financial	 planning:	 I	 have

become	 better	 about	 updating	 our	 estimates	 before	 arriving

in	 a	 country,	 and	 am	 adjusting	 our	 budget	 based	 on

better	 real-time	data.	Despite	 the	 cost,	 our	25	days	were

filled	with	amazing	experiences	that	we	don’t	regret.	Hearing

our	 daughter’s	 joyful	 exclamations	 over	 the	 Sea	 Lions,

watching	our	son	laughingly	try	out	Tango	moves,	and	taking

selfies	with	 penguins	 are	 priceless	memories	 that	 epitomize

why	we	decided	to	take	this	trip	around	the	world.		

ARGENTINA	(in	US	dollars)	
Total	Cost:	$10,828	

Days:	25	
Cost	per	day:	$433.14	

Cost	per	person	per	day:	$86.63	

		

Buenos	Aires	

We	found	that	we	would	have	received	50%	better	return	on

our	 exchange	 if	we’d	 brought	 cash	 (US$	 or	Euro)	 instead	 of

depending	on	ATMs	and	credit	cards.	The	official	rate	at	the

time	was	8	Argentine	pesos	to	1	US	dollar.	The	“blue	market”

rate?	12	to	1.	That’s	a	big	difference	that	can	save	you	some

serious	money.	

		

ATMs	 in	 Buenos	 Aires	 were	 pretty	 stingy.	 Sometimes	 we

could	only	withdraw	the	US	equivalent	of	$100	per	day.	The

most	we	were	ever	able	to	withdraw	was	the	US	equivalent	of

$300.	And	they’re	closed	on	Sundays!	

		

If	you	forgot	to	bring	US	dollar	or	Euro	cash,	and	are	staying

in	Buenos	Aires	 for	a	while,	you	can	use	Xoom.com’s	service

to	wire	 yourself	 some	money	at	 the	better	 exchange	 rate.	 It

takes	about	2-3	business	days.
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You’ll	pay	a	higher	fee	than	citizens	of	Argentina	for	some

sight-seeing	 experiences	 like	 a	 tour	 of	 The	Colon	Theatre

(there,	foreigners	pay	3x	more	than	Argentines).	This	isn’t

unique	to	Argentina,	we	found	this	to	be	the	case	in	many

countries	 world-wide,	 for	 example	 Peru,	 South	 Africa,

Greece	and	France.	And	frankly,	we	think	it’s	fair	that	tax-

paying	 citizens	 get	 in	 to	 national	 heritage	 sites	 and

buildings	for	a	lower	price	than	tourists.	

BUENOS	AIRES	(in	US	dollars)	
Days:	10	

(8	in	a	3-bedroom	apartment,	2	in	a	hotel/2	rooms)	
Total	cost:	$3,572.58	
Cost	per	day:	$357.26	

Per	person	per	day:	$71.45

Buenos	Aires	is	called	"the	Paris	of	South	America"	for	many	reasons.
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We	spy	one	of	the	Big	Five	at	Kruger.
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SOUTH	AFRICA

“Stuff	your	eyes	with	wonder,	
live	as	if	you’d	drop	dead	in	ten	seconds.	

See	the	world.	It’s	more	fantastic	
than	any	dream	made	or	paid	for	in	factories.”	

–	RAY	BRADBURY	
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"South	Africa:	we	are	already
looking	forward	to	the	day	that	we
return."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

		

For	me,	half	the	fun	of	traveling	is	planning	the	journey.
During	 the	 three	 years	 that	 we	 were	 saving	money,	 I	 read

countless	 books	 about	 the	 countries	 we	 were	 considering.	 I

sketched	out	possible	routes	on	a	poster-sized	wet-erase	map

and	 tracked	 airline	 ticket	 prices	 online.	 I	 followed	 travel

bloggers	and	thought	about	our	budget.	

		

Determining	a	plan	for	Africa	took	longer	and	was	more

difficult,	 somehow,	 than	 the	 other	 countries	 on	 our

itinerary.	 Perhaps	 this	 was	 because	 Africa	 felt	 more

unknown	 and	 dangerous	 than	 South	 America	 and	 Europe.

None	of	us	had	ever	been	to	any	African	nation,	so	we	had	no

first-hand	knowledge	 of	what	 it	would	be	 like.	Additionally,

there	 were	 times	 when	 it	 seemed	 that	 only	 Heather	 and	 I
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were	 truly	 excited	 about	 the	 adventure.	 Rodrigo	 was	 game,

but	the	children	were	decidedly	lukewarm.	Even	encouraging

them	that	an	African	safari	would	be	as	cool	as	all	the	animal

experiences	 we’d	 enjoyed	 visiting	 the	 Brazilian	 Pantanal	 in

2011	didn’t	peak	their	interest.	

		

Only	 slightly	 daunted,	 I	 persisted.	 On	 a	 weekend-escape	 to

the	woods	I	read	Lonely	Planet’s	South	Africa	cover-to-cover,

Cocktail	Hour	under	the	Tree	of	Forgetfulness,	and	An	African

Love	 Story:	 Love,	 Life	 and	Elephants.	 I	 interviewed	 friends,

some	who	had	volunteered	 in	African	orphanages,	and	some

who	were	from,	or	had	lived	in,	South	Africa.	Heather’s	friend

shared	a	slide-show	about	her	safari	 in	Kruger.	We	watched

National	Geographic	videos	and	flipped	through	photo	books

filled	with	people,	landscapes,	and	animals.	

		

After	all	that,	I	knew	for	sure,	Africa	was	going	to	happen!

And	South	Africa	was	determined	as	the	place	to	go.	

		

When	 we	 arrived	 in	 Brazil	 we	 still	 felt	 uncertain	 that	 we

could	 be	DIY	 travelers	 in	South	Africa	 despite	 the	 fact	 that

we	had	3	months	of	successful	travel	through	South	America.

So	 I	 reached	 out	 to	 two	 recommended	 travel	 agents;

Global	Basecamps	focused	on	Cape	Town	and	road-tripping

along	 The	 Garden	 Route	 while	Outlook	 Safaris	 organized

our	time	in	Kruger.	

		

What	a	different	experience	it	was	to	have	someone	else	plan

this	leg	of	our	trip!	Instead	of	spending	hours	reading	through

TripAdvisor	 reviews	 and	 waiting	 days	 for	 responses	 from

potential	apartments,	B&Bs,	and	 Inns,	 I	only	had	 to	read

through	the	agent’s	suggestions	(and	found	myself	having

to	 push	 for	 less-fancy	 lodging).	 Instead	 of	 worrying	 about

where	 we’d	 buy	 groceries	 or	 do	 our	 laundry,	 I	 was	 thrilled

that	 our	 agents	 handed	 us	 that	 info	 on	 a	 (electronic)	 silver

platter.	I	 stopped	worrying	about	 logistics	and	started
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We	had	the	best	time	in	South	Africa.	Can	you	tell?
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"South	Africa:	we	are	already
looking	forward	to	the	day	that	we
return."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

		

For	me,	half	the	fun	of	traveling	is	planning	the	journey.
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sketched	out	possible	routes	on	a	poster-sized	wet-erase	map

and	 tracked	 airline	 ticket	 prices	 online.	 I	 followed	 travel

bloggers	and	thought	about	our	budget.	

		

Determining	a	plan	for	Africa	took	longer	and	was	more

difficult,	 somehow,	 than	 the	 other	 countries	 on	 our

itinerary.	 Perhaps	 this	 was	 because	 Africa	 felt	 more

unknown	 and	 dangerous	 than	 South	 America	 and	 Europe.

None	of	us	had	ever	been	to	any	African	nation,	so	we	had	no

first-hand	knowledge	 of	what	 it	would	be	 like.	Additionally,

there	 were	 times	 when	 it	 seemed	 that	 only	 Heather	 and	 I
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were	 truly	 excited	 about	 the	 adventure.	 Rodrigo	 was	 game,
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getting	excited	 about	 the	 things	we’d	 do	 and	 the	 animals

we’d	see.	

		

I’m	 happy	 to	 report	 that	we	were	 all	 thrilled	 with	 our

visit	to	South	Africa.	Cape	Town	was	gorgeous,	clean,	and

easy-to-get-around-in.	 Our	 road-trip	 was	 stress-free	 thanks

to	 pre-printed	 driving	 directions,	 quality,	modern	highways

and	 great	 road	 signs.	 Each	 animal-encounter	 was	 more

amazing	 than	 the	 previous.	 Our	 safaris	 were	 all	 that	 we’d

hoped	they	would	be	and	more.	

		

Once	 in-country,	 we	 realized	 that	 our	 worries	 were	 truly

unfounded.	We	 didn’t	 need	 to	 spend	 the	money	 to	 hire	 the

travel	agents,	but	I	don’t	regret	that	we	did.	We	are	already

looking	 forward	 to	 the	 day	 that	 we	 return	 under	 our

own	planning-power.

Clockwise	from	top:
The	"blanket"	over	Cape	Town,	a	friendly

trio	of	warthogs	at	Addo	National	Park,
our	swanky	condo	in	Cape	Town,	an

ostrich	race	at	Highgate	Ostrich	Show
Farm	in	Oudtshoorn,	

a	sign	in	Robben	Island.	

The	beautiful	colored	houses	in	the	Bo-Kaap	neighborhood	in	Cape	Town.
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"Langa:	what	amazed	me	the	most
was	the	sense	of	community	in	this
town."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	 toured	 a	 section	 of	Cape	Town	 called	Langa.	 It	 is	 a

very	low-income	area	of	Cape	Town	owned	by	chiefs	of	native

tribes	 and	 clans.	 The	 township	 was	 originally	 a	 designated

space	 for	Black	Africans	 during	 the	 apartheid	 era,	 and	 still

today,	 it	 is	 made	 up	 of	 99%	 Black	 Africans	 belonging	 to

native	 tribes	 and	 clans.	 Langa	 is	 the	 oldest	 of	 many

governmentally	designated	areas	for	Black	Africans	in	South

Africa.

		

We	 started	 our	 tour	 in	 the	 Langa	 Community	 Center,

where	 there	 are	 crafts	 and	 skills	 taught,	 such	 as	 mosaics,

pottery,	painting,	and	building,	as	well	as	a	place	for	people

to	 just	 hang	 out	 and	 occupy	 themselves.	 When	 adults	 are

unemployed,	they	often	go	to	the	community	center	to	learn	a

trade	or	skill	for	several	months,	to	then	make	a	living	off	of

that	trade	or	skill.

Children	in	Langa	were	very	excited	about	taking	pictures.

The	community	areas	where	children	in	Langa		play	soccer.
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In	 the	 community	 center,	 there	was	 also	 a	 theater	 being	 built

out	 of	 recycled	 materials	 and	 shipping	 containers,	 both	 by

resident	 students	 of	 Langa	 and	 by	 European	 architecture

students.	

		

We	 then	 headed	 towards	 the	 residential	 area	 of	 Langa.	 Our

guide	explained	the	hierarchy	and	society	of	the	tribes;	Langa	is

inhabited	 by	 a	 few	 different	 tribes/clans,	 and	 each	 one	 has	 a

chief.	 All	 the	 tribes	 are	 very	 adamant	 about	 respecting	 elders

and	sticking	 to	 tradition,	and	 there	 is	a	 ritual	 that	a	boy	must

always	go	through	to	become	a	man	and	be	recognized	as	one.	

		

We	began	in	the	poorest	residential	area;	shacks	stacked	right

next	 to	 each	 other,	 dirt	 floors	 and	 roads,	 buildings	 that	 were

recycled	shipping	containers,	no	indoor	plumbing,	the	works.	We

stopped	at	a	little	run-down	bakery	where	a	bunch	of	pre-school-

aged	children	were	playing	and	eating,	having	just	gotten	out	of

school	 for	 the	day.	They	were	 so	 cute,	and	really	 really	excited

about	 us	 taking	 their	 picture.	 They’d	 insist	 and	 make	 funny

faces	and	poses,	then	grab	our	phones	or	cameras	to	take	a	look

at	 how	 the	 picture	 turned	 out,	 all	 while	 talking	 excitedly	 in

Xhosa.	There	was	one	boy	who	was	about	ten,	named	MJ,	who

was	super	funny	and	absolutely	amazing.	He	followed	us	during

the	whole	tour	and	spoke	in	excellent	English,	telling	us	that	he

wanted	 to	 be	 a	 guide	 when	 he	 grew	 up,	 teaching	 us	 hand-

clapping	games,	and	cracking	jokes.	We	seemed	to	collect	small

children	as	we	walked	around	the	town.	They’d	see	us	and	follow

us	 around	 for	 a	 bit,	 holding	 our	 hands	 and	 asking	 us	 to	 take

pictures	 of	 them,	 then	wander	off	 and	maybe	 catch	up	with	us

again	later.	MJ	loved	my	phone	and	played	around	on	it,	taking

pictures	 and	 asking	 if	 I	 had	 any	 games	 (I	 did	 not).	 He	 totally

jammed	 to	 the	 High	 School	 Musical	 soundtrack	 that	 I

shamelessly	have	on	my	phone,	and	we	talked	about	our	favorite

characters	in	the	movie	(his	favorite	was	Troy,	I	like	Sharpay).	

		

What	amazed	me	the	most	was	the	sense	of	community	 in	this
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A	jarring	symbol	of	the	Apartheid	era	in	Cape	Town.

Marco	played	soccer	with	boys	in	Langa.
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town.	 It	was	 previously	 a	 place	 of	 great	 tension	 during	 the

apartheid	 era,	 but	 is	 now	 a	 community.	 Everyone	 knew

everyone	and	everyone	took	care	of	everyone.	All	the	children

were	everyone’s	responsibility;	the	kids	as	young	as	two,	one

and	a	half	maybe,	would	be	playing	with	their	friends	in	the

street	and	in	and	out	of	peoples’	homes,	and	everyone	trusted

that	they	would	be	taken	care	of.	The	older	kids	watched	the

younger	 kids	 and	 all	 the	 children	 would	 play	 together,

running	around	all	over	the	town.	It	was	truly	a	community.	

		

There	were	a	few	different	levels	of	poverty	in	this	town;	we

started	in	the	shacks,	then	moved	near	the	hostels	(concrete

buildings	 with	 several	 small	 bedrooms,	 each	 usually

inhabited	 by	 one	 family),	 and	 then	 to	 the	 government

housing.	The	housing	was	the	last	part	of	the	tour;	we	were

invited	into	the	home	of	a	woman	named	Nina,	and	she	told

us	her	story.	She	had	grown	up	with	shacks	with	her	family;

dirt	 floors,	 no	 plumbing,	 one	 bed	 for	 the	 family.	 Children

slept	 on	 the	 floor.	 She	 said	 that	 one	 time	 she	 had	 been

baking	bread	and	she	took	a	nap	with	the	dough	still	on	her

hands,	 and	 she	 woke	 up	 to	 find	 that	 rats	 had	 bitten	 her

fingers.	As	a	teenager,	she	said	that	she	had	messed	around

a	 lot,	 and	wound	up	 getting	 pregnant	 at	 the	 age	 of	 fifteen.

The	father	of	her	child	died	when	she	was	seventeen	and	the

baby	was	two.	She	said	that	even	in	the	shacks,	she	and	her

family	 never	 gave	 up	 hope.	 They	 recently	 moved	 in	 to	 the

government	 housing	 in	 December	 of	 2014.	 She’s	 attending

university	 and	 her	 daughter	 is	 in	 first	 grade.	 Her	 parents

work	full	time	and	her	sister	is	also	in	school.	

		

This	 experience	 was	 truly	 humbling.	 My	 family	 and	 I

were	talking	about	it	some	time	later,	and	I	mentioned	that	I

felt	very	uncomfortable	during	the	tour.	Reason	being,	I	felt

like	 I	was	 invading	 peoples’	 space	 and	 privacy,	 I	 felt	 like	 I

was	turning	their	everyday	lives	into	a	spectacle.
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There	are	“informal	settlements”	like	this	all	over	South

Africa.	We	 kept	 seeing	 towns	made	 up	 of	 shacks	 stacked

upon	 shacks	 stacked	 upon	 shacks	 on	 the	 side	 of	 the

highway	during	our	road	trip.	There	are	similar	“informal

settlements”	 like	 this	 in	 Brazil	 as	 well.	 They’re	 called

favelas,	and	are	generally	on	the	hills	beside	the	city.	One

of	 the	 largest	 favelas	 is	 in	 between	 Ipanema	 and

Copacabana,	 called	 Cantagalo-Pavão-Pavãozinho.	 It’s	 a

city	 within	 itself;	 it	 used	 to	 be	 run	 by	 drug	 dealers	 and

corrupt	 police	 officers,	 making	 it	 extremely	 unsafe.

Nowadays	it’s	cleaner	and	taken	over	by	the	police	and	the

army;	the	pacifying	units	are	installed	all	over	the	favelas

in	Zona	Sul	(South	Zone),	and	the	government	is	working

on	 taking	 over	 the	 favelas	 in	 Zona	 Norte	 (North	 Zone).

There	are	HUGE	favelas	not	only	all	over	Rio,	but	all	over

every	urban	area	in	Brazil.	Many	are	being	cleaned	up	and

the	reign	of	the	drug-lords	is	ending,	but	in	many	favelas

that	is	still	the	truth.

We	encountered	many	such	living	conditions	in	Langa.
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Technically	 the	 favelas	are	 informal	 settlements,	 and	 the

favela	technically	does	not	own	that	land.	But,	as	my	dad

said,	 “what	 government	 is	 going	 to	 be	 able	 to	 take	 that

over”?	There	 is	 strength	 in	numbers,	 and	 the	 favelas	 are

not	going	away	anytime	soon.	Not	to	mention	the	fact	that,

while	the	informal	settlements	in	South	Africa	are	flat,	the

favelas	in	Brazil	are	stacked	up	on	hills,	making	it	pretty

much	 impossible	 to	 try	 to	 invade	 or	 control.	 This	 raised

another	 question;	with	 the	 amount	 of	 poverty	 in	 the	US,

why	do	we	not	see	“informal	settlements”	like	these?	Why

do	we	not	see	giant	communities	of	people	living	in	shacks?

		

The	reason:	the	laws,	and	the	numbers.	There	is	strength

in	numbers,	and	in	the	United	States,	the	sheer	number

of	 people	 living	 in	 abject	 poverty	 is	 not	 as	 big	 as	 it	 is	 in

South	Africa	and	Brazil.	Not	to	mention	the	 fact	that	the

US	is	very	controlled	and	the	authorities	actually	do	their

jobs	 and	 are	 less	 corrupt,	 usually	 (not	 always;	 see

Ferguson	 2014).	 There	 are	 also	 so	 many	 laws	 regarding

owning	 land	and	owning	homes,	etc	etc.	When	people	are

evicted,	 they	 generally	 wind	 up	 on	 the	 street.	 When

homeless	 people	 set	 up	 tent	 cities,	 they	 get	 shut	 down

within	days.	

		

This	 does	 not	 mean	 there	 is	 not	 poverty	 in	 the	 United

States;	 it’s	 just	a	different	kind	of	poverty	and	a	different

way	that	the	poverty	manifests	itself	as	opposed	to	South

Africa	and	Brazil.
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Clockwise	from	top:
Boys	playing	with	a	cell	phone	next	to	a
pile	of	"smileys"	(roasted	lamb	heads),
a	community	leader,	children	at	play,	

street	art	depicting	Biko,	
Heather	engaging	with	the	children.
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The	"informal	settlements"	are	all	over	South	Africa.
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“There	was	something	immediately
magical	about	River	Bend	Lodge”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We’d	 been	 driving	 along	 South	 Africa’s	 gorgeous	 southern

coastline	and	the	famous	Garden	Route	for	10	days.	Heather

was	my	trusty	navigator,	spotting	road	signs,	tracking	our

mileage,	 and	 guiding	 me	 through	 the	 turns.	 I’d	 gotten

comfortable	driving	on	the	left	side	of	the	road	from	the	right

side	 of	 the	 car,	 but	 still	 appreciated	her	 reminders	 to	 “hug,

hug,	hug	the	curb”	when	turning	left.	

		

Approaching	 Port	 Elizabeth	 we	 veered	 north,	 following

signs	 for	 Addo	 National	 Elephant	 Park.	 Heather	 read

our	 travel	 agent’s	 instructions	 aloud,	 guiding	 us	 towards

River	Bend	Lodge,	a	private	game	reserve	where	we	would

stay	 for	 two	 nights	 and	 three	 days.	We	 finally	 reached	 the

massive	 gates	 and	 buzzed	 for	 permission	 to	 enter.	 Large

signs	warned	us	of	the	danger	of	lions	within.	Exciting!

During	a	game	ride	at	Addo.

Our	first	elephant	sighting.
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We’d	had	some	fun	animal	experiences	along	the	way.	We’d

seen	 African	 Penguins	 and	 Rock	 Hyraxes	 near	 Hermanus;

Bonteboks,	 Mongoose	 and	 African	 Oyster	 Catchers	 in	 De

Hoop;	 a	 monkey	 sanctuary	 in	 Knysna;	 and	 hundreds	 of

Ostriches	 outside	 of	 Oudtshoorn.	 But	 there	 was	 something

immediately	magical	about	River	Bend	Lodge.	Maybe	it	was

the	lighting,	maybe	it	was	the	rolling	hills,	or	maybe	it	was

just	 the	 thrill	 of	 arriving	 at	 our	 first	 official	 safari.

Whatever	it	was,	we	were	smitten.	

		

We	 followed	another	vehicle	past	 the	Lodge	up	 to	a	 thatch-

roofed	 home	 on	 a	 rise.	 A	 tall,	 broad,	 curly-haired	 guide

jumped	 out,	 heartily	 welcoming	 us	 as	 he	 opened	 the	 van’s

doors.	 “Hello!	 Hello!	 So	 nice	 to	 meet	 you!”	 we	 said,	 “I’m

Steve,”	 he	 said,	 all	 of	 us	 talking	 over	 each	 other.	 “We’re	 so

glad	we’re	 here!”	He	 laughed,	 and	 introduced	 Samuel,	 who

would	be	our	cook	while	at	River	Bend’s	Long	Hope	Villa.	We

caught	each	other’s	eyes	with	disbelief.	A	Villa?	Our	cook?		

As	 budget-conscious	 travelers,	 not	 luxurious

vacationers,	 we’d	 been	 staying	 in	 self-catered	 lodging

throughout	 our	RTW	 trip.	We’d	hired	 travel	 agents	 to	 plan

South	Africa,	but	we	hadn’t	quite	realized	River	Bend	would

be	 a	 5-star	 safari	 experience.	 The	 safari-chic	 villa’s	 wide-

plank	 floors,	 fully	 stocked	 bar,	 game-room	 and	 giant	 beds

charmed	 and	 thrilled	 us.	 Each	 of	 the	 bathrooms	 offered

sweeping	views,	as	did	the	canopied	outdoor	daybed	situated

just-so	 on	 a	 low	 hill	 beyond	 the	 home’s	 private	 swimming

pool.	So	glamourous!	

		

After	a	brief	and	delicious	lunch	of	chicken,	salad,	and	warm,

buttery	 rolls,	 Steve	 rallied	 us	 out	 to	 the	 specially-

rigged-for-photography-jeep.	 We	 slipped	 on	 long	 sleeve

shirts,	 slapped	 on	 some	 hats,	 and	 slopped	 each	 other	 with

sunscreen	for	the	first	of	our	game-drives.
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The	beautiful	landscape	at	Addo,	
and	some	of	the	animal	encounters	

we	had:	ostriches,	zebras,	elephants	
and	Jesse	the	lioness.
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Breakfast	during	one	of	our	game	rides.

Long	Hope	Villa
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First	we	saw	a	dazzle	of	zebra,	mothers	with	their	frolicking

young.	 A	 family	 of	 warthogs	 peered	 at	 us	 curiously,	 then

scampered	away	with	stiff,	flagging	tails.	“Come	on	guys,

follow	me!”	they	seemed	to	say.	We	came	upon	the	first

of	the	“Big	Five”,	a	lone	Cape	Buffalo	knee	deep	in	a	creek,

calmly	chewing	on	grasses	and	reeds.	Steve	told	us	stories

about	 the	 animals,	 the	 collaboration	 between	 River	 Bend

Lodge	and	SANParks,	and	life	as	a	field	guide.	He	laughed

at	 our	 unwavering	 joy	 each	 time	 we	 saw	 an	 animal,	 any

animal,	 “you’re	 the	 only	 ones	 who	 get	 this	 excited	 about

warthogs,”	he	told	us.	

		

Near	the	end	of	the	afternoon,	we	parked	on	a	ridge	with	a

panoramic	view	of	the	property.		Steve	flipped	down	a	grate

attached	 to	 the	 front	 of	 the	 jeep,	 setting	 a	 large	 cooler	 on

top.	He	started	digging	out	treats	and	supplies	for	our

first	 “sundowner”.	 Napkins.	 Goblets.	 Juice.	 Cheese-and-

Tomato	 skewers.	 Dense	 balls	 of	 sweet	 South	 African

doughnuts.	 And	 to	 top	 it	 all	 off,	 a	 chilled	 bottle	 of

Champagne.	 It	 was	 like	Mary	 Poppins’s	 magic	 carpet

bag!	We	nibbled	and	sipped	as	we	watched	the	sun	begin	to

set…	spectacular.	

		

Heading	 back	 towards	 the	 lodge,	 Steve	 lamented	 the	 fact

that	we’d	not	yet	seen	any	elephants.	He	spoke	of	the	herd

that	lived	on	the	property	as	if	they	were	his	close	friends,

telling	us	about	their	habits	and	quirks.	“I’m	not	sure	where

they’ve	 gotten	 to,”	 he	 said,	 “I	 think	 they	 may	 have

wandered	way	up	on	that	mountainside,	and	if	they’re	up

there,	we	won’t	get	to	see	them	today.”	

		

He	expertly	negotiated	the	narrow	dirt	road,	bouncing	over

the	ruts	and	warning	us	 to	 raise	our	arms	 to	ward	off	 the

branches	 scraping	 the	 sides	 of	 the	 jeep.	 As	 we	 rounded	 a

bend,	 we	 suddenly	 came	 face-to-face	 with	 a	 meandering

young	 elephant	bull!	 Steve	 braked.	 Thrilled,	 he	 advised
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us	to	be	quiet	and	stay	still.	Our	group	watched	in	awe

and	silence	as	the	bull	considered	the	jeep	in	his	path.	He

chose	 instead	 to	 go	 up	 and	 around	 us,	 calmly	 climbing	 a

low	bank	alongside	the	vehicle.	He	was	so	close,	we	could

have	 simply	 reached	 out	 our	 hands	 and	 grazed	his

head,	ear,	shoulder	or	flank…	again,	spectacular.	

		

With	that	amazing	experience,	our	first	day	at	River	Bend

Lodge	drew	to	an	end.	We	had	a	lovely	evening	meal	with

Samuel,	 then	 fell	 gratefully	 in	 to	 our	 beds	made	 up	with

crisp,	lavender-scented	linens.	Early	the	next	morning

we	 heard	 a	 light	 tapping	 on	 our	 doors.	 It	 was	 our	 4:30

wake-up	 call.	 Fresh	 butter-and-chocolate	 rusks	 (cookies),

hot	 tea,	 and	 strong	 coffee	 awaited	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 Steve

came	 in	 with	 bundles	 of	 warm	 ponchos,	 warning	 us	 that

the	morning	drive	would	be	chilly.	And	thus	began	another

splendid	day.	

		

Over	 the	 next	 48-hours	 we	 got	 to	 see	Jess	 the	 Lioness

lazing	 in	 the	grass,	 raced	ostriches,	 tasted	antelope	 jerky,

and	spied	a	Scrub	Hare	cleaning	his	whiskers.	Each	meal

was	a	pleasure.	The	kids	splashed	in	the	pool.	The	grown-

ups	drank	goblets	of	South	African	wines.	Samuel	 shared

his	 recipe	 for	 rusks.	We	 may	 not	 ever	 have	 quite	 as

luxurious	 an	 experience	 again,	 but	 we’re	 thrilled	 we

had	this	one	at	River	Bend	Lodge.	

		

*	 Special	 thanks	 to	 the	 folks	 at	 Global	 Basecamps	 who

organized	this	portion	of	our	trip.
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A	welcoming	letter	to	Long	Hope	Villa	from	our	private	guide	Steve.
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Crossing	the	lagoon	into	the	Indian	Ocean	aboard	a	private	yacht	in	Knysna.
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“Beyond	the	usual	touristy	activities
and	must-see	sights,	we	had	some
amazing	and	eye	opening
experiences	from	Cape	Town	to
Port	Elizabeth."

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

Although	 our	 kids	 were	 still	 "sore"	 about	 our	 road	 trip	 in
Argentina,	 doing	 the	 same	 in	 South	 Africa	 was	 absolutely

inevitable,	especially	after	we	had	thoroughly	researched	the

Garden	Route	and	got	the	thumbs	up	from	friends	who	lived

in	South	Africa.	Similar	to	Brazil,	there	are	spots	to	avoid	in

South	Africa,	but	overall,	as	it	turned	out	to	be,	nothing	bad

happened.	 Don’t	 be	 discouraged	 after	 you	 check	 the	 travel

advisory	 reports	 released	 by	 the	 US	 Department	 of	 State;

point	 in	 case,	 we	 traveled	 during	 a	 serious	 Ebola	 outbreak

crisis	 in	 Africa.	 Of	 course,	 anyone	 traveling	 abroad	 should

know	what	they	are	getting	into,	and	exercise	the	usual	rules

of	 common	 sense	 (aka,	 know	 where	 the	 nearest	 Embassies
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Obligatory	stop	to	see	the	Indian	Ocean	from	the	road.
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and	 Consulates	 are,	 understand	 what	 type	 of	 diplomatic

relations	 are	 current	 regarding	 the	 US	 and	 the	 country

you’re	planning	to	visit,	be	cautious	about	displaying	cash	or

valuables	in	public,	don’t	travel	alone	in	certain	areas,	make

sure	 to	 have	 a	 copy	 of	 your	 passport,	 store	 valuables	 and

documents	 in	a	safe	whenever	available,	be	up	to	date	with

any	 vaccination	 requirements,	 stay	 in	 reputable	 lodgings,

drink	bottled	water,	etc.)	The	general	rule	 is	that	 if	you	act

like	an	idiot,	you	will	more	likely	become	an	easy	target,	and

that	 is	 true	 for	 traveling	 to	 places	 around	 the	 US	 as	 well!

Most	of	all,	don’t	be	the	Ugly	Tourist:	be	kind,	respectful	to

local	costumes	and	the	cultural	nuances,	and	treat	everyone

as	you	wish	you	are	treated.	Always.	

		

We	arrived	in	Cape	Town	with	bad	colds,	Rodrigo	and	Marco

being	 the	worst	 of	 the	 group.	We	were	 in	Cape	Town	 for	 a

few	 days	 and	 were	 treated	 at	 a	 really	 nice	 International

Clinic	where	we	got	 the	right	prescriptions,	 just	 in	 time	 for

our	Garden	Route	Road	Trip.	

		

Cape	 Town	 was	 a	 bustling	 contrast	 of	 two	 worlds,	 still

under	 the	 aftermath	 of	Apartheid.	We	 visited	 the	 stunning

Cape	 Town	Wheel,	Market	 and	 delicious	 restaurants	 at

the	 V&A	 Waterfront,	 The	 Aquarium,	 and	 Table

Mountain	with	its	stunning	views;	and	also	the	gardens	in

Kirstenbosch,	the	Grand	Parade	(the	square	outside	Cape

Town's	City	Hall	where	a	crowd	of	some	100,000	black	people

gathered	to	witness	Mandela’s	speech	after	his	release	from

prison)	and	Signal	Hill	to	watch	the	Noon	Gun.	

		

But	beyond	the	usual	touristy	activities	and	must-see	sights

we	had	some	amazing	and	eye	opening	experiences.	

		

Bo-Kaap		

The	 former	Malay	Quarter	 is	known	 for	 its	brightly	colored
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Clockwise	from	top:
Zip-lining	in	the	Tsitsikamma	Forest,

Gretchen	our	fearless	driver,
an	ostrich	burger	in	Oudstshoorn,
the	Wheel	at	the	V&A	Waterfront,

learning	how	to	make	dhaltjies.	
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homes	 and	 cobble	 stoned	 streets.	 The	 area	 is	 traditionally	 a

multicultural	 neighborhood,	 and	 most	 of	 its	 population	 is

Muslim.	We	had	a	cooking	workshop	at	someone’s	home,	where

we	 learned	 how	 to	 make	 dhaltjies	 (deep	 fried	 chili	 bites),

samosas,	 and	 got	 to	 taste	 a	 delicious	 traditional	 stew	 called

bredie.	 Our	 hostess	 was	 delightful	 and	 the	 food	 absolutely

amazing	like	only	homemade	food	can	be.

