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Preface

I have written this book as a mature woman in her late forties, who is 
still young at heart. The story is about my personal experiences while 
travelling alone around the world on holiday to Greece, England, 
New York and San Francisco. 

My home is situated in the CBD of  Adelaide in the same street 
as a popular youth hostel. Each day I am confronted with healthy 
looking travellers from all over the world, several of  them alone. I 
have read the excitement of  life in their faces, which prompted me to 
pursue my dream of  travel.

I wish to thank my friends who were interested enough to hear 
every detail about my travels. They prompted me to write this book, 
which was written from my diary that kept me company while on my 
travels. 

I dedicate this book to all people who have dreams and ambitions 
to fulfil. Also to every woman who has travelled, or wish to travel, 
alone.

Follow your dreams, whatever they may be.
Follow your dreams and they will come to thee.
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GREECE

January 1989 – Friday
Good morning Greece!!!
It is 5.30am and I have arrived in Greece at last. I went through 

customs and headed toward an official at the airport. Upon request, 
he provided me with the address of  a reasonably priced hotel.

But let us start at the beginning.
Travel has been a desire of  mine for several years. I have travelled 

around most of  the countries and islands that are in contact with the 
Pacific Ocean, Indonesia, the West coast of  America and Northern 
China. I have always had a dream of  travelling to Greece, Britain 
and New York, Greece in particular.
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After checking with a travel agent, I found that a flight around 
the world was more economical than a return ticket to Greece. What 
would have become several holidays, I was now able to roll into 
one.

I have not travelled alone previously. I realised that if  I waited for 
someone to join me while visiting these countries, my dreams may 
never have become reality. Impulsively I purchased an airline ticket 
only, and the accommodation, meals etc, was to be left up to me. As I 
was travelling off-season, I did not think this would be a problem. 

Thursday January 5th
I woke up at the usual time, 7am, and the morning went calmly 

for me. I dropped off  my eleven-year-old apricot poodle, Babette at 
a friend’s house, along with her toys, food etc, without any distress 
on my part.

Friends accompanied me to the airport, where each piece of  
luggage was being meticulously searched, due to a recent airline 
disaster. A bomb had been planted, and exploded, on an airliner over 
Scotland. A Norwegian chap about twenty-five years old, who looked 
like a young Omar Sharif, chatted to us while waiting to board the 
plane. During this time I was most uncomfortable, due to a pain in 
the right hip area. It caused me concern, as the reason for the pain 
was new and unknown.

After boarding the plane, I discovered Omar was sitting in the seat 
behind me. We both had three seats each, which allowed plenty of  
room for relaxing. He was an oil rigger, who worked for nine months, 
and had three months holiday each year. He used this time to travel 
around the world. His constant companion was an expensive bottle 
of  Cognac. At home he left behind a red Porsche 911 convertible 
with full white interior. He also practiced Yoga, an exercise I indulge 
in, so we had something in common to discuss. I had a small nap 
prior to a fish lunch. Then painted my nails and had another short 
nap. The time passed very quickly.

We arrived at Changi Airport in Singapore at 6.30pm, but my 
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flight to Athens was not leaving until 10.30pm. I said goodbye to 
my first travel friend and I was left alone to explore all the duty free 
shops. Browsed the shops for a Mercedes key ring, but to no avail. 
I felt relaxed and good. I drank a cup of  coffee to fill in time, and 
then at about 9.30pm decided to have a beer at the bar, as Australian 
currency was acceptable. While having a beer I passed the time 
talking to an Englishman, who manufactured air conditioners on a 
nearby island. 

It was a long four hours, and wished I had a phone to enable me 
to chat to a friend, as I was becoming very bored. This was not a 
good sign as I have only just left Adelaide! How will I cope over five 
weeks? My flight continues on through to Paris, and I can see and 
hear a lot of  French people ready for the flight, not one Greek.

The plane finally left Singapore at 11.45pm, the flight being held 
up due to increased safety checks. On the aircraft my new travel 
companion was a Korean lady, who lives in Athens, and has to travel 
to Singapore to renew her visa every three months. This allows her 
to live in Greece.

