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Friday June 21 

After seeing Anne and her friend Susan off to Samoa with a few quiet drinks in the Koru club, Michelle, AJ 
and I are on Flight NZ6 to LA. We are spread out in premium economy.  The guy sitting beside me, Glen, is 
an Air Force armourer. He is on his way to Florida to fit some new ejector seats to some of our old 
Skyhawk aircraft that have been purchased by a US company as training aircraft.  

Arriving in LA around 10am we check into the Airport Hilton. A bit of a stroll down a few streets and we 
find Melody's, the only bar not in a hotel in the area. It's not too flash but the food is ok. After that we 
spend the rest of the evening at the bar in the Hilton chatting to various people, including a girl called Jo 
from Dunedin who was celebrating her birthday while in transit to Mexico.  

 

Saturday June 22 

Early in the day Michelle and AJ left on their flight to Peru, with a stop-over in Houston. 

I took the bus to Venice beach. After walking the length of the beach I checked out the market stalls. The 
quality of stuff here had gone back quite a bit since my last visit in the 1990s. There were, however, a 
group of acrobatic guys who put on a good show.  

 

Arriving at the airport at 8pm to check in, we were informed the flight had been delayed until 2 am. Spirit 
Airlines seemed to be totally disorganized and kept us waiting in a queue for nearly 2 hours with no 
explanation.  A staff member did eventually say the incoming flight had had mechanical problems. Then 
we saw other flights that had been delayed 4 hours as well.  

 

Sunday June 23 

When we finally board the plane the pilot tells he doesn't know why we are late either, "We just got told 
to show up 4 hours late” he tells us.  



Arriving in Fort Lauderdale, having flown over the tip of Florida, I can see why the place gets devastated 
by hurricanes as the houses are perched on a narrow strip of land surrounded by water. A $20 cab ride 
and I am sitting in Spazio Restaurant overlooking the white sands and blue water. The drive to the beach 
revealed many waterways adorned with mansions and large launches.  

 

The Spirit flight is only an hour late out of Florida and there are a number of business class seats empty. 
These were offered up for $75, so I grabbed one. Sitting alongside me is a lady called Cayetana from Lima.  
She gives me a really good run down on the town and tells me how, as a child during the early 90s, they 
lived in the diplomatic part of town and often heard bombs going off and were often without power for 
days on end when terrorists would blow up the local substations. Many people were kidnapped for 
ransom until a tough president sorted the terrorists and kidnappers out. She explains how, although the 
terrorist activities are no more,   kidnapping is on the rise again and an attempt had been made to take 
her sister recently. She did warn me to be careful in the taxi from the airport, as often people smash 
windows and grab your bags.  

After queuing along with a thousand plus people for the two hour journey through immigration and 
customs, I finally made it into a green cab for a rather fast and furious ride to the hotel. Fortunately I had 
been warned by a text from AJ that the cabs tend to head down the back, and deserted streets.  

I arrive at the Casa Inca Boutique Hotel around 2.30am. This hotel is really nice. It only has 16 rooms is 
well staffed and serves a great breakfast. 

 
          Casa Inca hotel Courtyard        Lots of security around the town.  Lima where the sun seldom shines. 
          Complete with helmet cam. 

      

Monday June 24 

I hooked up with AJ and Michelle at Starbucks, then we took a taxi ride to the bus depot to sort out the 
bus trip to Cusco beginning Thursday. The depot is well organised; you just get a number from a machine 
and wait for your number to come up. Bus trips sorted, Michelle got on the phone and booked our 
accommodation at the three stops along the way.  

A walk to a local kiosk by Miraflores Park to check out tomorrow’s activities, a few drinks, a meal and 
quite a few more drinks. Michelle was smart, however, and headed back to the hotel early, while AJ and I 



sampled the famous Pesco Sour; they had a happy hour, so two were delivered for the price of one. The 
first couple didn’t taste too good but after the third one we kind of grew to like them.  

 

Tuesday June 25 

We took an open top bus tour, with a supposedly English speaking driver, on a tour around the town. It is 
quite interesting how the impossible to understand English commentary took about one third of the time 
it took for him to say the same commentary in Spanish - either that or he wasn’t telling us the whole 
story. After lots of looking at old buildings, some of which were government and old government ones, we 
finally ended up at an Inca Museum full of mainly pottery called Museo Rafael Larco Herrera after the guy 
that founded it. This place had a huge collection of old pottery and other artefacts dating back hundreds 
of years. We spent hours here as the guide explained each section in Spanish followed by a short English 
version. AJ listened intensely, no doubt trying to improve his ever improving Spanish. Michelle and I snuck 
off for a coffee as the guy was putting us to sleep.  

