
Saturday, 27 June 2009 
 
Preparing to leave  
 

I'm so excited about travelling, I have no idea how I'll get through the rest 

of today! When I first got the idea of doing some volunteer work in Peru, 

back in the autumn, the end of A-levels seemed so far away. To think that I 

leave tomorrow shows just how quickly time has gone, and it's amazing to 

think just how much our plans have changed during that time. 

 

It started off with the thought that I'd feel bored over the summer. Waiting 

for A-level results is not fun, let me tell you, and I wanted something to 

keep me busy. The idea of a gap year had always appealed to me, but a year just seemed too much to be 

spent not studying. A summer spent volunteering seemed ideal, since that solved both problems. After some 

searching I discovered Makikita Quykuway, an organisation in Huancayo that ran an orphanage and a 

program for poverty-stricken children. This appealed to me, plus there were no admin fees that Gap 

programs come with. The ex-volunteers who I emailed all praised Makikita and its staff, and after emailing 

the director, Juliana, it sounded like a good place to spend four weeks of my summer. I convinced Michelle, 

my friend from childhood (she's practically my sister), to come with me, and by the end of January our plane 

tickets were booked. 

 

So why Peru? First off, my mum's family all live there. It would be great to see them, and also to know that 

there are people in the country who can keep an eye out for me if anything does go wrong (fingers crossed 

that things go okay, though!). Next, while there are forever commercials and newspaper articles about the 

starving children in Africa, the orphans in Nepal and the ill in India, I have yet to see anything relating to 

South America. This continent often gets ignored (it even annoys me that they leave it out on data collection 

forms), and there are many problem areas there which need help. And lastly, despite the problems that arise, 

Peru really is a beautiful and diverse country. Who wouldn't want to visit such a culturally-rich land? 

 

I still can't believe that this is my last day here in this country for such a long time. Bear in mind that the 

longest I've been away from home is 10 days, when I was in China with school, so the idea of being away 

for 5 weeks is both exciting and a little daunting. My suitcases are packed, my 'plane clothes' are out (i.e. the 

penguin T-shirt and baggy trousers - they're very comfy), we've just sorted out money (I'm taking dollars 

and changing into soles when I get there) and I'm almost ready to go now. Mum gave me the idea a few days 

ago of creating a travel blog, since I promised quite a few people that I'd let them know how I was getting 

on. So hopefully those of you who're reading this will be able to follow me across Peru! I'll try and update 

regularly - Internet cafes in Peru are like post boxes here, you'll find them everywhere you look. Come on 

tomorrow, my travelling mood has resurfaced!   
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Sunday, 28 June 2009 
 
Day 1: London/Madrid  
 

We have 9 hours left in Madrid Barajas airport, and it´s looking to be a 

long evening. 

 

I got up at 4.30 this morning to find that my travelling trousers had a rip in 

them, no doubt caused by Señor Sammy the dog. I sewed that up over a 

breakfast of porridge, then Mum and I got the suitcases into the car while 

Dad checked my flight details. Then it was a sad farewell to Dad, and 

shorter goodbye hugs to Sammy and Tawa the guinea pig. We left at 5.25, 

and it felt both sad and exciting to know that I´d be gone for nearly six weeks. 

 

We got to Gatwick just after 6, and joined Michelle who was getting her boarding pass. Then after hugs and 

photos, we bade farewell to our families and walked into the world of security control. No problems there, 

so we bought some more magazines in WHSmith to keep us busy. 

 

At 8.30 we boarded, and the male cabin crew attendant was overjoyed that my travelling t-shirt had 

penguins on it (strictly speaking this is Christopher´s top...), proceeding to show me his little penguin 

mascot. Very sweet. Michelle was happy to give up the window seat for me, so I got good view as we flew. 

Considering that I´m scared of flights, I found this one to be ´not awful´. The shaking didn´t get too extreme 

for me, but I was happy when 2 and a half hours later we arrived in Madrid. I shook the penguin´s flipper as 

we left. 

 

The first sign that things had changed in the airport is that there were no shuttle buses from the plane to the 

terminal. There always have been whenever I´ve changed planes in Spain. Then after passport control, we 

got a bit lost. After asking one of the airport staff, she directed us back to near passport control. When we 

got there, we went in circles for a while (literally) and were then sent to security. Our bags were passed 

through, but we found out then that our boarding passes only went as far as Madrid. We were allowed 

through to the gates with our e-tickets, and told to ask the Iberia staff for our passes. We found the desk, 

asked, and were told that it was nothing to do with them, but with the Peruvian airline LAN who is a partner 

of Iberia. Their check-in doesn´t start until about 9pm. Not a good start. 

 

Michelle and I left the arrivals area (it felt a little sad, having nobody there to meet us), entered the departure 

area from the front of the airport, and are now waiting. We had a McDonald´s, visited the Chapel out of 

curiosity, and went in search of computers with internet. We found 2 - the first one ate my euro, and this one 

charged me €1 for a measly 10 minutes. Not terribly impressed. Our flight´s at 12.30 am (11.30pm GMT) 

and lasts for 12 and a half hours. That´s what I have to look forward to after our 12-hour (now 9-hour - we 

got here 3 hours ago exactly) wait??? 

 

So... moral of the story, don´t think that flying is plain sailing - (cue groan) since the Iberia and Madrid 

Barajas airport staff can send you on wild-goose chases.  
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Monday, 29 June 2009 
 
Day 2: Lima and lost luggage  
 

I'll backtrack a little and finish off yesterday. At about 7pm the check-in 

desk finally opened, and we got our boarding passes. After another 

McDonald's, where I won a voucher entitling me to a free chicken burger 

(sadly only redeemable in Spain until July - I left it on the table, so 

hopefully someone will get a free meal), we went into the departure lounge 

where we'd been mistakenly directed to when we first entered Madrid. We 

found a little cafe and sat down, then just watched the planes until finally 

we were called to the gate. 

 

We were supposed to board at 11.30pm Spanish time, but ended up boarding at 12. I'm still not sure what 

happened - the people with kids went to the front, then got sent back, then the business class passengers 

came and got sent back too, then some people were let through - eventually our row was called and we 

entered the plane. For a transatlantic flight, I'd been expecting a large jet - instead, this little airbus had under 

300 passengers. Still, the take-off was smooth, the flight was smooth, and I slept for most of the journey. 

Michelle and I got a little confused with how to fill in the landing cards, but we got everything sorted 

eventually. Then the seatbelt sign came on, and a few minutes later we felt a bump as we landed in Lima. 

What an uneventful flight - just the way I like it. Oh, at one point someone started smoking in the toilets and 

got a severe reprimand, and I choked on the smoke for the next few minutes. 

 

In the airport - this is 6am Lima time, so 1pm Spanish time after a 12-hour flight - we got through 

immigration without a hitch, and then went to fetch our luggage. After a while, Michelle's came together. A 

long time later, one of mine came. Then we waited, and waited, and then we were told that there were no 

more suitcases. So instead of running to greet my Peruvian family who were waiting outside, I spent the next 

half-hour or so at the customer service desk with a Peruvian man and a Canadian tour group, trying to find 

out what had happened. We were given no answers - Gatwick said it wasn't there, Madrid said it wasn't 

there, and it clearly hadn't arrived in Lima, so we left our telephone numbers and addresses, and were told 

that we'd get a call when our suitcases were returned, and they'd send them to us. The only problem is, they 

don't deliver to Huancayo, and my coach leaves tomorrow. So not feeling terribly happy, I left the desk, 

having been told that they'd deliver the suitcase to my grandparents' house in Lima. Hopefully it'll turn up 

soon - they said that lost luggage usually resurfaces in a few days, so there's hope. 

 

Tia Gloria and Tio Mañuco were at the exit waiting, with Mañuco's 11 year old Maria Gracia. They were 

worried - my phone didn't work even when I put in the Peruvian simcard that my mum had bought last time, 

so I had no way of letting them know why we were taking so long. Tio drove back in his car, while Tia, 

Maria Gracia, Michelle and I took a taxi with our luggage. Half an hour or so later we got to my 

grandparents', and I waved to my Abuelo who was at his window. We took the luggage in and greeted 

Abuelo and Mamamama, who looks a lot more old and ill than when I last saw her. She told us to treat this 

house as our own, which was really touching and reassuring to know that she's still aware. We met the maid 

Veronica, who seems really shy but nice. After a much-needed shower, I opened my suitcase to see what 

was missing. The good news is that most of my clothes and supplies for the orphanage were there, plus my 

shoes and some gifts. The bad news: the other suitcase contained the bulk of the gifts, including those for 

Juliana, the director of the orphanage, and for the host family in Huancayo; my warm jumper and some 

socks - and all of my underwear. Not the best situation to be in. Tia gave me a pair of hers, then immediately 

went to the market on her way to church to buy me some more. 

 

The airport still haven't phoned with news, and when Mum phoned she suggested that we phone them every 

two hours demanding to know if they'd found out anything. Tia and I phoned a few minutes ago, but the line 

was engaged. Maybe the Canadians had the same idea. So now while we wait for lunch (pollo a la brasa! 

Possibly my favourite meal in the world) I'm making the most of the internet. Michelle's asleep, Mamamama 

and Veronica are watching TV, and Abuelo and Tia are downstairs with some of Abuelo's 

friends/colleagues/worshippers. So even though my luggage didn't arrive in one piece, at least Michelle and 

I did, and I'm grateful enough for that. That doesn't help my impatience and annoyance at all, but what can 

you do. Other than tell me where on Earth my luggage is, literally!  
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Tuesday, 30 June 2009 
 
Day 3: Lima/Huancayo  
 
 

Is there any better feeling than waking up in a soft bed with the sun in your face at 

6 in the morning, knowing that your day is going to be filled with adventure? 

Today was the day that we'd leave for Huancayo, to meet our host family and 

Juliana, the director of the program. My bag was packed (it's easier when you only 

have one suitcase anyway) and I was ready to leave. Tia came in just before 7 to 

say goodbye, since she had to go to work. Michelle and I wandered about the 

house for a bit, eating the heavenly bread rolls and internetting. Mañuco brought 

Maria Gracia over for a bit, so we got to say goodbye to her before we left. 

Veronica the maid brought us some pasta at about 12, so we didn't go up to the 

mountains on an empty stomach. 

 

At 12.20 our taxi came, so we said goodbye to Tio, Maria Gracia and Mamamama (Abuelo had already left 

for work) and left for the bus station. We checked in our bags, and they tried to get us to pay 10 soles for no 

reason. They picked on the wrong foreigners, we could argue back in Spanish to them! Then at 1.30 we got 

on the bus, and left Lima. 

 

The coach itself was really comfortable, with soft reclining chairs and a footrest. They showed The Da Vinci 

Code and then Transformers, but I was happy enough to look at the spectacular view of the mountains and 

valleys, and Michelle let me borrow one of her books, so I didn't get too bored. 

 

Our original plan had been to spend a week in Lima, and then travel to Huancayo. When the strikes started 

and the road to Huancayo was blocked, we rethought our plans. Then a few days before we left London, the 

strikers and the government reached a truce. There would be no trouble for a month, so we decided to go to 

Huancayo as soon as possible so that we could return sooner. Imagine our dismay when we got to the main 

road to Huancayo, La Oroya, to find that it was blocked by protestors! Worst of all, there was no way to turn 

the bus around and head back for Lima. We were stuck there for over 2 hours, in the dark to save battery, 

and I will admit I got a bit scared. Especially since our mobiles don't work in Peru for some reason, and I 

knew that my family would be worried. One of the workers on the coach, Sonny, came and talked to us for a 

bit and gave us some tablets to help with the altitude, so that reassured me a lot. Eventually we were given 

the all-clear, so we continued on our journey to Huancayo. 

 

We got there at 10pm, when we were due at 7.30pm. Juliana was supposed to be waiting at the coach station 

for us, but of course she wasn't there. We phoned her mobile many times, and her office phone, but no 

result. We did manage to get through to Lima though, and Tia was so relieved to know that we were safe. 