		

Langa		

A	 trip	 to	 this	 huge	 informal	 settlement	was	 likely	 one	 of	 the

most	 impactful	 for	 our	 group.	 Growing	 up	 in	 Brazil,	 I	 have

always	been	 familiar	with	abject	poverty	and	 social	 contrasts,

but	one	can	never	get	desensitized	(and	really	shouldn’t)	by	the

sight	 of	 human	 misery.	 I	 confess	 that	 I	 felt	 extremely

uncomfortable	 by	 the	 fact	 that	 our	 guide	 was	 a	 white	 Dutch

gentleman,	 but	 it	 seemed	 to	 us	 that	 he	 had	 a	 friendly

arrangement	 with	 one	 of	 the	 community	 leaders	 in	 Langa.

Anything	 I	 could	 say	 to	 describe	 the	 experience	 would	 be

absolutely	 inaccurate	 and	 futile;	 it	 truly	 was	 something

humbling	and	that	(strangely)	provided	a	sense	of	how	amazing

the	human	spirit	is	in	the	face	of	adversity.	I	am	glad	our	kids

had	a	chance	to	witness	the	extreme	opposite	of	white	privilege

first	 hand.	One	 of	 the	most	 shocking	 sights	was	 the	 so	 called

“smileys”,	whole	sheep	heads	that	display	a	permanent	grimace

and	are	roasted	over	hot	coals,	one	of	the	main	sources	of	food

for	the	people	in	Langa.	This	is	street	food	for	the	townships,	a

product	 of	 the	 racial	 and	 class	 divides	 throughout	 southern

Africa.	I	would	argue	that	this	experience	would	be	particularly

relevant	 for	 picky	 eaters	 (and	 I	 am	 not	 referring	 to	 children

with	actual	eating	allergies	and	health	conditions.)	

		

Robben	Island		

Visiting	the	place	that	imprisoned	Nelson	Mandela	for	decades

was	definitely	a	highlight	of	our	time	in	South	Africa.	“We	were

not	 criminals,	we	were	 political	 prisoners,	 and	 our	 crime	was

speaking	against	Apartheid”,	explained	our	guide,	Khotso,	who
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Top:	Bontebok	gathered	around	ancient	tree	during		sunset	at	De	Hoop	Reserve.
Monkeys	at	the	free	roaming	Monkeyland	Sanctuary	in	Plettenberg	Bay.
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himself	had	been	a	prisoner	and	befriended	Mandela	during

those	terrible	years.	Today	the	Island	offers	tours	that	cover

the	history	 of	 the	place	and	 is	 a	 symbol	 of	 those	unsettling

times.	He	had	been	doing	tours	since	1997,	just	a	few	years

after	 the	 prison	 was	 shutdown.	 Khotso	 was	 asked	 several

questions,	 and	 his	 answers	 were	 sometimes	 imbued	 with

some	 unbelievable	 levity,	 like	 when	 he	 said	 that	 the	 first

thing	 he	 did	 after	 being	 released	 was	 to	 go	 to	 a	 KFC	 and

order	 fried	 chicken.	 When	 asked	 how	 he	 wasn’t	 bitter	 or

hateful	 about	 the	 injustice	 suffered,	 he	 gave	 everyone	 a

lesson	in	human	character	and	forgiveness:	“you	can	change

people	to	be	brutal.	But	if	there’s	one	thing	you	can’t	change

is	people’s	conscience.”	Needless	to	say	there	were	some	tears

shed.				

		

Gretchen	had	requested	a	“large	van”	to	accommodate	all	of

us	during	our	drive	 through	 the	Garden	Route.	We	were	 to

drive	from	Cape	Town	and	drop	the	rental	at	the	airport	 in

Port	Elizabeth,	where	we	would	then	catch	a	short	 flight	to

Johannesburg,	 sleep	 one	night	 and	get	 picked	up	by	a	 tour

company	that	would	drive	us	all	the	way	to	Kruger	National

Park.	 The	 large	 van	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 a	mini-bus	 fit	 for	 14

people.	 To	 make	 things	 more	 interesting,	 South	 Africans

drive	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road!	 It	 was	 decided	 that

Gretchen	 and	Heather	 would	 be	 our	 fearless	 drivers,	 since

my	notions	of	all	things	left	and	right	is	questionable	at	best.

The	 trip	was	 amazing.	Unfortunately	 I	was	 so	 very	 sick	 at

the	very	beginning	and	couldn’t	enjoy	most	of	the	wineries	in

Stellenbosch,	our	first	stop.	The	landscape	and	grounds	were

truly	stunning,	but	the	wines	were	a	hit	or	miss,	with	just	a

few	notable	exceptions.	Our	itinerary	included:	

		

·	Stellenbosch	–	cute	college	town	and	wine	country	hub;	

·	Hermanus	–	large	penguin	colony,	and	where	we	enjoyed	a

luxurious	condo	for	an	off-season	one	night	stay;
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Clockwise	from	top:
Ostriches	at	Oudstshoorn,

funny	sign	outside	the
Market	at	the	V&A

Waterfront,
young	impala	showing	off

at	Kruger,
the	beautiful	architecture

in	Stellenbosch.
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·	 De	 Hoop	 Nature	 Reserve	 –	 where	 we	 first	 saw

bontebok;	

·	Oudtshoorn	–	 fun	ostrich	 farmland,	and	where	 I	got	 to

experience	feeding	those	scary	birds	first	hand;	

·	Knysna	 –	where	we	 crossed	 the	 lagoon	 into	 the	 violent

Indian	Ocean	waters	on	a	private	yacht,	and	I	got	so	sick	I

couldn’t	enjoy	the	amazing	food	spread	served	to	us	aboard;

·	 Plettenberg	 Bay	 –	 where	 we	 visited	 Monkeyland,	 a

primate	sanctuary;	

·	Tsitsikamma	 –	 where	 we	 went	 zip	 lining	 between	 600

year-old	trees	in	a	lush	forest;	

·	Addo	National	Elephant	Park	–	where	we	stayed	at	a

private	 luxurious	 villa	 and	 had	 our	 first	 elephant

encounter;	

·	Port	Elizabeth	–	our	last	stop,	and	frankly	just	a	place	to

rest	and	catch	a	flight.	

		

Each	 place	 had	 its	 unique	 appeal,	 and	 provided	 different

experiences.	 It	 was	 an	 excellent	 pre-funk	 for	 our

unforgettable	 stay	 in	 Kruger	 National	 Park,	 hopping

from	 camp	 to	 camp	 with	 our	 excellent	 private	 guide,

Bretton,	and	where	we	got	to	see	the	South	African	“Big	5”

(lion,	leopard,	rhino,	elephant	and	buffalo.)	These	five	large

African	 mammal	 species	 are	 so	 called	 because	 of	 how

dangerous	they	were	to	hunt,	and	it	was	considered	a	feat

by	trophy	hunters	to	bring	them	home.)	Sadly,	they	are	still

threatened	of	extinction	due	to	illegal	poaching.	

		

South	Africa	was	a	life	changing	experience.	And	a	chance

to	 break	 stereotypes,	 learn	 important	 history	 facts,	 do

things	for	the	first	time,	and	bond	as	a	family.	 	One	day	I

want	to	do	it	again.

Top:	a	large	penguin	colony	in	Hermanus.
Cape	town	viewed	from	Robben	Island.
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·	 De	 Hoop	 Nature	 Reserve	 –	 where	 we	 first	 saw

bontebok;	

·	Oudtshoorn	–	 fun	ostrich	 farmland,	and	where	 I	got	 to

experience	feeding	those	scary	birds	first	hand;	

·	Knysna	 –	where	we	 crossed	 the	 lagoon	 into	 the	 violent

Indian	Ocean	waters	on	a	private	yacht,	and	I	got	so	sick	I

couldn’t	enjoy	the	amazing	food	spread	served	to	us	aboard;

·	 Plettenberg	 Bay	 –	 where	 we	 visited	 Monkeyland,	 a

primate	sanctuary;	

·	Tsitsikamma	 –	 where	 we	 went	 zip	 lining	 between	 600

year-old	trees	in	a	lush	forest;	

·	Addo	National	Elephant	Park	–	where	we	stayed	at	a

private	 luxurious	 villa	 and	 had	 our	 first	 elephant

encounter;	

·	Port	Elizabeth	–	our	last	stop,	and	frankly	just	a	place	to

rest	and	catch	a	flight.	

		

Each	 place	 had	 its	 unique	 appeal,	 and	 provided	 different

experiences.	 It	 was	 an	 excellent	 pre-funk	 for	 our

unforgettable	 stay	 in	 Kruger	 National	 Park,	 hopping

from	 camp	 to	 camp	 with	 our	 excellent	 private	 guide,

Bretton,	and	where	we	got	to	see	the	South	African	“Big	5”

(lion,	leopard,	rhino,	elephant	and	buffalo.)	These	five	large

African	 mammal	 species	 are	 so	 called	 because	 of	 how

dangerous	they	were	to	hunt,	and	it	was	considered	a	feat

by	trophy	hunters	to	bring	them	home.)	Sadly,	they	are	still

threatened	of	extinction	due	to	illegal	poaching.	

		

South	Africa	was	a	life	changing	experience.	And	a	chance

to	 break	 stereotypes,	 learn	 important	 history	 facts,	 do

things	for	the	first	time,	and	bond	as	a	family.	 	One	day	I

want	to	do	it	again.

Top:	a	large	penguin	colony	in	Hermanus.
Cape	town	viewed	from	Robben	Island.
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"Living	this	crazy	dream	will	be
worth	every	penny."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

When	we	first	started	thinking	about	doing	a	RTW	trip,	the

biggest	question	in	my	mind	–	even	before	“where	should	we

go?”	–	was	“what	will	it	cost?”	I	had	traveled	extensively	in

my	 20s,	 Rodrigo	 and	 I	 had	 done	 a	 few	 international	 trips

together,	 and	we’d	 just	 finished	 a	 6-week	 family	 journey	 to

Brazil,	but	I’d	never	planned	any	trip	this	scale.	11	months.	5

people.	3	continents.	

		

Being	 a	 bit	 on	 the	OCD	 side	 about	money,	 I	 did	 have

good	financial	records	from	these	trips	as	a	basis	to	start	my

budget.	I	spent	a	lot	of	time	reading	other	family’s	RTW	sites;

two	that	come	to	mind	are	Six	in	the	World	and	The	Nomadic

Family	 (although	 now	 I’m	 enamored	 with	 Travel	 Junkies

because	 that	 family	 is	 about	 as	 detailed	 as	 me	 in	 record

keeping,	 and	 they’re	 sharing!).	 BootsNAll	 gave	 me	 another

perspective	 on	 what	 to	 expect,	 especially	 for	 RTW	 airline
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tickets	 and	 longer-term	 lodging.	 To	 round	 out	my	 research,	 I

combed	 through	 traditional	 travel	 guides	 like	 Lonely	 Planet

and	Rick	Steves’	Europe	(these	specifically	because	their	travel

philosophy	 is	much	 like	 ours:	we	 don’t	 need	 frills,	 but	we	 do

want	to	be	safe,	healthy,	and	“local”).	

		

By	 mid-2012	 I’d	 landed	 on	 a	 figure.	 And	 then	 I	 added	 20%.

Because	I’ve	managed	enough	software	projects	 (plus	a	major

kitchen	 remodel)	 to	 know	 that	 no	 matter	 how	 excellent	 a

planner	you	are	you’re	going	to	hit	unexpected	costs,	and

some	 of	 your	 projections	 are	 going	 to	 be	 wrong.	 And	 when	 I

told	Rodrigo	our	number,	he	freaked...	just	a	little	bit.	

		

Here	 are	 some	 of	 the	 guesstimates	 and	 rules-of-thumb	 that

we're	 using.	We'll	 make	 adjustments	 as	 we	 go	 along	 to	 fine-

tune	 the	 upcoming	months'	worth	 of	 travel.	 I'll	 post	 country-

reports	to	keep	you	all	updated	on	how	we're	doing.	Hopefully

this	 series	 of	 posts	 will	 let	 us	 pay	 it	 forward	 to	 other

families	who	are	planning	their	own	RTW	adventure.		

		

South	America	

*	Lodging:	$1,000	per	week	

*	Transportation:	$150	per	week	

*	Food:	$400	per	week	

*	Entertainment/Education/Museums:	$125	per	week	

*	 Special	 Experiences/Excursions	 (e.g.	 hiking	 the	 Inca	 Trail):

$1,500	

		

I	 reduced	 the	guesstimates	 for	 lodging	and	 transportation	 for

our	three	months	in	Brazil	by	50%.	Happily,	friends	and	family

have	hosted	us	for	several	weeks,	and	we	have	use	of	a	car	for

the	price	of	the	gasoline	we	use.	Being	in	one	place	for	such	a

long	time	also	helped	keep	food	costs	down;	it's	a	lot	easier	to

maximize	 your	 grocery-dollars	when	you	have	a	 real	kitchen,

can	 plan	multiple-days-worth	 of	meals,	 and	 have	 a	 full-sized

refrigerator	for	leftovers.

Just	another	morning	game	ride	in	Kruger	Park.
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"Living	this	crazy	dream	will	be
worth	every	penny."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

When	we	first	started	thinking	about	doing	a	RTW	trip,	the

biggest	question	in	my	mind	–	even	before	“where	should	we

go?”	–	was	“what	will	it	cost?”	I	had	traveled	extensively	in

my	 20s,	 Rodrigo	 and	 I	 had	 done	 a	 few	 international	 trips

together,	 and	we’d	 just	 finished	 a	 6-week	 family	 journey	 to

Brazil,	but	I’d	never	planned	any	trip	this	scale.	11	months.	5

people.	3	continents.	

		

Being	 a	 bit	 on	 the	OCD	 side	 about	money,	 I	 did	 have

good	financial	records	from	these	trips	as	a	basis	to	start	my

budget.	I	spent	a	lot	of	time	reading	other	family’s	RTW	sites;

two	that	come	to	mind	are	Six	in	the	World	and	The	Nomadic

Family	 (although	 now	 I’m	 enamored	 with	 Travel	 Junkies

because	 that	 family	 is	 about	 as	 detailed	 as	 me	 in	 record

keeping,	 and	 they’re	 sharing!).	 BootsNAll	 gave	 me	 another

perspective	 on	 what	 to	 expect,	 especially	 for	 RTW	 airline
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tickets	 and	 longer-term	 lodging.	 To	 round	 out	my	 research,	 I

combed	 through	 traditional	 travel	 guides	 like	 Lonely	 Planet

and	Rick	Steves’	Europe	(these	specifically	because	their	travel

philosophy	 is	much	 like	 ours:	we	 don’t	 need	 frills,	 but	we	 do

want	to	be	safe,	healthy,	and	“local”).	

		

By	 mid-2012	 I’d	 landed	 on	 a	 figure.	 And	 then	 I	 added	 20%.

Because	I’ve	managed	enough	software	projects	 (plus	a	major

kitchen	 remodel)	 to	 know	 that	 no	 matter	 how	 excellent	 a

planner	you	are	you’re	going	to	hit	unexpected	costs,	and

some	 of	 your	 projections	 are	 going	 to	 be	 wrong.	 And	 when	 I

told	Rodrigo	our	number,	he	freaked...	just	a	little	bit.	

		

Here	 are	 some	 of	 the	 guesstimates	 and	 rules-of-thumb	 that

we're	 using.	We'll	 make	 adjustments	 as	 we	 go	 along	 to	 fine-

tune	 the	 upcoming	months'	worth	 of	 travel.	 I'll	 post	 country-

reports	to	keep	you	all	updated	on	how	we're	doing.	Hopefully

this	 series	 of	 posts	 will	 let	 us	 pay	 it	 forward	 to	 other

families	who	are	planning	their	own	RTW	adventure.		

		

South	America	

*	Lodging:	$1,000	per	week	

*	Transportation:	$150	per	week	

*	Food:	$400	per	week	

*	Entertainment/Education/Museums:	$125	per	week	

*	 Special	 Experiences/Excursions	 (e.g.	 hiking	 the	 Inca	 Trail):

$1,500	

		

I	 reduced	 the	guesstimates	 for	 lodging	and	 transportation	 for

our	three	months	in	Brazil	by	50%.	Happily,	friends	and	family

have	hosted	us	for	several	weeks,	and	we	have	use	of	a	car	for

the	price	of	the	gasoline	we	use.	Being	in	one	place	for	such	a

long	time	also	helped	keep	food	costs	down;	it's	a	lot	easier	to

maximize	 your	 grocery-dollars	when	you	have	a	 real	kitchen,

can	 plan	multiple-days-worth	 of	meals,	 and	 have	 a	 full-sized

refrigerator	for	leftovers.

Just	another	morning	game	ride	in	Kruger	Park.
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Africa	

We	 used	 the	 same	 numbers	 for	 Africa	 as	 we	 used	 for	 South

America,	 with	 the	 giant	 exception	 of	 "Special	 Experiences/

Excursions".	 One	 of	 the	 main	 reasons	 South	 Africa's	 on	 our

itinerary	 is	 to	 see	 wildlife,	 so	 we	 looked	 in	 to	 several	 not-

glamping-but-also-not-camping	 Safari	 options.	 Not

surprisingly,	 a	 Safari	 will	 be	 one	 of	 the	 most	 expensive

things	we	do	all	year.	

*	Special	Experiences/Excursions	(e.g.	Safari):	$15,000	

		

Europe	

*	Lodging:	$1,250	per	week	

*	For	more	expensive	countries	like	France	and	the	UK,	$2,500

per	week	

*	Transportation:	$250	per	week	

*	Food:	$500	per	week	

*	Entertainment/Education/Museums:	$250	per	week	

*	 Special	 Experiences/Excursions	 (e.g.	 language	 school	 in

France):	$3,000	

		

Trip	Insurance	

*	$1,000	per	person	

		

Airline	Tickets	

*	$3,500	per	person	

		

Gear	

*	Backpacks	and	other	luggage:	$600	

*	Computers/	other	personal	devices,	(e.g.	Kindle,	Nook:)	$4,000

*	Photography	equipment:	$1,500	

		

Return	buffer	

*	$13,000	

		

I'm	all	about	the	buffers,	so	I've	squirreled	away	a	chunk	of

savings	 to	 live	on	when	we	return	 and	before	we	get	 jobs

again.
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Looking	back	on	all	of	this	with	almost	5	months	of	travel	under

our	belts,	I	see	the	things	I	left	out	of	the	original	budget	such

as	 on-the-road	 medical	 expenses,	 toiletries,	 and	 the	 monthly

payment	 to	 our	 property	 managers.	 Our	 transportation

numbers	for	South	America	were	off	because	we	rented	cars	and

road-tripped	more	than	we	thought	we	would.	There	have	been

some	 good	 surprises,	 too,	 like	 cheaper-than-expected	 lodging

and	food	in	Peru	and	Chile.	

Where	Rodrigo's	the	creative	director	of	our	outfit,	I'm	the	chief

planner	and	CFO.	Tracking	all	 of	 this	has	 been	my	 job.	We're

saving	all	our	receipts.	I	update	actuals	vs.	budget	about	once	a

week.	 I'm	 fine	 tuning	 projections	 as	 we	 get	 closer	 to	 each

country.	We're	 opting	 for	 experiences	 over	 souvenirs.	And	 yes,

every	once	in	a	while	I	have	a	major	financial	freak-out.	But	I

know	 that	 living	 this	 crazy	 dream	will	 be	 worth	 every

penny.

Objects	are	closer	than	they	appear.
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"South	Africa	was	far	more
expensive	than	any	other	country"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	hesitate	to	include	a	budget	report	about	South	Africa,	as	it

was	 the	 only	 country	 where	 we	 stopped	 being

independent	travelers	and	hired	both	a	travel	agent	and	a

safari	 company.	 Determining	 a	 plan	 for	 Africa	 took	 longer

and	was	more	difficult,	somehow,	than	the	other	countries	on

our	 itinerary.	 Perhaps	 this	 was	 because	 Africa	 felt	 more

unknown	and	dangerous	than	South	America	and	Europe.	

		

Subsequently,	South	Africa	was	 far	more	expensive	 than

any	other	country	and	is	not	easily	broken	down	into

the	 categories	 I	 normally	 report	 on.	 That	 being	 said,	 a

financial	 accounting	 of	 our	 trip	 would	 not	 be	 complete

without	sharing	what	 information	 I	do	have	about	expenses

in	South	Africa.	

		

Part	 1:	 Cape	 Town	 and	 Driving	 the	 Garden	 Route

(stopping	 at	 Stellenbosch,	 De	 Hoop	 Nature	 Reserve,
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Hermanus,	The	Little	Karoo,	Knysna,	Addo	Elephant	National

Park,	Port	Elizabeth),	20	days.	

		

Lodging,	Car	Rental,	Transfer,	&	Some	Meals,	a.k.a.	what	we

paid	the	travel	agent:	$14,243.	

Additional	 costs	 during	 this	 time	 fell	 mostly	 under	 the

categories	of	transportation	and	education	Our	transportation

expenses	($1,306)	covered	gasoline	for	our	rental	van,	highway

tolls,	and	a	flight	from	Port	Elizabeth	to	Johannesburg	at	the

end	of	our	road-trip.	

		

As	 for	 education	 ($1,090),	we	 splurged	on	a	wide	variety	of

amazing,	mostly	outdoor	experiences.	We	hired	a	fun	and

knowledgeable	guide	to	take	us	on	an	all-day	historical	tour	of

Cape	 Town,	 including	 an	 unforgettable	 afternoon	 visiting

Langa,	 a	 Black	 African	 Township.	 Also	 in	 Cape	 Town,	 we

visited	 the	 Two	 Oceans	 Aquarium,	 hiked	 through	 the

Kirstenbosch	 botanical	 gardens,	 got	 emotional	 touring

Robben	 Island,	 and	 made	 an	 emergency	 visit	 to	 a	 travel

clinic	 to	 deal	 with	 a	 vicious	 flu.	 (Okay,	 that	 last	 item	 falls

under	“medical”	not	“education”,	$185.)	

		

Along	 the	 Garden	 Route	 we	 laughed	 at	 African	 Penguins	 on

parade,	visited	an	Ostrich	 farm,	 took	a	sunset	cruise	 through

Knysna	 Lagoon	 and	 into	 the	 Indian	Ocean,	 zip-lined	 high	 in

the	 canopy	 of	 the	 Tsitsikamma	 forest,	 and	 visited	 a	 primate

sanctuary.	 Our	 road-trip	 included	 a	 spectacular	 3-days/2-

nights	 stay	 at	 Riverbend	 Lodge,	 a	 luxurious	 private	 reserve

near	Addo	Elephant	National	Park.	

		

In	 addition	 to	 education	 and	 transportation,	we	 spent	 $1,204

on	 food,	 $433	 for	 additional	 lodging	 expenses,	 and	 $226	 on

“other”	 (which	 included	 spa	 facials	 for	 the	 girls	 in	 honor	 of

Bella’s	16th	birthday).
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"South	Africa	was	far	more
expensive	than	any	other	country"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	hesitate	to	include	a	budget	report	about	South	Africa,	as	it

was	 the	 only	 country	 where	 we	 stopped	 being

independent	travelers	and	hired	both	a	travel	agent	and	a

safari	 company.	 Determining	 a	 plan	 for	 Africa	 took	 longer

and	was	more	difficult,	somehow,	than	the	other	countries	on

our	 itinerary.	 Perhaps	 this	 was	 because	 Africa	 felt	 more

unknown	and	dangerous	than	South	America	and	Europe.	

		

Subsequently,	South	Africa	was	 far	more	expensive	 than

any	other	country	and	is	not	easily	broken	down	into

the	 categories	 I	 normally	 report	 on.	 That	 being	 said,	 a

financial	 accounting	 of	 our	 trip	 would	 not	 be	 complete

without	sharing	what	 information	 I	do	have	about	expenses

in	South	Africa.	

		

Part	 1:	 Cape	 Town	 and	 Driving	 the	 Garden	 Route

(stopping	 at	 Stellenbosch,	 De	 Hoop	 Nature	 Reserve,
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Hermanus,	The	Little	Karoo,	Knysna,	Addo	Elephant	National

Park,	Port	Elizabeth),	20	days.	

		

Lodging,	Car	Rental,	Transfer,	&	Some	Meals,	a.k.a.	what	we

paid	the	travel	agent:	$14,243.	

Additional	 costs	 during	 this	 time	 fell	 mostly	 under	 the

categories	of	transportation	and	education	Our	transportation

expenses	($1,306)	covered	gasoline	for	our	rental	van,	highway

tolls,	and	a	flight	from	Port	Elizabeth	to	Johannesburg	at	the

end	of	our	road-trip.	

		

As	 for	 education	 ($1,090),	we	 splurged	on	a	wide	variety	of

amazing,	mostly	outdoor	experiences.	We	hired	a	fun	and

knowledgeable	guide	to	take	us	on	an	all-day	historical	tour	of

Cape	 Town,	 including	 an	 unforgettable	 afternoon	 visiting

Langa,	 a	 Black	 African	 Township.	 Also	 in	 Cape	 Town,	 we

visited	 the	 Two	 Oceans	 Aquarium,	 hiked	 through	 the

Kirstenbosch	 botanical	 gardens,	 got	 emotional	 touring

Robben	 Island,	 and	 made	 an	 emergency	 visit	 to	 a	 travel

clinic	 to	 deal	 with	 a	 vicious	 flu.	 (Okay,	 that	 last	 item	 falls

under	“medical”	not	“education”,	$185.)	

		

Along	 the	 Garden	 Route	 we	 laughed	 at	 African	 Penguins	 on

parade,	visited	an	Ostrich	 farm,	 took	a	sunset	cruise	 through

Knysna	 Lagoon	 and	 into	 the	 Indian	Ocean,	 zip-lined	 high	 in

the	 canopy	 of	 the	 Tsitsikamma	 forest,	 and	 visited	 a	 primate

sanctuary.	 Our	 road-trip	 included	 a	 spectacular	 3-days/2-

nights	 stay	 at	 Riverbend	 Lodge,	 a	 luxurious	 private	 reserve

near	Addo	Elephant	National	Park.	

		

In	 addition	 to	 education	 and	 transportation,	we	 spent	 $1,204

on	 food,	 $433	 for	 additional	 lodging	 expenses,	 and	 $226	 on

“other”	 (which	 included	 spa	 facials	 for	 the	 girls	 in	 honor	 of

Bella’s	16th	birthday).
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Part	2:	Johannesburg	&	Kruger	National	Park,	9	days		

		

All-inclusive:	$10,115	

		

I	 couldn’t	 possibly	 tease	 out	 individual	 expenses	 for	 our

safari	 in	 Kruger	 National	 Park.	 It	 began	 with	 a	 night	 in

Outlook’s	 guesthouse	 in	 Johannesburg	 followed	 by	 a	 long

drive	out	to	the	world-renown	game	reserve.	Once	at	the

park	we	lodged	at	three	different	rest	camps,	Satara,	Lower

Sabie	 and	 Berg-en-Daal;	 each	 had	 its	 own	 style	 and

personality.	 Our	 private	 field	 guide,	 Bretton,	 took	 us	 on

twice-daily	 game-drives,	 filling	 our	 hearts	 and	 minds

with	animal	facts,	park	anecdotes,	and	heart-breaking

poaching	statistics.	He	also	made	two	big	meals	a	day,	one

after	each	game	drive.	

		

By	the	time	we	piled	in	to	the	van	to	return	to	Johannesburg,

we’d	 seen	more	 animals	 than	we	 could	 count,	 including	all

of	 the	 Magnificent	 Seven	 (the	 Big	 Five	 +	 Cheetah	 and

Wild	 Dogs),	 a	 terrifying	 Black	 Mamba,	 Hippos,	 Giraffes,

brilliant	birds,	and	Hyenas	(and	many,	many	others,	Kruger

is	home	 to	800+	species	of	animals).	The	price	 of	 the	 safari

was	 worth	 so	 much	 more	 than	 food,	 lodging	 and

transportation:	 we’d	 been	 thrilled,	 awed,	 inspired	 and

saddened,	we	left	filled	with	gratitude	and	a	desire	to

return.

	

Was	South	Africa	expensive?	No	doubt.	Could	we	have	done

it	cheaper?	For	sure.	Would	we	do	it	again?	In	a	heartbeat.
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Our	experiences	 in	South	Africa	were	priceless:	encounters	with	 impalas,	hyenas,
blue	starlings,	rhinos	and	even	a	rare	sighting	of	the	feared	black	mamba!
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A	spectacular	sunrise	at	Addo	during	a	game	ride,	with	a		touch	of	zebra.
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A	spectacular	sunrise	at	Addo	during	a	game	ride,	with	a		touch	of	zebra.
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The	crowd	at	the	running	of	the	bulls	in	Pamplona,	during	the	San	Fermin	Festival.
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EUROPE
GREECE	-	TURKEY	-	CZECH	REPUBLIC	-	DENMARK

SCOTLAND	-	IRELAND	-	SPAIN	-	NETHERLANDS

“The	greatest	reward	and	luxury	of	travel	is	to	be
able	to	experience	everyday	things	as	if	for	the

first	time,	to	be	in	a	position	in	which	almost
nothing	is	so	familiar	it	is	taken	for	granted.”	

–	BILL	BRYSON	
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"By	the	numbers	list	to	reflect	on
the	journey	thus	far."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

It’s	 hard	 to	 believe	 that	 our	 six	 months	 south	 of	 the

equator	 are	 now	 behind	 us.	 Peru,	 Chile,	 Argentina,

Brazil,	 and	 South	 Africa:	 each	 country	 offered	 experiences

we’d	 been	 looking	 forward	 to,	 experiences	 we	 couldn’t

have	imagined,	and	truth-be-told,	some	that	we	hope	not	to

go	 through	 again.	 	We	 compiled	 this	 by-the-numbers	 list	 to

reflect	on	the	journey	thus	far.	

		

ONE	

Number	of	times	we	had	to	change	our	plane	tickets.	We

had	to	cancel	Dubai	at	the	very	last	minute	(see	TWO),	and

re-booked	all	the	way	to	Athens.	A	costly	mistake,	but	luckily
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a	lone	AirTreks	employee	was	working	late	and	he	was	able	to

solve	the	problem	within	an	hour.	

		

TWO	

Visa	snafus.	Our	 friends	Chris	and	Krissy	had	been	planning

to	 celebrate	New	Year’s	Eve	 in	Rio	with	us,	 but	didn’t	 realize

that	they’d	need	visas.	An	agent	in	Virginia	came	through	with

two	 days	 to	 spare.	 In	 March,	 as	 we	 were	 packing	 to	 leave

Johannesburg	 for	Dubai,	Rodrigo	 felt	 a	 freeze	 in	his	 stomach.

“Do	 I	 need	 a	 visa	 to	 Dubai?”	 he	 asked	 me.	 Then	 I	 felt	 that

freeze.	 Turns	 out	 Brazilians	 DO	 need	 visas	 to	 Dubai.	 (See

ONE.)	

		

THREE	

Cars	 rented.	 Chile,	 Argentina	 and	 South	 Africa.	 In	 South

Africa	 Gretchen	 and	 Heather	 learned	 to	 drive	 on	 the

other	side	of	the	road.	

		

FOUR	

Items	 lost.	 Gretchen’s	 blue	 knit	 cap	 (Peru).	 One	 of	 Marco’s

soccer	 balls	 and	 the	 sack	 we	 were	 using	 to	 carry	 it	 (Chile).

Marco’s	Nook	(South	Africa).	Not	to	mention	the	number	of

times	Rodrigo	lost-and-found	his	glasses.	

		

FIVE	

Countries	visited.	

		

SIX	

Web	 episodes	 published.	 Not	 counting	 the	 teasers	 and	 our

Europe	2014	episode.	

		

SEVEN	

Doctor	 visits.	 Marco	 and	 Bella	 in	 Peru	 for	 fevers	 and	 sore

throats.	Gretchen	and	Marco	in	Brazil	for	skin	problems.	Marco

in	Brazil	for	another	fever.	Rodrigo	and	Marco	in	South	Africa

for	 terrible	 congestion.	 That	 being	 said,	we’ve	 all	 felt	 sick

now	and	again	but	 these	were	 the	only	 times	we	really
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needed	professional	care.	