 
A few of the many Inca Artefacts at the Museum 

 
The bus tour took us through many town squares surrounded by lovely old buildings. 

One of the interesting things about Lima is the obsession people have with security. Every house and 
building is surrounded by steel spikes, barbed wire and even broken glass or some combination of all 
three.  

 

We were surprised at the lack of quality roofing until we found out it never rains in Lima, it just drizzles 
occasionally. This probably explains why in spite of many people out cleaning the streets the place looks 
so dirty. 

 

Wednesday June 26 

After an early morning brisk walk along the beach witnessing the local surf school setting up, we went for 
a bit of a stroll around town discovering the old Inca ruins. This is referred to by the locals as a Pyramid.  It 
appears as though they have put many mud bricks around what was a bit of a hill to make some kind of 
tomb called Huaca Pucallana. The mud bricks are stacked a little apart, apparently to allow for earthquake 



movement. It looks like this has not worked too well as very little, if any, is original and there are many 
labourers there rebuilding parts of it. It is pretty labour intensive so is keeping quite a few people in work.  

They have some examples of crops and food growing in the grounds, along with a few sick looking dogs 
and the odd llama and alpaca  

There are a couple of types of tombs here, one in which the body is sat up in a foetal position and the 
others lying down.  

 

That night we took a taxi down to the La Rosa Naitica, which is a very nice restaurant on a pier with some 
very classy and expensive shops at the bottom of the cliffs below the town. The food was superb, as was 
the atmosphere.    

 
   La Rosa Naitica on the pier.           Michelle and AJ.                Local Surf lessons. 

 

Thursday  June 27 

Catching the Cruz del Sur bus at 7.30 am, we head south through the city for the first hour. Out of 
Miraflores, the tourist part of Lima, there is rubbish on the streets and as we head further south the 
standard of buildings deteriorate. There are lots of part finished buildings with reinforcing sticking up 
above the floors. Leaving the city, the countryside is hard to work out. Huge areas of what looks like 
desert with fences or walls around them. Bricks must be cheap here.  

We are still in the mist with visibility of little more that a kilometre. We move through the odd agricultural 
area then back to desert. 

Our destination, Paracas, is resort town described by Lonely Planet as a rather forgettable town. After not 
having seen the sun in Lima due to the smog and haze over the city, we were surprised to see to see the 
same haze here.  

They have made an effort to build a nice resort town; with street cleaners with witches brooms forever 
present. A walk around the water’s edge reveals a nice hotel and lots of expensive houses.  

 
Paracas, Anchovy Fishing fleet. They feed the pelicans then you pay.  One of many resort hotels 



Friday June 28 

After a comfortable night and a good breakfast at the hotel Gran Palma, we headed a few meters down 
the road to join the tour to the Ballestas Islands. We had met Saskia on the bus, a nice young English girl 
travelling alone who joined us.  

After a fair bit of hurry up and wait we board one of many 40-seat boats and set off as an armada west to 
the end of the Paracas Peninsular. Passing a port that apparently exports fish meal to China, we stop to 
view the Candelabra, apparently carved into the rock under the sand by Incas some several hundred years 
ago.  

After looking at a few pelicans that hung on the rocks we headed out to the island smelling it almost 
before we saw. There were thousands of birds both in the air and on the sea. Ballestas islands are where 
birds turn fish into fertilizer. In the early 1900’s the fertilizer harvest paid off the national debt. It is still 
harvested every three or so years. A tour around these islands revealed a few seals lazing on the rocks, 
four penguins and a few million birds.  

 
Saskia and the Ballestas Islands 

On the way back I asked the guide about a ship tied up to a structure off the coast. Apparently this is gas 
being loaded having being piped across the Andes from Cusco.  

Later in the morning a driver picks us up for a four hour tour of the Paracas National Park, which is 
basically a large desert with a few 30 million year old snails lying around.  Not a blade of anything green 
anywhere.  

At one point on the coast there is a place called a cathedral which relates to the shape of the rocks etc. As 
we were walking down to this I thought I would try my hand at Spanish. There was a sign with a car with a 
cross through it and some writing underneath. So smart ass Roger says to Michelle and AJ look that’s sign 
says no cars. They both burst out laughing and explaining that the sign actually said Cathedral in Spanish. 
That was my last attempt at trying to interpret Spanish signs.    