She'd phoned the coach operators when we hadn't phoned her to say that we'd arrived, so of course she heard 

about La Oroya. Still, we were here, and we were safe, which was what mattered. 

 

Following Tia's advice, we found a cheapish hotel to spend the night. We went to the corner shop and 

bought some bread and water, before going back to our room and locking the doors securely. It wasn't 

exactly a comfortable hotel, but at least we had a roof over our heads. Even though there was no toilet paper, 

no towels, no hot water, very little except a rock-like pillow and a very hairy blanket. Still, at 35 soles for 

the double room, luxuries were hardly to be expected!   
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Wednesday, 1 July 2009 
 
Day 4: Huancayo and a new family 
  

 

Finally the night passed, and it was morning. We got up at about 8, and 

went straight to find a phone. We were then told that the phone lines didn't 

open until about 9.30, so we whittled away the time in an internet cafe. 

Then I called Juliana, she was so apologetic and promised to meet us in the 

hotel in 5 minutes. So we went back and waited in the lobby for a bit until 

she turned up all flustered. The story goes like this: she went to the bus 

station at 7pm, to be told that because of the troubles in La Oroya there 

would be no buses arriving until 8pm the next day. So she went back to the 

centre, and by the time she got our messages we had already left the bus 

station. So she turned up, and the bus station staff seemed to have no idea what she was on about, so she left 

feeling worried and confused. Thankfully we all met up in the end, so we brought our cases down (we 

accidentally pressed floor 5 instead of floor 4 in the lift, and ended up on the rooftop which looked like a 

construction site) and took a taxi to meet our new host family. 

 

Our new house is 5 storeys high, and we are on the top floor. It's bad enough having to walk up those stairs, 

but to lug suitcases is near impossible. Eventually we made it, then went down to the kitchen on the 3rd 

floor to meet the host family. They are such lovely people! In charge is Nelly, and with her live her husband 

Hector, her sister in law Sara (at least until her broken leg heals), her son Gustavo, her daughter Fiorella, 

Dina the empleada, the rabbit Malena, and a Swedish volunteer called Emma. It's a very full house! There's 

such a lovely family atmosphere though, and I feel really happy here. Gustavo and Emma are in their 

twenties and Fiorella's 15, so they're a lot of fun too. For breakfast we had rolls with jam and a mug of 

chamomile, then we went to our room to unpack until lunch. The top storey has three rooms, one for each of 

us. It's very cosy, plus there's lots of space. At 1.30 we had lunch, which turned out to be a plate of beetroot 

and tomatoes, followed by pasta, followed by rice pudding. Those of you who know me well will know that 

beetroot and tomato are two of my most hated foods in the world (the third being mushrooms). Still, what 

could I do but force it down my throat. At least the pasta and rice pudding were really good. The plates of 

food were huge though, I couldn't come close to finishing! 

 

After that we went with Emma to the office of Makikita, the organisation we're with, and sorted out some 

admin. Michelle and I agreed that we'd work afternoons from 3 until 6, with 2 days at the centre for 

underprivileged children and 3 days at the orphanage. After we'd signed the volunteer book, we took a taxi 

with two American volunteers, Angie and Jessica, to the Makikita centre. There were about 20 children 

there, mainly girls, and they're all so affectionate! "Hola Miss," they say before running to you for a hug. 

They seem so happy, even though their lives are so different and economically so much poorer. Juliana 

made all of the children wash their hands before coming into the centre (well little house with an iron door). 

Angie gave a talk on dental hygiene before giving each child a toothbrush (an argument broke out between 

two sisters who got the same colour toothbrush, thankfully Angie had lots of spares), and then we went for a 

hike. That was unexpected! Near the centre are some beautiful rock formations called 'Torre Torre', and we 

spent over 2 hours walking. Well, we volunteers spent 2 hours shuffling along carefully along the cliffs 

while the children scampered about like mountain goats. Two children, Nigelly and Natalie, insisted on 

holding my hands the whole way. They're so adorable, and so talkative! I really love the children here. The 

view from the top of Torre Torre was amazing, seeing the sun cast its glow over the mountains and the 

village below. We took lots of photos (I didn't have my camera, but Michelle and Juliana took loads) before 

going back down. When Nigelly gave me a flower that she'd picked, I thought of the Mastercard advert: 

plane ticket, 600 pounds. Coach ticket, 70 soles. Being given flowers and told "Miss Catty, te amo": 

priceless. It really is. Juliana called me Catty, Nelly called me Catty, and people tend to find it difficult to 

pronounce Catherine, so now I'm Miss Catty. I don't mind for once. 

 

We got a bus back from the centre, then walked for about half an hour to the house. We said goodbye to 

Juliana, Angie and Jessica (they're flying home to the States this evening) before heading back to ours. We 

stopped off to buy some Inca Kola, the national fizzy drink, which we shared with the family. Emma had 

baked a Swedish cake, which Gustavo kept teasing her about since it hadn't risen. It tasted good though.  

After that we went straight to bed at 9pm, very tired! 
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Thursday, 2 July 2009 
 
Day 5: Huancayo and changes of plan  
 
 

This morning I woke up just before 6, so I spent the next 3 hours just 

absorbing the sounds of El Tambo. That's the part of Huancayo that the 

house is in – it’s like saying that Surbiton is in Kingston, I suppose. 

Michelle's alarm went off at about half 8, which I took as my cue to get out 

of bed. We'd arranged with Nelly to have breakfast at 10, so we had some 

time to kill. We decided to try and find a supermarket - this plan failed 

miserably. We got lost, and when we asked the local shopkeepers some 

sent us further away, while others told us that there was no supermarket. In 

the end we gave up and managed to find our way back to the house. 

 

At breakfast, Emma told us that Juliana had called, saying that she was in hospital. Nothing too serious, but 

she wouldn't be able to take us to the orphanage as planned, and could we go with Emma for the day? Of 

course that was fine with us, so after a breakfast of ham rolls and fresh melon juice we went with Emma to 

the school for street-vendor children. It wasn't far to walk - we had to go through the market, holding on to 

our bags extra-tightly - and then we met the kids. The centre's run by Juliana's sister Liliana, but she was too 

busy for introductions when we got there. The children were doing word searches today - the words all 

centred on drugs or alcohol. There were lots of posters up about stopping child labour and sexual abuse, very 

different to the education that the British kids receive! To me this seems more practical, though - what use is 

learning about the anatomy of a plant when you're going to help your mother sell papayas to the tourists? 

Plus these kids are at more risk of exploitation, so making them aware from a young age seems a good idea 

to me. I helped a few children finding the words, and an hour later they left to help in the market. Such 

different lives these children lead, yet they still snatch crayons from each other and chase each other around 

the room. 

 

We walked around the market for a bit, but I didn't buy anything. We walked back to the house then for a 

lunch of soup followed by rice and fish (not trout, Emma did ask). After that we went to the Makikita centre 

again, and the children seemed so happy to see us. "Miss Catty, Miss Catty!" they called when we got off 

the bus. I spent the time helping a few girls with long division (their mental maths is a lot better than mine, 

and I'm talking about 9 year olds here) and then played with a skipping rope with some of the children who'd 

finished their homework. At one point I was in the rope with 4 of the children - we managed 3 whole jumps! 

After that we played volleyball with Michelle, and helped a few of the younger children with their jigsaw. 

Then the three hours were over, and we got on our bus back to the town centre. 

 

I'll pause telling you my adventures for a second to tell you about buses in Peru (at least, this is what I've 

found in Lima and Huancayo so far). There are no bus stops or timetables, at least not in the small towns. 

You wait at a specific corner for a bus to turn up, and ask the youth who collects the money (usually a boy 

of eleven or older) if the bus goes the way you're going. Then you get in the bus, where you get squished 

next to the other passengers if you're lucky enough to get a seat. Today I sat next to a woman with a box of 

chicks (in the sierra, i.e. the mountains, sometimes people take their birds with them on the bus) - being cosy 

with them was not the most fun thing. And earlier Emma and I sat facing the rear of the bus, and when the 

bus went uphill we almost fell out of our seats! The fares are cheap though - 70 centimos each way, which is 

just under 20p. Still, it does make me miss TFL! 

 

In the evening, we watched a film with the whole family about two pilots breaking a world record (I'll 

Google it later) and then we all went out to eat pollo a la brasa. That was so much fun, plus Hector is great to 

talk to. Well, everyone is, but he was the one who I spoke to most. Sara, Dina and Fiorella didn't come, but 

we brought back some chicken for Fiorella. Walking back was fun too, talking to Miguel about medicine 

and Scotland and listening to him and Gustavo pronounce 'watchman' as 'waa-chee-maan'. That made us all 

laugh, they're such fun. 

 

Michelle and I popped in to the internet once we got back, and then it was straight to bed for two very tired 

but content girls.  
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Friday, 3 July 2009 
 
Day 6: Huancayo and illness  
 

This morning I could barely open my eyes with all the gunk that they had. 

Michelle and Nelly said that my eyes look very red, so I'm guessing its 

conjunctivitis. Just what I need - my red eyes are making the family think 

that I'm crying over homesickness! I washed them out with chamomile tea 

this morning though, and I'll do it again when I get back this evening. The 

good news is that my cold has almost disappeared - it was a mild one that 

bothered me yesterday, but thanks to echinacea I feel almost perfectly 

healthy. 

 

Michelle and I went for another walk this morning after breakfast (bread rolls with cheese - this I couldn't 

manage and replaced the cheese with jam), but thankfully we didn't get lost. After nearly an hour in the 

queue at the local bank, we changed our dollars into soles, so now we're okay for money. Then a few 

minutes after we left we saw a Western Union. Typical! After using the internet, we searched for a place 

selling phone cars but had no luck, however we did buy some churros. My excuse is that we needed the 

energy! We got back just before 1.30, and had onion and tomato salad for lunch, followed by rice, plantain 

and beans. It was all so yummy, but I felt really full. I only managed about half of the plateful, which really 

was a shame. For dessert was a small bowl of fruit with condensed milk - that I did manage to eat, and 

Gustavo teased me a little in a nice way about being greedy. Before leaving for Makikita with Emma (no 

news from Juliana), I went to the toilet and the door handle came off in my hand! Not good. I tried to put it 

back but it wouldn't fit. Emma and Gustavo tried, but still no luck. Joyous. 

 

At Makikita we played with the skipping ropes, did more jigsaws, helped with comprehension homework, 

played volleyball and basketball, and I played a few tunes on my recorder. Other than a few squabbles 

(Helen, you must NOT throw rocks at Jose), we all had a really good time. Two girls started singing and 

asked me to film them, so they have a whole 1 minute to themselves on my camcorder. They looked so 

happy when I played it back to them. My charger still isn't here though, so I have to be more careful. 

 

We got back to the house just now, but Gustavo wasn't there. The plan is that the four of us (Gustavo, 

Emma, Michelle and me - Fiorella still has school) go to the cinema this evening. We three volunteers 

decided to haunt the internet cafe until he got back. Emma went back to the house a little while ago, and said 

that when Gustavo arrives they'll come and fetch us. So I'll wait a little more.  
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Saturday, 4 July 2009 
 
Day 7: Huancayo and weddings  
 

I finished off my last entry quickly, because just then Emma and Gustavo 

walked in to take us to the cinema. At 8 soles a ticket, it was the cheapest 

film I've seen in a while! We ended up watching Ice Age 3 - another thing 

about Peruvian people is that they laugh in cinemas. Not quiet giggling, but 

full-blown laughter. Of course I laughed so much too - Scrat's adventures 

in this film are hilarious. I'm counting my popcorn as dinner here, and that 

was really cheap - 4 soles for a medium box which lasted until ten minutes 

before the film ended. Enough said, methinks. 