		

EIGHT	

Currencies	used.	Peruvian	Soles.	Chilean	Pesos.	Argentinian

Pesos.	Brazilian	Reais.	 South	African	Rand.	Dirham	 in	 the

Dubai	airport.	Interestingly,	in	both	Peru	and	Argentina	we

dealt	regularly	in	currencies	other	than	their	national	ones,

paying	for	guides,	services	and	apartments	in	both	US

dollars	and	Euros.	

		

NINE	

Number	 of	 hours	 between	 Sao	 Paulo,	 Brazil	 and

Johannesburg,	 South	 Africa.	 This	 was	 our	 longest	 time	 in

the	air.	That	trip	was	also	the	longest	door-to-door	travel-

day.	It	took	36	hours	and	3	planes	to	get	from	our	apartment

in	Natal	to	our	apartment	in	Cape	Town.	

		

TEN	

Bags.	 We’re	 traveling	 pretty	 light,	 but	 even	 so,	 with	 five

people,	 that’s	 a	 lot.	 One	 small	 and	 one	 large	 backpack	 per

person	adds	up.	

		

ELEVEN	

Types	 of	 lodging.	 For	 the	most	 part	 we’re	 renting	 homes

and	 apartments	 using	 VRBO.com,	 Airbnb,	 and

Homeaway.	We’ve	also	stayed	with	 family,	at	 Inns,	B&Bs,

Hotels,	 Hostels,	 National	 Park	 Cabins,	 a	 Safari	 Lodge,	 an

Estancia	 (traditional	Argentine	 ranch),	and	one	night	 in	an

airport	(Dubai,	see	ONE	and	TWO).	

		

TWELVE	

Internet	 accounts	 documenting	 our	 trip,	 each	 offers	 a

different	 perspective.	 The	 official	 place	 for	 news,	 videos

and	photos	is	our	website,	www.learnlivetravel.com,	Twitter,

@RDMgoRTW,	and	Instagram.	Heather’s	maintaining	a	blog

and	 YouTube	 channel.	 We’re	 also	 writing	 reviews	 on

TripAdvisor,	 updating	 Facebook	 regularly	 (Bella,	 Gretchen,
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Heather,	 Rodrigo),	 and	 occasionally	 posting	 to	 LinkedIn

(Rodrigo	and	Gretchen).	Follow	us!	

		

THIRTEEN	

Tours	 taken.	 From	 biking	 through	 Lima	 and	 Rio,	 to	 dino-

hunting	 and	 kayaking	 in	 Argentina,	 sailing	 on	 the	 Indian

Ocean,	 and	 zip-lining	 through	 old-growth	 trees,	 we’ve

occasionally	 joined	 other	 travelers	 to	 learn	 about	 the

places	we’re	visiting	and	experience	them	in	different	ways.

Other	 tours	 include	 the	 Recoleta	 cemetery	 and	 whale-

watching	 in	 Argentina,	 walking	 tours	 in	 Santiago	 and

Buenos	Aires,	hop-on-hop-off	bus	and	Robben	Island	in	Cape

Town,	 and	wine	 tasting	 in	 Stellenbosch.	 Not	 included	 here

are	the	private	guides	we	hired	in	Peru	and	South	Africa.	

		

FOURTEEN	

Planes.	Seattle	->	LA	->	Lima	->	Santiago	->	Buenos	Aires	->

Sao	 Paulo	 ->	 Natal	 ->	 Rio	 ->	 Natal	 ->	 Sao	 Paulo	 ->

Johannesburg	 ->	 Cape	 Town.	 Port	 Elizabeth	 ->

Johannesburg	->	Dubai	->	Athens.	

		

FIFTEEN	

Modes	of	transport.	Not	just	planes,	trains,	and	automobiles,

we’ve	also	gotten	around	on	horseback,	by	zip-lining,	and	on

ostriches.	 Plus	 funicular,	 gondolas,	 jeep,	 bus,	 speed	 boat,

ferry,	sail	boat,	van,	and	taxi.	

		

19	

Wineries	 visited.	 The	 majority	 in	 Chile	 (including	 my

favorite	Vina	Mar),	others	in	Argentina	and	South	Africa.	Of

these,	the	kids	stoically	tagged	along	for	12.	

		

21	

Blog	posts	published.	I'd	hoped	we’d	write	more	often,	so

I’ve	increased	the	time	I’m	dedicating	to	the	blog.	This	list	is

a	case-in-point!
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37	

Places	 we’ve	 slept,	 with	 only	 5	 one-night-stays.	 We	 had

several	two-night	stays,	but	we	usually	try	to	stay	put	for	4-7

nights.	 Five	 weeks	 is	 the	 longest	 time	 all	 five	 of	 us

stayed	in	one	place	(Rodrigo’s	grandmother’s	apartment	in

Natal,	Brazil).	

		

316	

Pages	 completed	 in	 Marco’s	 6th	 grade	 math	 book.	 Bella’s

earned	three	Mt.	Si.	High	School	credits	online.	Other	road-

schooling	 activities	 include	 video	 editing,	 blog	 writing,

sketching,	 and	 lots	 of	 reading	 (thanks	 to	 KCLS	 for	 e-book

availability!).	

		

14,148	

Video	files	generated	by	Bella,	Heather	and	Rodrigo.	

		

19,125	

Photos	taken.
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https://kingcounty.libraryreserve.com/10/50/en/SignIn.htm?URL=MyAccount%2ehtm%3fPerPage%3d40


Top:	our	group	on	the	day	we	took	off,	September	22,	2014.	
And	in	Athens,	Greece,	about	six	months	later.
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"Go	to	Greece	and	make	yourselves
fat	from	food,	because	one	taste
and	you’ll	want	to	eat	until	you	can’t
stop."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Let’s	talk	about	cooking.	

In	a	stranger’s	apartment,	you	have	no	idea	where	anything

is	in	the	kitchen,	whereas	in	your	own,	you	know	where	every

spice,	pot,	pan,	and	plate	 is	supposed	to	go.	Then	you	think

about	 the	 food	 you’re	 going	 to	make,	 and	 how	 it	 will	 taste.

When	 you	 try	 it,	 it	 tastes	 different	 to	 how	 you	 thought	 it

would	taste.	And	then	you	think,	“Wait,	this	food	is	not	at	all

like	what	I	eat	at	home”.		I	loved	cooking	in	Greece,	and	if

you	get	the	chance	as	well,	I	hope	you	do	too.	When	cooking

in	Greece,	I	cooked	in	a	stranger’s	apartment,	thought	about

what	it	would	be	like,	and	also	how	it	was	different	from	the

food	I	eat	at	home.

Enjoying	an	authentic	Greek	feast	that	we	cooked!

Marco	carving	zucchini	to	be	stuffed	and	baked.
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by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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like	what	I	eat	at	home”.		I	loved	cooking	in	Greece,	and	if

you	get	the	chance	as	well,	I	hope	you	do	too.	When	cooking

in	Greece,	I	cooked	in	a	stranger’s	apartment,	thought	about
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food	I	eat	at	home.

Enjoying	an	authentic	Greek	feast	that	we	cooked!

Marco	carving	zucchini	to	be	stuffed	and	baked.
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First,	I	thought	about	what	it	was	like	cooking	in	someone

else’s	kitchen.	I	thought	that	it	was	nice,	though	if	I	was	to

find	the	ingredients	by	myself,	1)	I	wouldn’t	have	been	able

to	 because	 It’s	 not	 my	 kitchen,	 and	 in	 my	 own	 kitchen,	 I

know	where	everything	is.	2)	I	don’t	speak	or	read	Greek,	so

I	wouldn’t	understand	what	it	was	that	I	found	anyway.	But

luckily,	we	didn’t	have	to	find	everything	we	needed	because

our	 teacher	 just	 gave	 us	 the	 ingredients,	 so	 we	 didn’t	 feel

totally	 helpless.	 The	 knives	 we	 had	 were	 colored	 pink	 and

green,	 so	 it	 was	 kind	 of	 funny	 since	 they	 were	 knives.	 I

mean,	you	don’t	 look	into	your	cabinet	every	day	and	find	a

pink	knife	there,	right?	Anyway,	another	cool	utensil	she	had

was	 like	a	 carrot	 shaver	but	with	another	use.	You	 stick	 it

into	 the	 zucchini,	 then	 twist,	 and	 it	 makes	 a	 perfect	 hole

through	 the	 vegetable.	 I	 need	 one…..	 I	 thought	 the	 lesson

was	fun,	but	if	I	was	to	choose	between	a	kitchen	I	know	and

a	kitchen	I	don’t,	then	I	would	choose	the	one	I	know.	

		

In	 addition	 to	 having	 it	 be	 odd	 that	 you’re	 cooking	 in

someone	else’s	kitchen,	I	tried	to	imagine	what	the	food	was

going	to	be	 like.	I	 imagined	that	the	food	would	be	 like	any

other	 Greek	 food	 I	 have	 had	 such	 as	 gyro	 pita,	 tzatziki,

roasted	 lamb,	 and	 humus.	 I	 didn’t	 expect	 at	 all	 what	 we

were	 going	 to	 make.	 Some	 of	 the	 dishes	 we	 made	 were

zucchini	latkes,	zucchini	pastries,	and	spaghetti	with	rooster.

Our	 teacher	 said	 that	 the	 Greeks	 pie	 and	 stuff	 everything

they	make.	One	 thing	 for	 sure,	 the	 food	we	had	was	unlike

any	other	food	I	have	ever	had	in	my	life.	I	imagined	it	to	be

souvlaki,	a	gyro	that’s	the	size	of	my	head	and	is	packed	full

of	 meat,	 such	 as	 pork	 and	 lamb.	 In	 other	 words,	 I	 was

expecting	big	food.	But	no,	we	ate	finger	food.	Either	way,	I

loved	the	food	we	made	and	ate!	

		

Last	I	began	to	think	about	how	our	food	that	we	made	was

different	 to	 what	 we	 made	 at	 home.	 Honestly,	 it	 was	 so

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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From	the	top:
the	kitchen	used	for	the	cooking	class

was	simple	but	extremely	clean;
dessert	was	delicious	greek	yogurt	with

walnuts	and	honey;
the	finalized	stuffed	zucchini	dish.
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different	that	I	can’t	even	put	it	in	the	same	category	as	what	I

eat	at	home.	At	home	we	eat	meals	such	as	rice	&	beans,	steak,

corn	 on	 the	 cob,	 and	mashed	 potatoes	 -	 so	 a	mix	 of	Brazilian

and	 American	 cuisine.	 At	 the	 teacher’s	 apartment	 we	 ate

spaghetti	 with	 rooster,	 tzatziki,	 zucchini	 patties,

zucchini	balls,	mini	 feta	and	spinach	pies,	Greek	salad,

stuffed	zucchini,	sausage,	bread,	and	for	dessert,	we	had

yoghurt	 with	 walnuts	 and	 honey.	 Ok	 scratch	 the	 rooster

being	 different,	 it	 was	 very	 similar	 to	 what	 we	 eat	 in	 Brazil

because	 it	was	 like	a	big	meal	with	meat	 that	was	 coming	off

the	bone.	The	simple	explanation	of	the	rooster	was	a	chicken

plopped	 into	 a	 dish	 of	 spaghetti.	 It	 was	 delicious.	 The	 food

looked	 different,	 tasted	 different,	 and	 smelled	 different.	 In

simple	words	Greek	food	is	edible	happiness.	

		

If	 you	 get	 the	 chance,	 go	 to	 Greece	 and	 make	 yourselves	 fat

from	 food,	 because	 one	 taste	 and	 you’ll	 want	 to	 eat	 until	 you

can’t	stop.	Cooking	in	a	random	person’s	apartment	was	kind	of

weird	 though,	 because	 I	 felt	 that	 I	 was	 invading	 her	 space.

When	you	begin	 the	 fancy	 cooking	 class,	 you	will	 imagine	 the

food	different	to	what	it’s	going	to	be.	Prepare	yourself	for	what

is	to	come;	it’s	going	to	be	very	different	to	what	you	will	expect.

Also,	 if	 you’re	 not	 Greek,	 then	 you	 will	 find	 the	 food	 very

different	with	little	similarities	to	what	you	eat	in	your	house.

Cooking	in	Greece	was	one	of	my	favorite	parts	of	the	trip,	and

I	definitely	don’t	regret	it.	If	you	can,	try	to	get	a	class.
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Food	is	a	big	part	of	Greek	family	life:	
at	Easter,	it's	common	to	see	spit-roasted	lamb	in	public	outside	restaurants;	
A	typical	Greek	lunch	spread	will	include	a	multitude	of	small	dishes	to	share.
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"When	I	first	went	to	the	Acropolis,
I	was	excited	to	see	the	Parthenon
and	the	other	structures."	

by	Ander	Willy	(guest	blogger)	

		

An	acropolis	 is	a	raised	portion	of	a	city,	usually	at	 the
center.	The	word	acropolis	comes	from	the	Greek	roots	“acro”,

meaning	 “high”,	 and	 “polis”,	 meaning	 “city”.	 When	 I	 first

went	to	the	Acropolis,	I	was	excited	to	see	the	Parthenon	and

the	 other	 structures.	The	Athenian	Acropolis	has	 a	 lot	 of

history,	including	the	naming	of	the	city,	the	theft	of	some	of

its	 structures,	 and	 the	 unique	 architecture	 of	 the

Parthenon.	

		

According	to	legend,	when	the	city	of	Athens	was	first	created

Athena	and	Poseidon	both	wanted	to	become	patron	of	the

city.	 To	 decide	who	would	 become	patron,	 they	 each	 gave	 a

gift	 to	 the	 city.	Poseidon	 struck	 the	 earth	using	his	 trident,

making	a	saltwater	spring	appear.	Athena,	however,	decided

to	 give	 the	 city	 something	 more	 practical,	 and	 planted	 an

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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olive	tree.	As	saltwater	 is	undrinkable,	and	olive	trees	can	be

used	 for	many	 things,	Athena	became	patron	of	 the	 city,	 and

thus	the	city	was	named	Athens.	

		

Some	of	the	artifacts	from	the	Acropolis	have	been	stolen	from

the	 structure.	 In	 the	 fifth	 century	 AD,	 a	 great	 statue	 of

Athena,	 named	 the	 Athena	 Parthenos,	 was	 stolen	 (or

destroyed)	 by	 the	 Christians.	 The	 Parthenon	 was	 then

converted	by	the	Christians	into	a	church	of	the	Virgin	Mary.

A	man	 named	 Lord	 Elgin	 stole	 sections	 of	 the	 frieze,	 fifteen

metopes,	seventeen	pedimental	fragments,	and	a	caryatid	from

the	 Erechtheion.	 Today,	 these	 artifacts	 are	 in	 the	 British

Museum.	

		

The	structure	of	the	Parthenon	is	architecturally	unique	in

that	the	base	of	the	building	is	curved	upward	the	center	both

to	make	it	seem	straight	on	the	curve	of	the	hill,	and	to	remove

rainwater.	 In	 addition,	 the	 Doric	 columns	 are	 tilted	 very

slightly	 inward;	 if	 they	were	to	continue,	 they	would	all	meet

up	almost	exactly	one	mile	from	the	center	of	the	Parthenon.	

Even	today	the	Acropolis	is	more	than	just	a	pile	of	old	ruins.

You	 can	 learn	 a	 lot	 from	 its	 history,	 such	 as	 myths,

controversy,	 and	architecture.	 If	 you	ever	go	 to	Greece,	make

sure	to	check	out	the	Acropolis.	

		

Ander	Willy	is	a	family	friend	who	visited	us	in	Greece	from	the

United	 States.	 He	 was	 in	 7th	 grade.	 This	 was	 his	 first	 trip

outside	of	North	America.

Marco	and	Ander	at	the	Athens	Acropolis,	with	the	Parthenon	behind.
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"Then	Paris	decided	to	pay	a	visit	to
the	Queen	of	Sparta,	Helen..."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Here	is	the	story	of	the	great	city	of	Troy,	which	fell	to
the	 hands	 of	 the	 Greek	 empire.	 Paris,	 son	 of	 King	 Priam,

caused	 this	 war.	 He	 took	 Helen	 of	 Troy,	 then	 Helen	 of

Sparta,	 to	 his	 homeland.	King	Menelaus	was	 furious,	 so	 he

called	his	brother,	Agamemnon,	ruler	of	Greece,	to	help	him

destroy	 troy	 (lol).	 They	 succeeded,	 and	 it	 was	 Paris’s	 fault.

How	this	child	lived	for	more	than	20	years,	I	have	no	idea.

Paris	 had	 Hector	 solve	 all	 of	 his	 problems,	 which	 I’m

guessing	Hector	got	pretty	sick	of	after	3	years.	

		

Paris	 and	Hector	 were	 in	 Sparta	 in	 a	 time	 of	 peace.	 The

two	 brothers	 partied	 for	 a	 few	 days,	 and	 all	was	 fair.	 Then

Paris	 decided	 to	 pay	 a	 visit	 to	 the	Queen	 of	 Sparta,	Helen,

and	 ended	up	 taking	her	with	him	when	 they	 left	 for	Troy.

Hector	was	 furious	when	he	 found	her	 in	 the	 cabin	 of	 their

ship.	He	told	Paris	that	he	had	no	choice	but	to	send	her	back

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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to	Sparta,	for	Hector	wanted	to	avoid	war.	Paris	begged	him	to

reconsider,	 and	 finally	 Hector	 gave	 in.	 They	 brought	 Helen

back	 to	 Troy,	 and	 lived	 in	 peace	 for	 a	 few	 weeks.	 Everyone

welcomed	Helen	to	Troy,	and	renamed	her	Helen	of	Troy.	But

their	 prosperity	 ended	 after	 those	 few	 weeks,	 when	 Hector

spotted	the	Greek	navy	approaching	Troy.	He	knew	they	were

in	trouble.	

		

When	Menelaus	 found	Helen’s	 room	empty,	 the	 fact	dawned

on	 him	 that	 the	 scoundrel,	 Paris,	 took	 Helen	 right	 out	 from

under	him.	He	went	to	his	brother,	Agamemnon,	and	pleaded

him	 to	 send	 ships	 to	Troy	 and	 retrieve	his	wife.	Agamemnon

agreed,	 for	 he	was	 longing	 to	 take	 over	 Troy,	 supposedly	 the

impenetrable	 city.	 Agamemnon	 went	 from	 city	 to	 city,

commanding	 the	 Kings	 to	 fight	 for	 him.	 He	 also	 recruited

Achilles,	the	warrior	with	skin	like	titanium.	One	of	the	Kings

he	asked	to	have	him	join	was	Odysseus,	who	told	them	he	was

insane.	To	prove	his	point,	he	hitched	up	a	horse	and	cow	to	a

plow,	 and	 started	 to	 plow	 the	 beach.	 Agamemnon	 was

suspicious,	so	he	grabbed	Odysseus’	son	and	plopped	him	right

in	 front	 of	 the	 supposedly	 insane	 King.	 Being	 very	 sane,

Odysseus	swerved	so	he	wouldn’t	kill	his	beloved	boy.	He	was

forced	 to	 fight	 for	 Agamemnon.	 And	 so	 begins	 the	 Greek

empire’s	journey	to	Troy.	

		

During	 the	 war	 Menelaus	 challenged	 Paris	 to	 a	 duel.

Trying	 to	 seem	brave	Paris	 accepted.	Hector	 told	 him	all	 the

things	he	needed	to	know	since	he	was	not	much	of	a	warrior.

The	 battle	 didn’t	 last	 long,	 for	Menelaus	was	 close	 to	 killing

the	young	prince.	Paris	crawled	to	Hector’s	feet	and	begged	for

his	 brother	 to	 protect	 him.	 Even	 though	 his	 brother	 was	 a

coward,	Hector	still	helped	him.	He	struck	down	Menelaus	for

threatening	his	brother.	And	a	battle	started,	and	luckily	both

armies	were	prepared.	A	huge	battle	turned	into	a	bloodbath,

and	 both	 armies	 had	 countless	 casualties,	 so	 they	 called	 an

oath	of	peace	for	the	rest	of	the	day.

Marco	at	the	Museum	of	History	in	Mycenae.
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"Then	Paris	decided	to	pay	a	visit	to
the	Queen	of	Sparta,	Helen..."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Here	is	the	story	of	the	great	city	of	Troy,	which	fell	to
the	 hands	 of	 the	 Greek	 empire.	 Paris,	 son	 of	 King	 Priam,

caused	 this	 war.	 He	 took	 Helen	 of	 Troy,	 then	 Helen	 of

Sparta,	 to	 his	 homeland.	King	Menelaus	was	 furious,	 so	 he

called	his	brother,	Agamemnon,	ruler	of	Greece,	to	help	him

destroy	 troy	 (lol).	 They	 succeeded,	 and	 it	 was	 Paris’s	 fault.

How	this	child	lived	for	more	than	20	years,	I	have	no	idea.

Paris	 had	 Hector	 solve	 all	 of	 his	 problems,	 which	 I’m

guessing	Hector	got	pretty	sick	of	after	3	years.	

		

Paris	 and	Hector	 were	 in	 Sparta	 in	 a	 time	 of	 peace.	 The

two	 brothers	 partied	 for	 a	 few	 days,	 and	 all	was	 fair.	 Then

Paris	 decided	 to	 pay	 a	 visit	 to	 the	Queen	 of	 Sparta,	Helen,

and	 ended	up	 taking	her	with	him	when	 they	 left	 for	Troy.

Hector	was	 furious	when	he	 found	her	 in	 the	 cabin	 of	 their

ship.	He	told	Paris	that	he	had	no	choice	but	to	send	her	back
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to	Sparta,	for	Hector	wanted	to	avoid	war.	Paris	begged	him	to

reconsider,	 and	 finally	 Hector	 gave	 in.	 They	 brought	 Helen

back	 to	 Troy,	 and	 lived	 in	 peace	 for	 a	 few	 weeks.	 Everyone

welcomed	Helen	to	Troy,	and	renamed	her	Helen	of	Troy.	But

their	 prosperity	 ended	 after	 those	 few	 weeks,	 when	 Hector

spotted	the	Greek	navy	approaching	Troy.	He	knew	they	were

in	trouble.	

		

When	Menelaus	 found	Helen’s	 room	empty,	 the	 fact	dawned

on	 him	 that	 the	 scoundrel,	 Paris,	 took	 Helen	 right	 out	 from

under	him.	He	went	to	his	brother,	Agamemnon,	and	pleaded

him	 to	 send	 ships	 to	Troy	 and	 retrieve	his	wife.	Agamemnon

agreed,	 for	 he	was	 longing	 to	 take	 over	 Troy,	 supposedly	 the

impenetrable	 city.	 Agamemnon	 went	 from	 city	 to	 city,

commanding	 the	 Kings	 to	 fight	 for	 him.	 He	 also	 recruited

Achilles,	the	warrior	with	skin	like	titanium.	One	of	the	Kings

he	asked	to	have	him	join	was	Odysseus,	who	told	them	he	was

insane.	To	prove	his	point,	he	hitched	up	a	horse	and	cow	to	a

plow,	 and	 started	 to	 plow	 the	 beach.	 Agamemnon	 was

suspicious,	so	he	grabbed	Odysseus’	son	and	plopped	him	right

in	 front	 of	 the	 supposedly	 insane	 King.	 Being	 very	 sane,

Odysseus	swerved	so	he	wouldn’t	kill	his	beloved	boy.	He	was

forced	 to	 fight	 for	 Agamemnon.	 And	 so	 begins	 the	 Greek

empire’s	journey	to	Troy.	

		

During	 the	 war	 Menelaus	 challenged	 Paris	 to	 a	 duel.

Trying	 to	 seem	brave	Paris	 accepted.	Hector	 told	 him	all	 the

things	he	needed	to	know	since	he	was	not	much	of	a	warrior.

The	 battle	 didn’t	 last	 long,	 for	Menelaus	was	 close	 to	 killing

the	young	prince.	Paris	crawled	to	Hector’s	feet	and	begged	for

his	 brother	 to	 protect	 him.	 Even	 though	 his	 brother	 was	 a

coward,	Hector	still	helped	him.	He	struck	down	Menelaus	for

threatening	his	brother.	And	a	battle	started,	and	luckily	both

armies	were	prepared.	A	huge	battle	turned	into	a	bloodbath,

and	 both	 armies	 had	 countless	 casualties,	 so	 they	 called	 an

oath	of	peace	for	the	rest	of	the	day.

Marco	at	the	Museum	of	History	in	Mycenae.
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The	Greeks	and	Trojans	waged	war	for	many	years,	and

they	 each	 had	 their	 ups	 and	 downs.	 Achilles	 hated

Agamemnon,	 and	 the	 only	 thing	 that	 kept	 him	 fighting	 was

Odysseus.	 At	 one	 point,	 Achilles	 thought	 of	 leaving	 Troy	 to

return	home.	He	had	no	love	for	war,	and	too	many	people	were

killed	in	the	process.	During	the	time	that	he	wanted	to	retire

from	 the	 war,	 his	 cousin	 took	 his	 armor	 and	 commanded

Achilles’	troops.	Hector,	thinking	that	it	was	the	fabled	warrior,

killed	 Achilles’	 cousin.	 When	 the	 man	 found	 out	 about	 his

relative’s	 death,	 he	 challenged	Hector	 to	 a	 duel	 to	 the	 death.

Hector	 declared	 that	 whoever	 won	 was	 to	 be	 returned	 to	 his

rightful	army	and	given	the	proper	burial	rights.	Achilles	spat

on	 this	 suggestion,	 and	 thus	 began	 the	 duel.	 They	 fought	 for

what	 seemed	 like	 an	 hour.	 They	 were	 both	 very	 evenly

matched,	but	it	was	Achilles	who	struck	the	final	blow.	He	took

Hector’s	body	and	tied	it	to	the	back	of	his	chariot	and	dragged

him	 all	 the	 way	 to	 the	 Greek	 camp.	 That	 night	 King	 Priam

went	 secretly	 to	 Achilles’	 tent	 and	 begged	 him	 to	 release	 his

beloved	son.	Priam	said,	“I	shall	do	the	thing	that	no	man	has

done:	 kiss	 the	hands	 of	 the	man	who	killed	my	 son”.	Achilles

agreed	 to	 let	 Priam	 take	 his	 son	 and	 bury	 him	 in	 the	 proper

manner.	

		

After	 nine	 and	½	years,	 both	 armies	were	 at	 the	 end	 of	 their

ropes.	King	Odysseus	was	 telling	a	man	 that	his	 carving	 of	 a

horse	for	his	son	was	wonderful.	Then	an	idea	struck	him.	And

thus	began	the	construction	of	 the	Trojan	horse,	which

was	the	downfall	of	the	beloved	city.	The	Greeks	sent	this

as	a	gift	to	the	Trojans.	Paris	suggested	that	they	should	burn

it,	 which	 was	 his	 only	 good	 idea	 this	 whole	 time.	 The	 high

priest	of	Troy	suggested	that	they	should	take	it	to	the	temple

of	Athena,	and	King	Priam	agreed.	That	was	his	worst	mistake

yet.	 His	 second	 was	 having	 Paris	 (lol).	 That	 night,	 King

Odysseus	 and	 a	 few	 other	 soldiers	 who	 were	 hiding	 in	 the

wooden	horse	killed	the	guards	of	the	gate	and	let	in	the	entire

Greek	army	to	conquer	Troy.	The	whole	city	was	turned	into	a
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The	ruins	of	the	fortified	city	of	Mycenae.

Sleeping	Agamemnon	does	indeed	look	like	a	giant	bearded	man	asleep.	
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One	of	the	many	tombs
we	visited	around	the

ruins	of	Mycenae.
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massacre.	Women	and	children	were	taken	as	slaves,	and	the

men	were	killed.	Helen	managed	to	get	away,	and	they	didn’t

ever	find	her	again.	Paris	shot	Achilles	in	the	heel,	and	that

was	the	end	of	the	invincible	soldier.	And	it	was	also	the	end

of	Troy.	Priam	died	by	the	hand	of	Agamemnon.	This	is

the	end	of	Troy’s	journey,	and	it	will	forever	be	buried	in	the

history	of	Greece.	

		

Troy	 was	 taken	 by	 Agamemnon	 and	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 Greek

empire.	 Trojans	 were	 turned	 into	 slaves,	 and	 no	 one	 was

happy	except	for	the	Greeks.	Agamemnon	had	his	prize,	but

ceased	 to	 follow	Helen.	 If	Menelaus	was	dead,	 there	was	no

point	 in	 trying.	They	burned	Troy	 to	 the	ground,	 leaving	no

trace	 that	 it	 was	 ever	 there.	 That	 was	 the	 end	 of	 the

invincible	 city.	 It	 stands	 no	more,	 yet	 there	 are	 still	 stories

about	how	it	was	destroyed,	and	what	it	was	like	beforehand.

This	is	also	the	end	of	our	story,	though	there	are	still	many

more	to	come.
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"Greece:	for	every	amazing
archeological	find	and	innovation	in
preservation	methods,	there	is	the
destructive	force	of	humanity."	

by	Rodrigo	de	Medeiros	

		

I	wanted	 to	 love	Greece.	 In	 all	 sincerity.	But	 it	 felt	 like	 an
acquaintance	you	are	 just	not	sure	you	want	to	become	real

friends	with.	Upon	arriving	in	Athens,	on	a	cold,	gray,	rainy

day	my	initial	reaction	was	of	shock;	after	all,	we	have	been

“chasing	the	sun”	since	the	beginning	of	our	RTW	trip.	With

the	 exception	 of	 a	 few	 scattered	 days	 of	 rain,	 the	 vast

majority	 of	 our	 time	 in	South	America	 and	Africa	 has	 been

blessed	 with	 sunny	 days,	 warm	 weather	 and	 bright	 blue

skies.	At	 first,	 I	 attributed	my	blues	 towards	Athens	 to	 the

unexpected	bad	weather.	Being	from	Seattle,	and	used	to

the	 intermittent	 rain,	 we	 took	 tours	 and	 went	 to	 ancient

sights	and	museums	all	the	same.	I	really	didn’t	want	to	feel

the	 same	 way	 I	 felt	 in	 Seattle	 –	 depressed,	 tired,	 trapped,

craving	the	warmth	of	the	sun.	But	the	sun	came	and	stayed,
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Athens	seen	from	atop	the	Acropolis,	the	Odeon	in	the	foreground.

I	could	see	clearly	
through	the	cracks	in	Greece.

	218	



"Greece:	for	every	amazing
archeological	find	and	innovation	in
preservation	methods,	there	is	the
destructive	force	of	humanity."	

by	Rodrigo	de	Medeiros	

		

I	wanted	 to	 love	Greece.	 In	 all	 sincerity.	But	 it	 felt	 like	 an
acquaintance	you	are	 just	not	sure	you	want	to	become	real

friends	with.	Upon	arriving	in	Athens,	on	a	cold,	gray,	rainy

day	my	initial	reaction	was	of	shock;	after	all,	we	have	been

“chasing	the	sun”	since	the	beginning	of	our	RTW	trip.	With

the	 exception	 of	 a	 few	 scattered	 days	 of	 rain,	 the	 vast

majority	 of	 our	 time	 in	South	America	 and	Africa	 has	 been

blessed	 with	 sunny	 days,	 warm	 weather	 and	 bright	 blue

skies.	At	 first,	 I	 attributed	my	blues	 towards	Athens	 to	 the

unexpected	bad	weather.	Being	from	Seattle,	and	used	to

the	 intermittent	 rain,	 we	 took	 tours	 and	 went	 to	 ancient

sights	and	museums	all	the	same.	I	really	didn’t	want	to	feel

the	 same	 way	 I	 felt	 in	 Seattle	 –	 depressed,	 tired,	 trapped,

craving	the	warmth	of	the	sun.	But	the	sun	came	and	stayed,
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Athens	seen	from	atop	the	Acropolis,	the	Odeon	in	the	foreground.

I	could	see	clearly	
through	the	cracks	in	Greece.
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and	 I	 started	 feeling	a	bit	 better	 and	more	 energized.	Still,

the	discomfort	persisted.	