It is an eleven-hour flight to Athens. A few Greek people have 
boarded the plane, thought not many for a plane whose destination is 
Athens. Had a restful sleep with the aid of  an air cushion neckpiece, 
which is a must for travelling long trips. After approximately twenty-
two hours, of  sitting and sleeping, I am looking forward to some 
action. 

The time is 2am in Greece; the plane will be arriving about 
5.30am. Have been lucky with both planes not being entirely full. I 
have not felt any discomfort with the flight, nor have I had pressure 
on my ears, and my legs do not feel like they have been cramped. 
The pain in my side is still a problem, though it has not created any 
anxiety.

Back to my arrival in Greece.
The hotel recommended to me by the airport official, whom I 

approached, was the Nefeli. He told me that it is a C class hotel, 
which was reasonably priced and centrally located. I had been warned 
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about the taxi drivers in Greece, and was told I should catch a bus 
to Athens. Though after such a long trip, and having the address in 
hand, I decided to go with the taxi driver that approached me. I had 
purchased drachmas in Adelaide, prior to departure, so had a way 
of  payment. 

I showed the driver the address of  the hotel and he inquired if  I 
intended going on any scenic trips. Of  course my answer was, “Yes.” 
As we started driving towards Athens, he decided that it would be 

a nice day to go to Delphi, and have lunch in the mountains. He 
said it was also the day the cross was to be thrown into the sea. I 
told him I wanted to go to the hotel only, so he immediately turned 
the taxi around and took me back to the airport, to the correct bus. 
Stupidly, I offered him some money. He replied that he did not have 
any change, and pocketed the lot.

I boarded the bus, and as the person taking my luggage spoke 
English, I told him the story. He told me that a policeman, who was 
travelling on the bus, and didn’t speak English, would help me. They 
also advised me to report the taxi driver, as I had taken his registration 
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number. I decided that this was not a good idea; after all he had the 
address of  my hotel. The bus fare was only 100dr to Athens and I felt 
contented to be on my way. 100dr is equivalent to one dollar.

At the final bus destination, the policeman who was a very good 
looking young man of  about twenty-five, then also hopped into a taxi 
with me. I assumed he must have lived nearby.

We arrived at the hotel, which was a very pleasant surprise, so 
clean and spacious. The young policeman spoke to the owner and I 
assumed he told him about the taxi driver. The policeman then took 
my key from the proprietor, who immediately asked me if  this was 
OK. I told him I didn’t know the custom, “Could you advise me?” 
I asked. He shrugged his shoulders; he was not prepared to give me 
any advice.

The policeman then took my luggage to my room. Keeping in 
mind this Greek did not speak English. He put down my luggage and 
sat on the bed. It was then I realised my situation. Yet at no time did 
I feel frightened or threatened.

“Oxi!!” (No!!) With my thumb pointed toward the door, this 
action was repeated several times, and soon realised that this was 
not enough to discourage him. At this point of  time he was trying to 
encourage me into a full embrace, so I dived for my English/Greek 
phase book and looked for the appropriate words.

Which reminds me, I must write to the publisher, as not one 
section refers to this type of  situation! There are no references to 
sex. The closest word I could find in the book to explain to him was 
‘child’, and whether he took it to mean that he was a child, or that I 
would get a child, I will never know.

He left with his wounded ego. I went to the desk and explained 
my introduction to Greece to the owner of  the hotel, whose name 
was John. I asked him, “Who would you report a policeman to?” He 
shrugged his shoulders and said, “First he is a man!” 

He also told me not to worry too much. Sex is one thing, but 
some playboys will take all your money. He then proceeded to tell me 
about some of  the routines that are given to both male and female 
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tourists. This information was given to assist me to avoid any further 
unpleasantness.

I went back to my room. Showered and changed, I started to feel 
great. The hotel was right near the Plaka (a tourist shopping area), 
and the Acropolis, which could be seen from my hotel window. It was 
an easy walk away. I decided to go out and stretch my legs, as my side 
seemed to be worse, due to the length of  time sitting in the plane.