This morning we were back to jam rolls for breakfast. Everybody else had 

orange juice, so Dina gave me strawberry yoghurt to drink instead since I'm allergic to orange. Nelly started 

talking to us about weddings in Huancayo - apparently almost the whole town is invited, the couple have 

'godparents' of the wedding who are supposed to be role-models (and provide most of the beer for the 

wedding party), and the party itself lasts 2 or 3 days. It sounds more like a knees-up to me, and apparently 

some couples wear the traditional clothes of the Andes (if you've seen my Peruvian blankets and costume, 

you'll know what I mean). I'd love to attend a wedding here! After that I went up to my room to sort things 

out until I heard Gustavo calling me. He pointed down to the street to where there was a van, and told me 

that they were here for me. My things had finally arrived! I ran downstairs, signed for the two boxes (Tia 

had told me that she'd send my things in boxes and keep the suitcase and the things that I didn't need in 

Lima) and opened them. My chargers! My underwear! And my gifts for the host family were there, plus a 

few more art materials that I'd brought for the children. I phoned Lima straight after, but Tia was at work. 

Abuelo told me that the gifts for him and Mamamama had arrived, and that they said thanks for them. I was 

so relieved to hear that. I phoned home to share the good news, spoke to everyone (except Sammy... maybe 

next time) and then got my things ready for the day. 

 

Since it's Saturday, Michelle and I are free all day. At about half 11 we left with Emma and Gustavo to the 

zoo. 2 soles for the entrance fee! It was great seeing all the animals - I wanted to take the baby leopard 

home, but I doubt that I could hide it under my bed for long. We saw some vicuñas (same family as llamas, 

but with less hair) and some 'Paddington Bears', but the domesticated guinea pigs were nowhere to be seen. 

After that we took a taxi to Parque de la Identidad, a local park which couples and newly-weds frequent. We 

saw two couples still in their wedding dresses and suits - newly-weds make me smile, I'm so happy for them. 

We took a few photos, including in a tower with a huge sign saying that only children up to 11 can climb it. 

Yesterday in the cinema we decided that Emma was 2 years old and that Michelle and I were 3 years old 

(we got very excited over Ice Age), so I'm sure that we weren't disobeying the sign! Maybe... 

 

We went back for lunch - soup followed by chicken with rice, with an apple for dessert. I only half-finished 

this time - I barely seem to have any appetite up here. I'll need to buy new clothes if I'm not careful! My eye 

started leaking and apparently is redder, so Gustavo wrote down the name of some eye drops and told me 

where the pharmacy was. Michelle and I went there just now, but it was closed. I think I'll wait one more 

day and keep on doing my chamomile tea. The strangest thing is that my eyes don't hurt at all, they feel 

absolutely fine. Maybe they're sensitive to all the dust here - it's like a desert in some places. Still, if they're 

not any better by tomorrow then I'll go to the pharmacy. Although most shops are closed here on Sundays. 

Hmm. My eyes had better clear up! 

 

We decided to pop in to the internet cafe near the pharmacy, and here is where you find me. Nelly says that 

tonight they're making pancakes, which apparently are eaten plain over here. I'll definitely give those a try 

later. Oh, the door handle on the bathroom still hasn't been mended, but apparently it’s been dodgy for a 

while and would have fallen off whether or not it was me who happened to turn the handle. Still, having a 

shower when the door doesn't close properly is not terribly great.  
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Sunday, 5 July 2009 
 
Day 8: Huancayo and traditional dance  

 
We did eat pancakes last night - unlike English pancakes (and apparently 

Swedish pancakes), these are thicker, sweeter, and are eaten plain. They taste a 

lot like pastries. Michelle went to bed early and missed out, but the rest of us 

watched Ice Age, then Ice Age 2 (I'm Ice Age-d out now!) and a bit of volleyball. 

That's the national sport - even though I'm not usually a sports fan, I did find 

myself cheering along with the rest of the family. Afterwards I stayed with Sara 

and Fiorella to watch some comedy programmes - the humour is so different, it's 

far more exaggerated than at home. I love it, though. A talent show was about to 

start at 10, but I could barely keep my eyes open and had to go to bed. That was 

such a fun evening. 

 

This morning we had bread rolls for breakfast, although Emma later told us that 

the family aren't obliged to feed us at all on Sundays. Oops. After fetching our money from upstairs (the 

knob on the bathroom door has been replaced - Gustavo put his finger to his lips when he pointed it out), we 

three volunteers went to see the market on Avenida Huancavelica - it stretches for about 3km! We only 

stayed for about an hour, and I got a few souvenirs. I'm still keeping my eyes open for a new poncho, 

though. 

 

Afterwards we went to the fruit market to meet up with Nelly and Gustavo. Emma bought us all some 

dragonfruit, which tasted great. We all went back to the house for a bit, and then discussed plans for a lunch. 

We'd be going to the house of a nearby family, whose house had burned down in a fire and who now cooked 

meals to get money to rebuild. Mario took Gustavo and Emma, while Michelle and I went with Nelly and 

Hector. After a few missed turns, we did get there in the end. I had so much fun - the chicken meal was 

great, the conversation was funny, and in general everybody was smiling and laughing and having a good 

time. Mario bought us beer - to me it tasted horrible. Nelly was the first to try it with Inca Kola, then Emma, 

Michelle and I tried it. It was okayish, but I still didn't like it. I doubt that I'd be popular at a wedding in 

Huancayo from what Nelly and Sara said - from the sound of it, the main drink served is beer. Ah well, I'll 

have to be a bride somewhere else! 

 

After that, we picked up Fiorella and then went to a place further out from Huancayo to ride horses. On the 

way we saw some children dancing in their traditional costume beside some cows - Nelly said that it was for 

the festival of Santiago, and prayers are said for the livestock. It was so beautiful to watch. Then when we 

got to the place of the horses itself (I cannot remember the name), we paid 2.50 soles for a 5 minute ride. My 

horse, Martin, kept stopping to eat grass and needed to be guided by one of the workers. It was a little scary 

and uncomfortable, but so much fun! 

 

We got back to the house and watched TV for a bit. Gustavo and Fiorella's cousin Lolo brought over his 

Monopoly game, so we 'young ones' played that for the rest of the evening. In the end I won, with over 

$4000 (I got the most expensive property very early on, and bled everyone dry). That was a lot of fun, 

maybe when I get back I'll insist on 'Family board game night'. We could barely keep our eyes open by the 

end, and it was a very tired Catty who finally went to bed.   
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Monday, 6 July 2009 
 
Day 9: Huancayo and Teachers' Day 
   

This morning I got up at 6.30, and stayed in my room doing puzzles until 

breakfast (yesterday my eyes were completely healthy, and I'm not taking 

gunk-free sight for granted). Breakfast turned out to be yuca, which is a lot 

like potato. I tried the white type in Iquitos two years ago and didn't much 

like it, but I absolutely love the yellow kind that Dina gave us. 

 

In the morning Michelle and I decided that it was time to wash our clothes. 

Envision the two of us beside two huge sinks, a bag of washing powder, and our laundry. I'd never washed 

my clothes like this before, so I knew that it would be a disaster before we even started. At first it was 

nightmarish, took forever, and the washing powder made my hands itch like mad. Eventually I got into the 

swing of it, and an hour later my 16 items of clothing were clean and on the line. Methinks I need more 

practice at this. I phoned Mum later on to tell her this, and she told me that it would be good preparation for 

adult life. I told her that when I'm an adult, I'm buying my own washing machine. 

 

After lunch, we went to the volunteer centre and finally saw Juliana again! She seems okay now, so fingers 

crossed that her illness goes quickly. She took the three of us to an orphanage called El Rosario, which was 

celebrating Teachers' Day (it's a national celebration - when I did work experience two years ago in Tia 

Rosanna's school in Lima, the children were preparing for the Teachers' Day assembly with dances and 

plays). We danced a little with the children, and were given a drink that we were told had quintal. I wasn't 

too fond of it, so I poured what was left of mine into Michelle's cup and she went round the back of the 

building to 'look at the mountains'. After that Juliana left us to do some admin, and we ended up watching 

'The Worst Witch' with some of the children. We didn't really do anything, so I'm not sure why we were 

there at all. The orphanage reminds me more of SOS Children's Villages - there are about 6 houses with 

about 15 children and one 'mother' in each house, to give it more of a family feel. The children didn't look 

all that happy though, so hopefully we can cheer them up a bit. When Juliana got back, she told us the plan: 

on Mondays Michelle and I would help with homework in two of the houses (one each?), on Wednesdays 

we'd teach English, and on Fridays we'd teach a craft such as art or music. On Tuesdays and Thursdays we'd 

go to Makikita, the centre we were at last week. So all good there. 

 

After getting a bus back to Plaza Vea, the shopping centre, Juliana walked with us almost all the way to the 

house. Michelle and I went to the internet cafe for a bit, then after that we went back to the house. Emma 

had cooked 'Swedish pancakes', which are identical to the ones we have at home. I almost fell asleep there 

and then, so I called it a day.  
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Tuesday, 7 July 2009 
 
Day 10: Huancayo and wading through puddles  

 
This morning after breakfast we got a call from Juliana. There was a lot of 

dust near Makikita, more than usual, and since Emma and Michelle hadn't 

been feeling too well, the three of us would stay in today. We had a fun 

relaxing day - Michelle and I collected in our clothes (one pair of jeans 

came out very very starchy, but the rest seem okayish), read a bit, went to 

the internet cafe, and just generally relaxed. 

 

After lunch Emma, Michelle and I watched films for a bit in the living 

room. Nelly checked up on us and brought us some blankets - she's so lovely. I almost fell asleep, I was that 

comfortable! Michelle and I had decided that we'd bake a cake, so when we were a bit more awake we went 

with Emma to Plaza Vea, the shopping centre. There we bought our ingredients (and cereal for Sunday), and 

stopped off to buy alfajores on the way back. They're basically 2 circles of pastry with manjar (condensed 

milk after 4 hours' worth of boiling) in between, and they are heavenly. At 2.50 soles each, this shop was 

expensive, but they were quite large (about the size of a mug's rim?) and they tasted divine. We also went to 

see how much the meals at the American branches in Plaza Vea cost - the cheapest was Burger King, with a 

meal costing 8.50 soles. It's about the same as at home, and very costly by Peruvian standards. Still, 

American things always cost more - we'd seen that at Plaza Vea, where one box of Frosties would cost as 

much as 5 boxes of a Peruvian cereal. 

 

On the way back it started to rain, so we walked a little faster. By the time we got back, there had been a few 

flashes of lightning and a bit of thunder. After we put away our things, the three of us decided to go to the 

volunteer centre to borrow a DVD. Apparently one of the previous volunteers had bought the film 'Up' 

(films are cheap in certain places in town, and you can often get them just after they've been released in the 

cinema) which we three were interested in seeing, so we left the house. It was drizzling a bit when we left, 

but barely 3 minutes later it was chucking it down. 

 

The volunteer centre is about a 10 minute walk from Nelly's house, so by the time we got there we were all 

drenched and the roads were more like rivers. We went in to see Juliana, and we told her why we'd come. 

What she said next nearly made me weep: she'd lent 'Up' to one of her nieces, so we'd trekked in the rain for 

nothing! We did take back a few DVD's though, and we did get to meet her mother who was eating dinner 

with her, so it wasn't a wasted visit. We stayed a few minutes, then braved the rain again. This time, it was 

as though the clouds were throwing buckets of water down: the roads were more like lakes, and a few times 

we had to wade through the huge puddles when crossing the road. At one point a car drove through a puddle 

at the side of the road - we were not too pleased! 

 

Eventually we got back, and watched The Curious Case of Benjamin Button. By the time that had ended, it 

was 11.30 and I was certainly more than ready for bed!   
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Wednesday, 8 July 2009 
 
Day 11: Huancayo and National Strikes  
 

Tia Gloria and Juliana had warned us that today there would be a national strike, 

so today we'd stay in the house since there was very little transport. Michelle and I 

spent the morning baking our cake. The oven in Nelly's house doesn't work, so 

when the mixture was complete (we just did a regular sponge) we took it to the 

bakery (Nelly and Emma came with us to show us where it was) and paid one sol 

to use their oven. We went back to the house to watch TV until the cake would be 

ready, then Michelle and I went out to collect it. We found the bakery without 

much of a problem, but we had to wait for nearly 10 minutes until somebody heard 

us calling. Our cake looked rather interesting, for want of a better word. The cake 

tin we used was one of those which had a hole in the centre, and the cake had sunk 

between the rim and the hole in the centre. Emma described it as a castle with a moat, I described it as a 

sombrero. The three of us made some strawberry buttercream to put inside the cake and put some strawberry 

sauce in the sunken part of the cake. Emma's description as a 'Castle Cake' now seemed rather fitting. It 

tasted good, though. 