		

It	is	difficult	to	pinpoint	exactly	why	I	still	have	such	mixed

feelings	towards	Athens	even	after	leaving.	Like	any	big	city,

it	 is	 crowded,	 the	 air	 is	 polluted,	 smoggy,	 smokers	 puff

around	everywhere,	 the	buildings	are	sooty,	and	the	streets

hum	with	heavy	traffic.	It’s	similar	to	Paris,	and	Rome	–	but

I	 absolutely	 love	 those	 cities	 and	 their	 perfect	 blend	 of

ancient	and	new;	Paris	and	 its	 je	ne	 c’est	 quoi	 attitude,	 the

sophisticated	 cadence	 of	 a	 language	 that	makes	 even	 curse

words	 sound	 like	 love	 declarations.	 And	 Rome,	 the

Felliniesque	 capital	 of	 romance	 and	 dolce	 vita,	 with	 its

perfect	coffee	and	energetic	citizens.	Yet	both	cities	and	their

respective	 countries	 have	 irritating	 traits	 and	 cultural

idiosyncrasies,	like	any	other	place	in	the	world.	

		

In	Athens	the	ancient	ruins	and	historical	sights	stand	like	a

paradox	 against	 the	 background	 of	 contemporary

constructions	 and	 modern	 life.	 The	 Acropolis	 sits	 atop	 a

rocky	 hill	 that	 offers	 a	 panoramic	 view	 of	 the	 entire	 city,

surrounded	 by	 a	 nice	 arboretum	 and	 a	 couple	 of	 well-

preserved	amphitheaters	(Dionysus	and	Herodes),	its	ancient

monuments	(the	Parthenon,	the	Erechtheion,	the	Temple

of	Nike)	 surprisingly	 still	 up	 after	 suffering	 a	millennia	 of

invasions,	 demolitions,	 reconstructions,	 erosions	 and

continuous	 pollution.	 Those	 beautiful	 and	 time-defying

constructions	 stand	 out	 like	 sore	 thumbs	 amidst	 the	 cruel

concrete	jungle.	The	Parthenon	will	likely	forever	have	to	be

supported	 by	 endless	 scaffolding	 in	 order	 to	 keep	 itself

standing.	 The	 realization	 that	 it	 will	 one	 day	 crumble,	 or

that	 nothing	 of	 its	 original	 building	 will	 survive	 after	 so

many	inevitable	face	lifts	made	me	choke	a	little.	The	feeling

continued	 at	 the	 beautiful	Ancient	Agora,	 although	 I	was

in	awe	with	the	stunning	and	well-preserved	Temple	of

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

	220	



Clockwise	from	top:
the	turquoise	waters	in	Ermioni,
the	Inn	in	Samos	owned	by	the

wonderful	Galini	Family,
Orthodox	Easter	in	Nafplio,
the	quaint	island	of	Hydra,

the	view	from	the	fortress	in	Nafplio.
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Hephaestus.	Those	gorgeous	pieces	of	ancient	history	barely

stand	 a	 chance	 against	 the	 unforgiving	 rhythm	 of	 progress.

For	 every	 amazing	 archeological	 find	 and	 innovation	 in

preservation	 methods,	 there	 is	 the	 destructive	 force	 of

humanity	in	the	form	of	cigarette	smoke,	uncultured	tourists,

and	claustrophobia-inducing	crowds.	

		

A	friend	said	to	us,	“get	out	of	Athens	and	go	to	the	Islands!”

Indeed,	a	 short	 excursion	 to	Hydra	was	very	uplifting.	The

small	 island	 is	 the	 only	 one	 that	 has	 resisted	 progress	 and

doesn’t	allow	any	vehicles	–	the	only	means	of	transportation

is	by	donkey!	The	cold	Aegean	waters	are	a	scintillating	mix

of	silver,	turquoise	and	cobalt	blue.	The	green	hills	and	their

white	washed	little	houses	and	quaint	atmosphere	made	me

smile.	But	I	still	couldn’t	quite	shake	that	feeling	of	sadness.	

		

We	 stayed	 in	 Nafplio	 and	 watched	 the	 rituals	 of	 Greek

Orthodox	 Easter	 –	 people	 gathered	 outside	 the	 church

waiting	to	light	their	candles	at	midnight,	the	fireworks	and

traditional	chanting.	 It	was	 lovely.	We	drove	to	Delphi	and

visited	 the	Oracle	 of	 Apollo,	 and	 to	Mycenae	 to	 visit	 an

ancient	 fortress	and	 look	at	a	mountain	known	as	“Sleeping

Agamemnon.”	 In	 Epidaurus	 we	 tested	 the	 incredible
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acoustics	 of	 one	 of	 the	most	well	 preserved	 amphitheaters	 in

all	of	Greece,	and	in	Olympia	we	saw	the	well-marked	ruins	of

that	once	amazing	athletic	center	–	so	much	ancient	history,	so

many	beautiful	 columns,	 temples,	 statues	and	artifacts.	After

several	 days	 out	 of	 Athens,	 we	 returned	 on	Orthodox	 Easter

Sunday	 to	 have	 a	 traditional	 meal	 with	 some	 of	 our	 best

friends	–	surrounded	by	Greek	folks	dancing	like	Zorba,	eating

roasted	lamb	and	drinking	Ouzo.	And	I	still	felt	sadness.	

		

It	wasn’t	until	we	reached	the	far	island	of	Samos	that	I	felt

some	 semblance	 of	 empathy	 towards	Greece.	 After	 a	 10-hour

ferry	trip,	and	a	40-minute	taxi	ride,	we	arrived	at	our	quaint

white–washed	 B&B,	 where	 the	 owners	 (The	 Galini	 family)

agreed	to	have	us	although	they	were	amidst	preparations	for

high	 season.	 Their	 hospitality	 and	 sincere	 care	made	 us	 feel

completely	 at	 ease.	 Our	 rooms	 faced	 a	 stunning	 panoramic

views	of	a	calm	Aegean	shore	beach	sided	by	olive	tree–covered

mountains	 was	 like	 a	 miraculous	 balm	 to	 my	 soul.	 Dimitri’s

home	cooking	was	delicious	and	we	had	blue	skies	and	plenty

of	down	time.	

		

I	 try	 to	 always	 avoid	 having	 expectations	 of	 any	 kind	 –	 they

are	a	true	source	of	deception	and	disappointment.	I	am	adept

of	 going	 through	 life	 enjoying	 the	 moment	 and	 reacting	 to

things	 as	 they	 come.	 So	 although	 I	 did	 not	 nurture

romantic	visions	of	Greece,	I	was	still	slightly	disappointed.

The	Greek	 seem	 to	me	 like	 they	 are	 stuck	 somewhere	 in	 the

early	eighties:	bad	hair,	questionable	fashion	sense,	unpolished

manners	(language	barriers?	Or	just	impatience?),	safety	rules

that	are	optional	at	best,	and	so	much	cigarette	smoking	that

one	doesn’t	get	any	relief	even	in	open	areas.	As	a	Brazilian,	I

could	almost	consider	some	of	those	things	downright	funny	–

how	 you	 can	 park	 a	 car	 anywhere	 (double	 park,	 on	 the

sidewalk,	 over	 crosswalks	 etc.),	 how	 there	 are	 still	 operating

video	 rental	 stores,	 how	 you	 are	 guaranteed	 to	 hear	 obscure
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The	magnificent	Temple	of	Hephaestus	at	the	Ancient	Agora	in	Athens.
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Hephaestus.	Those	gorgeous	pieces	of	ancient	history	barely

stand	 a	 chance	 against	 the	 unforgiving	 rhythm	 of	 progress.

For	 every	 amazing	 archeological	 find	 and	 innovation	 in

preservation	 methods,	 there	 is	 the	 destructive	 force	 of

humanity	in	the	form	of	cigarette	smoke,	uncultured	tourists,

and	claustrophobia-inducing	crowds.	

		

A	friend	said	to	us,	“get	out	of	Athens	and	go	to	the	Islands!”

Indeed,	a	 short	 excursion	 to	Hydra	was	very	uplifting.	The

small	 island	 is	 the	 only	 one	 that	 has	 resisted	 progress	 and

doesn’t	allow	any	vehicles	–	the	only	means	of	transportation

is	by	donkey!	The	cold	Aegean	waters	are	a	scintillating	mix

of	silver,	turquoise	and	cobalt	blue.	The	green	hills	and	their

white	washed	little	houses	and	quaint	atmosphere	made	me

smile.	But	I	still	couldn’t	quite	shake	that	feeling	of	sadness.	

		

We	 stayed	 in	 Nafplio	 and	 watched	 the	 rituals	 of	 Greek

Orthodox	 Easter	 –	 people	 gathered	 outside	 the	 church

waiting	to	light	their	candles	at	midnight,	the	fireworks	and

traditional	chanting.	 It	was	 lovely.	We	drove	to	Delphi	and

visited	 the	Oracle	 of	 Apollo,	 and	 to	Mycenae	 to	 visit	 an

ancient	 fortress	and	 look	at	a	mountain	known	as	“Sleeping

Agamemnon.”	 In	 Epidaurus	 we	 tested	 the	 incredible
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acoustics	 of	 one	 of	 the	most	well	 preserved	 amphitheaters	 in

all	of	Greece,	and	in	Olympia	we	saw	the	well-marked	ruins	of

that	once	amazing	athletic	center	–	so	much	ancient	history,	so

many	beautiful	 columns,	 temples,	 statues	and	artifacts.	After

several	 days	 out	 of	 Athens,	 we	 returned	 on	Orthodox	 Easter

Sunday	 to	 have	 a	 traditional	 meal	 with	 some	 of	 our	 best

friends	–	surrounded	by	Greek	folks	dancing	like	Zorba,	eating

roasted	lamb	and	drinking	Ouzo.	And	I	still	felt	sadness.	

		

It	wasn’t	until	we	reached	the	far	island	of	Samos	that	I	felt

some	 semblance	 of	 empathy	 towards	Greece.	 After	 a	 10-hour

ferry	trip,	and	a	40-minute	taxi	ride,	we	arrived	at	our	quaint

white–washed	 B&B,	 where	 the	 owners	 (The	 Galini	 family)

agreed	to	have	us	although	they	were	amidst	preparations	for

high	 season.	 Their	 hospitality	 and	 sincere	 care	made	 us	 feel

completely	 at	 ease.	 Our	 rooms	 faced	 a	 stunning	 panoramic

views	of	a	calm	Aegean	shore	beach	sided	by	olive	tree–covered

mountains	 was	 like	 a	 miraculous	 balm	 to	 my	 soul.	 Dimitri’s

home	cooking	was	delicious	and	we	had	blue	skies	and	plenty

of	down	time.	

		

I	 try	 to	 always	 avoid	 having	 expectations	 of	 any	 kind	 –	 they

are	a	true	source	of	deception	and	disappointment.	I	am	adept

of	 going	 through	 life	 enjoying	 the	 moment	 and	 reacting	 to

things	 as	 they	 come.	 So	 although	 I	 did	 not	 nurture

romantic	visions	of	Greece,	I	was	still	slightly	disappointed.

The	Greek	 seem	 to	me	 like	 they	 are	 stuck	 somewhere	 in	 the

early	eighties:	bad	hair,	questionable	fashion	sense,	unpolished

manners	(language	barriers?	Or	just	impatience?),	safety	rules

that	are	optional	at	best,	and	so	much	cigarette	smoking	that

one	doesn’t	get	any	relief	even	in	open	areas.	As	a	Brazilian,	I

could	almost	consider	some	of	those	things	downright	funny	–

how	 you	 can	 park	 a	 car	 anywhere	 (double	 park,	 on	 the

sidewalk,	 over	 crosswalks	 etc.),	 how	 there	 are	 still	 operating

video	 rental	 stores,	 how	 you	 are	 guaranteed	 to	 hear	 obscure
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The	magnificent	Temple	of	Hephaestus	at	the	Ancient	Agora	in	Athens.

	223	



80’s	pop	at	any	restaurant	or	retail	store,	or	even	how	two	of

the	 seatbelts	 in	 our	 rental	 car	 were	 completely	 busted.

Instead,	 it	 just	 makes	 you	 wonder	 why.	 And	 it	 just

aggravated	my	sadness.	

		

Could	 this	 overall	 picture	 have	 any	 connection	 with	 the

economy	 being	 in	 dire	 straits	 and	 Greece’s	 current	 perilous

position	with	the	EU?	It	could	likely	be	a	similar	reason,	for

example,	for	why	Brazil	is	not	a	“first	world”	country	–	there

is	a	general	 lack	of	 collective	good	sense,	and	everyone	 is	 so

used	to	being	on	survival	mode	all	the	time.	Brazilians	have	a

hard	time	following	rules	because	they	are	constantly	focused

on	 “taking	 the	 most	 advantage	 of	 every	 situation”

instead	 of	 building	 a	 conscience	 towards	 the	 collective	well-

being.	And	the	people	are	so	jaded	from	centuries	of	political

corruption;	 it	 is	 a	 deep	hole	 from	which	 there	may	not	 be	 a

way	out.	I	only	speculate,	and	mostly	out	of	curiosity.

A	Greek	couple	celebrating	Easter	at	a	traditional	restaurant	in	Athens.	
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We	have	been	six	months	on	the	road	and	the	impending	end	is

starting	 to	 affect	 me	 subconsciously.	 All	 cultures	 we	 have

experienced	have	their	good	and	their	ugly	–	it’s	all	part	of	the

trip.	But	the	one	common	factor	is	humanity	–	it’s	the	people	in

each	 place	 that	make	 you	 feel	 connected,	 welcome,	 and	 their

ugly	make	you	stop	and	think	about	your	“own	ugly”,	the	things

you	adopt,	and	the	things	you	are	happy	to	leave	behind.

The	well	preserved	amphitheater	in	Epidavros.
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This	picture	of	the	beach	in	the	peaceful	Island	of	Samos	cannot	do	it	justice.	
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This	picture	of	the	beach	in	the	peaceful	Island	of	Samos	cannot	do	it	justice.	
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"The	key	to	a	successful	shared
experience	is	intentional
communication."	

By	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

and	Tammy	Oesting	(guest	blogger)	

		

What	 could	 be	 better	 than	 traveling	 the	 world?	 Traveling

the	world	with	those	that	you	love!	We	are	two	families	who

decided	 to	 combine	 our	 'Round	 the	World	 trips	 for	 one

month	 in	Turkey.	The	 idea	of	 traveling	 together	around	the

world	was	born	years	earlier,	with	dreams	shared	around	the

dinner	table	and	conversations	over	bottles	of	wine.	The	seed

had	been	planted,	but	could	we	really	do	it?	

		

As	 experienced	 travelers,	we	knew	 that	 group	 travel	meant

more	 expectations	 and	 unique	 needs	 which	 could	 lead	 to

hardship	 and	 complication.	 Before	 buying	 any	 tickets,	 we

discussed	emotional	subjects,	 such	as	differing	 interests,

resolving	 day-to-day	 disputes,	 and	 managing	 interpersonal

relationships	while	on	the	road.	A	weekend	trip	to	a	nearby
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city	 together	 exposed	 each	 family's	 "travel	 personality"	 and

motivated	us	to	take	the	next	step,	that	of	a	five	week	tour	of

Brazil	 in	 the	summer	of	2011.	Our	 families	had	 lived	 in	each

other’s	homes	for	up	to	six	weeks	at	a	time	(due	to	remodel	and

reconstruction	projects)	and	from	all	these	experiences	came	a

loose,	but	no	less	powerful	set	of	rules	for	engagement.	As	long-

term	 friends-who-have-become-family,	 we've	 discovered	 the

key	 to	 a	 successful	 shared	 experience	 is	 intentional

communication.	

		

One	of	 the	 first	discussions	when	planning	our	 trips	 together

was	 about	 time.	Not	 just	 how	 long	we	 choose	 to	 be	 together,

nor	when	we	 go,	 although	 that	 is	 essential,	 but	what	 is	 the

nature	of	our	time	spent	together.	For	 instance,	when	we

traveled	to	Brazil,	the	adults	were	holding	down	full-time	jobs,

the	children	were	on	summer	break	from	school,	so	we	planned

our	 time	 to	 include	 a	 pre-scheduled	 'round	 Brazil	 flight	 and

specific	activities	for	each	week.	On	the	other	hand,	in	Turkey

we	were	far	more	spontaneous;	as	we	are	traveling	long-term,

our	 itinerary	 is	 far	 looser	with	 "lazy	 days"	 and	 the	 ability	 to

change	 our	 daily	 activities	 far	 easier.	 Within	 the	 day,	 we're

vocal	 about	 things	 like	 wanting	 to	 do	 more	 sightseeing	 (or

less!),	 needing	 a	 nap,	 or	 suggesting	 a	 divide-and-conquer

approach	 to	 part	 of	 the	 day.	 Knowing	 how	 long	 to	 travel

together,	and	how	you'll	manage	macro	and	micro	schedules	is

part	of	this	communication	blueprint.	

		

Money	is	another	important	discussion	point.	For	us,	it	is	very

helpful	 that	 both	 families	 are	 traveling	 with	 budget-minded,

mid-range	 financial	 parameters.	 We're	 neither	 low-cost

backpackers	 nor	 luxury	 travelers.	 Before	 we	 decided	 to

meet	 in	 Turkey	we	 explicitly	 outlined	 how	much	 each	 family

wanted	 to	 spend	 for	 transportation,	 food,	 lodging	 and

sightseeing.	We	determined	how	we'd	divide	the	lodging	costs:

equally,	 with	 the	 Oestings	 paying	 2/7	 and	 the	 Richter	 de

Medeiros	 clan	 paying	 5/7.	 We	 kept	 receipts	 and	 settled
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Friends	are	the	family	you	choose	for	yourself.

	228	



"The	key	to	a	successful	shared
experience	is	intentional
communication."	

By	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

and	Tammy	Oesting	(guest	blogger)	

		

What	 could	 be	 better	 than	 traveling	 the	 world?	 Traveling

the	world	with	those	that	you	love!	We	are	two	families	who

decided	 to	 combine	 our	 'Round	 the	World	 trips	 for	 one

month	 in	Turkey.	The	 idea	of	 traveling	 together	around	the

world	was	born	years	earlier,	with	dreams	shared	around	the

dinner	table	and	conversations	over	bottles	of	wine.	The	seed

had	been	planted,	but	could	we	really	do	it?	

		

As	 experienced	 travelers,	we	knew	 that	 group	 travel	meant

more	 expectations	 and	 unique	 needs	 which	 could	 lead	 to

hardship	 and	 complication.	 Before	 buying	 any	 tickets,	 we

discussed	emotional	subjects,	 such	as	differing	 interests,

resolving	 day-to-day	 disputes,	 and	 managing	 interpersonal

relationships	while	on	the	road.	A	weekend	trip	to	a	nearby
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city	 together	 exposed	 each	 family's	 "travel	 personality"	 and

motivated	us	to	take	the	next	step,	that	of	a	five	week	tour	of

Brazil	 in	 the	summer	of	2011.	Our	 families	had	 lived	 in	each

other’s	homes	for	up	to	six	weeks	at	a	time	(due	to	remodel	and

reconstruction	projects)	and	from	all	these	experiences	came	a

loose,	but	no	less	powerful	set	of	rules	for	engagement.	As	long-

term	 friends-who-have-become-family,	 we've	 discovered	 the

key	 to	 a	 successful	 shared	 experience	 is	 intentional

communication.	

		

One	of	 the	 first	discussions	when	planning	our	 trips	 together

was	 about	 time.	Not	 just	 how	 long	we	 choose	 to	 be	 together,

nor	when	we	 go,	 although	 that	 is	 essential,	 but	what	 is	 the

nature	of	our	time	spent	together.	For	 instance,	when	we

traveled	to	Brazil,	the	adults	were	holding	down	full-time	jobs,

the	children	were	on	summer	break	from	school,	so	we	planned

our	 time	 to	 include	 a	 pre-scheduled	 'round	 Brazil	 flight	 and

specific	activities	for	each	week.	On	the	other	hand,	in	Turkey

we	were	far	more	spontaneous;	as	we	are	traveling	long-term,

our	 itinerary	 is	 far	 looser	with	 "lazy	 days"	 and	 the	 ability	 to

change	 our	 daily	 activities	 far	 easier.	 Within	 the	 day,	 we're

vocal	 about	 things	 like	 wanting	 to	 do	 more	 sightseeing	 (or

less!),	 needing	 a	 nap,	 or	 suggesting	 a	 divide-and-conquer

approach	 to	 part	 of	 the	 day.	 Knowing	 how	 long	 to	 travel

together,	and	how	you'll	manage	macro	and	micro	schedules	is

part	of	this	communication	blueprint.	

		

Money	is	another	important	discussion	point.	For	us,	it	is	very

helpful	 that	 both	 families	 are	 traveling	 with	 budget-minded,

mid-range	 financial	 parameters.	 We're	 neither	 low-cost

backpackers	 nor	 luxury	 travelers.	 Before	 we	 decided	 to

meet	 in	 Turkey	we	 explicitly	 outlined	 how	much	 each	 family

wanted	 to	 spend	 for	 transportation,	 food,	 lodging	 and

sightseeing.	We	determined	how	we'd	divide	the	lodging	costs:

equally,	 with	 the	 Oestings	 paying	 2/7	 and	 the	 Richter	 de

Medeiros	 clan	 paying	 5/7.	 We	 kept	 receipts	 and	 settled
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Friends	are	the	family	you	choose	for	yourself.
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differences	in	expenses	about	once	a	week.	

		

Similarly,	 we	 talked	 about	 how	we'd	 handle	meals.	 Sampling

local	 cuisine	 is	 an	 important	 travel	 goal	 for	 both	 families;	we

also	enjoy	shopping	at	 local	grocery	stores	and	street	markets

and	 preparing	 traditional	 recipes	 for	 each	 other.	 With	 these

elements	 of	 our	 travel	 personalities	 in	 mind,	 and	 striving	 to

keep	our	 food	budget	 in	check,	we	decided	 in	advance	that	we

would	cook	more	often	than	eating	out,	and	we'd	divide	up

the	kitchen	responsibilities	...	planning,	shopping,	cooking,	and

cleaning	 up.	 This	 also	 helped	 drive	 requirements	 for	 lodging;

since	we'd	be	doing	so	much	cooking,	we	specifically	sought	out

rental	homes	with	well-equipped,	spacious	kitchens!	

		

In	 addition	 to	 logistics,	 we	 clarified	 our	 personal	 desires,

timelines	 and	 challenges.	 We	 shared	 our	 most-important

sightseeing	lists,	and	identified	the	things	we'd	be	okay

skipping.	It	was	no	problem	if	someone's	top	choice	is	someone

else's	 bottom	 choice,	we	 agreed	 that	 knowing	 this	meant	 that

we	 could	 occasionally	 divide	 and	 conquer	 a	 day's	 activities.

Once	out	and	about,	it	also	helped	each	person	understand	why

one	member	of	 the	group	might	be	 lingering	at	a	sculpture	or

structure,	when	everyone	else	seems	to	be	ready	to	 leave.	The

de	Medeiros	family	shared	the	fact	that	the	kids	would	need	at-

home	time	for	road-schooling	lessons,	that	they	prefer	hands-on

activities	 to	 museums,	 and	 that	 they'd	 need	 some	 "jammie

days"	when	they	didn't	have	to	do	anything	at	all,	not	even	get

dressed!	

		

Once	we	had	laid	out	these	elements,	it	was	easy	to	divide	up

the	 pre-Turkey	 and	 in-country	 labor.	 Gretchen,	 for

example,	 took	 on	 the	 task	 of	 finding	 lodging,	 while	 Tammy

researched	 transportation.	 Aaron	 and	 Rodrigo	 cooked	 most

often	 with	 Heather	 and	 the	 kids	 on	 clean-up	 patrol.	 Tammy

and	Gretchen	drove	decision-making	and	 itinerary	discussions

and	 Gretchen	 and	 Aaron	 managed	 the	 finances.	 Bella	 and
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Marco	 voiced	 when	 they	 needed	 down	 time	 and	 (mostly)

graciously	got	off	the	internet	when	it	was	needed	for	planning.

Heather,	 of	 course,	 taught	 the	 kids	 their	 formal	 lessons	 and

communicated	with	 others	 about	 how	 to	 fit	 school	 time	 in	 to

the	weekly	 schedule.	Rodrigo	 focused	on	photos	and	videos	 of

the	 group.	 We	 all	 tracked	 each	 other's	 humor	 and	 hunger

levels,	gauging	when	energy	lagged	and	stopping	for	snacks	or

chats	to	solve	any	problems.	

		

To	 be	 frank,	 talking	 about	 and	 practicing	 intentional

communication	doesn't	mean	that	we	avoided	problems.	There

were	minor	 disputes,	 unspoken	 irritations	 between	 everyone,

and	the	occasional	bad	mood;	all	of	which	are	normal	everyday

situations	 with	 the	 potential	 rife	 for	 communication	 snafus.

We	found	that	one	of	the	primary	antidotes	to	these	moments

was	a	refocus	on	our	motivation	to	travel	together.	For	our	two

families	 building	 our	 friendship	 is	 the	 most	 important

reason	 we	 travel	 together,	 and	 thus,	 preserving	 our

friendship	 is	 the	 most	 important	 basis	 we	 have	 for	 solving

problems.

Our	families	in	2011	at	the	Pantanal	in	Brazil,	and	in	Istanbul,	Turkey,	in	2015.
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And	 finally,	 much	 as	 you	 may	 not	 want	 to	 talk	 about	 what

you'll	 do	 if	 something	 goes	wrong,	 successfully	 traveling	with

friends	 includes	 creating	 contingency	 and	 exit	 plans.

What	 will	 you	 do	 if	 one	 family	 decides	 not	 to	 go?	 Are	 there

deposits	that	are	lost	or	tickets	that	can't	be	refunded?	What	if

you	decide	to	separate	mid-trip?	What	will	you	say	(and	how?)

to	 each	 other	 in	 this	 circumstance?	 We've	 agreed	 on	 a	 "no-

harm-no-fail"	 policy	 for	 changes	 in	 plans,	 but	 we	 also	 accept

that	changes	may	have	financial	repercussions	that	we	need	to

share	 responsibility	 for.	 Even	 if	 nothing	 goes	 sideways,	 it's

good	 to	 consider	 a	 post-trip	 de-brief.	 What	 went	 well?	 What

didn't?	What	would	you	do	differently	in	a	future	trip?	We	did

this	 after	 our	 2011	 trip	with	 the	happy	 result	 of	 deciding	we

make	great	 travel	partners	and	we	wanted	 to	 travel	 together

more	often.	The	seed	of	our	dreams	grew	into	two	simultaneous

RTW	 trips	 and	 a	 successful	month	 exploring	 the	 remarkable

the	 remarkable	 country	 of	 Turkey	 together.	 Would	 we	 do	 it

again?	We	plan	to	.	.
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Garden	House	in	Selcuk,	Turkey,	where	our	families	truly	experienced	slow	travel.
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"We'd	been	dreaming	about	Greece
for	two	years"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

It	was	early	on	our	last	morning	in	South	Africa.	I	sat	in	the

cool	 brick	 patio	 of	 our	 Johannesburg	 guesthouse,	 editing

photos	 of	 our	amazing	 safari	 at	Kruger	National	Park.	Still

sleepy,	but	slightly	panicked,	Rodrigo	came	out,	“oh	my	god,”

he	said,	“I	think	I	need	a	visa	for	Dubai!”	A	quick	scramble	on

the	 internet	 revealed	 that	we’d	 failed	 one	 of	 the	most	 basic

tasks	of	travel	planning.	Indeed	Brazilians	DO	need	a	visa	to

stay	 in	 Dubai,	 so	 we	 had	 to	 very	 quickly	 change	 our

travel	plans,	 including	a	 spendy	 re-routing	 of	 our	 flight	 (5

people	means	even	smallish	change-fees	add	up!),	and	adding

a	full	week	to	our	visit	to	Athens.	

		

Lucky	for	us,	the	Athens	apartment	that	we’d	rented	for	our

originally	planned	entry	to	Greece	was	available	for	our	new

arrival	 date.	 Unluckily	 for	 us,	 it	 was	 one	 of	 the	 more

expensive	 places	we	 rented.	 Lodging	 costs	 for	 Greece

were	$4,965,	over	60%	of	that	was	spent	 in	Athens.	Lower-
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cost	 rentals	 in	 Nafplio	 and	 Samos	 meant	 that	 we	 were	 still

able	 to	 come	 very	 close	 to	 our	 projected	 housing	 costs,

exceeding	our	budget	by	a	mere	$15.	

		

We	didn’t	do	so	well	in	terms	of	transportation.	Renting	a	car

for	 two	weeks,	 traveling	 to	Samos	by	 ferry,	 and	 taking	a	day

trip	to	the	island	of	Hydra	really	added	up.	We	spent	$2,006

on	 transportation,	 but	had	 only	 projected	 $1,000.	And	 that

doesn’t	even	include	the	$1,250	change-fee	on	our	plane	tickets

(that	goes	on	a	different	accounting	line-item).	Ouch!	

		

As	with	many	of	our	other	stops,	we	economized	on	food	by

shopping	locally	and	cooking	for	ourselves.	Nevertheless,

food	was	also	slightly	more	costly	than	I’d	predicted.	We	spent

$2,149,	$149	over	budget.	Let’s	chalk	that	one	up	to	our	lovely

Greek	 Orthodox	 Easter	 lunch	 with	 our	 friends	 The	 Oestings

and	The	Mitchells.	This	festive	occasion	included	lamb	roasted

on	 a	 spit,	 tzatziki,	 traditional	 (but	 terrible!)	 kokoretsi,	 and

several	glasses	of	ouzo.	In	addition	to	eating	our	fill,	the	eleven

of	us	were	entertained	by	the	Greek	guests	dancing	and

singing	like	Zorba!	

		

We’d	 been	 dreaming	 about	 Greece	 for	 two	 years,	 and	 had

planned	 to	 spend	 a	 larger-than-normal	 amount	 on

excursions,	 museums,	 and	 sightseeing.	 The	 kids	 were

excited	 about	 seeing	 locations	 they’d	 read	 about	 in	 Rick

Riordan’s	series	Percy	Jackson	and	the	Olympians	and	Heroes

of	 Olympus.	 In	 total	 we	 spent	 $1,541	 on	 Entertainment/

Excursions/Education.	 The	most	 significant	 costs	were	 our

taxi-tour	of	Delphi,	$333,	our	half-day	cooking	class,	$433,	and

our	 day-long	 private	 archeological	 tour	 of	 ancient	 Athens,

$355.	We	 also	 hired	 a	 guide	 for	Mycenea,	 $100.	 Though	 kids

get	in	to	almost	all	the	Greek	museums	and	archeological	sites

for	free,	we	had	to	buy	tickets	for	all	three	adults,	that,	plus	a

ride	on	the	Athens	hop-on-hop-off	bus,	contributed	to	the	rest
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"We'd	been	dreaming	about	Greece
for	two	years"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

It	was	early	on	our	last	morning	in	South	Africa.	I	sat	in	the

cool	 brick	 patio	 of	 our	 Johannesburg	 guesthouse,	 editing

photos	 of	 our	amazing	 safari	 at	Kruger	National	Park.	Still

sleepy,	but	slightly	panicked,	Rodrigo	came	out,	“oh	my	god,”

he	said,	“I	think	I	need	a	visa	for	Dubai!”	A	quick	scramble	on

the	 internet	 revealed	 that	we’d	 failed	 one	 of	 the	most	 basic

tasks	of	travel	planning.	Indeed	Brazilians	DO	need	a	visa	to

stay	 in	 Dubai,	 so	 we	 had	 to	 very	 quickly	 change	 our

travel	plans,	 including	a	 spendy	 re-routing	 of	 our	 flight	 (5

people	means	even	smallish	change-fees	add	up!),	and	adding

a	full	week	to	our	visit	to	Athens.	

		

Lucky	for	us,	the	Athens	apartment	that	we’d	rented	for	our

originally	planned	entry	to	Greece	was	available	for	our	new

arrival	 date.	 Unluckily	 for	 us,	 it	 was	 one	 of	 the	 more

expensive	 places	we	 rented.	 Lodging	 costs	 for	 Greece

were	$4,965,	over	60%	of	that	was	spent	 in	Athens.	Lower-
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cost	 rentals	 in	 Nafplio	 and	 Samos	 meant	 that	 we	 were	 still

able	 to	 come	 very	 close	 to	 our	 projected	 housing	 costs,

exceeding	our	budget	by	a	mere	$15.	

		

We	didn’t	do	so	well	in	terms	of	transportation.	Renting	a	car

for	 two	weeks,	 traveling	 to	Samos	by	 ferry,	 and	 taking	a	day

trip	to	the	island	of	Hydra	really	added	up.	We	spent	$2,006

on	 transportation,	 but	had	 only	 projected	 $1,000.	And	 that

doesn’t	even	include	the	$1,250	change-fee	on	our	plane	tickets

(that	goes	on	a	different	accounting	line-item).	Ouch!	