The views are quite good where the land meets the coast. After driving around for a while, we come to a 
little bay called Playa Lagunillas stacked with fishing boats and a few restaurants. A nice seafood lunch is 
served at the La Tia Fela restaurant which ‘just happens’ to be owned by the driver’s cousin.  

 
Paracas, National Park. This is what most of the country looks like between Lima and Nasca 

A look at the new - but very basic - museum on the way back where, from the balcony, we spotted a Pink 
Flamingo several hundred yards away through my binoculars.  

In the evening we saw Saskia off on the bus to Ica, a sand boarding and party town.  



Saturday June 29 

Around 11.30am we caught the bus to Nasca.  The terrain is much the same - patches of agriculture 
around the towns followed by desert with lots of compound walls. Arriving about 3.30pm, we headed to 
the Casa Andina Hotel then sorted our activities for the next day.  

 

 

Sunday June 30 

Around 8.30am a driver picks us up at the hotel.  After a short drive to the airport, lots of passport 
showing and a full security check, we are seated aboard a 12 seat Caravan, one pilot with manual in hand 
doing checks as we are racing down the runway. Talk about doing it by the book - it's line by line, knob by 
knob. They had a few crashes here a few years ago so now all planes have to have two pilots and do it by 
the book.  By the number of planes on the tarmac it must get pretty congested around here.  

We loop around in a large circle, flying over the various Nasca lines.  A dozen of them, from whales to 
humming birds, carved in the land many hundreds of years ago by the locals of the time.  

  

  

          
Sometimes hard to make out from the air and often have roads or tracks running through them. 



Just northeast of the airport is a shanty town, which are prominent at the edge of all the cities here. 
People live in what look like boxes - some just thatched, while others are a kitset kind of box with floor, 
walls, and ceilings. We saw these for sale later as we strolled around the town.  

 
On the edge of most towns and city’s Apparently  the invaders as the call them come down from 
the hills erect a shack to claim this as there piece of land the authorities can do little to remove 

them. 

While walking around the outer suburbs we came across a cemetery. Here the bodies are entombed in 
concrete boxes stacked six or so high. It looked like a pretty good use of space to me.  

While strolling out to the south of the town in the evening I came across guys playing soccer on a gravel 
pitch, they looked like they were enjoying themselves in spite of everyone trying to referee. A bit further 
along I heard the sound of a single banger engine; on investigation this turned out to be driving the pump 
for the local irrigation system.  

There are dogs everywhere in this country, some quite aggressive.  I was pleased when they responded to 
the international “dog bugger-off” signal of picking up a rock.  

 
                           Irrigation              Every town has a soccer stadium    Last supper before bus ride 

At 10 pm in the evening we catch the bus to Arequipa. I manage to sleep until 2am, only waking briefly to 
witness the passing of busses and trucks on very short straights and cliff hanging roads. Fortunately I went 
back to sleep, as on arrival both AJ and Michelle expressed concern at the drivers behaviour, to the point 
they nearly went and spoke to him. 

 

Monday July 1 

The sky is clear as we arrive at the bus depot in Arequipa, having driven through the very scruffy suburbs.  
Like most of these towns, it is hard to tell with some of the buildings whether they are half-built or half-
demolished.  

A ten minute cab ride to the Terra Andina Hotel, which is situated in a nice part of town. Here the 
buildings are mostly finished, people look more affluent and there are a few fat people around (whom we 
had not seen many of so far in Peru).  

A stroll through the local markets revealed some interesting foods including bull penis, testicles and, the 
best of all, frog soup.  They chucked the frogs live into a blender and added a few other ingredients.  



 

Later in the Plaza De Armas we get enticed into a restaurant by a woman in local costume. The lunch was 
nice and we had a good chat to a woman from Sydney, Natalie, who was taking a break from her tour 
group.  

Later we took a stroll to the north of the city, which revealed a military academy and beyond that lots of 
nice houses, many of which were only partly finished. The streets are really clean around this part of 
town.  

 

Tuesday July 2 

At 3.10am a van picked us up. We weaved our way through the picturesque cobbled back streets to pick 
up the others who are on the tour. An hour later we were out of the city, heading west and uphill passing 
many trucks on the road.  