 

After lunch (a Peruvian dish similar to the causa that Mum makes), Juliana dropped round the DVDs 'Up' 

and 'Ice Age 3'. We watched a bit of regular TV (and became very familiar with an advert for a razor that 

lasted over 4 minutes), watched 'Licence to Wed' (that made us laugh) and then the three of us went to the 

internet cafe for a bit. Emma and Michelle teased me a little because I write so much on my blog (we're 

forever teasing each other), but I'd like to look back over this later and remember everything as if I were 

back here in Peru. When we got back, we finally watched 'Up' with Gustavo - it's a sweet film which makes 

me want to keep travelling and see everything that the world has to offer. 

 

In true Tiffin style, I shall finish this entry off with a quotation: "Is there world enough for me?"  
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Thursday, 9 July 2009 
 
Day 12: Huancayo and a lazy day  

 
This morning Mum phoned me, but the line cut after a few minutes. A slightly 

annoying start to the day. I went down to breakfast straight after, but no news from 

Juliana. Emma, Michelle and I went into the town centre today so that Emma 

could print off some photos, then after that we bought our return coach tickets to 

Lima. I expected that they'd accept dollars (I still had 35 dollars that needed 

changing), but despite proclaiming the price in dollars on their website, they only 

accepted soles. Joyous. Still, at least now Michelle and I had our tickets (we'll be 

back in Lima on the 22nd), and at just 40 soles each it was cheaper than the 

journey to Huancayo. It's an overnight journey, which I'm told is perfectly safe. At 

least we won't have as much time to get bored on the coach! 

 

We got back to the house, and the three of us just relaxed in our rooms until lunch. Juliana still hadn't 

phoned to tell us to meet her at the volunteer centre so that we could all go to Makikita, so we relaxed in the 

afternoon as well. We sunbathed on the roof for a bit, hung out in Michelle's room, then Michelle and I went 

into town for a bit. Michelle's camera had broken and she wanted to find a place to repair it, and I came 

along to change my remaining dollars. 

 

An hour and an ice cream each later, we hadn't found anywhere that repaired cameras. We went to a few 

banks, but none would accept my dollars since they were 'too old'. Eventually a small bank accepted them 

and gave me 104 soles, but I don't know whether I just got lucky and the clerk didn't pay too much attention. 

 

It was nearly 7 by the time we got back, and we chatted with Emma for a bit before going down. The door to 

the family's floor was closed, so we knocked. A while later Sara opened it for us. It turns out that she was 

the only one in, and that she was asleep! Oops. We passed the rest of the evening chatting and discussing our 

plans for tomorrow. The plan goes as follows: tomorrow morning at about 9 we take a bus to Tarma, and 

spend the rest of the day there with Sara's family. The next day we take a tour to La Merced, the nearby 

rainforest city, and stay overnight in a hotel. Then on Sunday we stay in the city (and the hotel's swimming 

pool!) before coming straight back to Huancayo. 

 

As I type this in the internet cafe (the three of us haunt this place regularly, and the owner just gave us each 

a banana for free...), I wonder how this plan will work out. Still, I've had so much bad luck with travelling so 

far (lost suitcase and the delay on the road to Huancayo), so it's about time that I'm owed a trip that goes 

without a hitch!  
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Friday, 10 July 2009 
 
Day 13: Huancayo/Tarma and eating cuy  

 
This morning we had a slightly earlier breakfast so that we'd be in time to 

catch our coach to Tarma. Emma, Michelle and I left our keys behind, said 

our goodbyes to Nelly, Dina and Sara (Fiorella had already left for school), 

tried to stop Malena from eating my jeans (she alternates between mine and 

Emma's, for some reason known only to her), and then left on our adventure. 

 

When we got to the coach station, we were told that the coach to Tarma had 

just left and that the next one wouldn't be for another hour or so. Since it had just left, we thought that we'd 

grab a taxi and catch it up at the next 'stop'. So we took our taxi, and waited. And waited. For nearly an hour 

we waited by the roadside - I felt like I was in a film, sitting on bricks watching the cars go by. Eventually a 

bus to Tarma came (what happened to the one we were chasing?) and we got on. One of the coach workers 

tried to sell us silver crucifixes, but when he saw that I already had a crucifix he didn't bother trying to sell to 

me. At one point we stopped off in Jauja, and Michelle and Gustavo got off the coach to use the bathroom. 

Some vendors came to sell us bread, and when the coach started moving when they left - without Michelle 

and Gustavo! We only went for a few seconds before they both climbed on, out of breath. That was more 

than a little worrying! 

 

After a few hours of travelling, during which time we saw some curious wild vicuñas, we finally arrived in 

Tarma. It's a small place, nestled in the mountains. I think it's beautiful. We went straight to Gustavo's 

grandparents' house when we got of the coach - we'd be staying there that night. After greeting his 

grandparents, his aunt and his 6 year old cousin Albieri, the four of us took a taxi to a nearby town to eat. 

We went first to a church, which Gustavo told us had experienced a fire. Everything had been burned, 

except a painting of Jesus. I love miraculous stories like that. It was such a peaceful place, and the view 

from outside was stunning. After that we went to the restaurant, where Gustavo, Emma and I ordered cuy 

(Michelle had trout). For those of you who don't know, cuy is guinea pig. 

 

I have to say, it was tasty. There wasn't much meat and we had to pick at it, but I did like the taste. I thought 

of my guinea pig Tawa, especially since the cuy still had its paws (Emma's had its head as well), but it's 

meat after all. My apologies to my fellow guinea pig lovers. When we finished lunch, we went back to 

Gustavo's grandparents' and played ball games with Albieri until it started getting dark. In the evening the 

four of us went out, and at one point stopped at a chicken place. I wasn't too hungry, so I ordered just chips - 

I got a whole plateful, and it took forever to finish. On the way back to the house I took a photo of a house 

near the hospital. Mum said that when she lived in Tarma as a girl she lived by the hospital, so hopefully I 

took a photo of her house. 

 

When we got back, we chatted a little before going to bed (Michelle and I shared a room). I wasn't too tired, 

but we'd have a long day the next day and needed all the rest that we could get.   
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Saturday, 11 July 2009 
 

Day 14: La Merced and the Pampamichi tribe  
 

We woke at around half 5 the next day so that we'd have time to go to the 

rainforest town, La Merced. Eventually when we were all set, we each gave 

Gustavo's grandmother 10 soles for the night before saying our goodbyes. A taxi 

later and there we were, in the selva. Peru's divided into three sections: la costa 

(coast), la sierra (mountains), and la selva (rainforest). Lima's in la costa and 

Huancayo's in la sierra, so it was great that on this trip we'd visit towns from the 

three parts of Peru. The hotel where we'd be staying was about half an hour from 

La Merced, so we dropped our things off first before going back in the taxi. My 

rucksack broke at that point, so I only grabbed my necessary things before leaving the hotel.  

 

When we got to La Merced, we found a tour leaving that morning for 35 soles. That seemed good, and we were told to 

bring swimming costumes and sandals - both of which I'd left at the hotel. Oops. Luckily a nearby shop sold them, so 

we were all okay. I didn't have a towel, but it was so hot that I wondered if I'd really need one since it was so hot and 

sunny. After breakfast in a local cafe (they offered specialities from the region, but all I wanted was bread), we got on 

the coach with our tour group and set off. The first stop was at an old bridge over the river, with rock formations and 

vines on the other side. The bridge wobbled a little when we walked, and at one point I lost my footing. My leg fell 

through one of the slats between the planks of wood, and for a while I seemed to dangle over the river! Luckily both 

camera and I were alright - other than a slight graze on my leg, I felt fine. The main problem was that my jeans had 

torn, so I now had an unattractive rip just above my knee. I was more cautious from then on, though. The vines were 

strong enough to hold a person, and Emma was the first in our group to scale up them. I had a go too, although 

climbing isn't my strong point. 'twas fun, though. The next stop was at a particular spot from which you could see the 

mountains. What made it noteworthy was that the caps of the mountains were in the shape of a person - it's known as 

the Sleeping Indian. Isn't nature incredible? 

 

After that we made our way to a native community, the Pampa Michi. There we were dressed in their traditional 

costume and had our cheeks painted before listening to the leader speak. After that we danced with some of the 

children, before having time to look about the community. The girl I danced with wanted a tip - unfortunately I'd left 

my purse in the coach, which was now locked. She wasn't happy about that at all. The part of the community that we 

saw was made up of shops selling things for the tourists, and the people seemed rather well dressed, more so than the 

Yagua tribe that I met near Iquitos. I petted a monkey and stroked a parrot, and then we were given a few tasters of 

local drinks (some were okay, others I'm glad that I never have to try again). I felt happy by the time we were shuffled 

back onto the coach. 

 

Then came the part that I was really looking forward to: the waterfalls. We had to climb a little, and I started feeling 

sick. Gustavo stayed with me until I felt better, then we walked a little more slowly to the waterfall. It was absolutely 

stunning, seeing the water cascading naturally over the rocks. In my swimming costume I went straight in, slipping on 

the rocks in the water a few times. The water was cold, but in such a refreshing way. And leaning against the rocks 

with the water cascading over me - what an amazing experience. I swam a bit and felt fishes at my feet, and stayed 

until we were called out by our guide Juan Carlos. After getting changed, we walked to another waterfall. This one 

was just to look at, though, and after a while we made our way back to the coach. Gustavo bought us some canchitos 

(a bit like popcorn?), and Juan Carlos gave us each a nectarine. Lunch was included in the tour, but it would be a 

while until we ate. 

 

We took a small boat ride on the river, but by this point most of our group were complaining of hunger. The view was 

beautiful, and I tried to appreciate it despite feeling hungry. From there we finally made our way to the restaurant, and 

it was at 4.30 when we finally ate. I ate doncella, which is a type of fish, with yuca. It was worth the wait. A dog kept 

begging for our leftovers (did I mention that there seem to be as many stray dogs here as there are pet dogs at home?) 

and a parrot decided to make its home at another table, which made things more interesting. After that we stopped off 

at a place to buy coffee, and at last we returned to La Merced. 

 

From there we went straight to the hotel, where we four were to share a room. Michelle and I had the double bed (with 

only one pillow) while Emma and Gustavo had twin beds, which was fine by us. Emma and I walked for a bit about 

the hotel to find the pool before going back up. Michelle wasn't feeling too well, and the two of us watched the stars 

for a bit. I don't think that I've ever seen so many bright stars - I could've stayed there forever. We think that we saw 

some bats as well, but in the dark they could've been very fluffy birds. I love stargazing, and it was a tired but very 

happy Catherine who finally went to bed.  

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/_te6nLKmtD2A/So_GykronhI/AAAAAAAAAGo/D4Y2z1qgnNw/s1600-h/IMG_1597.JPG
http://cathleigh.blogspot.com/2009/07/day-14-la-merced-and-waterfalls.html


Sunday, 12 July 2009 
 
Day 15: La Merced and ABBA  

 
We woke up at about 9 this morning, the latest that I've slept in during my 

entire stay so far! Since we were so late for breakfast, there was a limited 

selection - I just got my bread rolls. Emma went for a walk nearby (she 

told us later that she saw so many beautiful butterflies) while the three of 

us rested a bit before going to the pool. Emma joined us there a while later. 

We spent the rest of the morning there, swimming and taking in the sun - it 

was so much fun. We had our lunch of pollo a la brasa by the poolside in 

the early afternoon, then took in some more sun while Emma and I sang ABBA songs using knives as 

microphones (it makes a change from hairbrushes). 