		

As	with	many	of	our	other	stops,	we	economized	on	food	by

shopping	locally	and	cooking	for	ourselves.	Nevertheless,

food	was	also	slightly	more	costly	than	I’d	predicted.	We	spent

$2,149,	$149	over	budget.	Let’s	chalk	that	one	up	to	our	lovely

Greek	 Orthodox	 Easter	 lunch	 with	 our	 friends	 The	 Oestings

and	The	Mitchells.	This	festive	occasion	included	lamb	roasted

on	 a	 spit,	 tzatziki,	 traditional	 (but	 terrible!)	 kokoretsi,	 and

several	glasses	of	ouzo.	In	addition	to	eating	our	fill,	the	eleven

of	us	were	entertained	by	the	Greek	guests	dancing	and

singing	like	Zorba!	

		

We’d	 been	 dreaming	 about	 Greece	 for	 two	 years,	 and	 had

planned	 to	 spend	 a	 larger-than-normal	 amount	 on

excursions,	 museums,	 and	 sightseeing.	 The	 kids	 were

excited	 about	 seeing	 locations	 they’d	 read	 about	 in	 Rick

Riordan’s	series	Percy	Jackson	and	the	Olympians	and	Heroes

of	 Olympus.	 In	 total	 we	 spent	 $1,541	 on	 Entertainment/

Excursions/Education.	 The	most	 significant	 costs	were	 our

taxi-tour	of	Delphi,	$333,	our	half-day	cooking	class,	$433,	and

our	 day-long	 private	 archeological	 tour	 of	 ancient	 Athens,

$355.	We	 also	 hired	 a	 guide	 for	Mycenea,	 $100.	 Though	 kids

get	in	to	almost	all	the	Greek	museums	and	archeological	sites

for	free,	we	had	to	buy	tickets	for	all	three	adults,	that,	plus	a

ride	on	the	Athens	hop-on-hop-off	bus,	contributed	to	the	rest
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of	the	costs	in	this	category.	

		

We	 spent	 a	 little	 in	 the	 Other	 category,	 $74	 on	 warm

clothes,	postcards	and	stamps.	Medically	speaking,	a	trip	to

the	 optometrist	 and	 new	 reading	 glasses	 for	 Gretchen

and	Bella	set	us	back	$249.	

		

A	unique	aspect	of	our	stay	in	Greece	was	a	two-and-a-half-

week	visit	from	our	friend	Ander,	age	13.	It	was	a	lot	of

fun	 to	 share	 our	 experiences	 with	 him.	 His	 parents

contributed	for	his	portion	of	the	trip,	so	we	did	not	include

those	costs	in	our	accounting.	

		

I	 used	 data	 from	 our	 2014	 family	 vacation	 to	 France	 and

Italy	 to	 plan	 our	 budget	 for	 our	 travels	 in	 Europe.	 I	 also

leaned	on	travel-guide	sources	 like	Rick	Steves’	Europe	and

Lonely	Planet	to	establish	a	monthly	rule-of-thumb	of	$65

per	 person	 per	 day	 in	 Europe.	 For	 Greece,	 we	 went	 a

little	over	this,	spending	$73	per	person	per	day.	We’ll	have

to	make	it	up	as	we	continue	our	journey.			

GREECE	(in	US	dollars)
Days:	30

Total	Cost:	$10,984		
Cost	per	day:	$366.14	

Cost	per	person	per	day:	$73.23
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Worth	every	penny,	from	top:
the	ruins	in	Olympia,	our	awesome	home
in	Athens	within	walking	distance	to	the
Acropolis,	a	visit	to	Delphi	with	a	private

driver,	and	our	Easter	feast	in	Athens
with	the	Oestings	and	Mitchells.
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"Temporarily	living	like	locals"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	 love	 the	 experience	 of	 temporarily	 living	 like	 locals

that	we	get	by	renting	homes	through	VRBO.com,	Homeaway

and	Airbnb.	We	double-love	how	easy	it	has	become	over	the

past	 10	 years	 to	 find	 and	 pay	 for	 rental	 online.	 With	 the

exception	of	one	apartment	–	I’m	looking	at	you,	Santiago!	–

most	 of	 the	 homes	 we’ve	 rented	 have	 been	 great.	 But

invariably	 there	has	been	one	or	 two	things	amiss,	 so

we’d	 like	 to	 share	 our	 thoughts	 with	 current	 and	 future

owners	of	short-term	rentals.	

		

First	 and	 foremost,	 have	 enough	 stuff.	 If	 you	 list	 your

house	as	“sleeping	6”,	then,	you	need	to	have	six	spoons,	six

cups,	six	plates,	six	towels,	six	pillows,	etc.	Several	years	ago

we	 rented	 an	 apartment	 “for	 8”	 in	 the	 historical	 district	 of
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Salvador,	in	Bahia,	Brazil.	Imagine	how	tough	it	was	to	divvy

up	 the	 three	glasses,	 two	 coffee	mugs,	a	handful	 of	 forks	and

spoons	 and	 four	 plates	 between	 seven	 of	 us.	 Similarly,	 have

enough	seating	for	dining.	If	you	have	real	beds	for	6,	then	you

should	 also	 have	 6	 real	 chairs	 and	 space	 for	 6	 people	 to	 sit

when	eating.	

		

Consider	 that	 travelers	will	want	 to	use	your	kitchen	to

cook!	In	our	case,	we’re	renting	homes	because	we	don’t	have

a	 limitless	hotel	budget.	Additionally,	we	don’t	want	to	spend

our	 hard-earned	 travel	 dollars	 eating	 out	 for	 every	meal.	We

love	 the	 cultural	 experience	of	 shopping	at	 local	markets	and

trying	 to	 make	 traditional	 dishes.	 We	 don’t	 need	 a	 lot	 of

kitchenware,	 but	 we	 do	 need	 more	 than	 one	 pot	 and	 one

dishtowel.	 Ikea	 is	 your	 friend.	 Stock	 the	 kitchen	 with	 at

least	 one	 small	 and	 one	 large	 frying	 pan,	 a	 saucepot,	 a	 soup

pot,	a	colander,	knives,	large	spoons	(for	cooking	and	serving),

a	spatula,	and	a	half-dozen	dishtowels.	

		

We’ve	 loved	 the	 homes	 that	 provide	 dish	 soap,	 brand-new

sponges	 –	 because	 let’s	 be	 honest,	 I	 don’t	 want	 to	 wash	 the

dishes	my	family	will	eat	off	of	with	another	renter’s	sponge	–

and	a	few	non-perishable	staples	(salt,	pepper,	olive	oil,	paper-

towels).	Our	hostess	 in	Nafplio,	Greece	provided	 local	 treats

for	 our	 first	morning’s	 breakfast.	 In	 Selçuk,	 Turkey,	 the

homeowner	 asked	 us	 to	 send	 a	 list	 and	 she	 stocked	 the

kitchen	with	the	first	two-days-worth	of	groceries.	Both	were

above-and-beyond	 customer	 service	 touches	 that	 really

impressed	and	helped	us!	

		

Despite	living	in	a	digital	age,	hard-copy	House	Books	are

still	invaluable.	When	you’ve	just	arrived	in	a	city,	that	three

ring	 binder	 filled	 with	 tips	 about	 the	 neighborhood,	 maps	 to

the	local	grocery	store,	ATM,	public	transport	and	pharmacy	is

greatly	 appreciated.	 Yeah,	 yeah,	 we	 know	we	 could	 probably
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In	Turkey,	it	is	polite	to	enjoy	some	tea	offered	by	owners	while	shopping.
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"Temporarily	living	like	locals"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	
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that	we	get	by	renting	homes	through	VRBO.com,	Homeaway

and	Airbnb.	We	double-love	how	easy	it	has	become	over	the

past	 10	 years	 to	 find	 and	 pay	 for	 rental	 online.	 With	 the

exception	of	one	apartment	–	I’m	looking	at	you,	Santiago!	–

most	 of	 the	 homes	 we’ve	 rented	 have	 been	 great.	 But

invariably	 there	has	been	one	or	 two	things	amiss,	 so

we’d	 like	 to	 share	 our	 thoughts	 with	 current	 and	 future

owners	of	short-term	rentals.	

		

First	 and	 foremost,	 have	 enough	 stuff.	 If	 you	 list	 your

house	as	“sleeping	6”,	then,	you	need	to	have	six	spoons,	six

cups,	six	plates,	six	towels,	six	pillows,	etc.	Several	years	ago

we	 rented	 an	 apartment	 “for	 8”	 in	 the	 historical	 district	 of
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Salvador,	in	Bahia,	Brazil.	Imagine	how	tough	it	was	to	divvy

up	 the	 three	glasses,	 two	 coffee	mugs,	a	handful	 of	 forks	and

spoons	 and	 four	 plates	 between	 seven	 of	 us.	 Similarly,	 have

enough	seating	for	dining.	If	you	have	real	beds	for	6,	then	you

should	 also	 have	 6	 real	 chairs	 and	 space	 for	 6	 people	 to	 sit

when	eating.	

		

Consider	 that	 travelers	will	want	 to	use	your	kitchen	to

cook!	In	our	case,	we’re	renting	homes	because	we	don’t	have

a	 limitless	hotel	budget.	Additionally,	we	don’t	want	to	spend

our	 hard-earned	 travel	 dollars	 eating	 out	 for	 every	meal.	We

love	 the	 cultural	 experience	of	 shopping	at	 local	markets	and

trying	 to	 make	 traditional	 dishes.	 We	 don’t	 need	 a	 lot	 of

kitchenware,	 but	 we	 do	 need	 more	 than	 one	 pot	 and	 one

dishtowel.	 Ikea	 is	 your	 friend.	 Stock	 the	 kitchen	 with	 at

least	 one	 small	 and	 one	 large	 frying	 pan,	 a	 saucepot,	 a	 soup

pot,	a	colander,	knives,	large	spoons	(for	cooking	and	serving),

a	spatula,	and	a	half-dozen	dishtowels.	

		

We’ve	 loved	 the	 homes	 that	 provide	 dish	 soap,	 brand-new

sponges	 –	 because	 let’s	 be	 honest,	 I	 don’t	 want	 to	 wash	 the

dishes	my	family	will	eat	off	of	with	another	renter’s	sponge	–

and	a	few	non-perishable	staples	(salt,	pepper,	olive	oil,	paper-

towels).	Our	hostess	 in	Nafplio,	Greece	provided	 local	 treats

for	 our	 first	morning’s	 breakfast.	 In	 Selçuk,	 Turkey,	 the

homeowner	 asked	 us	 to	 send	 a	 list	 and	 she	 stocked	 the

kitchen	with	the	first	two-days-worth	of	groceries.	Both	were

above-and-beyond	 customer	 service	 touches	 that	 really

impressed	and	helped	us!	

		

Despite	living	in	a	digital	age,	hard-copy	House	Books	are

still	invaluable.	When	you’ve	just	arrived	in	a	city,	that	three

ring	 binder	 filled	 with	 tips	 about	 the	 neighborhood,	 maps	 to

the	local	grocery	store,	ATM,	public	transport	and	pharmacy	is

greatly	 appreciated.	 Yeah,	 yeah,	 we	 know	we	 could	 probably
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In	Turkey,	it	is	polite	to	enjoy	some	tea	offered	by	owners	while	shopping.
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find	 all	 this	 stuff	 online,	 but	 what	 if	 the	 house’s	 internet	 is

down?	 Or	 our	 computer’s	 battery	 is	 dead?	 Or,	 Lord	 Forbid,

we’re	traveling	without	a	cell	phone?	

		

Along	 those	 same	 lines,	 take	 the	 time	 to	 write	 up

instructions	 in	English*	 for	 turning	 on	 the	wash	machine/

heater/air-conditioner,	 what	 days/times	 we	 should	 take	 the

garbage	out	 (and	where	do	we	put	 it?),	heating	 the	water	 for

showers,	and	whether	there	are	circuit	breakers	we	should	flip

if	 the	 electricity	 goes	 out.	 How	 can	 we	 contact	 you,	 the

homeowner,	if/when	something	goes	sideways?	Our	apartment

in	Sultanahmet,	Istanbul	was	amazing	in	this	regard.	

		

Be	extra-specific	about	your	expectations	for	payment.	We

rented	 one	 apartment	 that	 listed	 “cash	 only,	 payable	 upon

arrival”.	When	we	 attempted	 to	 pay	with	 local	 currency,	 our

hostess	was	not	happy.	What	she	really	wanted	was	dollars	or

Euro.	 Exactly	 the	 opposite	 happened	 in	 Northern	 Europe.	 A

homeowner	 listed	 dollars	 as	 an	 acceptable	 form	 of	 payment,

but	when	I	emailed	our	intent	to	pay	with	US	cash,	she	wrote

back	stating	that	she	“strongly	preferred”	a	different	currency.

Honestly,	 it	 doesn’t	 matter	 to	 us;	 we	 just	 want	 to	 know	 the

exact	 details	 before	 we	 book.	 And	 while	 we’re	 on	 the

subject,	whenever	possible,	please	get	set	up	so	we	can	pay	you

online!	

		

Finally,	 cleanliness	 is	 next	 to	 godliness.	 We	 promise	 not	 to

trash	your	house.	We’ll	tidy	up	before	we	leave,	we’ll	empty	our

food	from	the	fridge	and	even	strip	the	linens	if	you’d	like.		In

turn,	 of	 course,	we	ask	 that	 the	 rental	 be	 clean	when	we	get

there.	 When	 we	 arrived	 at	 our	 rental	 in	 Rio	 de	 Janeiro	 we

found	 a	 pile	 of	 dirty	 linens,	 no	 clean	 towels,	 and	 nobody	 to
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*I	say	English	because	 it	 is	 the	most	common	language	we’ve	experienced

on	our	 travels	and	on	short-term	home-rental	websites.	Each	home	owner

should	 consider	 what	 language	 most	 of	 their	 renters	 speak	 and	 have

instructions	in	that	language	in	their	home.	
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address	the	issue	until	the	next	morning.	If	you’re	using	a

cleaning	 service,	 check	 in	 on	 them	 once	 in	 a	 while	 to

make	sure	they’re	meeting	your	standards.	

		

We	love	staying	in	rental	homes	and	can’t	imagine	traveling

any	 other	way	with	 a	 group	 as	 large	 as	 ours.	We	 enjoy	 the

little	 idiosyncrasies	 that	 make	 each	 home	 unique,

meeting	 the	 neighbors	 and	 making	 friends	 with	 the

merchants	we	meet	during	our	stay.	We’ve	even	looked	in	to

zoning	 in	 our	home	 town,	 turns	 out	 that	we	 could	 take	 our

own	 advice	 and	 build	 the	 perfect	 little	 short-term	 rental	 in

our	 back	 yard.	Who	 knows!?	Maybe	we	 can	 live	 vicariously

through	 other	 travelers	 while	 we’re	 saving	 money	 for	 our

next	RTW	trip.

We	love	to	be	able	to	cook	our	own	meals	during	our	stay,	
so	a	well	equipped	home	goes	a	long	way.
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"I	don't	think	there's	truly	a
'Goldilocks'	moment	for	family
travel..."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	 shared	our	RTW	plan	with	a	 long-time	 friend	and	mentor
over	coffee	one	day.	He	was	surprised,	incredulous	even.	His

response	 was	 something	 like,	 “What?!	 You’re	 going	 to	 do

what?	 That’s	 crazy!	 Aren’t	 you	 afraid	 you’re	 going	 to

screw	 up	 your	 kids?”	 It	 was	 the	 first	 time	 someone	 had

expressed	 doubts	 about	 what	 we	 were	 doing,	 he	 was

genuinely	concerned	that	quitting	school	and	traveling	 for	a

year	 would	 negatively	 affect	 our	 tween	 son	 and	 teen

daughter.	 “No	way!”	 I	 replied	confidently.	 “They	 love	 travel.

They’ll	be	fine!”		

		

Well,	 the	 truth	 is,	 it’s	 been	 harder	 on	 them	 than	 I

expected.	 The	 bottom	 line	 is	 that	 they	ARE	 fine	 and	 they

HAVE	learned	a	 lot	and	they	WOULD	tell	you	the	trip	was

worth	it.	But	they	would	also	tell	you	that	they	missed	their
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friends.	A	LOT.	They’d	complain	about	the	8-and	9-hour	days

road-tripping	through	Argentina.	Our	daughter	would	tell	you

that	 she	 hated	 wearing	 the	 same	 things	 over	 and	 over	 and

over.	 Our	 son	 would	 tell	 you	 that	 he	 wished	 I’d	 brought	my

own	computer	so	he	and	I	didn’t	have	 to	share.	All	of	 that	 to

say,	below	are	some	lessons	we’ve	learned	about	long-term

travel	with	tweens	and	teens.		

		

1.	They	need	their	friends.	As	parents,	one	of	our	goals	for

this	 trip	was	 to	spend	more	 time	with	our	kids	before	 they’re

grown	 and	 gone.	 As	 teens,	 however,	 they’re	 supposed	 to	 be

separating	from	us,	the	last	thing	most	teens	want	to	do	is

be	 with	 their	 family	 24/7.	 Teens	 genuinely	 need	 to	 spend

more	 time	 with	 their	 friends,	 finding	 their	 own	 path,

developing	 their	 separate-from-us	 identity,	 building	 their

social	 skills.	 Technology	 helps	 us	 help	 them…	 our	 daughter

texted	 regularly	 with	 her	 best	 friend	 back	 home,	 our	 son

played	Minecraft	with	 his.	 Bella	 shipped	 gifts	 and	 postcards.

Marco	had	Skype	sessions	with	his	buddies.	It	wasn’t	perfect,

but	it	helped.	

		

2.	 They	 need	 their	 space.	 Our	 daughter’s	 number	 two

complaint	(after	“I	miss	my	friends”)	was	not	having	enough

privacy.	 We	 had	 to	 find	 ways	 to	 give	 them	 alone-time,	 like

sending	 Bella	 to	 sit	 alone	 at	 a	 coffee	 shop	 in	 Buenos	 Aires

reading,	sketching,	and	drinking	tea.	Marco	hung	out	at	Lego

and	Warhammer	stores	while	we	had	a	cup	of	coffee	next	door.

We	also	got	comfortable	letting	them	stay	“home”	alone.	Were

we	a	little	nervous	about	these	choices?	Yes,	a	 little.	But

they	needed	it.	

	

3.	They'll	 appreciate	 lengthy	 stops.	 Some	 of	 our	 favorite

places	 were	 "best"	 because	 we	 got	 to	 unpack,	 establish

routines,	and	truly	make	ourselves	at	home.	Chilling	out

for	 two	 weeks	 on	 the	 coast	 of	 Chile	 and	 settling	 in	 to	 the
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Goofing	off	in	Machupicchu.	
Maybe	it	was	the	high	altitude?	

	242	

https://www.learnlivetravel.com/#!We-went-to-go-see-the-sea-lions-in-kayaks-we-were-in-the-kayaks-not-them/ctzi/39FA24DF-5F73-4FE9-A9D0-8E15ABCEFADD
https://www.learnlivetravel.com/#!We-went-to-go-see-the-sea-lions-in-kayaks-we-were-in-the-kayaks-not-them/ctzi/39FA24DF-5F73-4FE9-A9D0-8E15ABCEFADD
https://www.learnlivetravel.com/#!We-went-to-go-see-the-sea-lions-in-kayaks-we-were-in-the-kayaks-not-them/ctzi/39FA24DF-5F73-4FE9-A9D0-8E15ABCEFADD
https://www.learnlivetravel.com/#!We-went-to-go-see-the-sea-lions-in-kayaks-we-were-in-the-kayaks-not-them/ctzi/39FA24DF-5F73-4FE9-A9D0-8E15ABCEFADD


"I	don't	think	there's	truly	a
'Goldilocks'	moment	for	family
travel..."	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

I	 shared	our	RTW	plan	with	a	 long-time	 friend	and	mentor
over	coffee	one	day.	He	was	surprised,	incredulous	even.	His

response	 was	 something	 like,	 “What?!	 You’re	 going	 to	 do

what?	 That’s	 crazy!	 Aren’t	 you	 afraid	 you’re	 going	 to

screw	 up	 your	 kids?”	 It	 was	 the	 first	 time	 someone	 had

expressed	 doubts	 about	 what	 we	 were	 doing,	 he	 was

genuinely	concerned	that	quitting	school	and	traveling	 for	a

year	 would	 negatively	 affect	 our	 tween	 son	 and	 teen

daughter.	 “No	way!”	 I	 replied	confidently.	 “They	 love	 travel.

They’ll	be	fine!”		

		

Well,	 the	 truth	 is,	 it’s	 been	 harder	 on	 them	 than	 I

expected.	 The	 bottom	 line	 is	 that	 they	ARE	 fine	 and	 they

HAVE	learned	a	 lot	and	they	WOULD	tell	you	the	trip	was

worth	it.	But	they	would	also	tell	you	that	they	missed	their
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friends.	A	LOT.	They’d	complain	about	the	8-and	9-hour	days

road-tripping	through	Argentina.	Our	daughter	would	tell	you

that	 she	 hated	 wearing	 the	 same	 things	 over	 and	 over	 and

over.	 Our	 son	 would	 tell	 you	 that	 he	 wished	 I’d	 brought	my

own	computer	so	he	and	I	didn’t	have	 to	share.	All	of	 that	 to

say,	below	are	some	lessons	we’ve	learned	about	long-term

travel	with	tweens	and	teens.		

		

1.	They	need	their	friends.	As	parents,	one	of	our	goals	for

this	 trip	was	 to	spend	more	 time	with	our	kids	before	 they’re

grown	 and	 gone.	 As	 teens,	 however,	 they’re	 supposed	 to	 be

separating	from	us,	the	last	thing	most	teens	want	to	do	is

be	 with	 their	 family	 24/7.	 Teens	 genuinely	 need	 to	 spend

more	 time	 with	 their	 friends,	 finding	 their	 own	 path,

developing	 their	 separate-from-us	 identity,	 building	 their

social	 skills.	 Technology	 helps	 us	 help	 them…	 our	 daughter

texted	 regularly	 with	 her	 best	 friend	 back	 home,	 our	 son

played	Minecraft	with	 his.	 Bella	 shipped	 gifts	 and	 postcards.

Marco	had	Skype	sessions	with	his	buddies.	It	wasn’t	perfect,

but	it	helped.	

		

2.	 They	 need	 their	 space.	 Our	 daughter’s	 number	 two

complaint	(after	“I	miss	my	friends”)	was	not	having	enough

privacy.	 We	 had	 to	 find	 ways	 to	 give	 them	 alone-time,	 like

sending	 Bella	 to	 sit	 alone	 at	 a	 coffee	 shop	 in	 Buenos	 Aires

reading,	sketching,	and	drinking	tea.	Marco	hung	out	at	Lego

and	Warhammer	stores	while	we	had	a	cup	of	coffee	next	door.

We	also	got	comfortable	letting	them	stay	“home”	alone.	Were

we	a	little	nervous	about	these	choices?	Yes,	a	 little.	But

they	needed	it.	

	

3.	They'll	 appreciate	 lengthy	 stops.	 Some	 of	 our	 favorite

places	 were	 "best"	 because	 we	 got	 to	 unpack,	 establish

routines,	and	truly	make	ourselves	at	home.	Chilling	out

for	 two	 weeks	 on	 the	 coast	 of	 Chile	 and	 settling	 in	 to	 the
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ancient	 city	 of	 Selçuk,	 Turkey	 for	 16	 days	 were	 two	 of	 the

kids'	 favorite	 visits.	 Their	 least	 favorite?	 Road-tripping

through	 Argentina	 where	 we	 had	 new	 lodging	 every-other-

night.	

		

4.	They	 will	 worry	 about	 school	 more	 than	 you	 will.

Parents	tend	to	forget	how	important	each	class,	each	extra-

curricular	activity,	each	hallway	interaction	feels	to	a	16	year

old.	 In	 March,	 when	 we	 registered	 our	 daughter	 for	 next

year's	 classes,	 she	had	a	major	meltdown	about	enrolling	 in

two	 10th	 grade	 level	 classes	 for	 her	 11th	 grade	 year.	 (She

doesn't	 want	 people	 to	 think	 she	 failed	 those	 classes!)	 She

freaks-out	 imagining	 all	 her	 friends'	 inside	 jokes	 and

memories	 that	 she'll	 have	missed	 out	 on.	Unfortunately	 I

don't	have	a	helpful	hint	 for	other	parents	going	through

this.	 I	 traveled	 abroad	 for	 my	 junior	 year	 with	 Rotary

International,	 and	while	 I	 remember	 being	 slightly	 nervous

about	 reverse	 culture-shock,	 I	 was	 definitely	 not	 as

panicked	 as	 our	 daughter	 seems	 to	 be.	 	Ultimately,	 I	 think

she'll	just	have	to	experience	re-entry	to	get	over	her	worries.

(Note,	our	tween	son	is	oblivious	about	school,	not	worried	in

the	least!)		

5.	They	will	 prefer	 hands-on	 sightseeing	 experiences.

We	 three	 adults	 love	 walking	 tours,	 museum	 visits	 and

poking	 around	 castles,	 cathedrals	 and	 famous	 landmarks.

These	 kinds	 of	 sights	 rarely	 captured	 the	 kids’	 attention

unless	 they	 had	 lots	 of	 interactive	 displays	 like	 the	 Film

Special	Effects	Museum	in	Prague	and	the	Danish	Center	for

Design	 in	Copenhagen.	In	the	 former,	the	kids	got	to	“fly”	a

steam-punk-esque	 airplane,	 create	 a	 green-screen	 film,	 and

climb	 a	 ship’s	 rigging.	 In	 the	 latter,	 Marco	 spent	 an	 hour

creating	a	stop-motion	film.	Cooking	schools	like	the	one	the

boys	did	in	Peru,	and	the	whole	family	did	in	Greece	would	be

categorized	 as	 "fun"	 by	 the	 kids.	 Animal-oriented	 activities,
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too,	 were	 hits.	 One	 of	 Bella’s	 favorite	 experiences	 in	 South

America	was	 kayaking	with	 Sea	 Lions,	 despite	 her	 long-held

distaste	for	nature.	And	safari…	wow!	Our	South	Africa	safaris

were	their	absolute	favorite	experiences	of	the	entire	trip.	

		

6.	 They'll	 learn	 the	 value	 of	 compromise.	 So	 will	 you.

Our	 family	 has	 very	 different	 opinions	 about	 what	 is	 fun,

interesting	 or	 amazing	 (see	 #5,	 above).	 But	we're	 learning	 to

listen	to	each	other	to	make	sure	everyone	gets	the	enrichment

we're	 looking	 for	 through	 travel.	We	parents	 need	 to	 let	 kids

make	their	own	choices,	like	the	time	Marco	convinced	me	that

he'd	 skip	 the	 Edinburgh	 walking	 tour	 but	 go	 with	 us	 to	 the

History	Museum	instead.	Deal.	Done.	He	didn't	have	to	walk,

and	 I	 didn't	 have	 to	 feel	 guilty	 that	 he	 didn't	 get	 any	 formal

"learning"	 about	 Scotland.	 The	 kids	 have	 learned	 that

sometimes	 parents	 do	 know	 best,	 like	 the	 time	 we	 hired	 a

guide	to	take	us	through	Peru's	Sacred	Valley	or	visited	Langa

to	learn	about	the	Black	African	experience	in	Cape	Town.	

	

7.	They’ll	 surprise	 themselves.	Marco	 is	 slightly	 afraid	 of

heights,	so	he	wasn't	looking	forward	to	zip-lining	through	the

canopy	 of	 the	 Tsitsikamma	 forest.	He	 nervously	watched	 the

safety	 video.	 He	 carefully	 climbed	 into	 the	 harness	 and

strapped	 on	 his	 hard	 hat.	 He	 quietly	 climbed	 up	 to	 the	 first

platform,	white	knuckles	grasping	the	rope	railings.	He	didn't

talk	 much	 through	 the	 entire	 90	 minute	 experience.	 Driving

home	he	opened	up.	"You	know	I	didn't	think	I'd	like	being	on

those	zip-lines,	but	I'm	proud	of	myself.	That	was	cool.	Thanks

for	 organizing	 it,	 Mom."	 Similarly,	 Bella	 resisted	 joining	 a

dance	 class	 in	 Natal,	 Brazil,	 but	 later	 said	 she	 wished	 we'd

gotten	her	enrolled	even	sooner.	"That	was	a	lot	more	fun	than

I	expected,"	she	explained.		

	

8.	They’ll	still	like	the	“kiddie”	stuff.	Marco	was	thrilled	to

visit	 the	Lego	Museum	 in	Prague.	Not	 surprising	 considering
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that	 he's	 a	 12	 year	 old	 boy,	 but	Bella,	 too,	was	 just	 as	 happy

viewing	the	exhibits	and	digging	 into	the	building	blocks.	The

playground	 at	 Irish	National	 Stud	 near	 Dublin	 was	 a	 hit,	 as

was	the	Fantasy	Water	Park	in	Turkey,	and	Tivoli	Gardens	in

Copenhagen.			

9.	 They'll	 lean	 on	 each	 other.	 At	 one	 moment	 in

Machupicchu,	 the	 grown-ups	 hiked	 up	 45	 minutes	 out	 to	 an

Inca	 Bridge.	 The	 kids	 were	 pooped,	 so	 they	 stayed	 behind,

sitting	on	a	rock	gazing	over	the	ruins	and	making	funny	videos

of	each	other	 (season	1,	episode	5).	Since	 then,	 they've	been	a

coalition	of	2-against-the-world,	helping	each	other	get	through

rough	patches,	defending	each	other's	position	(about	any	of	the

above!),	and	otherwise	giving	each	other	support.	

		

A	 friend	 recently	 told	 me	 that	 he	 was	 considering	 sailing

around	the	world	with	his	family.	He	asked	"do	you	think	my

kids	will	be	too	old?"	They'll	be	around	15	and	13	when	they

take	off.	I	admit	that	I	hesitated	before	I	answered.	Part	of	me

wishes	that	we'd	done	this	trip	when	we	first	thought	of	it,	back

when	 our	 kids	 were	 8	 &	 12.	 But	 in	 the	 end,	 I	 don't	 think

there's	 truly	 a	 "Goldilocks"	moment	 for	 family	 travel,	 a

time	when	 your	 kids	 aren't	 too	 old,	 aren't	 too	 young,	 but	 are

just	right.	The	important	thing	is	to	travel.	Take	the	leap.	See

the	 world.	 Even	 my	 teen	 and	 tween	 would	 tell	 you	 that	 you

won't	regret	it.
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In	Ireland	Marco	enjoyed	watching	a	shepherd	demonstration	
and	petting	chickens	at	a	farm	in	the	countryside.

Isabella	really	needed	some	time	for	herself	during	the	trip.	
Here	she	is	at	the	apartment	in	Ipanema,	Brazil.	
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"The	Golden	Rule:	do	unto	others	as
you	will	have	done	unto	you."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

One	of	the	things	I	have	observed	after	many	months	on	the

road	 is	 the	 question	 of	 how	 religion	 presents	 itself	 in

different	 cultures.	 Everywhere	 you	 go,	 even	 in	 countries

where	 one	 religion	 is	 widely	 accepted,	 people	 express	 their

faiths,	or	lack	thereof,	in	different	ways.	Religion	is	a	huge

factor	 in	 shaping	 culture,	 and	 that’s	 not	 necessarily

positive	nor	negative.	Historically,	religion	has	been	the	root

of	many	disputes,	intolerances,	persecutions,	and	even	wars.

But,	 in	 reality,	 religions	 really	 are	 not	 very	 different	 from

each	other,	and	religious	intolerance	is	unnecessary.	

		

Turkey	 is	 a	 Muslim	 country,	 but	 it's	 a	 place	 of	 many

religions	 in	 history.	 In	 Selçuk,	we	 visited	 the	St	 John	 the

Baptist	Church,	which	overlooked	a	beautiful	mosque,	with

the	 ancient	 Temple	 of	 Artemis	 ruins	 in	 the	 distance.	 The

Hagia	 Sophia	 in	 Istanbul	 was	 a	 pagan	 temple,	 then	 a
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In	Turkey	we	saw	everyday	examples	of	faith	and	tradition.		