At around 6, and first light we cross Miradar Pass at 4910m. We descend to Chivay where we stop for 
breakfast. After sitting around for some time and drinking coca tea (supposed to be good for altitude 
acclimatization) and eating a couple of bread buns that were on the table, we were given the word to 
move. It was then we realized the buns had been our breakfast!! 

 

Another hour on the road and we are at the Colca Canyon, looking down on the condors. These are pretty 
impressive birds, with a wing span of well over a meter. They soar on the up-drafts coming from the 
bottom of the canyon. There are several hundred spectators, in spite of which the birds still perform. It’s 
almost as though it’s rehearsed, the way they glide along in front of the crowd. The locals are also there 
selling their wares.  

 



 

On the way back, we stopped at various lookouts to see the amazing terraced farmland running from the 
river, high up into the hills. In one place these guys had carved a model in stone to get the water flows 
worked out, then moulded the land to that shape across the valley.  

This valley was inhabited by these guys some ten thousand years ago. Today they seem to pretty much 
tend to the land with hand implements; a pair of oxen were being used to do the ploughing. To add to 
that, this is all taking place at three thousand meters plus above sea level.  

There are also little rock tombs on the rock faces from the early Inca days. After a visit to the local hot 
pools, we had lunch at the breakfast place. They did a good job of it this time, the Alpaca meat was 
particularly tasty.  

 
The land is still tended by hand.       A rather rickety swing bridge leads to the local hot pools 

 
This rock was used to form the land above.              Individual tombs fixed to the cliffs all have been robbed  

 



 

Forty minutes into the return journey we stopped at the Miradar Pass- altitude 4910m. It was good to 
have a short wander around at this altitude in preparation for the Inca trail.  

 

Dropping down through a National park we see llamas and some native deer-type animals. 

 

Wednesday July 3 

After a late start we have a wander through some more shopping streets. All the shops here are small and 
heavily stocked, making good use of space. The town is full of little cobbled alleys all clean and lined with 
white stone walls.  

We did the tourist thing with a tour of Museo del Conveto "San Francisco De Asis". Building started in the 
mid 1500’s and was completed in the 1800’s.  Made of huge white stone blocks, it is an impressive 
construction with arched stone roofs and huge columns. The roof of the main chapel collapsed in a 1600's 
earthquake and was rebuilt in layered brick; spanning some 15 meters and over a meter thick, it has 
survived many earthquakes since with only a few cracks. 

 



8 pm and we are on the overnight bus to Cusco and it’s all first class, yea!!  

 

Thursday July 4 

We arrive in Cusco around 6am and checking into hotel Terra Andina.  It must be protest day today! We 
arrived at the Plaza De Armas (the city square) to see quite a big police presence. With an upstairs view 
from Starbucks the protests started, crackers and all. We lost count of how many different groups went 
past. They all seemed to arrive on foot from all over town and form up on a street next to the Plaza.  

 
Protesters line up for their orderly march around the city square. 

We went for a stroll away from the plaza, returning an hour plus later and they are still going. Apparently 
it is about workers rights and petrol prices.  

 

Friday July 5 

Around 7am I went for a stroll up the hill to Sacsayhuaman (sexy woman), an old Inca ruins with lots of 
huge, shaped stones.  As I reached the top of the hill a lady stepped out of a guard hut and stopped me. 
After some broken English and lots of pointing I understood that to see “sexy woman” was going to cost 
70 sol (around NZ$30). Having not brought my wallet I headed off in the other direction, coming across a 
large statute of Jesus which is easily visible from the town.   

 



Eventually I found a path leading back to town. Part way down it was under repair, the work being done 
with picks, shovels, cold chisels and wheel barrows. They were all working - no shovel leaner’s here.  

Later in the day we took a double-decker bus on an open top tour of the town.  

 

Most of the city centre was built in the 16 and 17 hundreds.  Many of the buildings have cantilevered 
balconies most of which are covered by eves - no leaky building problems here.  

Most of the tour consisted of looking at the many huge churches, followed by a trip up the hill to see 
Jesus.  

There are a huge number of hostels and hotels here to cater for the average of around five and a half 
thousand people that visit it every day.  

That night, AJ and I checked out the bar at the Aranwa Hotel.  The prices were way too high for us. A beer 
which was normally 6 to 8 sol was 16 sol. We later checked hotel.com and found they had rooms at 
1500NZD per night. The bar staff directed us to The Cross Keys bar. There we had a great night chatting to 
some locals, AJ practicing his ever improving Spanish - but I think by around 2 am when we wandered 
home, we were both speaking Russian.  