 

In the mid-afternoon we went to La Merced - like I mentioned before, the hotel is about 15 minutes' drive 

away from the town - and looked about a little before getting on a coach for Huancayo. I didn't buy 

anything, but we did see a lot of shops with the name 'Fanny'. Cue explaining to Gustavo what it means - La 

Merced is indeed full of Fannies. We literally boarded the coach as it drove out of the terminal, no need for 

advance booking here! A while later some men boarded with their tickets - tickets with our seat numbers 

that they'd bought previously. The coach staff came to sort it out, and eventually the disgruntled men took 

up seats at the back of the coach. The person next to us had a little dog in a box on her lap, so I passed the 

time watching the dog and watching 'The Pacifier'. At one point in the journey, there was a crash - the side 

of the coach had hit another coach going in the other direction! Thankfully nobody was hurt, only the wing 

mirror of our coach had fallen off. The other coach didn't even stop, so we kept going until finally we got to 

Huancayo. 

 

It was about 11pm by the time we got back to the house, full of stories to share. I'm so thankful that there 

were no major hitches on this trip!   
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Monday, 13 July 2009 
 
Day 16: Huancayo and beaded crocodiles  
 

This morning Michelle and I went into town with Gustavo to buy some stuff 

from the paper shop - Michelle wants to make a scrapbook of our trip. That 

sounds a great idea, but the blog's a little more practical for me since I can 

view it anywhere. I mended my bag as well, but the jeans were beyond 

repair. Oh well, I'll see if I can buy some more in Lima. 

 

In the afternoon we made little animals out of beads with the children at 

Makikita. Michelle and I had no idea how to do it, so Emma and the book of instructions proved to be very 

popular! One of the girls named her beaded crocodile 'Catty' - does life get any better? Eventually the 

animals were complete, and we made our way back to town. 

 

Juliana took the three of us to a nearby cafe, where we chatted over cake. I ordered a cake that I'd first tried 

at Tia Rosanna's daughter's birthday, 'torta tres leches'. It is heavenly. If I could have a cake like that every 

birthday, I'd be in heaven. Still, all good things must come to an end, and so we found ourselves going back 

to the house. I stargazed before going to bed - while not as bright as in La Merced, the stars here are 

beautiful. I wish that I knew some constellations of the southern sky - I see lots of triangles and kites, and 

one really really bright star. I'll look up its name later. I do love the night sky, it makes me feel so peaceful.   
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Tuesday, 14 July 2009 
 
Day 17: Huancayo and artisans  
 

The street vendor children were doing their maths homework today, so we 

three volunteers wrestled with long division and money problems. Even 

though I've done maths tutoring before, it's something else doing it in a 

different language! The girl I was helping was really good at adding up the 

different prices - she did it in half the time that it took me to do! It makes 

sense though, since I'm guessing she has to add up quickly when working. 

A couple of boys wanted help on a jigsaw, and before I knew it, it was half 

twelve. Some of the children walked with us for part of our way out of the 

market, stopping to play on a fruit machine. They clearly knew what they were doing and while I didn't 

encourage them, how could I stop them from having a bit of fun? We three went through the market and 

bought some fruit - I wasn't planning to buy any, but the vendor was extremely insistent and in the end I 

bought some yellow plum-like fruits for 2 soles. I'll eat them later. 

 

When we got back to the house, Juliana phoned to speak to me or Michelle. I was nearest to the phone, so 

Juliana gave me the message. Some new volunteers had just arrived from Canada, and she'd be taking them 

to San Geronimo that afternoon. Would the three of us come? So after lunch, I went upstairs to get ready for 

the outing. 

 

When three o'clock came, Michelle decided to stay in since she wasn't feeling well. Emma and I relaxed on 

the sun heated roof until Juliana came with the three volunteers. Grace, Elizabeth and Cristina are sisters and 

they seemed friendly. I also got to meet Anna, a volunteer who'd been with Makikita since April. She'd been 

on holiday travelling when Michelle and I arrived, so we hadn't met her before. We all took a bus to San 

Geronimo - there weren't enough seats so I ended up holding onto the rail for dear life. Sometimes I wonder 

if the traffic lights are there just for decoration, to be honest! 

 

Eventually we got to San Geronimo, the town of the artisans. Juliana took us to the home of an old woman 

who worked with silver. It was so fascinating watching her at her work - she started off with just a thin 

strand of silver, and we watched as she made a highly detailed pair of earrings without the use of machinery. 

Tools and a gas torch were all that she had, and within minutes the earrings were complete. She told us that 

she's been working at this trade for most of her life, so it's no wonder that she'd so quick with the silver. We 

had a look at some of her wares afterwards - the only thing that I'd have considered buying would have been 

the earrings, and since my ears aren't pierced that would have been a waste. We looked around a few shops 

in San Geronimo after, then got a bus back to El Tambo. Did I mention that that's the town in which we're 

staying? It's a district of Huancayo. 

 

When we got back, Michelle's light was off so Emma and I assumed that she was sleeping. We went to the 

internet for a while, and ended up staying for nearly 3 hours. I was nearly falling asleep near the end! After 

that it was straight to bed before I fell asleep there and then.   
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Wednesday, 15 July 2009 
 
Day 18: Huancayo and post offices  
 

Another sunny day, so we relaxed on the roof yet again until lunch. 

Michelle wasn't feeling well enough to come to Makikita in the 

afternoon, so it was just Emma and me who went to the volunteer house 

in the afternoon. Juliana told us that she'd prepared a few things to say 

about swine flu - it's getting serious over here, with more people in Lima 

falling ill - and if the children answered some questions correctly, they'd 

get some of the toys that Michelle had brought and given to Juliana 

beforehand. Everything sounded good, so we took a taxi to Makikita. 

Normally we'd have taken a bus, but since there were 6 of us (me, Emma, Juliana and the Canadian sisters), 

a bus would have only been 20 centimos cheaper per person. 

 

Very few children turned up at Makikita today - since the holidays have been forced to start early to 

minimise the spread of swine flu (Fiorella's home now and very happy about this!), many children were in 

their hometowns and couldn't come. We did get a good ball game going, a bit like dodgeball but with a 

person on either side of the group throwing the ball. I'm awful, Emma's great, and I think Cristina won in the 

end. By the time we'd finished, Juliana was ready to begin. She didn't use her prepared information at all - 

the children were clued up already, and many toys were given out as a result. Besides a few squabbles of the 

"her toy's better than mine" variety, everything went really well, and I felt happy as we boarded the bus 

back. 

 

When we got off at the Plaza de Armas (town square is the rough equivalent - every town has one), Emma 

said that she needed to go to the post office to send her postcards. I decided to go with her, so we said 

goodbye to Juliana and the sisters before making our way to the post office. I've decided to wait a bit before 

sending any postcards - 5 soles per stamp, and 7 soles to send. 12 soles a postcard is almost 3 pounds! 

Emma looked into sending a package as well, but at 54 soles for half a kilo, she decided to wait. A bit 

pricey, methinks! On our way back we passed a cake shop, and two minutes later found ourselves sitting in 

the Plaza de Armas sharing a slice of toffee cake. That was a lot of fun, I'll have to do that again sometime. 

 

Michelle was awake when we got back to the house, so we decided to go to a nearby cafe that had been 

recommended by previous volunteers. Michelle and I got double burgers - the meat was as thin as an 

English/Swedish pancake and the bread was a bit too sweet for a meal, but it was okay. We got Inca Kola, 

but were told that we had to return the bottles when we were done. With our Inca Kola, we decided to go to 

the residence for a bit. There Michelle and I met Kate, a Scottish woman who lives nearby and works at the 

university. Apparently she used to volunteer, and wanted to adopt one of the orphans who she met. Now 

she's living in Peru so that the authorities will let her adopt. I think that's beautiful, I hope that it works out. 

We chatted to Anna and Grace for a bit before returning the empty bottles and making our way back to 

Nelly's house to sleep.   
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Thursday, 16 July 2009 
 
Day 19: Huancayo and Dutch Auction  

 
Michelle felt better today, so the three of us went to the street vendor 

kids' school this morning. Liliana was upset to hear that we'd be leaving 

next Tuesday, but we agreed to join the children on Tuesday afternoon's 

planned trip to the local shopping centre. Apparently there's a games 

arcade there, so Liliana's taking the children there. I brought some 

pencils, pens and sweets for the children - they were all really thankful 

for them. Liliana read a story about lion cubs (the moral is, listen to your 

parents or the hunters will get you), and the children who answered some 

questions at the end got a sweet. Then we played a game that was like the Dutch Auction that I've played at 

ATE - cut short, the person in charge asks for an object (e.g. a shoelace, or a hairclip), and the first team to 

give that object in wins that round. The children got very much into it, of course, and we all had fun. After 

that we went to the market to buy fruit - Juliana would be making a fruit salad tomorrow while we took the 

children to Torre Torre. Sounds good to me. 

 

The afternoon was a lazy one, washing clothes and enjoying the sun. We had causa for lunch - I'm getting to 

appreciate Peruvian food more and more. Then the three of us went to the internet cafe in the evening, 

followed by a return trip to the cafe. Michelle and I got hamburgers again. Emma was torn between chicken 

or meat for her burger. When asked "¿pollo or carne?", somehow the two words combined so that her reply 

was "porno". At least it was us asking, and not the waitress at that point! That made me laugh throughout the 

rest of the meal. 

 

This weekend we're thinking of going to Jauja, a nearby-ish town with hot springs. Anna and the Canadian 

sisters are going on Sunday, but Michelle and I want to go to the Sunday market again before we leave for 

Lima. So far we're having a Saturday day-trip, but we'll see what happens in the end.   
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Friday, 17 July 2009 
 
Day 20: Huancayo and a greater change of plan  

 

This morning when Michelle and I went to the internet cafe, I got an email from 

Mum (well, I always do, but this one's different). She'd been reading the 

newspapers, and there didn't seem to be anything about the strikes in Huancayo 

that are due next week. With the increase in swine flu in Lima, she wondered if 

we'd feel safer staying in Huancayo for a few more days. The reason that we'd be 

going on Tuesday was because of the strikes, but I trust my Mum and if she says 

it'll probably be safe here, I'm taking her word for it. Michelle was happy with the 

idea of staying longer - neither of us want to leave just yet. Eventually we decided 

on the night of the 29th to leave: 27th is a bit early, 30th is a bit late, and 28th is 

Independence Day. So... fingers crossed we'll be staying longer! 

 

We told Nelly about our plans just after lunch, and I asked if it was okay with her if we stayed longer. She 

told us that of course it was, that we were family and that our rooms would always be there for us. That 

meant a lot. There shouldn't be any problem with Juliana, now all we need to do is get some more money 

from Lima. Right now I only have about 50 soles left! 

 

In the afternoon, a group of us went to Makikita - Emma, Michelle and me, of course, and also Gustavo, 

Fiorella, and their cousin Stephanie. They hadn't been to Torre Torre before, and it seemed a good chance 

for them to get to know it. Juliana arrived just after us with Anna, the Canadian sisters, and her young niece. 

Juliana and her niece would stay behind making the fruit salad with the fruit and yoghurt that we'd bought, 

while the rest of us went to Torre Torre. So we climbed - I mainly walked by Cynthia, a 14 year old. Torre 

Torre was as beautiful as it was on the first day, although I felt more tired this time for some reason. We 

took a lot of pictures before making our way back down - the children adore having pictures taken of them. I 

love them dearly, they're so much fun. At one point one of the children snapped off a whole branch of 

eucalyptus for Grace, I wonder if she took it all the way back to El Tambo with her? One boy got bitten by a 

dog on the way down, which made us all a lot more wary. Thankfully he didn't seem too badly hurt, but 

Cristina carried him back the rest of the way since he was still in pain and scared. 