Religious	intolerance	is	unnecessary.
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"The	Golden	Rule:	do	unto	others	as
you	will	have	done	unto	you."	

by	Isabella	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

One	of	the	things	I	have	observed	after	many	months	on	the

road	 is	 the	 question	 of	 how	 religion	 presents	 itself	 in

different	 cultures.	 Everywhere	 you	 go,	 even	 in	 countries

where	 one	 religion	 is	 widely	 accepted,	 people	 express	 their

faiths,	or	lack	thereof,	in	different	ways.	Religion	is	a	huge

factor	 in	 shaping	 culture,	 and	 that’s	 not	 necessarily

positive	nor	negative.	Historically,	religion	has	been	the	root

of	many	disputes,	intolerances,	persecutions,	and	even	wars.

But,	 in	 reality,	 religions	 really	 are	 not	 very	 different	 from

each	other,	and	religious	intolerance	is	unnecessary.	

		

Turkey	 is	 a	 Muslim	 country,	 but	 it's	 a	 place	 of	 many

religions	 in	 history.	 In	 Selçuk,	we	 visited	 the	St	 John	 the

Baptist	Church,	which	overlooked	a	beautiful	mosque,	with

the	 ancient	 Temple	 of	 Artemis	 ruins	 in	 the	 distance.	 The

Hagia	 Sophia	 in	 Istanbul	 was	 a	 pagan	 temple,	 then	 a

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

In	Turkey	we	saw	everyday	examples	of	faith	and	tradition.		

Religious	intolerance	is	unnecessary.
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cathedral,	 then	 a	 mosque,	 and	 is	 now	 a	 museum.	 Just

walking	 down	 the	 street	 you	 see	 people	 of	 all	 different

religions,	most	 obviously	 at	 first	 glance	Muslims,	 but	 even

then,	there	are	varying	differences	of	how	they	express	their

faith.	

		

There	were	several	times	that	we'd	see	young	women	clad	in

long,	high-necked	dresses	and	hijabs,	kissing	and	snuggling

their	 boyfriends	 in	 public.	 Tired-looking	 mothers	 strolled

holding	 energetic	 toddlers	 who	 would	 tug	 at	 their

headscarves.	 While	 visiting	 the	 Blue	 Mosque,	 we	 saw	 a

father	and	his	two	young	children,	aged	maybe	five	and	two,

praying.	 The	 older	 child	 copied	 his	 father’s	 motions,

glancing	up	every	now	and	then	to	make	sure	he	was	doing

it	right,	while	the	younger	child	was	all	over	the	place,	and

only	 every	 once	 and	 a	 while	 did	 he	 assume	 the	 same

positions	as	his	father	and	brother.	

		

Many	 people,	 mostly	 Westerners,	 may	 have

misconceptions	as	to	what	Islam	actually	is.	In	this	day

and	age,	the	subject	of	Islam	is	commonly	coupled	with	the

words	 “terrorism”,	 “ISIS”,	 “Al	 Qaeda”,	 and	 followed	 with

biased	 misinformation.	 American	 news	 stations	 like	 Fox

News	partake	 in	 lots	of	 fear-mongering	 regarding	war	 in

the	Middle	East	and		generally	equate	terrorism	with	Islam,

when	in	reality,	radical	Islam	really	is	not	Islam.	ISIS	is

to	 Islam	 as	 the	KKK	 is	 to	Christianity.	Muslims,	 like	 any

other	religious	people,	live	their	lives,	they	go	to	work,	they

get	 married	 and	 have	 children,	 or	 they	 don’t,	 they	 go	 to

school,	or	they	don’t,	they	play	sports,	or	they	don’t;	the	list

goes	on	and	on.		Islam,	like	any	religion,	should	and	will	be

subject	 to	 educated	 criticism,	 however,	 the	 issue	 is	 that

many	 non-Muslim	 people	 who	 speak	 ill	 of	 Islam	 and

Muslims	are	incredibly	misinformed	and	uneducated	on	the

subject,	and	that	is	reflected	in	their	criticisms.
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Of	course,	religion	is	a	huge	factor	when	it	comes	to	shaping

culture.	Religion	affects	almost	every	aspect	of	life	for	many

people,	and	in	turn,	affects	many	aspects	of	life	in	a	certain

culture.	When	we	had	a	nine-hour	overnight	layover	in	the

Dubai	 International	Airport,	we	observed	 that	 there	were

several	 signs	 pointing	 towards	 prayer	 rooms.	 During	 our

stay	 in	 Turkey,	 we	 were	 awoken	 every	 morning	 before

dawn	 by	 crackly	 loudspeakers	 from	 the	 several	 nearby

mosques,	announcing	 that	 it	was	 time	 to	pray.	The	call	 to

prayer	happened	five	times	a	day.	In	Brazil,	as	an	example

of	a	different	religion,	if	a	couple	gets	married	in	court	and

doesn’t	 get	 married	 through	 the	 church,	 they	 are	 still

socially	recognized	as	married,	but	“only	legally”,	since	they

didn’t	 marry	 under	 the	 eyes	 of	 God.	 One	 of	 Brazil’s	 core

cultural	values	of	“family	first”	in	every	sense	of	the	phrase

stems	 from	 Christian	 beliefs.	 Some	 Jewish	 families	 will

have	 entirely	 separate	 sides	 of	 the	 kitchen,	 two	 different

sets	 of	 dishware	 and	 silverware,	 because	 to	 stay	 Kosher,
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Ordinary	people	just	like	us.
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meat	 and	 dairy	 must	 remain	 completely	 separate.

Human	geographers	will	look	at	religion	as	being	one	of

the	things	that	shape	a	culture.	

		

Throughout	 history,	 people	 have	 done	 disgusting

things	 in	 the	 name	 of	 religion,	 in	 the	 name	 of	 faith,

claiming	that	higher	powers	want	them	to	do	this.	Look

at	 the	 Crusades,	 look	 at	 the	 Spanish	 Inquisition,

look	 at	 the	 Thirty	 Years’	 War,	 look	 at	 the	 constant

state	of	unrest	around	Jerusalem,	a	holy	site	for	Islam,

Christianity,	and	Judaism.	Consequently,	look	at	people

of	 basically	 all	 religions	 fleeing	 persecution	 in	 hope	 of

religious	 freedom.	Look	at	 the	Holocaust.	Look	at	 the

reason	 people	 followed	 Columbus	 to	 the	 New	 World.

Basically,	ask	any	war	that’s	ever	been	fought	and	there

will	probably	be	some	root	in	religious	conflict.	Religious

conflict	exists	not	only	in	obvious	wars,	but	can	present

itself	in	everyday	life,	anywhere	you	go.	

		

Religious	texts	are	constantly	misinterpreted	and	people

will	 pick	 and	 choose	what	 they	want	 to	 believe	 from	a

certain	 holy	 book	 and	 what	 they	 will	 ignore.	 For

example,	 one	 of	 the	 modern	 issues	 that	 people	 are

arguing	about	 is	LGBT+	rights.	Many	people	will	use

religion	to	say	that	queer	people	should	not	be	granted
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the	 same	 rights	 as	 cis/straight	 people,	 for	 example;

marriage,	career	stability,	protection	against	hate	crimes,

the	 right	 to	 express	 individuality,	 and	many	others.	The

same	 arguments	 of	 “my	 religion	 says	 that	 you	 can’t	 do

that”	 was	 made	 when	 the	 US	 was	 up	 in	 arms	 about

whether	or	not	interracial	marriages	were	okay.	

		

What	I’m	getting	at	is	that,	at	the	core,	most	religions	are

incredibly	 similar,	 which	 is	 why	 religious	 intolerance

is	 ridiculous.	 Christianity,	 Islam,	 and	 Judaism	 all

believe	in	the	same,	one,	God.	All	three	of	those	religions

are	 sons	 of	 the	 prophet	 Abraham.	 All	 three	 of	 those

religions	believe	in	the	holiness	of	the	city	Jerusalem	(see:

The	Crusades).	All	three	share	the	belief	of	prophets	and

divine	revelation,	all	three	share	the	belief	of	angels.	Most

importantly,	 all	 three	 religions	 believe	 in	 treating

others	 with	 kindness	 and	 striving	 to	 be	 a	 good

person.	

		

That’s	 why	 religion	 exists;	people	 need	 something	 to

believe	 in,	 people	 need	 a	 sense	 of	 community,

people	 need	 to	 belong.	Religion	 is	 a	 way	 of	making

sense	 of	 the	 world	 around	 us.	 Many	 people’s	 beliefs

are	 in	 religion,	many	people’s	 beliefs	 have	nothing	 to	 do

with	 religion,	 some	 people	 rely	 on	 science	 for
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Religion	is	a	way	for	people	to	make	sense	of	the	world	around	them.
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meat	 and	 dairy	 must	 remain	 completely	 separate.

Human	geographers	will	look	at	religion	as	being	one	of

the	things	that	shape	a	culture.	

		

Throughout	 history,	 people	 have	 done	 disgusting

things	 in	 the	 name	 of	 religion,	 in	 the	 name	 of	 faith,

claiming	that	higher	powers	want	them	to	do	this.	Look

at	 the	 Crusades,	 look	 at	 the	 Spanish	 Inquisition,

look	 at	 the	 Thirty	 Years’	 War,	 look	 at	 the	 constant

state	of	unrest	around	Jerusalem,	a	holy	site	for	Islam,

Christianity,	and	Judaism.	Consequently,	look	at	people

of	 basically	 all	 religions	 fleeing	 persecution	 in	 hope	 of

religious	 freedom.	Look	at	 the	Holocaust.	Look	at	 the

reason	 people	 followed	 Columbus	 to	 the	 New	 World.

Basically,	ask	any	war	that’s	ever	been	fought	and	there

will	probably	be	some	root	in	religious	conflict.	Religious

conflict	exists	not	only	in	obvious	wars,	but	can	present

itself	in	everyday	life,	anywhere	you	go.	

		

Religious	texts	are	constantly	misinterpreted	and	people

will	 pick	 and	 choose	what	 they	want	 to	 believe	 from	a

certain	 holy	 book	 and	 what	 they	 will	 ignore.	 For

example,	 one	 of	 the	 modern	 issues	 that	 people	 are

arguing	about	 is	LGBT+	rights.	Many	people	will	use

religion	to	say	that	queer	people	should	not	be	granted
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the	 same	 rights	 as	 cis/straight	 people,	 for	 example;

marriage,	career	stability,	protection	against	hate	crimes,

the	 right	 to	 express	 individuality,	 and	many	others.	The

same	 arguments	 of	 “my	 religion	 says	 that	 you	 can’t	 do

that”	 was	 made	 when	 the	 US	 was	 up	 in	 arms	 about

whether	or	not	interracial	marriages	were	okay.	

		

What	I’m	getting	at	is	that,	at	the	core,	most	religions	are

incredibly	 similar,	 which	 is	 why	 religious	 intolerance

is	 ridiculous.	 Christianity,	 Islam,	 and	 Judaism	 all

believe	in	the	same,	one,	God.	All	three	of	those	religions

are	 sons	 of	 the	 prophet	 Abraham.	 All	 three	 of	 those

religions	believe	in	the	holiness	of	the	city	Jerusalem	(see:

The	Crusades).	All	three	share	the	belief	of	prophets	and

divine	revelation,	all	three	share	the	belief	of	angels.	Most

importantly,	 all	 three	 religions	 believe	 in	 treating

others	 with	 kindness	 and	 striving	 to	 be	 a	 good

person.	

		

That’s	 why	 religion	 exists;	people	 need	 something	 to

believe	 in,	 people	 need	 a	 sense	 of	 community,

people	 need	 to	 belong.	Religion	 is	 a	 way	 of	making

sense	 of	 the	 world	 around	 us.	 Many	 people’s	 beliefs

are	 in	 religion,	many	people’s	 beliefs	 have	nothing	 to	 do

with	 religion,	 some	 people	 rely	 on	 science	 for
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Religion	is	a	way	for	people	to	make	sense	of	the	world	around	them.
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explanation.	 Whatever	 the	 case	 is,	 the	 core	 value	 of

morality	 for	 all	 religions	 is	 the	Golden	Rule:	 do	 unto

others	as	you	will	have	done	unto	you.	

		

It	 does	 not	 matter	 what	 one’s	 personal	 beliefs	 may	 be,

religious	intolerance	is	not	okay.	History	keeps	repeating

itself	 over	 and	 over	 again	 and	 humanity	 needs	 to	 start

learning	 from	 our	mistakes.	 It’s	 okay	 to	 have	 a	 religion,

it’s	okay	to	be	at	varying	different	levels	of	practicing	that

religion,	it’s	okay	to	be	proud	of	one’s	religion,	it’s	okay	to

not	 have	 a	 religion,	 and	 it’s	 okay	 to	 uphold	 one’s	 own

religion’s	 dogmas	 and	 rituals.	 What’s	 not	 okay	 is

policing	other	people’s	beliefs,	and	what’s	not	okay

is	using	one’s	religion	to	preach	hate.	We	as	a	human

race	 need	 to	 stop	 this	 petty,	 religious-based	 intolerance,

and	we	need	to	start	now.
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RESPECT:	a	young	Muslim	man	washes	his	feet	and	hands	before	entering	a
Mosque	for	prayer.
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"In	Turkey	we	really	experienced
the	financial	benefits	of	slow	travel"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	had	four	goals	for	our	time	in	Europe:	

1)	 Spend	 time	with	 our	 friends	 Tammy	 and	 Aaron	 Oesting

who	are	also	on	a	RTW	trip;

2)	Carefully	schedule	our	itinerary	around	Schengen	rules;

3)	Visit	places	we’d	never	been	and	

4)	Make	our	remaining	money	last.		

After	several	weeks	of	research	and	Skype	conversations,	we

decided	 that	Turkey	would	be	 the	perfect	country	 for

our	 friends-who-are-family-reunion,	 getting	 out	 of	 the

Schengen	 zone,	 experiencing	 an	 entirely	 new	 culture	 and

economizing.

We	spent	16	nights	in	the	small,	but	historically-significant

town	 of	 Selçuk	 and	 10	 in	 cosmopolitan	 Istanbul.	 Our

lodging	 costs	 were	 $4,725,	 happily	 coming	 in	 $720	 under

budget.	Taking	it	slow	in	our	“Garden	House”	in	Selçuk	was	an

excellent	way	for	us	to	save	money,	the	nightly	rate	worked	out

to	 be	 just	 $132.	 Istanbul,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 rivaled	 other

European	capitals	at	$259	per	night.	

		

Transportation	 costs	 were	 also	 very	 low,	 especially

compared	 to	 Greece.	We	 only	 spent	 $605.	 The	 bulk	 of	 this

was	 our	 ferry	 tickets	 from	 Samos,	 $252,	 and	 three	 plane

tickets,	$109,	from	Izmir	to	Istanbul	for	the	girls.	(Rodrigo	and

Marco	 rode	 to	 Istanbul	 with	 the	 Oestings	 in	 their	 trusty

camper,	“Charlie”.)		

		

Back	home	 one	 of	 our	 favorite	 things	 to	 do	with	Tammy	and

Aaron	is	to	plan,	cook,	and	eat	multi-course	meals.	Turkey	was

no	different,	we	had	 fun	 times	 at	 local	grocery	 stores	and

street	markets	 shopping	 for	 ingredients	 for	 Greek,	 Turkish

and	Moroccan	cuisine.	Our	portion	of	 the	food	costs	totaled

$1,302.	

		

Our	love	affair	with	antiquity	continued	in	Turkey.	We	visited

the	 ancient	 cities	 of	 Ephesus	 and	 Hierapolis,	 toured	 several

museums,	and	explored	the	early	Christian	monuments	of	St.

John’s	 Basilica	 and	 Mary’s	 house.	 In	 Istanbul	 we	 took	 a

Bosporus	 tour	 and	 saw	 the	world-famous	whirling	 dervishes.

The	 kids,	 however,	 were	 ready	 for	 something	 not	 so

educational,	so	we	took	a	day	trip	to	Aqua	Fantasy,	a	modern,

giant	water-park	near	Selçuk.	These	experiences	added	up

to	$640.	 	 (Note:	we	 also	 visited	 several	mosques	 in	 Istanbul,

including	the	Blue	Mosque,	 the	Suleymaniye	Mosque	and	the

New	Mosque,	but	these	were	cost-free.)	

		

Throughout	 the	 trip	 we	 have	 avoided	 buying	 stuff,	 typically
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"In	Turkey	we	really	experienced
the	financial	benefits	of	slow	travel"	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

We	had	four	goals	for	our	time	in	Europe:	

1)	 Spend	 time	with	 our	 friends	 Tammy	 and	 Aaron	 Oesting

who	are	also	on	a	RTW	trip;

2)	Carefully	schedule	our	itinerary	around	Schengen	rules;

3)	Visit	places	we’d	never	been	and	

4)	Make	our	remaining	money	last.		

After	several	weeks	of	research	and	Skype	conversations,	we

decided	 that	Turkey	would	be	 the	perfect	country	 for

our	 friends-who-are-family-reunion,	 getting	 out	 of	 the

Schengen	 zone,	 experiencing	 an	 entirely	 new	 culture	 and

economizing.

We	spent	16	nights	in	the	small,	but	historically-significant

town	 of	 Selçuk	 and	 10	 in	 cosmopolitan	 Istanbul.	 Our

lodging	 costs	 were	 $4,725,	 happily	 coming	 in	 $720	 under

budget.	Taking	it	slow	in	our	“Garden	House”	in	Selçuk	was	an

excellent	way	for	us	to	save	money,	the	nightly	rate	worked	out

to	 be	 just	 $132.	 Istanbul,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 rivaled	 other

European	capitals	at	$259	per	night.	

		

Transportation	 costs	 were	 also	 very	 low,	 especially

compared	 to	 Greece.	We	 only	 spent	 $605.	 The	 bulk	 of	 this

was	 our	 ferry	 tickets	 from	 Samos,	 $252,	 and	 three	 plane

tickets,	$109,	from	Izmir	to	Istanbul	for	the	girls.	(Rodrigo	and

Marco	 rode	 to	 Istanbul	 with	 the	 Oestings	 in	 their	 trusty

camper,	“Charlie”.)		

		

Back	home	 one	 of	 our	 favorite	 things	 to	 do	with	Tammy	and

Aaron	is	to	plan,	cook,	and	eat	multi-course	meals.	Turkey	was

no	different,	we	had	 fun	 times	 at	 local	grocery	 stores	and

street	markets	 shopping	 for	 ingredients	 for	 Greek,	 Turkish

and	Moroccan	cuisine.	Our	portion	of	 the	food	costs	totaled

$1,302.	

		

Our	love	affair	with	antiquity	continued	in	Turkey.	We	visited

the	 ancient	 cities	 of	 Ephesus	 and	 Hierapolis,	 toured	 several
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Bosporus	 tour	 and	 saw	 the	world-famous	whirling	 dervishes.

The	 kids,	 however,	 were	 ready	 for	 something	 not	 so

educational,	so	we	took	a	day	trip	to	Aqua	Fantasy,	a	modern,

giant	water-park	near	Selçuk.	These	experiences	added	up

to	$640.	 	 (Note:	we	 also	 visited	 several	mosques	 in	 Istanbul,

including	the	Blue	Mosque,	 the	Suleymaniye	Mosque	and	the

New	Mosque,	but	these	were	cost-free.)	

		

Throughout	 the	 trip	 we	 have	 avoided	 buying	 stuff,	 typically
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opting	 to	 buy	 experiences	 instead	 of	 souvenirs.	 In	 Turkey,

however,	 we	 couldn’t	 help	 but	 shop	 in	 the	 centuries-old

Grand	 Bazaar.	 Colorful	 Turkish	 lamps,	 rich	 cotton	 towels,

and	a	few	pieces	of	 jewelry	were	haggled	over,	purchased,	and

shipped	 home.	 These	 were	 the	 bulk	 of	 our	Other	 expenses,

$605.	Medical	was	$0.	

		

In	 Turkey	 we	 really	 experienced	 the	 financial	 benefits	 of

slow	 travel,	 matching	 our	 projected	 costs.	 (To	 be	 exact,	 we

came	 in	under	 budget	 by	 $63.)	 Beyond	meeting	 our	 budget

goals,	 we	 had	 an	 amazing	 time	 with	 our	 friends.	 We	 loved

sharing	 the	 responsibilities	 of	 itinerary-planning	 and	 cooking,

enjoyed	long	conversations	and	rowdy	game-nights,	and	helped

each	 other	 think	 about	 next-steps	 for	 our	 future	 travels	 and

careers.	 We	 also	 gained	 new	 insights	 about	 Turkey	 and

modern,	 secular	 Islam.	 It’s	 an	 overused	 term,	 but	 the

experience	truly	was	priceless.	

		

TURKEY	(in	US	dollars)
Days:	26	

Total	Cost:	$7,877	
Cost	per	day:	$302.96	

Cost	per	person	per	day:	$60.59
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Clockwise	from	top:	the	Grand	Bazaar	in	Istambul,	visiting	the	Suleymaniye
Mosque	was	free,	stacks	of	Turkish	delight	everywhere.
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“Three	types	of	not-so-touristy	teen
travel”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Our	teens	are	great	travelers,	but	they’ll	be	the	first	to	tell

you	that	they	hate	being	tourists.	They	cringe	when	they

see	 package-deal-holiday	 busloads	 unloading	 at	 site

entrances.	They’ll	skittle	away	from	groups	in	museums,	lest

someone	think	we’re	with	them.	After	almost	a	year	traveling

around	the	world	with	a	12-year-old	and	a	16-year-old,	we’ve

identified	 three	 types	 of	 not-so-touristy	 teen	 travel	 by

tapping	 in	 to	 our	 kids’	 passions	 and	 focusing	 on	 immersive

activities.	

		

First,	consider	 language	learning.	 In	almost	every	major

city	 we’ve	 been,	 from	 Mendoza	 to	 Madrid	 to	 Montpellier,

we’ve	seen	language	schools	for	older	kids	and	teens.	Many	of

these	offer	1-	2-	and	4-week	summer	camps	with	options	for
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living	 in	 dorms,	 with	 homestay	 families,	 or	 in	 local

apartments.	 This	 year	 our	 daughter,	 Bella,	 is	 studying

with	 LSF	 in	 the	 south	 of	 France.	 She	 attends	 daily

language	 lessons	 and	 participates	 in	 supervised	 extra-

curricular	 activities	 nights	 and	 weekends.	 Not	 only	 is	 her

French	improving,	she’s	making	friends	with	kids	from	all	over

Europe,	 South	 America	 and	 the	 Middle	 East.	 Similarly,	 our

cousin	spent	6	weeks	learning	Mandarin	in	China	through	The

National	Security	Language	Initiative	for	Youth,	sponsored	by

US	State	Department.	As	an	added	bonus,	most	of	the	costs	of

that	program	are	covered	by	scholarship.	

		

•	 Nervous	 about	 sending	 your	 language	 student	 abroad?

Choose	Concordia	Language	Villages	in	the	North	Woods	of

Minnesota.	 This	 well-respected	 immersion-language	 summer

camp	is	an	excellent,	affordable,	domestic	option.	In	operation

since	 1961,	Concordia	 offers	 instruction	 in	 15	 languages,	 and

your	student	may	even	earn	school	credit.	

		

Sports	 are	 another	 anchor	 for	 introducing	 kids	 to	 a

different	 country	 and	 culture.	 One	 of	 our	 favorite	 teen

travelers,	Booker	Travels,	has	been	skateboarding,	surfing	and

connecting	with	locals	through	ports	for	years.	His	popular	web

series	 on	 YouTube	 documents	 his	 international	 experiences

living	 life	 outside.	 Our	 son,	 Marco,	 has	 participated	 in

soccer	 camps	 in	 both	Brazil	 and	 Spain,	 not	 only	 upping

his	 game,	 but	 improving	 his	 Portuguese	 and	 Spanish	 skills

along	the	way.	He’s	now	enrolled	 in	Campus	Experience	Real

Madrid	 Foundation,	 where	 young	 players	 from	 around	 the

world	are	coached	in	Spanish	for	several	hours	a	day,	balanced

by	 classroom	 strategy	 lessons	 in	 English.	 Snacks,	 lunch,	 and

pool	playtime	round	out	their	day.	

•	Not	sure	your	teen	will	be	up	for	getting	coached	in	another

language?	Choose	a	program	with	instruction	in	English.	Surf

Diva	based	in	San	Diego	provides	custom	Family	Surf	Retreats
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Marco	and	Isabella	loved	the	SFX	Museum	in	Prague.
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living	 life	 outside.	 Our	 son,	 Marco,	 has	 participated	 in

soccer	 camps	 in	 both	Brazil	 and	 Spain,	 not	 only	 upping
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along	the	way.	He’s	now	enrolled	 in	Campus	Experience	Real

Madrid	 Foundation,	 where	 young	 players	 from	 around	 the
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Marco	and	Isabella	loved	the	SFX	Museum	in	Prague.
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in	Costa	Rica,	which,	as	 they	say,	 “is	probably	one	of	 the

safest	and	most	exciting	countries	for	kids	to	learn	how	to

surf	and	experience	a	new	culture.”	

		

We’ve	also	tapped	in	to	our	kids’	hobbies	while	abroad,

booking	experiences	that	we	know	they’ll	love,	and	taking

the	time	to	explore	each	city	with	their	interests	in	mind.

Marco’s	 passion	 for	 food	 and	 cooking	 lead	 us	 to	 enroll	 in

cooking	schools	in	Florence,	Aguas	Calientes,	and	Athens.

A	self-proclaimed	theatre-geek,	Bella	loved	watching	tango

in	Buenos	Aires,	attended	the	opera	for	the	first	time	with

“Salome”	 in	 Prague,	 and	 scored	 half-price	 tickets	 to	 an

original	musical	production	“Ireland	Rises”	in	Dublin.	

		

Short-burst,	 hobby-centric	 experiences	 could	 be	 called

touristy	but	you	may	find	something	that’s	exactly	perfect

for	your	 family	through	companies	 like	Viator.	 (I	wish	I’d

found	 the	 half-day	 fashion	 tour	 of	 Paris	 for	 Bella	 last

summer!)	Also,	 read	posters,	 brochures	and	 flyers	 on	 city

walls,	in	the	metro,	and	in	your	hotel	or	hostel.	That’s	how

we	 learned	 about	 zip-lining	 through	 the	 Tsitsikamma

Forest	in	South	Africa.	It	was	most	definitely	for	tourists,

but	 also	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 the	 kids’	 favorite	 activity	 that

week.	 Perhaps	 most	 importantly,	 leave	 room	 in	 your

daily	 itinerary	 for	 spontaneous	 opportunities	 that

catch	 your	 teen’s	 attention.	 As	 film	 enthusiasts,	 Marco

spent	over	an	hour	at	the	Danish	Design	Center	creating	a

stop-motion	video	and	both	he	and	Bella	 raved	about	 the

hands-on	activities	in	Prague’s	Film	SFX	Museum.	

		

•	Need	more	ideas?	Find	out	what	other	families	are	doing

with	their	teens	on	Trip	Advisor	forums.	Select	the	country

and	city	you’re	visiting	and	search	on	 the	keywords	 teen,

tween,	 or	 kids.	 You’re	 likely	 to	 find	 at	 least	 a	 dozen

conversations	about	what’s	interesting	for	the	younger	set.
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If	 none	 of	 our	 three	 picks	 appeal	 to	 your	 teen,	 here	 are	a

few	more	options	that	might	be	a	good	fit.	

		

•	 Many	 churches	 organize	 international	 opportunities	 to

serve	 and	 help	 others.	 Alternatively,	 find	 a	 volunteer-

vacation	 through	 organizations	 like	 Global	 Vision

International.	

•	Does	your	teen	love	to	hike,	bike,	or	go	rafting?	REI	offers

family	adventures	on	5	continents.	

•	 Consider	 a	 literature	 based	 itinerary.	 Rick	 Steves,	 for

example,	 offers	 a	 list	 of	 Harry	 Potter	 sites	 in	 his	 Great

Britain	 travel	 guide.	 We	 framed	 our	 visit	 to	 Greece	 in

mythology	and	Rick	Riordan’s	books.	

•	 Talk	 to	 your	 school	 counselor	 about	 local,	 state,	 and

federal	 government	 programs	 for	 summer	 learning

programs	abroad,	many	offer	scholarships.	

•	Reach	out	to	family	members	living	abroad.	Would	they

be	willing	to	host	your	teen	for	a	week,	month	or	summer?

Would	you	host	theirs?

The	library	at	Trinity	College	in	Dublin	looks	like	a	Harry	Potter	movie	set.
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•	Join	a	music	or	theatre	troupe.	Up	With	People	(age	17+)

combines	travel,	performance,	music,	and	volunteerism.	

•	Be	an	exchange	student!	Rotary	International,	YFU,	and

AFS,	all	have	long-standing,	well-respected	foreign	exchange

programs	for	teens	who	want	to	spend	a	summer,	semester,

or	year	abroad.	

•	Even	more:	 Transitions	Abroad	 is	 a	web-magazine	 filled

with	 ideas	 for	 living,	 working,	 studying	 and	 volunteering

abroad.	Their	teen	section	is	quite	thorough.	

		

With	 a	 little	 patience,	 curiosity,	 and	 imagination	 you	 can

help	 your	 teen	 avoid	 tourist	 traps	 and	 thoroughly	 enjoy

traveling	 abroad.	 For	 our	 family,	 three	 types	 of	 activities

stand	out:	language	learning,	sports,	and	hobby-centric.	You

may	 find	 another	 niche	 that	 suits	 your	 family	 better.

Regardless,	 whether	 you’re	 sending	 them	 on	 their	 own	 or

traveling	as	a	family,	there	are	plenty	of	options	for	rich

experiences	 that	will	 hold	 teens’	 attention	 and	 help	 them

develop	a	love	for	travel.
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Clockwise	from	top,	winning	experiences
with	our	teens:	the	Design	Museum	in

Denmark,	the	Aquarium	in	Cape	Town,
Isabella's	French	immersion	program	with

LSF	in	Montpellier,	the	beautiful	Tivoli
Gardens	in	Copenhagen,	and	Marco's

soccer	camp	with	Real-Madrid	in	Spain.
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"Tivoli	Gardens:	Walt	Disney	actually
went	there	for	inspiration."	

by	Marco	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

So	 in	 Denmark	 we	 went	 to	 the	 world’s	 oldest	 working
amusement	 park.	 Tivoli	 Gardens.	 Walt	 Disney	 actually

went	 there	 for	 inspiration	 when	 he	 was	 constructing	 his

Disneyland	 parks.	 It	 was	 only	 Bella	 and	 I	 who	 went	 on	 the

rides,	and	we	had	a	great	time.		

		

The	first	ride	we	went	on	was	a	swing	sort	of	ride	where	they

strapped	us	 in,	and	then	a	crane	 lifted	us	up	 into	the	air.	My

guess	 is	 that	we	were	 about	 50	 or	more	 feet	 above	where	we

started.	You	 could	 see	 the	 whole	 park,	 which	 gave	 Bella

and	I	 time	to	check	out	what	other	rides	we	wanted	to	go	on.

For	a	person	who’s	terrified	of	heights,	I	wasn’t	scared.	Now	I

can’t	say	 the	same	thing	 for	Bella.	She	started	 telling	me	her

life	 was	 flashing	 before	 her	 eyes,	 which	 was	 an	 extreme

exaggeration.	I	know	my	sister,	and	she	does	exaggerate	things

a	lot.

One	can	see	how	such	beautiful	gardens	inspired	Walt	Disney.

Marco	enjoying	the	giant	sized	cotton	candy.
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went	 there	 for	 inspiration	 when	 he	 was	 constructing	 his

Disneyland	 parks.	 It	 was	 only	 Bella	 and	 I	 who	 went	 on	 the

rides,	and	we	had	a	great	time.		

		

The	first	ride	we	went	on	was	a	swing	sort	of	ride	where	they

strapped	us	 in,	and	then	a	crane	 lifted	us	up	 into	the	air.	My

guess	 is	 that	we	were	 about	 50	 or	more	 feet	 above	where	we

started.	You	 could	 see	 the	 whole	 park,	 which	 gave	 Bella

and	I	 time	to	check	out	what	other	rides	we	wanted	to	go	on.

For	a	person	who’s	terrified	of	heights,	I	wasn’t	scared.	Now	I

can’t	say	 the	same	thing	 for	Bella.	She	started	 telling	me	her

life	 was	 flashing	 before	 her	 eyes,	 which	 was	 an	 extreme

exaggeration.	I	know	my	sister,	and	she	does	exaggerate	things

a	lot.

One	can	see	how	such	beautiful	gardens	inspired	Walt	Disney.

Marco	enjoying	the	giant	sized	cotton	candy.
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The	second	ride	of	the	day	was	a	roller	coaster.	Bella	hated	it.

She	was	screaming	the	whole	time	we	rode.	I	don’t	blame	her.