 

Saturday July 6 

Another shorter stroll up a different part of the hill around 7.00 am reveals a lot more hostels and hotels. 
Lots more steps, one set of which I ran up, getting a smile and a shake of the head from the local lady I 
passed on the way up.  

 
This would be a great place to live for anyone who was into fitness stuff. 

Around 10am we relocated hotels to Leonard’s’, which is part of the trek deal. It’s a bit of a rough, 16 
room place with a really nice helpful lady running it.  



We spend the rest of the day getting a few last-minute items and sorting our kit ready for tomorrow’s 
trek. 

 

Sunday  July  7 

After a detailed briefing last night from our guide, Freddy, we are up at 4.30am, kit sorted, for breakfast at 
5.00am. Our bags with sleeping gear and spare clothing are weighed to ensure they are under 6 kg. We 
mount a van for the one and a half hour drive to the start of the track.  

We stop at Ollantaytambo for a brew and the purchase of a few last-minute items such as coca leaves. We 
continue the drive along some shingle roads, so narrow in places that on-coming trucks had to back up to 
let us pass.  

At the start of the track there are lots of people milling around, porters packing their rather large 20kg 
packs. They used to carry up to 50kg, but they had too many back problems. Now they all have to weigh in 
at the beginning of the track to ensure there packs are no more than 20kg. Tickets and passports checked 
at the bridge check point and we are on the move.  It’s now 10am.  

 

The going is pretty easy and the scenery is spectacular. An hour and a half along the track at Miscay we 
stop for a rest.  Here one can buy water, food and so on.  

An hour later we arrive at Llactapata, an old Inca fortress which was destroyed in the 1950’s by an 
earthquake and later reconstructed from photos. We continue another hour and a half stroll up a valley 
alongside a river with horses, donkeys and cows grazing alongside the track.  There are lots of houses and 
a few shops in this valley. Some 700 people in 250 houses live by the Inca ruins. Crops are tended by 
hand; animals are free to roam and tend to stay in the valley floor. There are quite a few pack horses on 
the track.  They are not led, but followed. These people seem to have a way with their animals.  

Around 2 pm we stop for a very nice three-course lunch.  



 

At around 3.00pm it starts to rain, so out come the variety of ponchos. That done, we are on the move 
again, passing through the odd village as we gain altitude.  One village shop even has a sign up saying they 
take credit cards.  

As we climb higher the number of buildings diminish, although there is still the odd building, one of which 
is a checkpoint where we get our passports checked and stamped again. The ground is rising more rapidly 
now as we head up into the hills.  

Arriving at our campsite at 5pm we find a school girl from the village below selling drinks.  She has 3 
bottles of beer which are quickly snapped up. A bottle of water which sells for 1 sol in Cusco at the 
supermarket costs 5 sol. Supply and demand they call it, and good on her for finding a niche in the 
market.  

 
Guide Freddy, Jerred, Amber, Kim. Asst Guide Edward, Rhema, Lorne, Deb, Michelle, AJ. 

Our tents are up and afternoon tea is served which runs into dinner. We have had a reasonably easy day 
only gaining about 800m in altitude.  

We have a great crew of fellow hikers: two couples from Canada - Amber and Jerred, and Deb and Lorne; 
and an Australian couple, Kim and Rhema.  

 

Monday July 8 

We are woken just after 5.30am with a cup of coca tea; gear is packed and a three-course breakfast is 
served. Just after 7.00am we are on the move to the first pass and the highest point on the trail. No 
houses as such any more, but after an hour or so we come to a levelled out area with a stall where you 
can buy beer, water, fizzy drinks, novelty bars and, just like in Nepal, cigarettes.  



 
These 3 woman running the stall had carried this stuff up on there backs. One passed us on the way and 

we reckoned as we watched her unpack her sack there was 40kg plus on her back. 

Up we go again, passing llamas grazing near the track. It is very picturesque as we climb steps through the 
bush. As we break out into the open the top of the pass is in sight. We pass a group that passed us who 
are resting to the side of the track. It's just after 11am and we reach the top of the pass.  

The group has let me go ahead to take pictures as each individual reaches the top.  

 

We hang around on the top for a while for group pictures and a bit of a rest. Freddy, our guide is pleased 
with progress as we have climbed the 800m in three hours and are now at 4200m.  Some groups take four 
hours plus.  