 

We'd overestimated how many children would come this afternoon, so when we got back there was enough 

fruit salad for two cups each! It was great relaxing with Fiorella and Stephanie, eating our fruit. Eventually 

we said our goodbyes for the afternoon, and made our way back to the house. At one point when crossing 

the road, a car came out of nowhere and nearly rammed into us - Emma and Michelle ran forward, the rest 

of us ran back. I was a little in shock after that - I've had a few close calls, but never this close! Thankfully 

we managed the rest of the walk back without a hitch. We chatted in the kitchen for a bit, then Stephanie 

went home and another cousin came over. This cousin gets called Baby - nicknames here often don't have 

malice, and Nelly's sister who's now staying with us, Maye, gets called Huesas ('Bones') because she's so 

skinny. Gustavo has given the three of us new names too - Emma's 'Emancipation', I'm 'Bambina', and 

Michelle's Piccola/Charlotte/Ashley/Sharon. Gustavo is now Alejandro, Alejo for short. I can't remember 

how the names came about, I guess it's just one of those things. 
 

Michelle and I went to the bus station to change our bus tickets not long after - we had to pay an extra 35 

soles since the ticket on the 29th is more expensive. Still, for an extra 8 days here I think it's worth it. We 

went to the cafe that we went to with Juliana and Emma afterwards - the burger was better here, but there 

were hardly any chips so we ordered an extra portion. It was a good meal though - lately I've been getting 

hungry in the evenings, ever since we first came here with Juliana. Junk food cravings are not good. 

 

Tomorrow Gustavo, Fiorella, Emma, Michelle and I are off to Jauja for the day. I think that Baby and 

Stephanie might be joining us, so it should be a really fun day. I'm looking forward to that!  
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Saturday, 18 July 2009 
 
Day 21: Jauja and hot springs  

 

Buses to Jauja are frequent, so we didn't have to wake up too early this morning. 

After breakfast we set off on our day trip - in the end it was just Gustavo, Fiorella, 

Emma, Michelle and me who went. We jumped on the minivan at the corner of 

the house - I had knees and shopping digging into my back for most of the hour's 

journey. That wasn't too fun, but eventually we arrived in Jauja. 

 

From the town centre we took a taxi, which dropped us off near some hot springs. 

An old lady greeted us with her little granddaughter, and showed us to the hot 

springs. There are two, each inside a separate building. We saw the water coming 

up through the ground, causing small bubbles, and there's a hole in the wall for the water to escape. She wanted 30 

soles for all of us, but eventually we got her down to 20. So that's 4 soles each, since there were 5 of us, right? No, she 

said, 20 soles. Yes, so 4 soles each. This went on for a while, but eventually I ended up giving her 20 soles while the 

others each gave me 4 soles. Everybody happy at last. Then I realised that there were no changing rooms, and I hadn't 

thought to put on my swimming costume before leaving the house. Michelle ended up holding up my towel around me 

while I changed in the corner, right underneath a shrine to Jesus. It's a bit awkward, getting changed while the Lord 

stares down from His cross at you. But we did get an hour in the hot springs - 'hot' being tepid, so we had to swim a bit 

to keep warm. We did have fun though, although at one point while we were playing catch with Fiorella's hair bobble, 

it escaped through the hole in the wall when I threw it. Not good. But to be in hot springs, that they even exist - I think 

that nature's incredible like that. 
 

We sat by the empty roadside waiting for a bus back to Jauja afterwards, and after 5 minutes or so one finally came, 

although I had to stand for the whole journey. We found a taxi that would take us to a nearby lagoon, Laguna de Paca, 

so we jumped in. When we got to a small intersection, the road was blocked because of the rally. We'd seen some cars 

speeding along the road earlier, so maybe they were part of the rally? In any case we had to turn back and go by a 

longer route, and eventually we got to the lagoon. I hadn't seen such a vivid blue for a long time. There were a few 

restaurants nearby, so we went to one where they prepared pachamanca. Pachamanca is food prepared in a ground 

oven: we watched as they cooked the meat (I had pork) and potatoes over a fire in the ground before serving it to us. It 

tasted wonderful. The only part of the meal that I just couldn't eat was the humita (Wikipedia informs me that it's corn 

dough) - I gave it to Emma, who gave it the appreciation that it deserved. Some wild dogs came to beg, so they were 

given many leftovers by our table. After our meal we had a peaceful boat ride on the lake. Cue the 'Titanic' theme song 

by me and Emma - who wouldn't? 
 

We got back to Jauja in the late afternoon, and watched a music video of Michael Jackson at the DVD vendor for a 

while. Fiorella wanted to buy the DVD of Harry Potter 6, but it didn't work. We girls decided to go to the cinema that 

evening to watch it on the big screen instead. We walked around the town and the Plaza de Armas for a little longer 

before taking our bus back to Huancayo. I read while the others slept: I was tired, but I hate falling asleep on journeys 

shorter than 3 hours. When we got back to the house, we told Nelly of our plans. Gustavo stayed home, then Fiorella, 

Emma, Michelle and I grabbed a taxi to Plaza Vea. By this time it was 7pm, so we thought we'd get the 7.30 viewing. 

When we were near the front of the queue, we were told that all the tickets were sold out until the 9.30 viewing. Two 

hours! We bought the tickets all the same, and walked about for a bit while we waited. We took photos with some 

clowns and somebody in a dog costume (Michelle pulled the tail when the person ignored us), sang some ABBA, 

talked to the manager of the alfajores shop (alfajores are one of my favourite desserts - two circles of pastry with 

manjar in the middle, delicious!) and then decided to eat something. Fiorella hadn't tried Burger King before, so she, 

Michelle and I ate our Burger King meals while Emma bought some rice from the Chinese food stall. There was 

enough to feed an army - Fiorella and Michelle helped her, but she still had a bagful to take home. 
 

Eventually it was 9.20, and we made our way to the cinema. The queue stretched out of the cinema and as far as the 

escalator! It was nearly half an hour before we got in, during which time the cream which Emma had bought for her 

sunburn decided to escape from the tube when she opened it. She had enough in her hands for all of us! We were full 

from the meal so we didn't get popcorn, and entered the cinema relaxed to watch the film. It was a lot better than the 

last one, but I still think that there should have been more chemistry between the couples. Still, the effects at the start 

were great - flying through the streets of London, I felt a little queasy. I'm not a good flier, as I've said before!   

 

It was nearly 1am by the time we got back, so quickly said hi to Gustavo, who was waiting up for us, before making 

our way to bed.  
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Sunday, 19 July 2009 
 
Day 22: Huancayo/Ahuac and toad games  

 
This morning I slept in a bit and had a cereal bar before going down to see 

the family. My plans for the day had been to go to the market on Avenida 

Huancavelica, but when I saw Emma she told me that the family was 

planning a day trip. They'd be going to some nearby ruins, and would we 

like to come? About an hour later, we were all squashed in the car on our 

way to the ruins of Arwaturo, near the village of Ahuac. I thought it was 

really nice of the family to invite us three along with them on their outing. 

 

Hector parked the car while Nelly, Gustavo, Fiorella, Emma, Michelle and I walked up the stairs to 

Arwaturo (Tia Huesas was going to the rally that day, so didn't come with us). Thankfully it wasn't too long 

a walk, but we were still tired out when we got to the top. The view was fantastic though - in front of us we 

could see fields of green, with the mountains in the distance, and rising above the mountains we could see 

Huaytapallana, a glacier over 5000 metres tall. Behind us were the ruins themselves, and a guide told us the 

story of the people of the Wanka culture who built them. Every so often in Huancayo there's a sign that 

claims Huancayo as Wanka territory, and the tour guide in La Merced spoke of his pride in being a Wanka. 

After a while it does cease to be funny, believe it or not. Anyway, we listened to the history, then walked 

about a bit before going back down to Ahuac. Fiorella and Nelly told us some more of Peru's pre-Incan 

history - I think it's just as fascinating as the Incan empire, even though it's less well-known. 

 

Hector had parked the car at a nearby restaurant, where we ate pachacamac again. This time Fiorella was the 

lucky recipient of my humita, but the rest of the food was just as delicious as it was yesterday. After lunch 

we played a game of trying to throw tokens into the mouth of a metal toad. There are other holes around it, 

with each hole giving a different number of points. I lost miserably by about 600 points - oh the shame! 

After that Nelly, Fiorella, Emma, Michelle and I went on a boat trip on the lagoon. This was a rowboat with 

space for about 30 people, and we waited for a while in the cold before the boat finally left. It was peaceful, 

admiring the view and watching the ducks. 

 

It was evening by the time we got back to the house. While we hadn't gone to the market, I felt that we had 

an even better time on the family outing to such a beautiful historic place.  
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Monday, 20 July 2009 
 
Day 23: Huancayo and film night  

 
Tia phoned to say that she'd forwarded my money from Lima, so this morning I 

went into town with Michelle and Emma to collect it. Now Michelle have enough 

to pay for 8 days' more accommodation, and extra. That's a relief, to know that 

we'll be okay now with money. We bought some pastries at the bakery after 

changing our money, and munched them in the Plaza de Armas for a bit before 

going back for lunch. Nelly's father comes every day to the house for lunch now, 

did I mention that? The feeling of having different generations of the family at the 

same table is so lovely. 

 

Not many children came to Makikita today, but we did have some fun playing ball 

games. One of the boys finished off his beaded crocodile, some of the girls played volleyball, a few went on 

the nearby climbing equipment, and I played chase with a small group. They have so much more energy and 

stamina than me, it's so much fun to play with them! Afterwards Juliana took us to a cafe where we bought 

empanadas - they weren't bad, I suppose, but I don't think I'll be going back there in a hurry. 

 

We had a lazy evening, watching films. We watched 'The Boy in the Striped Pyjamas' while eating 

marshmallow-rice krispies, and by the end I was almost in tears. It's such a moving film. We watched Juno 

afterwards to cheer up, but I was still thinking about how people can allow others in this world to die by the 

time I went to bed. How can these atrocities be allowed to happen?   
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Tuesday, 21 July 2009 
 
Day 24: Huancayo and alfajores  

 
This morning at the school in the market, Emma and Michelle took a 

mini English lesson. From where I sat drawing with some of the younger 

girls, it looked good - until we realised that the English words for the 

fruits, weekdays and colours were on posters on the walls of the 

classroom. Still, the children had fun, and Michelle gave them some 

stickers so all was well. After buying our fruit from the cheerful vendor - 

she calls us her "amigitas", her 'little friends' - who gave us each a free 

baby banana, we three went to Plaza Vea to buy some ingredients for a 

cheesecake. We thought about taking a taxi back to the house, but there was a transport strike today so we 

didn't have that option. Good thing that we no longer planned to go back to Lima today! I really don't feel 

ready to go back yet, I feel so at home here. 

 

After lunch the plan was to take the market children to Plaza Vea - they're not allowed in by themselves in 

case they steal, I'm not sure what to make of that assumption - but because of the swine flu epidemic, the 

school's director wouldn't allow it. Instead we had a lazy afternoon, making use of Michelle's 'make your 

own alfajores' kit. We overdid it a little - the kit gave us 40 alfajores, and between 7 of us we finished them 

quickly. We started watching Sweeney Todd, but I was the only one who seemed to like it. In the end we 

changed films, watched some TV, then went to the internet for a bit. 

 

When we got back, the door to the family's apartment was locked (they live on the third floor). We knocked 

but got no reply, so we went straight up to our rooms on the rooftop. Michelle had bought a book of jokes 

and brainteasers, so the three of us read those in her room while eating cake that we'd bought earlier in Plaza 

Vea and singing ABBA songs, as is now tradition for Emma and me. It's so much fun just relaxing with the 

family (I'm counting Emma and Michelle here) - I feel like one of them. I'm so glad that we didn't leave 

today.  
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Wednesday, 22 July 2009 
 
Day 25: Huancayo and paying the bills  
 

Emma and I went along with Nelly and Maye, aka Huesas, to town this 

morning to pay the bills. Over here there are three options: go straight to 

each company and pay (Nelly and Maye did this), go to the bank and pay 

for all services in one go (this is a bit more expensive), or do it online (very 

risky). At one point Maye and I nearly lost Nelly and Emma, but 

fortunately Emma's tall so we found them quickly. Afterwards Emma 

wanted to buy some coffee as a gift, so we went to Plaza Vea where we 

spent nearly half an hour sniffing different brands of coffee. I'm not a 

coffee fan, but I do like the smell of freshly ground coffee. Just as well, since we must have sniffed coffee 

from at least four different regions before deciding on one! 