A Greek male friend from Adelaide told me I would be in trouble 
with the men in Greece, this I laughed at and did not believe. All 
the while during the morning’s activities, I had him on my shoulder 
saying, “I told you so.” Think it must be my blonde hair. Two attempts 
by 8.30am? For my body? Or for my money?
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The temperature was only four degrees on arrival, so the air was 
cold and crisp. The day was also turning out to be warm and sunny 
for the beginning of  January. While walking down a lane towards the 
Acropolis, I was approached by a derelict old man, who proceeded 
to grab at his crutch, and he told me he was “Good!” By this time I 
could only smirk, which had a better reaction to the situation than 
Oxi! He crept away without a word.

The Acropolis is beautifully situated, on top of  a hill, overlooking 
the city of  Athens. The museum was most enlightening to a visitor 
without any Greek background. I eventually made my way back 

down a winding path after having a refreshing orange juice. I found 
myself  wandering through the flea market, and finally sat down in the 
square in front of  a Cathedral. I was fully at peace with the world.

The next thing I was aware of  was a handkerchief  being wiped 
over my top lip, with a soft deep voice in perfect English with a strong 
French accent saying, “You had the egg for breakfast.” Of  course it 
was the orange juice. His name was George.

He proceeded to tell me he worked on a tourist luxury yacht. 
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George also spoke perfect French. He was a ship’s pilot by trade, but 
enjoyed the life more on a yacht. He was tall with light brown eyes 
that were direct. George was a good-looking Northern Greek and he 
volunteered to show me around Athens.

As I already had two unusual experiences I spelt out the conditions 
of  our relationship, which was, each to pay their own way. Also I 
intended returning early, approximately 5pm to the hotel, due to 
having arrived in Athens very early. He agreed, and together set off  
to see the sights.

The weather was lovely as we walked through the Royal Park, sat 
on the grass, ate pretzels and chatted some more. He is divorced, and 
has a seven-year-old son, whom he loves dearly. I also assume that 
George is a gambleaholic, and says his friends would be astounded 
to see him now, as the races were on today and he never misses them. 
We also saw the changing of  the guards and the new magnificent 
white marble Olympic stadium. On our return we stopped and had 
popcorn and cakes.

I had a wonderful day, and as I had only arrived that morning, 
I was back at the hotel at 5pm as agreed. George said I would have 
to eat, so he would pick me up at 8pm for dinner, after I had three 
hours rest. He suggested I meet him on the corner, I told him he 
must come to the foyer of  the hotel. He laughed and told me that I 
organised this for my own protection, which was true. George knew 
of  a taverna just around the corner from the hotel.

I have made him sound a little too good to be true. George is 
about a stone or so overweight (on his own admission). During the 
day he made several suggestions, such as, “Do you like hairy chests?” 
as he sat there with his hair spilling over the top of  his part buttoned 
shirt. My reply, “No ... I really do not think it would suit me.” He 
also made a comment on my skin: “It’s like a sixteen year old’s.” 
My answer, “Fourteen?” “No definitely sixteen!” Knowing he was 
referring to the legal sexual age.

George had an extremely good sense of  humour. We had a lot of  
laughs and he complimented me often. He also wanted to hear my 
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description of  my perfect male. It made me think, as it was a hard 
question to answer; I guess I do not have any ideal person fitting that 
image. He often referred to me as an old woman, and I retaliated by 
referring to him as fat. This was all said in good humour.

Eight o’clock came along too quickly. George was waiting for me in 
the foyer; we went directly to the taverna. It was situated just around 
the corner and down into a basement, the entrance to it was hidden 
without any advertisements. Inside was a transformation; the walls 
were all completely covered with painted murals depicting scenes of  
Athens. The taverna was very busy and had a fantastic atmosphere. 
The prices were cheap and the food excellent.

While eating our meal, we proceeded to organise my time in 
Greece. George’s advice was a bus tour to Delphi in the mountains, 
a day cruise around the nearby islands Hydra etc. and a few days in 
Hania, a small old village on the isle of  Crete. He also suggested a 
heat plaster from a chemist for the pain in my side. After the meal 
we walked down to a position where one could see the Acropolis at 
night. The evening was lovely, showing the Acropolis in a glow of  soft 
lights. We stopped for a drink in the square, and as I felt chilly, George 
gave me his coat, leaving himself  in only shirtsleeves. A leisurely walk 
found us back in the hotel just after ten.

It was the most remarkable day. If  I had been given a wish, I could 
not have wished for more. George had the manners of  a gentleman, 
with a marvellous sense of  humour. It was a dream come true. He 
was such good company, and typically European in his manner of  
giving compliments, that were freely made. I felt very special.