We are told its two hours downhill to our lunch stop. I follow Edward, our second guide, down the hill.  I 
am sure he has some mountain goat in his blood. We make the lunch stop in 45 minutes. About 30 
minutes later the rest of the team roll in.  

The lunch tent is up and after a bit of a chat we are seated for our four-course lunch.  



 

The lunch stop area is well set up, with what looks a radio relay station, proper toilets and lots of benched 
areas to set up tents as some groups camp here.  

Just before we hit the track AJ brings out a bottle of “get up the hill fast” juice. Made from the coca plant, 
this is supposedly an energy drink - it tastes a bit like rocket fuel. We stroll on up the path which is pretty 
much cobbled in boulders.  Soon we hit some steps - then more steps, and so it goes on.   

About half way up the 380m hill we come across more Inca ruins called Runkurakay.   

 



These were apparently a stopping place for messengers in their day.  They would have had thatched 
roofs, however these only last 10 to 15 years. The ruins are laid out in the shape of an Inca knife. They too 
were destroyed in an earthquake and have been rebuilt.  

Another hour or so later we reached the 3950m summit with its fantastic views. This is the last high point 
and everyone in our group has done really well.  

 

A rest and a few pictures from the high point to one side and we are on the move. Dropping down the 
other side the steps are a lot steeper and I am sure everyone is pleased the trail does not run the other 
way.  

 

An hour or so later we come to Sayaqmarka, a fortress on the end of the ridge facing east with steep 
drops on the south east and north side. This is a truly fantastic defensive position. Apparently it was built 
to keep the jungle people from the east out of the area.  

 

Sayaqmarka, with its steep sides and lots of fall back positions.                Concha Marca in the valley below.  



Freddy, our chief guide, gives us a rundown on how the noble people were sort of embalmed with organs 
being replaced with plants and herbs then the bodies were taken and placed in the glacier for 3 to 4 
weeks before being brought back and placed in a tomb here.  

A short walk to the camp, a four-course meal and the day was over.  

 

Tuesday July 9 

It's a late start; up at 6.30am to witness the porters playing soccer. Another fantastic breakfast and we 
move off around 8am. 

 
        Our Cooks and porters assembled on day three. These guys do a fantastic job. 

 
                    The snow line starts at 5000m around here we are at 3680m 



The trail and the scenery are spectacular. These trails were discovered somewhat overgrown around 
1915.  Apparently around the 1940s and 50s the clearing began. This meant the removal of several 
hundred years of vegetation to reveal these paths built around the twelfth century.  

In places they have been built-up to 20m with stones to make a path against the edge of the hillside.  
Rocks and stones have been dug into the hill to make stairs where the trail descends or ascends steeply, 
or slopped paths built to ease the way up and down the contours of the land.  There is even a tunnel at 
one point.  

 

Our team is in good spirits enjoying this beautiful sunny day. We clap and cheer the porters as they go by, 
often running with their heavy loads.  

Around 10am we reach Phuyupatamarka and get our first glance of Machu Picchu township, over a 
thousand meters below us. There is another spectacular terraced stone construction in the middle 
distance called Intipata.  

 

 
                      Machu Picchu town ship    Intipata 

We now descend over a thousand meters into the valley we are overlooking, down steep stairs and more 
stone cobbled paths arriving at Intipata around 12.45pm. This place is basically a farm, built into the 
hillside facing the sun. With its own irrigation system it is an amazing site and must have taken thousands 
of man hours to build.  



After lots of photos and a rest we move a short distance to our camp at Winay Wayna. Arriving around 
1.45pm; as usual everything is set ready to go.  

A three-course lunch is served, Causa (a potato dish), then Quinoa soup, followed by meat balls with 
vegetables and rice. After lunch we are sent off for a siesta.  We all get together and pool money to tip 
our party of guides, cooks and porters.  

At 4pm we are assembled for afternoon tea, after which we take a short stroll to another spectacular Inca 
farm. Winay Wayna is amazing, with dozens of convex terraces in the hill around 200m high.  

 

   

It’s hard to describe this place with its 22 terraced spars and what looks like a hotel complex near the 
bottom and at the top what may have been the boss’s place, especially as the water flowed from spar to 
spar down the hill.  

The terraces were apparently built from the bottom up. Each terrace containing boulders, sand then soil, 
some of which was apparently brought in from other areas. They must have had a lot of bloody strong 
wheel barrows.  