 

Juliana had thought that the strike would carry on today, so she'd told the children to not come to Makikita 

today. Even though things were back to normal, she said that there was no point in us going since the 

children wouldn't be there. Instead we went over to the residence to make pancakes and otongos - boiled 

pastry with cheese inside. Emma brought eggs, and on the way to the residence she drew faces on them like 

in Ice Age 3. As you do. Michelle and I went to buy baking soda from a local shop, but nobody came to 

answer when we called. We bought some ice cream after, and ate some while waiting for the otongos to 

cook. Kiera and the Canadian sisters were there by the time the food was ready, so we had a fun evening 

eating and laughing over the differences between American English and British English (we say 'bum bag' 

and they say 'fanny pack', but methinks they should be the other way round). 

 

We brought some otongos back for the family when we got back, then chatted at the table for a while before 

heading upstairs to bed.   
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Thursday, 23 July 2009 
 
Day 26: Huancayo and flying kites  

 
The market children were going swimming today, and because of the 

swine flu risk we volunteers couldn't go. The swine flu's limiting the 

amount of volunteering that we can do - we can't go to the orphanage, we 

can't do as much with the market children - in a way this illness is 

affecting us all, even though the children themselves are thankfully not 

ill. So I relaxed on the roof for a bit, before going down to Hector's office 

to help Michelle and Gustavo with some filing. At one point we found 

some old calendars shaped like pyramids - we soon discovered that they 

made rather good hats! Fiorella put some music on - the pop music isn't that different, but some of the 

romantic songs are so beautiful and moving. Afterwards I relaxed upstairs some more, then played football 

with Gustavo and Emma. Somehow the game turned into a water fight, so we were a little wet by the time 

we went down for lunch. 

 

We passed the afternoon on the rooftop relaxing, and watching films with Gustavo and Fiorella. I really do 

feel at home here. By the end of 'Madagascar', Michelle had fallen asleep and Emma had left for the internet 

cafe. I went to join her, and when we got back Michelle was just waking up. That tells you just how relaxing 

our afternoon was! We went upstairs to read Emma's new joke book ("Why can't a cannibal eat Michael 

Jackson?" "Because he has artificial colours"), then we tried out some of the kites that I'd brought for the 

children. By 'tried out', I mean running about on the rooftop pulling the string of the kite, laughing like a 

small child. We're children at heart, I say. On that happy note we went to sleep.   
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Friday, 24 July 2009 
 
Day 27: Huancayo and history 

  
This morning we three (I hope you know who I mean by now!) went 

with Nelly and Maye to the ruins at Huarivilca. Our tour started off with 

a museum visit, where our guide explained that the site used to be a 

temple for the Huanca people. We saw the remains of pottery and human 

sacrifices - it fascinates me just how much history Peru has. Most people 

don't think beyond the Incas and Machu Picchu, but for me the Pre-Incas 

were just as intriguing as the Incas, if not more so. We went to the 

remains of the temple after that - a lot of the walls are intact, and the 

doorways and windows are still clearly defined. The centre of the temple is now a grassy courtyard, and as 

we sat under a tree listening to the guide, I could picture the ceremonies of centuries past happening around 

me. It's a magical feeling, as though I've been transported back to that time - as a bystander, though, not as 

one of the virgin sacrifices! After taking lots of photos, we were shown a nearby stream from which clean 

water flows. Nobody knows where this water comes from, and it's speculated that the Huancas believed it to 

be sacred. We were able to drink this water and it's safe to wash using it, which is great for the nearby poor 

population (the water that the children from Makikita bring to the centre to wash their hands and faces is 

often full of dust). Gustavo drove us back to the house afterwards, with me riding in the front seat - much as 

I'm getting used to being squished in the back of cars like a sardine, nothing beats being in the front seat. 

 

At lunch, Nelly's father told us that there would be a celebration in the Plaza de Armas that evening with 

traditional dancing from this region. The three of us decided to go after stopping in at the residence - Juliana 

had phoned to ask if instead of going to Makikita, we'd go straight to the volunteer house. Michelle and I 

took the toys, books and kites that we'd brought from home from the children - we didn't know if we'd have 

much time afterwards to give them to her. One of the 'toys' was my old pair of sunglasses - they'd left 

London with lens, and arrived in Lima without them. Strange, but Michelle thought that the children might 

like them. We tried them out, and with Emma's hat we ended up looking like pilots. When we got to the 

residence, Juliana told us of the other volunteers' plans: Elizabeth and Grace would be going to La Merced 

that weekend, Cristina and Kiera would be going to Ecuador, and Anna to Lima. Only Kiera would be 

coming back afterwards, so this was the time for a group photo. We stayed a bit to chat with Juliana, and 

watched a dance group practising in the nearby square. One of the teachers played the panpipes while the 

group danced - it was beautiful to watch. 

 

Evening arrived, and Juliana took us to the artisans' market. I bought a beautiful blue jumper for 20 soles, 

and some wall hangings of places in Huancayo. Those will liven up my wall at university! Michelle left us at 

the exit, where I bought my first chocoteja of this trip. They are heaven on earth - a prune stuffed with 

manjar blanco, and covered with chocolate. I'll buy some to bring home in Lima. Michelle felt a bit unwell 

and decided to go home, and after making sure that she'd be okay getting back Emma and I made our way to 

the Plaza de Armas. We didn't see anything happening, so we asked one of the policemen what was 

happening. He'd been told that the festivities may not happen because of the swine flu risk, but there had 

been no news other than that. Emma and I didn't feel much like going back yet, so we went to the cafe that 

we went to with Juliana for 'lonche' (it's like afternoon tea, but in the evening). A hamburger and a slice of 

cake later, we went back to the Plaza de Armas, but still nothing was happening. I felt a little dejected as we 

walked back to the house, but at least we'd seen some dancing that day. 

 

Tomorrow the plan is that we go with Maye, her sister Nora (she arrived here today), Gustavo and Fiorella 

to Pozuzo for a day or two, stopping off at La Merced on the way. It's all very last-minute, so I've no idea 

what'll happen. Whatever happens, we'll have an adventure of some sort, which is enough for me!  
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Saturday, 25 July 2009 
 
Day 28: La Merced and no room at the inn  

 
I woke up early this morning, ready for our adventure. This time I'd 

packed my sewing kit, so if my trousers rip this time I'll be prepared! We 

ate our breakfast, but by the time we'd finished Michelle was feeling ill. 

She's been feeling unwell lately, but by now she felt a lot worse and didn't 

feel healthy enough to come with us. She insisted that we still go, so in 

the end it was just Maye, Nora, Fiorella, Emma and me who left the 

house for La Merced. We took a coach straight there - I got the window 

seat next to Nora, but with no seatbelt. One of the buttons on my bag had 

broken off, so I spent some of the journey sewing it back on. I learned an important lesson today: it's near 

impossible to thread a needle when the road is bumpy, and I eventually gave up after 15 minutes of trying. I 

read a bit (Michelle had borrowed some books from the residence, and I borrowed this one from her - 

'Redeeming Love', it's called), and listened to the radio on Nora's mp4. One radio station has songs in 

English, so we listened to that for a bit. 
 

When the bus arrived in Tarma, some doctors came aboard to talk to us about swine flu. We were each given 

a leaflet, and had to fill in our details and say whether we'd had any symptoms of the flu. Given that so far 

there haven't been any reported cases of swine flu in Tarma, I wonder how the information is presented in 

Lima where more people are ending up in hospital. We continued on our way, seeing some more vicuñas as 

we passed the mountains, and finally after nearly 4 hours, we arrived at La Merced. 

 

We found a restaurant that served fish and chicken, so we went straight there with our bags. I for one 

welcomed the change of chair, and the food itself was delicious. We went afterwards for cremoladas (fruit 

slushies) at a nearby cafe - unlike the ones we'd bought in Jauja, these were made with the juice of the actual 

fruit rather than artificial colours. There were cremoladas of almost every exotic fruit - aguaje, maricuya, 

cocona, and peanut. Naturally Emma tried the peanut one - we all had a taste, and decided that it wasn't our 

favourite flavour. It was raining heavily when we left the cafe, so we sprinted with our bags as we searched 

for a hotel. The hotel that Nora and Maye were planning to go to was full because of Fiestas Patrias - the 

28th is Independence Day, a national holiday when most people go to other towns from the city to celebrate. 

Luckily we found a hotel near the Plaza de Armas - for 150 a night, we'd get a double bed and two singles. 

Slightly problematic, given that there were 5 of us. Eventually it was decided that Nora and Maye would 

have the double bed, and that Emma and Fiorella would share a single. Not ideal, but since there were no 

triple rooms we didn't have much choice. 

 

We went to the tour agency afterwards, where we were advised that because of Fiestas Patrias, we were 

unlikely to find a hotel in Pozuzo or in Oxapampa, our second choice. Pozuzo is too far for a day trip, so we 

decided to stay in La Merced for the time being and perhaps take a day trip to Oxapampa. The rep tried to 

sell us an adventure tour, and after looking at the many photos we said that we'd think about it. We found a 

cafe that served fried yucas, my new favourite food, and fruit juice. There was such a huge selection of fruits 

to choose from - I got cocona, which I remembered as being delicious in Iquitos, and Emma got chirimoya, 

her new favourite fruit. Why oh why can't we bring these fruits home with us? We went straight to the tour 

agency afterwards to buy the adventure package, and then realised that Emma and Maye were no longer 

with us. I spotted them in the Plaza de Armas, were they told us of their new idea. It was likely that the rain 

would continue tomorrow, so it would perhaps be better to see what the weather was like before purchasing 

the tour. We agreed to wait, and ran back to the hotel before the tour rep came to see where we were. 

 

So here are our plans: if it's sunny tomorrow, we'll go on the adventure tour. If it rains, we'll go to 

Oxapampa. I'm not sure about the adventure tour, to be honest: it involves a lot of climbing rocks, and I'm 

not a huge fan of heights. Still, we'll see what the weather's like tomorrow.  
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Sunday, 26 July 2009 
 
Day 29: Oxapampa and separation anxiety  

 
I was in my bedroom in London, reading on my bed, when the door 

opened. Dad walked in, but in the light he looked a little different. I 

blinked a few times and Dad turned into Emma, my bedroom turned into 

the hotel room, and it took me a few seconds to register where I was. I'd 

have thought that something like this would have happened on my first 

day in Peru or my first day in Huancayo, but there you go. Grey clouds 

were forming this morning, so once we were all awake we decided to go 

on a day trip to Oxapampa. The cafe we went to last night was closed, but 

we found another place that served fried yuca. After breakfast we went straight to the bus station, where we 

got on the bus straight to Oxapampa. It's beautiful passing through the mountains and clouds, watching 

nature be. At times the bus drove so close to the edge of the cliffs that I felt a little edgy, so in the end I was 

glad when we arrived at Oxapampa about two hours later. 

 

Oxapampa is known for its population of German people, so we saw a few white people and mixes as we 

walked to the Plaza de Armas. German-Peruvian mixes are adorable - I saw one child who looked 

completely Peruvian, but with blue eyes. In the Plaza de Armas we saw a lot of vendors selling dolls, one of 

which looked a lot like Emma (she's blonde with blue eyes). We wondered if we could get some money by 

selling her to tourists, but settled for giving her plaits like the dolls. She became known to us that day as 'the 

German girl imported from Sweden'. In the Plaza de Armas we saw a lot of tour reps as well, but in the end 

one of the motortaxi drivers told us that he'd drive us to the main tourist spots and be our guide. Nora, Emma 

and I went with him while Fiorella and Maye took another motortaxi - we'd meet up at each place, and pay 

each driver at the end of the tour. The first place we went to was a cheese factory. We watched the workers 

at their machines, then got to sample the different types of cheese and butter. I'm not a fan of cheese, so I 

spent more time at the window watching the workers. We saw fields of fruit as well, and after a few photos I 

got back in the taxi with Nora, and Emma went with Maye and Fiorella. 