Thinking about him, I thought I would have to make a decision 
when we met tomorrow at four. Would I have him as a holiday lover, 
or keep him as a special friend for life? I fell that I cannot have both. 
He is only thirty-three. He also has a photographic memory, which 
gave him his intelligence. His sense of  humour was his greatest asset. 
George is a Leo, which is also my star sign, and he also has a lot of  
pride.
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Saturday
Waking up at 7am after a great night’s sleep, had breakfast in the 

hotel, and was on my way by ten. John gave me a warning about 
George and said, “Be careful.” John had recognised George as a 
typical playboy, while he was waiting for me in the lobby last night. 
My side was giving me a lot of  pain, so I decided to purchase the heat 
plaster that George suggested. 

Firstly I booked a day cruise for the islands, Hydra etc. which was 
leaving tomorrow, for 3,600dr. The booklets showed 4,500dr. Again 
George was a blessing to have met, as he told me the tour prices are 
negotiable. I walked, and walked, all over Athens to find a chemist. 
It was Saturday afternoon, and most of  the shops were closed. After 
an hour, I found a chemist that was open, where I purchased the heat 
plaster and some painkillers. 

I came back to the hotel through the street stalls that were 
established along the pavements. On my return I purchased a gold 
evil eye (Greek charm) for 500dr, and was amazed to see how cheap 
the gold was in Athens.

I arrived back at the hotel about three, as George had arranged to 
pick me up at 4pm. My legs know they have walked Athens yesterday, 
and I am grateful for my jogging experiences that have kept me in 
shape. George does not drink or smoke and told me he loves to Greek 
dance, so I hope to have this experience before I leave. 

5.30pm: Waited ... guess it is the same as home; you do have to 
sleep with them. He has not turned up and I am so disappointed. It 
is now starting to get dark, so I will not go anywhere too far on my 
own. The first day really was too good to be true.

I arrived back at the hotel at 7pm after strolling along the Plaka, 
looking for somewhere to eat, and being Saturday night, all the 
restaurants were booked out. Purchased some playing cards, and two 
more evil eyes from Demetris, a jeweller, who invited me to go for a 
drink. He would again be in his early thirties, and the opposite of  
George. Demetris could get to Australia on his own oil slick. He is 
going to ring me tomorrow at 8pm when I return from the islands. 
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Rejection now overlooked with George, ego in tact. For dinner 
I are my reserves of  biscuits and chocolates that I bought with me 
from Australia for these types of  occasions. 7.30pm George rang, he 
explained that he left a message with the desk at 11.30am because he 
had to work late, and could not meet me. He was annoyed that I did 
not get the message. He has a fever (because he loaned me his coat) 
and will see me tomorrow night after the cruise. What a tangled web 
we weave.
Sunday

I arose at 6am, had breakfast and walked to the bus stop where 
I was to connect with the tour bus for the cruise. On the way a 
very drunk young Greek lad, who obviously had social problems, 
confronted me. The bus pick up locality was not clear, as it named a 
long street in which to wait, so in an effort to avoid the drunk, I spoke 
to another bus driver for advice. The bus driver could not assist me. 
The drunk removed my beret, and he was becoming a nuisance. I 
was relieved when the bus finally came, and entered it, hoping that I 
would be able to speak to someone in English.

Ken, a schoolteacher was in the front of  the bus, and after inquiring 
if  anyone spoke English, he said he did, and offered me a seat next to 
him. It was a relief  to communicate without the use of  sign language. 
In our discussion, I found that Ken practices Yoga, and was also 
travelling alone, while a male friend of  his was remaining in Turkey. 
I felt comfortable immediately.

On the ferry, we met up with Chandra and John, a couple from 
Sydney, also Scott and his wife from Melbourne. We had a lovely 
time exchanging experiences.

I told them the tour prices are negotiable. They were surprised 
and pleased to find it out, they had paid the full cost, and with good 
humour they threatened to evict me off  the ship. This became a 
standing joke.

They were amazed at how much I had learned about Athens in 
such a short time. The first island we stopped at was Poros, where I 
purchased a brass horse with blue finish on it for 500dr. I became 