That evening we are seated having just completed our three course dinner when in walks in the head 
cook with a very nicely decorated birthday cake. Both AJ and Amber have a birthday coming up on 11 July, 
so the cooks decided to celebrate it early, as we part company tomorrow. 

  

After dinner we make the presentation of the "tips" to the porters, cooks and guides. 

This is how it works: each porter expects 60 to 70 sol. We hand the package to the head porter who 
divides it up - we have given them 80 sol each. Cook #1 we gave 200 sol, cook #2 150 sol, Guide #2 got 
350sol and guide #1 450 sol.  



Freddy our head guide introduces each of the cooks and porters telling us their age and what they carry 
e.g. chairs, tables, tents etc. The oldest porter is 58 and doesn't look a day over 70. It's pretty hard yakka 
what these guys do. 

 

Wednesday July 10 

Up at 3:30am for breakfast and a 3 minute walk to the check-point where we wait. There are 3 or 4 
groups in front of us and as time ticks by many more gather behind us. At around 5.00am the gate opens 
and we begin our stroll to Moon Gate by torch light.  

Freddy had warned us the night before to stay to the left of the track as there are some reasonable drops 
on the right. It a looks very safe to me as the cobbled path is around 2m wide in most places.  We were 
also told to watch where we put our hands, as a couple of people have died here from snake bites. 

  

At around 6am after a climb up some rather steep steps we reach Moon Gate just on first light. Another 
fifteen minutes and we reach Sun Gate where we get a spectacular view of Machu Picchu.  After 
negotiating a few steps it’s a gentle slope to the ruins.  

  

The other sight worth noting is the single lane road that winds its way back and forth across the slope 
down to the town below. We arrive at the top of the ruins and take a few group photos before Freddy and 
Edward take us on a tour of the ruins.  

There are so many things of interest here from places of worship to a factory that I am sure can all be 
found on Google. The one thing that to me really stood out was a chunk of rock shaped like a pointer that 
when Edward placed my iPhone compass on it pointed directly grid north. Not sure how these guys 
worked that out well over a thousand years ago.  



  

We spend a couple of hours looking around. AJ and I try running up some of the many steps finding 
ourselves rather short of breath at the top; we are still 2400m above sea level.  

  

  
Note the stone work here. Wayna Picchu in the background. Our trip didn’t include this. 

 



  
Laying the lawn                 A quick way down 

The tour over, we caught one of the many busses to the town at the bottom. In spite of it being a single 
lane road there were only a couple of occasions when we had to back up to let one of the uphill busses 
pass. The workers are evident with their picks and shovels maintaining the shingle road.  

In the town we head for the Salkantay restaurant for a well deserved beer or two and a meal.  

  

Our bags and walking poles have been dropped here also.  

On the way to the train I have a crack at running up hill with a wheel barrow full of concrete blocks, not a 
good idea after quite a few beers and then the second guy tells me I have to do the same with his barrow. 

An hour and a half on the rather slow train to Ollantaytambo and a van picks us up for the 2 hour drive 
back to Cusco. There is lots of talk of a big night out that night, but after a 3:30am start that morning 
everyone was ready to turn in after a meal at Paddy's Bar, which claims to be the highest Irish owned bar 
in the world.  

 

Thursday July 11 

After having had such a great time it is hard to say goodbye to our Canadian and Australian friends, as we 
all got on so well.  

Leonard's hotel is not somewhere I would recommend to stay, but their staff are friendly and helpful.  

Arriving at the airport together around 2pm, AJ and Michelle find their Lima flight has been brought 
forward an hour. Lucky we were early. 

Eventually around 5ish I am airborne and amazed by the number of snow capped mountains I can see 
from the window - meaning they are all over 5000m.  



As the plane lands in what I am expecting to be Lima I am looking at the altimeter on my camera which is 
showing 3800m. "Strange" I thought as I got of the plane "must be faulty" then I reached the terminal 
building where a sign indicated 3800m above sea level!!!  

Checking with a crew member walking behind me I discover we had landed in Juliaca the airport that 
services Lake Titicaca the world’s highest lake at 3800m.  

  

After a further stop in Arequipa we finally touchdown in Lima around 9pm. AJ and Michelle are waiting 
there for their flight to Los Angeles which has been delayed. From there they will grab a Mustang 
convertible and drive to Las Vegas.  

Having spent three fantastic weeks travelling together, it is finally time to say goodbye.  

 

 

 