The	 ride	wasn’t	 the	most	 secure	 if	 you	ask	me.	After	 the	 ride

Bella	 told	 me	 that	 I	 sounded	 exactly	 like	 my	 uncle,	 Renato.

This	was	because	of	my	maniacal	 laugh	while	we	were	on	the

ride.	 I’m	 not	 disappointed	 in	 that	 because	 Renato’s	 a	 pretty

“Righteous	 dude”	 (only	 people	 who	 understand	 that	 reference

will	think	it	was	funny).			

		

Our	 third	 ride	 was	 a	 weird	 sort	 of	 boat	 joyride.	 We	 went

inside	a	cave	and	found	a	bunch	of	moles.	The	little	animals	I

mean.	 They	were	 taking	 care	 of	 a	 dragon.	Weird.	 During	 the

whole	ride	I	was	sure	something	would	jump,	such	as	a	spider,

the	dragon,	or	a	rabid	mole.	But	nothing	happened	except	for	a

phony	waterfall	 that	 cleared	 just	 as	 you	went	 under.	 I	 didn’t

like	that	ride,	so	let’s	just	skim	over	this	one.		

		

Ride	 number	 four	 was	 awesome.	 Another	 roller	 coaster	 to	 be

specific.	The	good	part	was	that	it	was	fast.	It	also	had	a	lot	of

drops,	which	I	loved.	We	went	on	this	one	three	times	in	a	row.

At	one	point	there	was	a	goat	on	the	mountain.	Bella	filmed	the

whole	ride	with	her	iPhone,	and	it	turned	out	great	except	for

the	fact	that	she	was	screaming	the	whole	time.	The	fifth	ride

for	Bella	I	decided	not	to	go	on.	That	was	because	it	was	one	of

those	upside	down	loop	rides.	Not	much	to	say	about	that.		

		

Number	 five	 for	me	was	 the	 original	 “it’s	 a	 small	world”	 ride.

I’m	 guessing	 this	 is	what	Walt	Disney	 took	 inspiration	 from

for	that	ride.	It’s	almost	as	simple	as	it	sounds.	If	you’ve	been	to

Disneyland,	 then	 it’s	basically	“it’s	a	small	world”,	but	with

Hans	 Christian	 Andersen	 stories.	 Instead	 of	 whatever	 you

ride	in	on	“It’s	a	small	world”	(I	haven’t	been	to	Disneyland	in	6

years),	 you	 ride	 in	 open	 treasure	 chests,	 and	 a	 narrating

speaker	 has	 options	 of	 which	 language	 you	 want,	 Danish	 or

English.
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Attractions	at	Tivoli	Gardens	resemble	those
found	in	traditional	amusement	parks:	rides,

candy	shops,	beautiful	statuary	
and	colorful	facades.
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“Our	passage	through	Europe	was
too	fast.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

I	am	not	sure	entirely	why	–	if	due	to	my	age,	or	the	change
into	a	quicker	traveling	pace,	or	the	fact	that	hitting	Greece

meant	that	we	were	half	way	done	with	the	RTW	trip	–	but

once	 the	 six	month	mark	 came,	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 journey	 just

flew	by.	Soon	we	were	heading	 to	 the	Netherlands,	 our	 last

stop	 before	 returning	 to	 Seattle.	 Among	 beautiful	 canals,

tasty	beers	 and	a	Van	Gogh	 overload,	 all	 I	 could	do	was	go

through	the	motions	in	a	fugue	state.	

		

The	 observations	 listed	 in	 the	 following	 paragraphs	 about

each	 country	we	visited	 in	 those	 six	months	are	a	 scramble

extricated	 out	 of	 my	 overcrowded	 and	 flawed	 memory.

Sometimes	 we	 don’t	 recognize	 a	 great	 thing	 until	 its	 past,

and	 we	 know	 because	 we	 carry	 it	 inside	 as	 we	 attempt	 to

navigate	our	routines	 in	the	aftermath,	 like	a	persistent	yet

quiet	longing,	an	incurable	wound	that	still	throbs	despite	all
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View	of	Charles	Bridge	in	Prague.

Charming	Edinburgh	surprised	us.
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“Our	passage	through	Europe	was
too	fast.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	
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stop	 before	 returning	 to	 Seattle.	 Among	 beautiful	 canals,

tasty	beers	 and	a	Van	Gogh	 overload,	 all	 I	 could	do	was	go

through	the	motions	in	a	fugue	state.	

		

The	 observations	 listed	 in	 the	 following	 paragraphs	 about

each	 country	we	visited	 in	 those	 six	months	are	a	 scramble
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Sometimes	 we	 don’t	 recognize	 a	 great	 thing	 until	 its	 past,
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View	of	Charles	Bridge	in	Prague.

Charming	Edinburgh	surprised	us.
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the	 inner	 dialog	 we	 create	 to	 convince	 us	 that	 everything	 is

great.	

		

We	 had	 a	 real	 slow	 travel	 experience	 in	 both	 Greece	 and

Turkey,	especially	once	we	were	joined	with	our	loving	friends

The	Oestings;	I	had	a	glimpse	of	what	a	true	life	in	community

could	look	like.	

		

Turkey	turned	out	to	be	a	real	surprise.	I	cannot	describe	just

how	at	ease	I	felt,	and	the	absolute	joy	to	discover	that	beneath

a	slight	appearance	of	gruff	the	Turkish	are	caring,	loving	and

honorable	 people.	 Forget	 all	 the	 ridiculous	 stereotypes	 the

Western	World	tried	so	hard	to	sell	after	the	horrible	events	of

9/11;	that	Muslins	are	evil,	crazy	terrorists.	It’s	shocking	to	me

how	 easily	 people	 fall	 prey	 to	 sensationalism,	 click-bait

techniques	 and	 hate	 speech.	 It	 was	 in	 Turkey	 that	 I

experienced	 real	 inner	 peace.	 Starting	 with	 our	 host	 and

lodgings	 in	Selcuk,	and	 the	 food,	 the	 culture,	 the	 rhythm	of	a

simple	 life,	 the	 beautiful	 historical	 sites	 and	 stunning

landscapes.	 And	 then	 in	 Istanbul,	 a	 pulsing	 and	 bustling

metropolis	where	tradition	and	modernity	coexist,	having	found

their	own	ways	to	move	 forward	while	honoring	the	past.	The

Turkish	 people	 take	 very	 good	 care	 of	 the	 ruins,	 monuments

and	 constructions.	 The	 museums	 are	 well	 curated	 and

maintained,	and	there	is	an	incredible	sense	of	respect	overall

for	their	history	and	traditions.	

		

One	of	my	favorite	things	was	watching	the	Twirling	Dervishes,

deeply	 immersed	 in	 a	 trance,	 pirouetting	 in	 synch	 with	 one

another,	 an	 amazing	 demonstration	 of	 seemingly	 effortless

control.	 I	 also	 loved	 the	 mosques	 and	 their	 magnificent

architecture.	

		

Denmark	 was	 exactly	 as	 expected:	 Scandinavian,	 clean,

minimalist	 and	 design-centric.	 Truthfully,	we	 only	 spent	 time

in	 Copenhagen.	 It	 was	 fantastic	 to	 observe	 how	 design	 is	 in
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Clockwise	from	top:	the	Basilica	Cistern	in	Istanbul,	
crowd	during	the	Running	of	the	Bulls	in	Pamplona,	bridge	in	Dublin.	
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everything,	not	just	in	the	layout	of	the	roads	and	sidewalks,

the	 architecture	 and	 fluid	 blueprint	 of	 the	 city,	 but	 in	 the

mindset,	 daily	 rituals	 and	 lifestyle.	 Everyone	 leaves	 their

bikes	out	unlocked.	Parents	leave	work	earlier	to	pick	up	their

children	 at	 community	 day	 cares.	 Families	 live	 perfectly

happy	with	the	essentials,	and	just	the	right	amount	of	space;

they	don’t	accumulate	useless	stuff,	and	they	are	not	wasteful.

The	 apartment	 that	 we	 rented	 had	 a	 big	 communal	 center

square	tended	by	the	tenants.	Curiously,	it	was	the	only	time

when	a	host	requested	that	we	clean	the	place	top	to	bottom

following	strict	instructions.	There	was	a	general	sense	of	“one

for	 all	 and	 all	 for	 one.”	The	 beauty	 of	 sensible	 and	 practical

Socialism.	

		

Then	 we	 stepped	 in	 Prague,	 Czech	 Republic,	 the	 "Fairy

Tale"	city.	It	was	like	visiting	a	mini-castle	town	with	hints	of

Art	Deco	and	elements	straight	out	of	a	fantasy	novel.	Magic

clocks	with	intricate	mechanical	displays,	cobblestoned	alleys

and	 buildings	 with	 ornate	 turrets,	 circumvented	 by	 modern

streetcars.	 Absolutely	 magical!	 And	 ultimately	 one	 of	 the

cheapest	places	we	had	been	to.	And	we	likely	stayed	at	one	of

the	 best	 youth	 hostels	 in	 all	 of	 Europe.	 Czech	 food	 is

carbohydrate	rich,	and	includes	breads,	potatoes,	thick	soups

and	great	Pilsner	beers.	Just	like	in	some	Medieval	epic	story.

It	 was	 in	 Prague	 that	 we	 visited	 an	 exhibition	 on	 Art

Nouveau,	 and	 saw	 original	 pieces	 by	 the	 famous	 Alphonse

Mucha,	with	his	sensuous	women	and	ornate	borders.	We	also

got	 to	 spend	 time	 with	 our	 former	 au	 pair,	 Ivanna.	 Not	 to

mention	our	stay	in	one	of	the	absolute	best	youth	hostels,	the

Charles	 Bridge	 Economic	 Hostel.	 We	 booked	 the	 entire	 top

floor	 room,	 perfect	 for	 the	 5	 of	 us.	Funky,	 safe,	 friendly	 and

conveniently	located.	

		

In	Scotland,	 there	was	 some	 driving	 around	 to	 explore	 the

stunning	country	side.	Edinburgh	was	charming,	much	like	a

mini-London,	 but	 so	 much	 more	 subdued	 and	 inviting.	 We
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Clockwise	from	top:
waterfront	in	Copenhagen,	

architecture	in		Prague,	
bull	fight	in	Pamplona,	beer	in	Ireland,	

flamenco	dancer	in	Madrid.
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they	don’t	accumulate	useless	stuff,	and	they	are	not	wasteful.

The	 apartment	 that	 we	 rented	 had	 a	 big	 communal	 center

square	tended	by	the	tenants.	Curiously,	it	was	the	only	time

when	a	host	requested	that	we	clean	the	place	top	to	bottom

following	strict	instructions.	There	was	a	general	sense	of	“one

for	 all	 and	 all	 for	 one.”	The	 beauty	 of	 sensible	 and	 practical

Socialism.	

		

Then	 we	 stepped	 in	 Prague,	 Czech	 Republic,	 the	 "Fairy

Tale"	city.	It	was	like	visiting	a	mini-castle	town	with	hints	of

Art	Deco	and	elements	straight	out	of	a	fantasy	novel.	Magic

clocks	with	intricate	mechanical	displays,	cobblestoned	alleys

and	 buildings	 with	 ornate	 turrets,	 circumvented	 by	 modern

streetcars.	 Absolutely	 magical!	 And	 ultimately	 one	 of	 the

cheapest	places	we	had	been	to.	And	we	likely	stayed	at	one	of

the	 best	 youth	 hostels	 in	 all	 of	 Europe.	 Czech	 food	 is

carbohydrate	rich,	and	includes	breads,	potatoes,	thick	soups

and	great	Pilsner	beers.	Just	like	in	some	Medieval	epic	story.

It	 was	 in	 Prague	 that	 we	 visited	 an	 exhibition	 on	 Art

Nouveau,	 and	 saw	 original	 pieces	 by	 the	 famous	 Alphonse

Mucha,	with	his	sensuous	women	and	ornate	borders.	We	also

got	 to	 spend	 time	 with	 our	 former	 au	 pair,	 Ivanna.	 Not	 to

mention	our	stay	in	one	of	the	absolute	best	youth	hostels,	the

Charles	 Bridge	 Economic	 Hostel.	 We	 booked	 the	 entire	 top

floor	 room,	 perfect	 for	 the	 5	 of	 us.	Funky,	 safe,	 friendly	 and

conveniently	located.	

		

In	Scotland,	 there	was	 some	 driving	 around	 to	 explore	 the

stunning	country	side.	Edinburgh	was	charming,	much	like	a

mini-London,	 but	 so	 much	 more	 subdued	 and	 inviting.	 We
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Clockwise	from	top:
waterfront	in	Copenhagen,	

architecture	in		Prague,	
bull	fight	in	Pamplona,	beer	in	Ireland,	

flamenco	dancer	in	Madrid.
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drove	 through	 the	 Highlands	 to	 catch	 the	 famous	 Jacobine

train,	 the	original	one	seen	 in	the	Harry	Potter	 films,	much

to	Isabella’s	delight.	Gretchen	did	all	the	driving,	since	I	just

can’t	 manage	 to	 drive	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road.

Meanwhile,	 Heather	 and	Marco	 went	 to	 Castle	 Edinburgh,

where	you	can	really	get	the	feeling	of	being	in	a	real	castle,

canons	 and	 all.	 The	 gown	 ups	 did	 a	 Literary	 Pub	 Crawl,

definitely	one	of	the	highlights	of	our	visit.	Lastly,	I	got	to	try

one	of	the	traditional	meat	pies	at	a	local	shop,	and	we	even

had	haggis	for	breakfast	one	morning!	

		

Ireland	was	 simply	amazing.	 In	Dublin,	we	were	 joined	by

my	mother	in	law,	sister	in	law	and	favorite	aunt.	The	house

we	rented	was	 incredibly	well	appointed	and	extremely	well

located.	 We	 could	 bus	 to	 the	 city	 center	 easily.	 My	 three

favorite	 things	 in	Dublin	were	seeing	 the	Book	of	Kells	and

the	 famous	 Library	 at	 Trinity	 College,	 the	 Guiness	 factory

tour	 (truly	a	Disneyland	of	 stout	beer!),	and	 the	Museum	of

Modern	Art	(that	I	walked	tens	of	kilometers	to,	all	the	while

exploring	 the	 brick	 buildings,	 pubs	 and	 alleyways.)	 But

nothing	 really	 compares	 to	 the	 countryside	 of	 Ireland.	 We

stayed	 in	 an	 old	 manor	 that	 made	 scary	 and	 mysterious
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sounds	 at	 night,	 and	 that	 Isabella	 swears	was	 haunted.	 And

we	visited	 the	Famine	Ship,	a	 really	well-crafted	 tour	of	 that

terrible	dark	time.	

		

It	was	in	Spain	that	we	were	able	to	go	back	to	a	slower	pace

of	travel.	During	our	stay	in	Madrid,	I	took	Isabella	by	train	to

Montpellier	 in	 France,	 where	 she	 attended	 a	 three	 week

immersion	program,	and	Heather	went	to	Norway	on	her	own.

It	was	one	of	the	worst	heat	waves	in	years,	and	Marco	had	a

two-week	 soccer	 camp	 at	 the	 famous	 Barnabe	 Stadium	 with

the	 Real	 Madrid.	 He	 even	 got	 to	 see	 some	 of	 the	 players

practicing	 one	 day,	 including	 his	 favorite	 defender,	 Brazilian

player	Marcelo.	We	visited	the	Prado	Museum,	watched	a	cool

Flamenco	 show,	and	ate	paella.	This	part	 of	 the	 trip	had	not

been	planned	at	all,	so	we	decided	impromptu	to	take	a	train	to

Pamplona	to	experience	the	crazy	San	Fermin	Festival	and	its

controversial	 Running	 of	 the	 Bulls.	 And	 it	 was	 in	 Pamplona

that	 I	 personally	 got	 a	 glimpse	 of	 what	 our	 future	 slow	 life

could	 look	 like.	 It	was	 destiny	 that	we	 even	 found	 a	 place	 to

stay	during	the	extremely	busy	period	in	Pamplona,	especially

having	 met	 our	 dear	 friend	 Steph	 and	 her	 AMAZING

apartments.	We	quickly	hit	it	off,	and	she	and	her	fiancée	took

us	everywhere	around	the	region,	including	San	Sebastian	and

Biaritz,	 just	 across	 the	 border	with	France.	 To	 thank	her	 for

such	amazing	hospitality,	I	produced	a	video	for	her	to	promote

her	apartments	 in	Pamplona.	 It	was	remarkable	 to	 live	off	 of

pintxos	(small	plates)	and	great	inexpensive	red	wine,	hopping

from	bar	 to	bar,	and	 to	get	 fresh	baked	goods	every	morning.

The	 local	market	 had	 fresh	 produce	 and	 seafood,	 and	 all	 the

charm	 of	 community	 vibe.	 We	 also	 got	 a	 visit	 from	 a	 good

friend	who	stopped	by	during	her	peregrination	in	the	Camino

de	Santiago.	

		

Lastly,	 we	 got	 to	 experience	 a	 Bull	 Fight.	 Truth	 be	 told,	 I

naively	thought	that	the	practice	of	killing	the	bull	live	at	the

arena	had	changed,	and	it	wasn’t	until	I	captured	through	the

lens	this	horrendous	moment	that	I	realized,	bile	rising	to	my

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

The	Twirling	Dervishes	in	Istanbul.
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favorite	 things	 in	Dublin	were	seeing	 the	Book	of	Kells	and
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tour	 (truly	a	Disneyland	of	 stout	beer!),	and	 the	Museum	of

Modern	Art	(that	I	walked	tens	of	kilometers	to,	all	the	while

exploring	 the	 brick	 buildings,	 pubs	 and	 alleyways.)	 But

nothing	 really	 compares	 to	 the	 countryside	 of	 Ireland.	 We
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sounds	 at	 night,	 and	 that	 Isabella	 swears	was	 haunted.	 And

we	visited	 the	Famine	Ship,	a	 really	well-crafted	 tour	of	 that

terrible	dark	time.	

		

It	was	in	Spain	that	we	were	able	to	go	back	to	a	slower	pace

of	travel.	During	our	stay	in	Madrid,	I	took	Isabella	by	train	to

Montpellier	 in	 France,	 where	 she	 attended	 a	 three	 week

immersion	program,	and	Heather	went	to	Norway	on	her	own.

It	was	one	of	the	worst	heat	waves	in	years,	and	Marco	had	a

two-week	 soccer	 camp	 at	 the	 famous	 Barnabe	 Stadium	 with

the	 Real	 Madrid.	 He	 even	 got	 to	 see	 some	 of	 the	 players

practicing	 one	 day,	 including	 his	 favorite	 defender,	 Brazilian

player	Marcelo.	We	visited	the	Prado	Museum,	watched	a	cool

Flamenco	 show,	and	ate	paella.	This	part	 of	 the	 trip	had	not

been	planned	at	all,	so	we	decided	impromptu	to	take	a	train	to

Pamplona	to	experience	the	crazy	San	Fermin	Festival	and	its

controversial	 Running	 of	 the	 Bulls.	 And	 it	 was	 in	 Pamplona

that	 I	 personally	 got	 a	 glimpse	 of	 what	 our	 future	 slow	 life

could	 look	 like.	 It	was	 destiny	 that	we	 even	 found	 a	 place	 to

stay	during	the	extremely	busy	period	in	Pamplona,	especially

having	 met	 our	 dear	 friend	 Steph	 and	 her	 AMAZING

apartments.	We	quickly	hit	it	off,	and	she	and	her	fiancée	took

us	everywhere	around	the	region,	including	San	Sebastian	and

Biaritz,	 just	 across	 the	 border	with	France.	 To	 thank	her	 for

such	amazing	hospitality,	I	produced	a	video	for	her	to	promote

her	apartments	 in	Pamplona.	 It	was	remarkable	 to	 live	off	 of

pintxos	(small	plates)	and	great	inexpensive	red	wine,	hopping

from	bar	 to	bar,	and	 to	get	 fresh	baked	goods	every	morning.

The	 local	market	 had	 fresh	 produce	 and	 seafood,	 and	 all	 the

charm	 of	 community	 vibe.	 We	 also	 got	 a	 visit	 from	 a	 good

friend	who	stopped	by	during	her	peregrination	in	the	Camino

de	Santiago.	

		

Lastly,	 we	 got	 to	 experience	 a	 Bull	 Fight.	 Truth	 be	 told,	 I

naively	thought	that	the	practice	of	killing	the	bull	live	at	the

arena	had	changed,	and	it	wasn’t	until	I	captured	through	the

lens	this	horrendous	moment	that	I	realized,	bile	rising	to	my
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throat,	 that	 we	 absolutely	 couldn’t	 stay	 there	 any	 longer	 to

witness	more	 slaughter	 while	 listening	 to	 the	 crowd	 cheering

wildly,	bloodthirsty	and	unforgiving.	We	learned,	however,	that

up	 to	 that	 instant	 bulls	 are	 raised	 without	 contact	 with

humans,	 and	 under	 strict	 and	 pristine	 conditions.	 Until	 that

cruel	 fate.	 The	 next	 morning,	 we	 bought	 some	 fresh	 toro

burgers	 –	 no	 time	 to	 waste,	 that	 bull	 we	 watched	 die	 at	 the

arena	 the	 night	 before	 was	 quickly	 slaughtered	 and	 sold	 at

local	butchers.	

		

By	the	time	we	hit	the	Netherlands,	I	was	miserable.	Still,	we

stayed	at	a	charming	family	town	house	in	Amsterdam	and	got

to	 really	 explore	 the	 city,	 including	 the	 unique	 Gay	 Pride

Parade,	 with	 all	 the	 floats	 literally	 parading	 through	 the

canals!	I	loved	the	sense	of	freedom	and	lack	of	social	taboos	in

Amsterdam.	 It	 seems	 like	 people	 have	 learned	 the	 value	 of

respect	for	others	while	still	being	able	to	navigate	tough	topics

such	 as	 drinking,	 sex	 and	 cannabis.	 As	matter	 of	 fact,	 we	 all

visited	the	Red	Light	District	and	Isabella	was	able	to	have	her

first	 drink	 at	 a	 bar	 (drinking	 age	 is	 16	 for	 low	 alcohol

beverages,	such	as	beer	and	cider.)	A	visit	to	Amsterdam	would

not	be	complete	without	Anne	Frank’s	House	and	the	Van	Gogh

Museum,	both	fitting	the	proper	expectations.	What	I	got	from

our	brief	passage	there	was	a	good	look	at	what	modern	society

could	 look	 like	 everywhere,	 if	 only	 humans	 were	 capable	 of

getting	their	heads	out	of	their	asses	and	mature	properly.	

		

And	 then	 the	 tears	 came.	 I	 knew	 it	 was	 inevitable,	 but

somewhere	 inside	 there	 was	 still	 a	 faint	 hope,	 a	 small	 voice

whispering	 that	 perhaps	 we	 could	 just	 continue	 living	 this

nomadic	lifestyle.	All	I	really	wanted	was	to	be	able	to	abandon

all	 the	 hang	 ups	 and	 dead	 weight	 of	 contemporary	 life,	 the

suffocating	 grip	 of	 capitalism	 and	 its	 insidious	 half-truths

about	success	and	happiness.	But	life	sucks,	and	then	you	die.

At	least	we	were	able	to	 live	the	dream	for	almost	a	full	year,
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Pride	Parade	in	Amsterdam.

and	what	a	life	changing	year	that	was!	

		

We	 returned	 to	Seattle	 via	 Iceland,	my	 request	 for	 a	 short	 in-

flight	 time.	 Might	 as	 well	 rip	 the	 band	 aid	 off	 quickly	 and

without	delays.	The	truth	is,	we	were	so	deeply	affected	by	the

experience	that	I	can	absolutely	see	us	pursuing	a	similar	slow

life	 in	 a	 very	near	 future.	And	 that	 gives	me	 enough	 fuel	 and

hope	 to	 keep	 going	 through	 the	 motions	 of	 this	 temporary

adapted		lifestyle	we	have	constructed	in	order	to	build	the	way

there.
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The		Highlands	in	Scotland.
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The		Highlands	in	Scotland.
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“Navigating	the	sea	of	rental
properties	-	Our	5	favorite	homes
around	the	world”	

by	Rodrigo	de	Medeiros	

		

Navigating	 the	 sea	 of	 rental	 properties	 on	 vrbo.com,

Airbnb.com,	 homeaway.com,	 and	 flipkey.com	 can	 be	 a

daunting	 task	 for	 many	 travelers,	 yet	 the	 rewards	 you’ll

get	from	renting	locally	are	well	worth	the	effort.	As	a

family	of	five	traveling	the	world	for	a	year,	we	knew	that	we

could	save	money	by	avoiding	hotels	and	we	also	could	get

a	deeper	cultural	understanding	of	the	locale.	

		

We	developed	 five	core	criteria	 to	help	us	choose	short-term

rentals.	 Simply	 put,	 these	 are:	 cost,	 comfort,	 location,

amenities	and	a	communicative	and	friendly	host	or	hostess.	

		

•	Cost:	if	you	are	considering	staying	anywhere	for	more	than

3	 nights,	 renting	 an	 apartment	 or	 home	 can	 save	 you
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hundreds	of	dollars,	particularly	if	you	are	a	family.	Before	we

took	off	on	this	RTW	journey,	we	established	a	budget	to	help

us	stay	on	target	regarding	lodging	expenses.	We	adjusted	our

projections	based	on	 location,	knowing	 that	housing	would	be

cheaper	 in	 South	 America	 and	 more	 expensive	 in	 Northern

Europe.	We	have	spent	up	to	$245/night	(Copenhagen)	and	as

low	as	$75/night	(Chile).	Research	properties	available	at	your

destination	to	avoid	surprises.	To	be	considered	for	our	top	5,

homes	had	to	cost	less	than	US	$155	per	night.	

		

•	Comfort:	real	beds,	well-equipped	kitchens,	spacious	common

areas,	and	outdoor	space	(in	the	case	of	houses)	are	some	of	the

things	we	 look	 for	 in	a	property.	We	didn’t	want	 to	 skimp	on

good	 sleep,	 and	 being	 able	 to	 cook	 in	 our	 own	 home	 was

another	 way	 we	 planned	 to	 keep	 to	 our	 budget.	 For	 us,

appropriate	 space	 for	 the	kids	 to	work	on	 school	assignments

was	also	quite	important.	

		

•	Location:	with	just	a	few	exceptions	(Chile,	Argentina,	South

Africa,	 Ireland	 and	 Greece),	 we	 chose	 properties	 where	 we

could	 avoid	 renting	 a	 car.	We	 look	 for	 proximity	 to	markets,

shopping,	restaurants,	and	public	transportation,	but	we	really

prefer	to	walk	as	much	as	possible.	

		

•	Amenities:	a	reliable	internet	connection	was	crucial	for	the

kids	to	complete	their	school	assignments	and	for	us	to	manage

our	blog	and	video	content	during	the	trip.	Other	amenities	we

looked	 for:	 washer	 (laundry),	 stove	 and	 oven,	 a	 kitchen	 with

enough	pots,	 pans,	utensils	 and	appliances	 so	we	 could	avoid

eating	 out	 as	 much	 as	 possible.	 In	 super-hot	 locations	 like

Brazil,	Turkey	and	Spain	air-con	was	well-appreciated	(thank

goodness	 we	 had	 it	 during	 the	 worst	 heat-wave	 Madrid	 has

seen	in	50	years!).	You	really	need	to	comb	through	the	details

of	each	listing,	and	other	visitors’	reviews	to	ensure	the	home

has	 everything	 you’re	 going	 to	 need.	 Attention	 to	 detail	 pays

off,	people!
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appropriate	 space	 for	 the	kids	 to	work	on	 school	assignments

was	also	quite	important.	
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looked	 for:	 washer	 (laundry),	 stove	 and	 oven,	 a	 kitchen	 with

enough	pots,	 pans,	utensils	 and	appliances	 so	we	 could	avoid

eating	 out	 as	 much	 as	 possible.	 In	 super-hot	 locations	 like

Brazil,	Turkey	and	Spain	air-con	was	well-appreciated	(thank

goodness	 we	 had	 it	 during	 the	 worst	 heat-wave	 Madrid	 has

seen	in	50	years!).	You	really	need	to	comb	through	the	details

of	each	listing,	and	other	visitors’	reviews	to	ensure	the	home

has	 everything	 you’re	 going	 to	 need.	 Attention	 to	 detail	 pays

off,	people!
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•	 Host:	 lastly,	 we	 read	 reviews	 carefully	 to	 find	 property

owners	 who	 are	 friendly,	 responsive	 and	 accommodating.	We

really	 appreciated	 flexibility	 on	 check	 in	 or	 check	 out

procedures,	 transfers,	 and	 payment	 policies.	 Happily,	 some

hosts	and	hostesses	became	good	friends	during	our	stay!	There

is	nothing	more	annoying	than	a	flaky	or	unprofessional	host.

With	so	many	great	options	out	there,	why	settle	for	less	than	a

sincere	smile	and	goodwill-natured	host?	

		

The	 properties	 listed	 below	 met	 or	 exceeded	 all	 our

expectations	and	deserve	to	be	highlighted	–	The	top	5	out	of

the	40+	properties	we	stayed	at	during	our	RTW	trip!	

		

Garden	House,	Selcuk,	Turkey	

2	bedrooms/1	bath	

US	$132/night	

stayed	16	nights	

		

Garden	House	was	our	number	one	favorite	in	the	whole	RTW

trip.	Hostess	Alison	was	perfect	in	every	aspect	–	providing	us

with	 tons	 of	 tips	 and	 information	 about	 the	 region,	 and

arranging	 side	 trips	 to	 major	 sites	 (like	 the	 Travertines	 and

Hierapolis)	with	 a	 private	 driver	 at	 an	 unbeatable	 price.	 The

house	was	fully	stocked	for	cooking	(dishwasher	included)	and

relaxing,	 loaded	 with	 amenities,	 such	 as	 air	 conditioning,

outdoor	 fireplace,	 a	 swimming	 pool,	 and	 a	 wonderful	 rain

shower	 in	 the	bathroom.	It	had	a	gorgeous	garden	 laden	with

pristine	 roses	 and	 tons	 of	 space	 to	 lounge	 and	 celebrate	 life.

This	property	is	ideal	for	slow	travelers	like	us,	who	like	to	go

places	 and	 explore	 them	 without	 rushing.	 We	 love	 mingling

with	 locals	 and	 trying	 to	 blend	 in,	 it	 is	 the	 best	 and	 least

intrusive	way	 to	 get	 to	 learn	about	 a	 culture	 and	understand

its	unique	ways.	We	couldn’t	recommend	it	more.
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Deerpark	Cottage,	Kilkenny,	Ireland	

3	bedrooms/2	baths	

US	$142/night	

stayed	3	nights	

		

Hosts	 Pat	 and	 Una	 told	 us	 that	 they	 are	 relatively	 new	 to

property	 renting,	 but	 their	 beautiful	 and	 extremely	 well

appointed,	newly	remodeled	cottage	speaks	of	owners	far	more

seasoned	at	the	art	of	hosting.	The	house	is	quiet	and	spacious,

with	 a	 well-	 appointed	 kitchen,	 comfortable	 beds	 and	 a

marvelous	view	of	the	green	fields	of	their	large	property.	The

hosts	were	 chatty	 and	 friendly,	 and	we	 actually	 spent	 a	 nice

evening	 sipping	 beer	 and	 exchanging	 travel	 stories	 at	 their

house	next	door.	Definitely	a	gem	if	you	are	visiting	that	area.
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Recoleta	Apartment,	Buenos	Aires,	Argentina	

3	bedrooms/2	baths	

US	$100/night	

stayed	8	nights	

		

The	 location	 of	 this	 lovely	 and	well-decorated	 apartment	 is

absolutely	phenomenal,	 at	 the	heart	 of	 the	highly	desirable

Recoleta	 neighborhood	 in	 charming	Buenos	Aires.	We	were

able	 to	 walk	 to	 bakeries,	 parks,	 museums,	 malls,	 and	 the

famous	Recoleta	Cemetery.	Despite	being	located	at	a	major

busy	avenue,	noise	was	not	a	problem	at	all.	Alejandra,	our

host,	was	well	informed	and	offered	lots	of	tips	about	the	city

and	its	main	attractions.	Taxis	are	relatively	inexpensive	in

Buenos	Aires,	and	we	could	catch	a	ride	anytime	of	the	day

or	night	by	simply	crossing	the	street.

Calle	Zapateria	Apartment,	Pamplona,	Spain	

2	bedrooms/1	bath	

US	$152/night*	

stayed	10	nights	

		

Quaint	 Pamplona	 is	 the	 home	 of	 the	 (in)famous	 San	 Fermin

Festival,	 where	 hundreds	 of	 tourists	 gather	 every	 year	 to

participate	 in	 the	 Encierro	 (Running	 of	 the	 Bulls.)	 This	 newly

renovated	 apartment	 has	 all	 of	 its	 old	 charm	 like	 original

hardwood	 floors	 and	 antique	 doors,	 while	 featuring	 brand	 new

appliances,	 a	 really	 well	 stocked	 kitchen	 and	 comfortable	 beds.

Steph	is	lively,	energetic,	a	truly	great	hostess	who	knows	all	the

right	people	in	Pamplona	–	she	was	able	to	book	us	a	VIP	balcony

at	 a	 prime	 spot	 to	watch	 the	Encierro	 just	 one	week	 before	 the

event	 at	 a	 discounted	 price!	 A	 combination	 of	 convenience	 and

excellent	price	makes	this	apartment	a	real	find.	*	If	it	wasn’t	for

the	 fact	 that	we	stayed	 two	nights	during	San	Fermin	Festival,

the	price	for	this	beautiful	place	would	have	been	even	lower.
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busy	avenue,	noise	was	not	a	problem	at	all.	Alejandra,	our

host,	was	well	informed	and	offered	lots	of	tips	about	the	city

and	its	main	attractions.	Taxis	are	relatively	inexpensive	in

Buenos	Aires,	and	we	could	catch	a	ride	anytime	of	the	day

or	night	by	simply	crossing	the	street.

Calle	Zapateria	Apartment,	Pamplona,	Spain	

2	bedrooms/1	bath	

US	$152/night*	

stayed	10	nights	

		

Quaint	 Pamplona	 is	 the	 home	 of	 the	 (in)famous	 San	 Fermin

Festival,	 where	 hundreds	 of	 tourists	 gather	 every	 year	 to

participate	 in	 the	 Encierro	 (Running	 of	 the	 Bulls.)	 This	 newly

renovated	 apartment	 has	 all	 of	 its	 old	 charm	 like	 original

hardwood	 floors	 and	 antique	 doors,	 while	 featuring	 brand	 new

appliances,	 a	 really	 well	 stocked	 kitchen	 and	 comfortable	 beds.

Steph	is	lively,	energetic,	a	truly	great	hostess	who	knows	all	the

right	people	in	Pamplona	–	she	was	able	to	book	us	a	VIP	balcony
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Casa	de	Verano,	Las	Cruces,	Chile	

3	bedrooms/1	bath	

US	$75/night	

stayed	15	nights	

		

It	 is	 true	 that	 a	 rental	 car	 is	 definitely	needed	 to	 reach	 the

coast	 of	 Chile,	 but	we	 knew	we	wanted	 to	 find	 a	 quiet	 and

spacious	 place	 to	 park	 and	 be	 able	 to	 take	 side	 trips	 to	 the

vineyards	 in	 the	 Casablanca	 Valley.	 Owned	 by	 a	 Canadian

couple,	Casa	 de	 Verano	was	 the	 perfect	 place,	 located	 at	 a

small	 village	 within	 driving	 distance	 to	 Isla	 Negra	 and

Valparaiso.	The	house	 itself	was	 a	wooden	 cabin,	 on	 a	 fully

fenced	 lot,	 complete	 with	 a	 deck	 and	 pool,	 and	 a	 well-

equipped	 (albeit	 small)	 kitchen.	 The	 housekeeper,	 Juanito,

took	care	of	the	garden,	the	pool	and	even	brought	us	freshly

caught	 fish	 and	 homemade	 empanadas	 one	 afternoon.

Absolutely	 unbeatable	 charm	 and	 location	 at	 a	 ridiculous

price.

There	were	other	excellent	properties	as	 strong	 contenders	 -

in	 Dublin,	 Istanbul,	 Madrid,	 Athens,	 Amsterdam	 and

Copenhagen	 -	 but	 ultimately	 one	 or	 more	 of	 our	 criteria

wasn't	met.	Overall,	we	noticed	that	property	owners	in	South

America	have	lots	to	learn	in	regards	to	understanding	what

hosting	means	when	catering	to	a	global	crowd	-	basic	things

like	 having	 enough	 towels	 or	 chairs	 available	 to	 the	 total

number	of	guests;	read	our	article	about	what	we	think	makes

a	perfect	rental	property	for	slow	travelers	like	us.
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“Take	only	memories,	leave	only	footprints."	

–	CHIEF	SEATTLE	
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“Traveling	has	helped	us	refocus	our
energy	and	goals	on	being	more
than	having."

by	Rodrigo	de	Medeiros	

		

Our	 first	 Round	 The	World	 trip	 comes	 full	 circle	 -	 we	 are

now	 back	 in	 the	 Pacific	 Northwest.	 	 And	 a	 little	 culture

shock	is	inevitable.	

		

As	my	family	and	I	face	a	reentry	into	the	"real"	world,	I	am

reminded	of	how	important	this	trip	has	been	to	all	of	us;	we

are	stronger,	wiser	and	now	have	a	much	better	idea	of	what

we	want	our	future	to	look	like.		

		

It	is	not	possible	to	fully	quantify	the	benefits	gained	during

this	nomadic	time	abroad,	but	I	can	mention	a	few	things	we

have	 learned	 on	 the	 road	 that	 no	 corporate	 job	 or	 school

system	could	provide.	It	is	no	small	feat	to	successfully	plan

and	deploy	such	a	complex	11-month	trip	involving	5	people,

3	 continents	 and	 13	 countries.	 We	 are	 now	 officially

Professional	Creative	Troubleshooters.	Our	primary	goal	 for

this	 trip	 was	 to	 decompress	 and	 reset,	 with	 a	 secondary

objective	 being	 to	 learn	 by	 living	 with	 locals	 while

traveling.	Real	life	skills	matter	more	than	people	give	them

credit	for.	

		

Shooting	 a	 documentary	 almost	 single-handed	 meant

that	I	had	to	tap	into	my	extensive	experience	as	a	Producer

and	Director	to	fulfill	all	the	roles	commonly	associated	with

pre	 and	 post-production	 of	 films	 and	 video	 (director	 of

photography,	 DAT,	 camera,	 sound,	 editor,	 etc.)	 AND	 build

the	 story	 as	 it	 unfolded.	 I	 learned	 that	 control	 is	 a	 very

tenuous	concept	-	you	can	only	control	your	own	output,	but
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not	 the	 environment;	what	 is	 vital	 is	 to	 know	 that	 the	plan

you	 have	 so	 carefully	 crafted	 will	 always	 need

adjustments,	and	you	need	to	be	nimble	and	focused	in

the	moment	in	order	to	succeed.		

		

My	wife	Gretchen	successfully	managed	our	finances	and

allocated	budget	like	a	pro	(in	fact,	we	came	out	with	a	slight

surplus)	 -	 those	9+	years	as	a	Program	Manager	at	Microsoft

really	 paid	 off.	 She	was	 also	 in	 charge	 of	 all	 the	 logistics

involved	 -	 bookings,	 tickets,	 city	 sojourns	 and	home	 rentals.

Our	friend	and	teacher	Heather	had	to	make	sure	the	kids	got

their	scheduled	lessons	and	tasks	done	on	time	amidst	all	the

activities	 and	 experiences	 we	 embraced	 in	 each	 country.	 She

never	 lost	 her	 cool,	 even	 when	 the	 wi-fi	 connection	 didn't

cooperate	 and	 our	 daughter	 had	 a	 deadline	 to	 upload	 her

assignments.	

		

Our	 16	 year-old	 daughter	 is	 now	 an	 avid	 "vlogger",	 having

learned	 how	 to	 film,	 photograph	 and	 edit	 her	 content	 using

Adobe	Creative	Cloud.	And	she	also	added	a	fourth	language

to	 her	 repertoire	 (English,	 Portuguese,	 French	 and	 Spanish.)

Our	12	year-old	 son	 read	40	+	books	during	 the	 trip	and	has

solidified	 his	 love	 for	 soccer,	 having	 participated	 in	 two

different	camps	in	Brazil	and	Spain,	learning	how	to	navigate

the	 turbulent	waters	 of	 different	 cultural	 expectations

while	 building	 a	 stronger	 sense	 of	 respect,	 tolerance	 and

sportsmanship;	 he	 also	 mastered	 the	 ability	 to	 objectively

communicate	 his	 frustration	 and	 react	 more	 positively	 to

unsavory	situations	(just	ask	him	about	the	two	road	trips	we

did	in	Argentina	and	South	Africa.)	

		

Lastly,	traveling	has	helped	us	refocus	our	energy	and	goals	on

"being"	more	than	"having"	 -	by	gradually	debunking	a	 few

concepts	that	have	been	 ingrained	 in	our	culture,	such	as	the

myth	of	productivity,	and	the	true	meaning	of	success.
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So	 many	 extraordinary	 experiences,	 perfect	 places,

memorable	moments	comprised	our	journey.	Our	first	RTW

Reel	 is	 just	 a	 small	 fragment	 of	 those	 experiences.

Everything	 was	 shot	 handheld	 and	 in	 the	 heat	 of	 the

moment,	 completely	 unscripted.	 We	 believe	 in	 the

everlasting	 impact	 of	 stories	 -	 strong	 and	 truthful

narratives	 illustrated	 by	 beautiful,	 effective	 visuals.	 We

hope	 our	 story	 might	 inspire	 other	 people	 to	 travel	 more

and	discover	their	dormant	wanderlust.		

		

First	published	on	Aug	7,	2015	on	LinkedIn
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“For	every	traveling	family	...	there
are	thousands	more	migrating
because	they	have	no	choice”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

This	 is	 my	 fifth	 time	 returning	 home	 from	 a	 year

abroad.	 The	 first	was	 after	 being	 an	 exchange	 student	 to

Brazil	 with	 Rotary.	 The	 next	 several	 times	 I	 was	 in	 my

twenties.	 And	 yes,	 I	 experienced	 reverse	 culture-shock

and	 felt	 directionless	 and	 went	 through	 many	 other

emotions	 as	 I	 reintegrated	 home.	 And	 I’m	 feeling	 those

things	 again.	 And	 so	 is	 my	 husband.	 And	 my	 kids.	 And

Heather.	 And	 I	 could	write	 about	 all	 of	 that,	 but	Michael

Huxley	 nailed	 it	 in	 his	 article	 last	 December	 (2014):	 It

Really	is	a	Lonely	Planet.	

		

This	 year’s	 re-entry	 is	 different.	 I’m	 older.	 I	 own	 property

and	 must	 feed,	 clothe	 and	 care	 for	 two	 teens	 and	 a	 dog.

Figuring	out	what	to	do	next	is	not	just	about	me.	Register

for	school?	Check.	Buy	insurance?	Check.	Pay	taxes?	Polish

resume?	Unpack	storage?	Check,	check	and	check.	And	yet,

while	 I’m	 unpacking	 the	 umpteenth	 box,	 gratitude

overwhelms	 me.	 I	 am	 thankful	 for	 the	 opportunity	 to

travel	 of	 our	 own	 free	 will,	 under	 our	 own	 auspices,	 with

carefully	laid-out	plans	and	1st	world	safety	nets.	

		

Because	what	strikes	me	as	I	hear	the	news	from	Hungary,

Turkey,	 Greece,	 and	 Syria	 is	 that	 for	 every	 traveling

family	 seeking	 education	 or	 adventure,	 there	 are

thousands	 more	 migrating	 because	 they	 have	 no

choice.	 Their	 months,	 even	 years,	 on	 the	 road	 probably

aren’t	 filled	 with	 funny	 anecdotes	 about	 that	 time	 they

forgot	 to	 get	 a	 visa;	 many	 can’t	 get	 visas.	 They	 probably
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aren’t	 wishing	 they’d	 bought	 a	 roomier	 REI	 backpack;

many	 have	 left	 all	 their	 possessions	 behind.	 They

probably	aren’t	worried	about	whether	 their	next	Airbnb

has	 air-conditioning;	 they’re	 relying	 on	 NGOs,	 foreign

governments,	 and	 the	 kindness	 of	 strangers	 for	 basic

shelter.	

		

People	have	told	Rodrigo	and	me	that	they	admire	us	for

what	 we’ve	 done.	 I’m	 happy	 to	 be	 an	 inspiration	 to

others,	but	I’m	humbled	by	the	refugee	and	migrant

families	 who	 are	 traveling	 without	 choice.	 I	 was

stunned	 by	 the	 BBC’s	 story	 of	 Hamza,	 a	 Syrian	woman

who	 has	 been	 on	 the	 road	 for	 four	 years,	 trying	 to	 get

her	 children	 to	 freedom.	 I	 listened	 to	 her	 tearfully

insist	 that	she’d	push	her	kids	through	a	border	without

her,	 because	 their	 safety	 is	 more	 important	 than	 the

family	 staying	 together.	 She	 is	 fiercely	 determined	 to

overcome	the	most	terrible	circumstances.	

		

Overwhelmed	 with	 sympathy,	 I	 clicked	 off	 the	 radio,

knowing	 that	 my	 family’s	 travels	 are	 nothing

compared	 to	 hers.	 We	 chose	 this.	 We	 saved	 for	 three

years.	 We	 planned	 for	 18	 months.	 We	 made	 decisions

every	day	that	prioritized	our	travel	goals	over	almost	all

others.	We	chose	to	leave	things	behind,	and	we	chose	to

come	home.	

		

My	family	finds	joy	in	sharing	our	stories	and	advice	with

others.	 But	 we	 also	 carry	 the	 burden	 of	 privilege.	 We

recognize	that	most	long-term	travelers	were	lucky	to	be

born	in	countries	free	from	the	hardship	and	strife

that	 forces	 others	 out	 of	 their	 homes.	 The	 traveling

community	should	be	grateful	for	that.	We	should	have

empathy	 for	 those	 who	 wish	 they’d	 never	 had	 to

leave	at	all.
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And	 so,	 a	 call	 to	 action	 to	 travelers-by-choice,	 fans,

followers,	 friends	 and	 colleagues:	Consider	how	you	 can

help	 these	 reluctant	 travelers,	 the	migrants,	 refugees	 and

displaced	 persons.	 Will	 you	 strive	 for	 deeper	 knowledge

about	the	circumstances	and	situations	they’re	leaving?	Will

you	 make	 a	 donation,	 or	 volunteer	 in	 a	 shelter?	 Will	 you

hand	out	water	and	blankets	at	a	train	station?	Or	will	you

contact	 your	 political	 representative,	 urging	 resources,

action,	and	asylum?	Big	 or	 small,	 do	 something.	As	world

travelers	who	know	that	we	can	always	return	home,

we	owe	it	to	those	who	cannot.
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“Youth	Hostels	can	be	a	great
choice	for	families:	here's	why”	

by	Gretchen	Richter	de	Medeiros	

		

Every	 long-term	 traveler	 we've	 met	 or	 follow	 thinks
differently	 about	 how	 they	 spend	 their	 hard-earned	 travel-

funds.	Some	want	 to	 eat	 at	 fancy	 restaurants,	 but	will	 skip

hiring	 a	 guide	 to	 show	 them	 the	 city.	Others	will	 stay	 in	 a

premier	hotel,	but	won't	buy	souvenirs.	Many	have	different

financial	priorities	during	different	parts	of	their	trips.	

		

Lodging	can	be	one	of	the	most	expensive	parts	of	a	long-term

trip,	but	we've	read	about	people	who	spend	hardly	anything

in	 this	 category;	 they	house-sit,	 couch-surf,	 and	 trade-work-

for-lodging.	 For	 our	 family	 of	 five	 we	 rarely	 scrimped	 here,

but	we	also	 couldn't	 afford	hotels.	Our	priorities	 of	 comfort,

safety,	 location	 and	 cost	 often	 landed	 us	 in	 short-term

rentals.	Occasionally	we	 opted	 for	 Inns	 or	B&Bs,	 and	a	 few

times,	Youth	Hostels.	

		

Youth	Hostels?	Really?	With	family?	

		

Yes.	Youth	Hostels.	For	a	family.	Here's	why:	

		

First,	 most	 hostels	 are	 now	 open	 to	 people	 of	 all	 ages.

Travelers	 no	 longer	 have	 to	 carry	 a	 membership	 card	 and

prove	 that	 they're	 under	 26.	 Staying	 at	 hostels	 gave	 us	 the

opportunity	 to	 connect	 with	 other	 international	 travelers,

from	 the	 22-year-old	 solo	 backpacker	 and	 college	 groups,	 to

other	 budget-conscious	 families	 and	 spry	 senior	 citizen

couples.	 And	 if	 you're	 not	 thrilled	 about	 sleeping	 with

strangers	 in	 a	military-esque	 dorm	with	metal-framed	 beds

and	 footlockers,	 you	 should	 know	 that	 many	 hostels	 offer
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private	 rooms.	 Some	 even	 have	 family-suites	 complete	 with

private	bathrooms	and	kitchenettes.	

		

Second,	 Youth	 Hostels	 are	 fun!	 They	 still	 have	 that	 hip

boarding	 house	 aura	 and	 host	 international	 guests	 from	 all

walks	 of	 life.	 	 Many	 arrange	 group	 outings,	 sponsor	 social

hours	 in	 the	 public	 spaces	 of	 the	 hostel,	 and	 have	 friendly,

chatty	staff.	Even	in	the	age	of	internet	and	cell-phone,	colorful

bulletin	 boards	 display	 announcements	 for	 activities	 and

shout-outs	to	friends	on	the	road.	Outgoing	hostel-stayers	will

always	be	able	to	find	something	to	do,	and	usually	someone	to

do	it	with,	even	during	low	season.	

		

Third,	 the	savings	go	beyond	 the	 cost	of	a	night's	 stay.	Many

hostels	offer	discounted	tickets	to	events	and	sights,	hand	out

coupons	for	restaurants,	and	provide	city	maps.	They	also	have

free	 or	 low-cost	 services	 like	 wi-fi,	 laundry	 and	 airport-

transfer.	 We	 gratefully	 paid	 $6.00	 in	 Argentina	 for	 a	 week's

worth	 of	 5	 people's	 dirty	 laundry	 which	 came	 back	 neatly

folded	in	just	24	hours.	Our	hostel	in	Prague	offered	free	(and

delicious!)	 espresso	 each	 time	 we	 passed	 the	 reception	 desk,

and	for	the	kids,	they'd	whip	up	a	cup	of	hot	chocolate.	We	also

used	their	printer	and	borrowed	guide	books.	I	haven't	done	all

the	math,	but	I	know	these	services	helped	our	budget.	

		

Finally,	 many	 Youth	 Hostels	 are	 conveniently	 located	 in	 a

city's	 center.	 In	 both	 Athens	 and	 Prague,	 we	 could	 walk	 to

most	 of	 the	 must-see	 sights	 on	 our	 itinerary,	 or	 take	 short,

cheap	 trips	 on	 public	 transportation.	We	 loved	 being	 able	 to

come	"home"	after	a	morning	of	touring,	rest,	and	then	go	out

on	 the	 town	again.	There	were	grocery	 stores	 located	nearby,

and	 we	 could	 use	 the	 Hostels'	 kitchenettes	 to	 make	 simple

breakfasts	of	eggs	and	toast	or	yogurt	and	fruit.	

		

All	 of	 that	 being	 said,	 there	 downsides	 to	 staying	 in	 Youth
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Hostels.	For	us,	smoking	was	an	issue.	In	Athens,	despite

many	 signs	prohibiting	 it,	 guests	 smoked	 throughout	 the

building.	 Our	 son	 has	 asthma,	 and	 all	 of	 us	 are	 highly

sensitive	 to	 smoke,	 so	 this	 made	 our	 two-night-stay

unpleasant.	

		

Another	 problem	 is	 that	 hostels	 can	 only	 be	 as	 good	 as

their	 guests.	 Our	 last	 two	 days	 in	 Prague	 landed	 on	 a

weekend,	 and	 our	 hostel	 hosted	 guests	 celebrating	 Hen

and	 Stag	 parties.	 Rowdy	 noise	 began	 Friday	 night	 and

didn't	 end	 until	 about	 Sunday	 morning.	 Luckily,	 we’d

come	prepared	with	earplugs	and	were	staying	in	a	private

room	far	from	the	fray.	

		

And	lastly,	some	Youth	Hostels	aren't	bargain-priced.	We

hunted	for	a	family-room	in	central	Amsterdam,	reaching

out	 to	 several	 different	 hostels.	 There	was	 only	 one	with

space	 for	 our	 family,	 and	 it	would	 cost	 almost	 $1,700	 for

one	room	for	one	week.	Conversely,	the	Airbnb	apartment

we	 found	 was	 just	 $1,800,	 had	 three	 bedrooms,	 two

bathrooms,	 a	 fully-stocked	 kitchen,	 and	 overlooked	 a

charming	canal.	Clearly	we	opted	for	the	apartment.	

While	we	didn't	stay	in	Youth	Hostels	that	often,	we	were

mostly	 happy	 with	 our	 experiences	 when	 we	 did.	 If	 we

were	to	travel	RTW	as	a	family	again,	we	would	consider

hostels	as	an	option	in	cities	where	we	want	to	be	right	in

the	city	center.

	300	



“Traveling	has	turned	me	into	a
strong	visual	storyteller.”	

by	Rodrigo	DeMedeiros	

		

When	I	returned	to	the	Pacific	Northwest	from	our	RTW	trip,

I	had	three	major	concerns:	

		

1.	How	are	my	kids	going	to	adapt	to	their	new	circumstances,

after	being	away	for	11	months?	

2.	 Would	 I	 be	 able	 to	 re-enter	 the	 highly	 competitive	 job

market	 in	 Seattle	 and	 still	 have	 the	 necessary	 "edge"	 to

continue	the	work	I'd	like	to	do?	

3.	Will	I	be	able	to	incorporate	more	travel	into	my	work?	

		

Two	years	 later,	 I	 finally	 feel	 like	 I	have	positive	answers	 to

all	three	questions.	

		

My	kids	are	now	18	and	14	 respectively	 -	 Isabella	graduated

High	 School	 with	 the	 highest	 honors,	 and	 attends	 the

University	 of	 Willamette	 in	 Salem,	 OR,	 in	 the	 Fall;	 Marco

graduated	 from	 Middle	 School	 and	 attends	 Mount	 Si	 High

School.	 	 Although	 they've	 had	 challenges	 re-entering,	 the

transformative	effects	of	our	extensive	travels	are	very

palpable	 in	 every	 aspect	 of	 their	 lives.	 Isabella's

perception	of	challenges	and	social	interactions	is	deliberately

acute	and	seems	to	be	reflected	in	all	of	her	life	decisions.	And

although	 Marco	 is	 a	 more	 introspective	 person,	 we	 have

noticed	 significant	 changes	 in	 his	 view	 of	 the	 world:	 he	 has

become	very	aware	of	the	fact	that	such	a	trip	is	indeed	a	once

in	a	 lifetime	opportunity,	his	universe	has	expanded,	he	now

understands	 that	 his	 interactions	 within	 the	 "system"	 (be	 it

society	 or	 institutions)	 don't	 necessarily	 mean	 "compliance",

and	 he	 constantly	 speaks	 of	 going	 abroad	 to	 explore	 new
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places	 and	 cultures	 as	 a	 natural	 and	 necessary	 possibility.

They	both	know	why	their	parents	made	this	unusual

bold	 move	 to	 instigate	 a	 "reset"	 in	 their	 lives.	 I	 am

certain	 those	 effects	will	 continue	 to	 be	present	 in	 them	 for

years	to	come.	

		

The	answer	to	the	other	two	questions	is	that	traveling	has

turned	me	into	a	strong	visual	storyteller.	And	 it	came

just	a	week	after	our	return,	when	I	got	my	first	assignment

from	 the	 ad	 agency	where	 I	worked	 very	 hard	 for	 almost	 4

years	 (and	 was	 able	 during	 that	 time	 to	 travel	 on

assignments	 abroad	 for	 the	 first	 time.)	 I	 was	 hired	 to

photograph	for	a	big	client	during	a	product	launch	event

in	 NY.	 It	 involved	 shots	 of	 various	 products	 being	 used	 by

famous	professional	 athletes,	who	were	all	 under	 very	 tight

schedules.	 The	 opportunity	 to	 travel	 again	 was	 delightful.

But	 I	was	 petrified,	 and	 still	 very	much	 shaken	 from

the	re-entry.	 I	had	numerous	doubts	about	my	 future	as	a

capable	professional,	and	as	a	middle-aged	human.	I	trusted

that	my	 eye	 for	 new	 things	 and	 situations	would	 definitely

play	an	important	part	in	the	outcome	of	the	assignment,	but

I	 couldn't	 quite	 come	 to	 terms	 with	 what	 I	 considered	 a

"hyper	 self-awareness"	 in	 regards	 to	 my	 capabilities.	 One

thing	 is	 photographing	 to	 fulfill	 a	 personal	 desire,	 and

document	a	self-discovery	journey;	another	is	to	shoot	to	spec,

set	specific	milestones	while	remaining	adaptable	in	order	to

manage	 all	 the	 risks	 involved,	 including	 client	 and	 agency

expectations.	

		

The	experience	was	amazing.	I	reconnected	with	two	former

co-workers	who	I	always	considered	friends	and	allies	during

my	tenure	at	the	agency,	and	their	trust	and	honest	liking	of

me	played	a	crucial	part	 in	 the	success	of	 the	trip.	 I	 felt	 re-

energized	and	decided	 that	assignments	 like	 that	should

become	my	goal	moving	forward.
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It	also	made	me	realize	that	the	experience	I	had	just	come	out

of	 had	 made	 me	 somehow	 unique.	 I	 never	 honestly	 think

about	competition.	 I	honestly	believe	 in	the	natural	results

of	hard	work,	 commitment,	 and	ethics,	 and	 those	will	 always

be	the	driving	forces	to	any	work	I	do.	I	like	to	think	that	my

values	are	reflected	 in	 the	quality	I	 instill	 in	everything	I	do,

and	that	my	work	is	a	reflection	of	that	-	it	speaks	for	itself,	as

everyone	 commonly	 says.	 So	 now	 it	 was	 a	 matter	 of	 how	 I

would	be	able	to	incorporate	more	travel	into	my	life,	and

choose	 assignments	 that	 had	 more	 meaning,	 more	 purpose,

and	 that	 continued	 to	 fulfill	 my	 constant	 hunger	 for	 new

experiences.	

		

Then	I	got	a	call	 from	a	 friend	and	he	offered	me	a	 job	doing

exactly	that.	Our	plan	was	to	expand	the	kind	of	video	and

photography	work	that	his	 	 small	production	company

had	been	doing,	into	new	markets,	while	aiming	to	bring	in

more	revenue.	They	needed	a	guy	like	me,	and	I	needed	exactly

that	 kind	 of	 work.	 	 I	 had	 met	 them	 during	 some	 crazy	 big

project	I	produced	and	directed	at	my	former	agency,	and	they

didn't	 disappoint	 -	 high	 quality	 post	 production,	 remarkable

work	 ethics,	 and	 faster	 than	 any	 other	 contractor	 I	 had	 ever

worked	 with	 during	 my	 entire	 career.	 To	 make	 things	 even

better,	the	 job	was	100%	remote	and	flexible;	we	did	pre-

production	and	post	 completely	 off	 site!	 It	may	 seem	 risky	 to

some	businesses,	but	to	be	honest	our	levels	of	productivity

and	effectiveness	are	pretty	high,	not	to	mention	the	lack

of	stress	(specially	being	able	to	avoid	Seattle's	horrible	traffic),

and	 very	 low	 overhead.	 We	 still	 have	 schedules,	 tasks,

milestones,	goals,	and	serious	coordinating	efforts,	but	we	are

able	 to	 do	 all	 that	without	 the	 usual	 "face	 value"	 approach	 -

and	that	makes	us	more	positive,	and	reduces	randomization.

It's	 also	great	 for	 the	planet,	 and	 the	 sooner	more	 companies

start	to	embrace	a	more	flexible	operational	model,	the	better

off	we	are	all	going	to	be.
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My	first	assignment	was	to	travel	to	2	locations	in	the

US	(LA	and	Atlanta)	and	3	countries	 in	Europe	(UK,

Ireland,	 and	 Denmark)	 to	 produce	 and	 direct	 some

videos	 for	 Microsoft.	 I	 went	 back	 to	 Dublin	 and

Copenhagen,	two	of	my	favorite	cities	in	Europe,	and	places

I	was	already	very	familiar	with	-	it	didn't	feel	like	work.	I

consider	 those	 videos	 a	 milestone	 in	 my	 career.	 They

represent	 very	 well	 that	 perfect	 starting	 point,	 a

culmination	 of	 all	 the	 best	 elements	 I	 always	 aspired	 to

have	 present	 in	my	work	 (flexible	working	 schedule,	more

traveling,	purposeful	assignments	for	cool	clients,	no	usual

office	 BS,	 competitive	 pay);	 and	 they	 made	 me	 regain

confidence	that	despite	all	odds,	uncertainties,	fears,

and	 risks,	 I	 have	 options.	 And	 I	 know	 now	 that

opportunities	 can	 be	 created	 if	 you	 are	 aware	 of	 your

surroundings,	and	if	you	position	all	that	you	think	you	can

offer	 as	 an	 advantage.	 I	 put	my	 fears	 to	 rest	 one	 job	 at	 a

time,	knowing	that	if	I	don't	grab	that	opportunity,	someone

else	will.		

Since	 then	 I	 have	 traveled	 numerous	 times	 domestically

and	 abroad	 -	 our	 latest	 creative	 effort	 took	 me	 to

Amsterdam,	 London,	 Singapore,	 Sao	 Paulo,	 Brasilia,

Hyderabad,	Tel-Aviv,	and	Sydney.	Every	new	job	reassures

me	that	this	is	exactly	where	I	should	be,	and	what	I	should

be	doing.	And	it	always	brings	me	back	to	our	life	changing

RTW	trip,	when	I	learned	to	embrace	change	and	challenges

with	 an	 open	 mind,	 and	 to	 view	 the	 world	 as	 a	 series	 of

doors	to	infinite	possibilities.	I	 feel	 like	I	am	living	proof

that	traveling	is	not	only	liberating,	it	is	vital	to	our

development	 as	 compassionate,	 respectful,	 and

resourceful	 human	 beings.	 And	 If	 that	 is	 not	 an

ultimate	life	goal,	I	don't	know	what	else	is.
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*This	article	was	originally	published	in	425	Magazine	in	2015.
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*This	article	was	originally	published	in	425	Magazine	in	2015.
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VISIT
learnlivetravel.com	

for	additional	content:	videos,	images,	links,	and	our	blog.
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5	PEOPLE.	3	CONTINENTS.	11	MONTHS.

THE	RICHTER	DE	MEDEIROS	FAMILY
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ROUND	THE	WORLD	IN	11	MONTHS.

In	 2011	 we	 took	 a	 6-week	 family	 trip	 through	 Brazil	 that

sparked	the	idea	to	take	a	year	off	to	travel	the	world.	Coming

home	from	that	trip	we	started	chatting	about	how	fun	it	would

be	to	travel	more	often,	and	for	longer	stretches	of	time.	

WE	LEFT	SEATTLE	ON	SEPTEMBER	22,	2014.
		

Our	 RTW	 plan	 was	 an	 11-month	 loop	 across	 3	 continents:

South	 America	 (Peru,	 Chile,	 Argentina	 and	 Brazil),	 Africa

(South	 Africa),	 Europe	 (Greece,	 Czech	 Republic,	 Denmark,

Ireland,	 Scotland,	 Spain,	 France,	 The	 Netherlands)	 and	 the

only	country	we	visited	that	spreads	across	Europe	and	a	slice

of	Asia	(Turkey.)*		We	wanted	to	go	places	and	stay	for	a	while,

taking	 the	 time	 to	get	 to	know	how	 local	 living	 feels	 like.	We

road-schooled	the	kids	with	the	help	of	our	good	friend	Heather

Holmes,	who	joined	us	for	the	whole	duration	of	the	journey,	as

a	tutor	and	curriculum	expert.	

		

This	 book	 chronicles	 our	 adventures	 and	 represents	 our

mindset,	 reflections,	 and	 reactions	 to	 the	 transformative	 and

everlasting	effects	the	trip	had	on	us.	

*	Visit	learnlivetravel.com	for	additional	content.

"This	family	shows	us	true	inspiration	to	live	life	
to	the	fullest	and	savor	precious	time."

LISA	PATTERSON,	Editor-in-chief,	425	Magazine