 

Our next stop was a 'zoo'. Nora and I got out of the taxi, and waited for the others. And waited. They never 

turned up. Nora phoned Maye, but nobody picked up. Our driver phoned the driver of the other motortaxi, 

but still nothing. Some motocross racers passed, and I took a photo with one of the bikes as we waited. 

Eventually we gave up, and entered the 'zoo'. There was only one animal - a little monkey tied to a tree. He 

didn't want to be picked up at first, and then he climbed all over me, at one point nearly pulling down my 

top. Unfortunately that's the moment that got captured on camera - I'm not terribly photogenic at that point! 

We waited a little more, then got back in the motortaxi. We went to a trout farm afterwards, where we saw 

the different types of trout bred for sale. After a photo with the fish, we went to the cave right beside the 

trout farm, Tunqui Cueva. One of the guides at the entrance lent us a torch, and we made our way inside. 

The rock formations were simply stunning - stalactites and ridges along the walls, and greenery growing in 

the centre. Words can't do the beauty of that cave justice. 

 

When we left the cave, one of the other motortaxi drivers came running up to us. He'd seen the others going 

into the trout farm! We went to see, and there was our fellow motortaxi. We waited a little, and never have I 

felt so relieved to see Emma, Fiorella and Maye come towards us. Apparently they'd tried to phone us, but 

got no reply either. Very strange. In any case, we were all together now. The trio went to the cave while 

Nora and I fought off mosquitos, and when they returned we talked over our plans. Since we'd seen the 'zoo' 

and the others hadn't, they'd go there while we continued on ahead. We'd meet at a nearby ranch, where 

hopefully we could ride some horses. With that all settled, we went back in our motortaxis and continued on 

our tour. 
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The next stop was a distillery. Instead of barley or rye, sugar cane was used here. We watched the machines 

at their work, tasted a bit of the resulting drink, Huarapo (I liked it), then made our way to a nearby bridge. 

From this bridge we had a spectacular view of the river, and the rain and wind made this even more 

impressive. Then we went to a nearby town, Chontabamba, where stood a wooden statue of Christ in the 

centre of the Plaza de Armas. We saw a beautiful colonial-style church, and the only thing that marred my 

happiness here was that neither Emma nor Fiorella were in my photos. Still, we'd see them when we got to 

the ranch. 

 

We arrived at the ranch, where we met the others without a problem. Things still weren't ideal though: the 

ranch was being rented out for a wedding, and we couldn't enter. Still, we'd had a fantastic tour nevertheless. 

The motortaxis dropped us off at a nearby restaurant, where they demanded their payment. When they'd told 

us that the price was 12 soles per cab in the Plaza de Armas, we thought that this was cheap. Now we 

learned that they meant 12 soles per hour! The tour had been more or less 5 hours, so 120 soles in total. 

There were 5 of us, and while I know that 24 soles each (6 pounds, give or take?) for such a detailed tour is 

cheap, it took us a bit by surprise! The food at the restaurant was good - Emma and I shared a huge plate 

which contained three different types of meat, so we returned happily full to the bus station. We took a taxi 

back to La Merced - it wasn't that much more expensive than the bus, and it got us there nearly half an hour 

sooner. It's a lot when you're so exhausted that you think you're going to fall asleep then and there. 

 

When we got to La Merced, we went to the cafe that we'd visited last night to rethink our plans over fruit 

juice. We agreed that even if the weather was foul, we'd still do the adventure tour. We walked about a bit, 

and in a coffee shop (as in, a shop that sells bags of coffee) we met Grace and Elizabeth! They'd been on the 

adventure tour that day, and recommended an agency to us. After forcing down the free samples of coffee 

that were pressed upon me, I said goodbye to Grace and Elizabeth, and went with the others to book our 

places at the agency. They wanted 45 soles each, somehow Maye got them down to 30 soles. Even though 

this agency's more expensive than others, we were told that the group size is usually around 8 people and 

that we'd be given boots to wear. That sounded good to us, so we paid our deposit and agreed to return the 

next morning. We were advised to wear shorts, so we went to buy some for Fiorella. I had a look around, but 

didn't find anything to suit me. I do have a pair of shortish trousers, so they'll have to do. 

 

At the hotel we got our things ready for tomorrow, then turned in for the night. I looked out of the window, 

but with the clouds above I couldn't see any stars. That was disappointing, but at least I'd seen the starry sky 

once before, weekend before last. With that thought, I went to bed to rest for an adventure-filled day.   



Monday, 27 July 2009 
 

Day 30: La Merced and the adventure tour  
 

I woke up feeling a bit edgy about today. For one thing, as I've mentioned before the 

adventure tour involves climbing rocks, which isn't one of my strengths. Secondly, I'm 

scared of heights. Thirdly, the only pair of 'shorts' I had were a pair of white denim 

trousers that reached a few inches above my ankle, and which probably weren't designed 

for climbing. I still felt excited though as Fiorella, Emma and I made our way to the 

rooftop of the hotel, where the little old Peruvian lady who owns the hotel served us 

bread rolls and papaya juice. 5 soles seemed a bit much just for bread and juice, but it 

made things easier to eat there than at the cafe. We went back downstairs to join Nora 

and Maye, then we made our way to the tour agency. When we got there, we were all 

kitted out with our boots paid the rest of the money for the tour. During all this, we were 

told the plan for the day. We'd be a group of nine - the five of us plus two couples - and 

our tour guide, Carlos aka Rambo, would take us by bus to the Kimiri bridge. There 

we'd walk for about 45 minutes before reaching the river, and there the adventure would begin. The five of us agreed 

to put all of our cameras in my waterproof rucksack, to keep them safe, and we left our shoes and towels at the 

agency. When we were all ready, we climbed aboard the bus and left for the bridge.  

 

 

Kimiri bridge is the same bridge that I'd nearly fallen through two weeks ago, but this time we crossed without a hitch. 

We passed the vines that Emma and I had scaled up, then continued on the path into the rainforest. I barely felt tired at 

all, the view was that stunning - the river below us (there's a song that goes "Te dijo, te dijo, te dijo" - bearing in mind 

that 'rio' means 'river', we changed the lyrics to "El rio, el rio, el rio") and fruit trees all around. At one point we played 

baseball with avocados that had fallen from the trees and a long stick which Emma had found. We also saw a spider 

the size of my hand while walking on logs to cross the river, and a line of ants carrying leaves from the tops of the 

trees to their anthills on the ground. Eventually we reached a point in the river where we had to enter the water. This 

only came up to our ankles at first, but later on we were soaked up to our knees. Then came the first set of rocks that 

we had to climb. Carlos set up the ropes, then waited at the top for us. Naturally Emma scaled up like a monkey. 

Fiorella went without much hesitation. I hesitated at every step, but eventually with a lot of guidance I got to the top 

too. I'd made it! One woman made the sign of the cross about five times before climbing up - in a way it's a relief to 

know that I wasn't the most scared of our group! Once we were all up, we continued our trek. We waded some more in 

the river, climbed up more rocks, and drank a lot of bottled water. It got easier, and I did enjoy myself in the water. 

Finally we reached an old bridge over a waterfall. Carlos told us that this bridge was over 20 years old, and that we 

had to cross it to reach the final point on our trek. This part wasn't fun - the bridge was more like a ladder at an 

awkward angle, and a few times it felt like I'd fall. Emma and Fiorella gave me a much-needed hug when I reached the 

other side, and I felt okay again once we were away from the cliff's edge. 
 

 

Two minutes later, we faced part of the waterfall known as 'La Reina' ('The Queen') and sat down to rest. Is there 

anything on Earth more beautiful than water cascading down rocks, with the trees all around? Carlos set up the ropes 

on one of the rocks, and we were given the option of climbing up if we wanted to. Emma, Fiorella and I climbed up - 

from there the view of the waterfall was spectacular. Below us was a deep pool, and Carlos told us that if we wanted 

to we could slide down the waterfall into the pool. Would you believe that I was the first one to try this? It was so 

much fun - I rode down a waterfall! The pool was indeed deep - it felt as though I'd drown, and Carlos had to help 

each of us out afterwards. The experience was fantastic. 
 

 

Back we went over the bridge, and walked back on dry land this time. At one point we were given the choice between 

climbing up some vines and continuing on dry land, or going in the river. Emma, Fiorella, the woman who'd made the 

sign of the cross and I chose the river route. The water came up near our necks, and we were carried by the current for 

a few seconds before continuing to wade. I love the water. We met the others after a minute or two, and poured water 

out of our boots before continuing. Eventually we reached the path leading back to Kimiri bridge, and all too soon we 

were back on the bus. Our adventure had come to an end. What a day! 
 

 

We had a relaxing evening at the hotel, trying to remember card games, dancing a little, and reliving memories. 

Tomorrow we'll spend the morning in La Merced, perhaps at the swimming pool, and then we'll join the rest of the 

family who are staying in Tarma. In short, a day to relax. I doubt that things will go to plan, though, not even when the 

plan is as vague as this. My adventure so far in Peru is full of spontaneity - I love this!  
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Tuesday, 28 July 2009 
 
Day 31: La Merced/Tarma and reunion 

  
Today is Independence Day in Peru, and seeing the flags waving in the morning 

breeze I did feel proud of the country. At breakfast we had a group photo with the 

Peruvian flag that hung from the roof of the hotel, then we returned to our room to 

talk over plans for the day. Emma wanted to go and explore the other waterfall in 

this area, 'Borgoña', while Fiorella wanted to go to the swimming pool at the hotel 

that I'd stayed in before with Emma, Michelle and Gustavo. In the end we decided 

to go and search for Borgoña, and stop in at the swimming pool before going to 

Tarma. We left our bags at the hotel, then set off on a mini adventure. 

 

At Kimiri bridge, we followed the signs to Borgoña. Maye got talking to a woman 

who knew the area well, so we followed her along the path. We didn't see any avocados today, but we did 

see an orchard of orange trees. Maye called to the owner to see how much an orange would cost, but the 

woman gave us the price per kilo. We tried to explain that we only wanted one orange, she got annoyed and 

started shouting, so we ran. I'm not too sure what happened, to be honest - she went as fast as she could after 

us on her side of the fence, shouting, while we ran along the path. Interesting, to say the least. Across the 

path were orange trees that weren't part of the orchard, so everybody got a free orange in the end. 

 

After about half an hour or so, we reached an outdoor restaurant and decided to rest for a bit. The guide from 

yesterday arrived there with his group, and he told us that from the restaurant there are two routes. The 

bottom route takes about an hour and ends up at the bottom of the waterfall. The top route takes about 15 

minutes and ends up at the top. By this point Fiorella was tired, so she and Maye stayed behind in the 

restaurant (they said that they might go to the hotel with the swimming pool) while Nora, Emma and I 

followed the top route. A young guide came with us - bearing in mind we hadn't paid for a guide, this 

seemed a good deal to me! After a while we saw the waterfall - from the top it looked beautiful rather than 

spectacular, and there were little pools which the guide said we could swim in. First, however, we had to get 

down from the path we were walking along by scaling down using vines as natural ropes. Amazing, but still 

just a little scary when you're just feet away from a cliff! 

 

We jumped across rocks to the other side of the waterfall, and climbed up a little to the highest pool. It was 

fairly deep, so we took our clothes off (we had our swimming costumes underneath - I did learn my lesson 

in Jauja!) and bathed. It was so relaxing, just bathing and swimming a little - the current made the pool seem 

like a natural treadmill. I climbed up a rock and slid down into the water, then went back up to do it again. 

We stayed there for over an hour relaxing and splashing and laughing until the guide had to go. We decided 

to leave then as well, so it was out of the water and into the sun to dry off before putting our clothes and 

shoes back on. Jumping across the rocks was fine, but then came climbing back up to the path. Holding onto 

a vine while scaling down is one thing, but climbing up a vine is quite different! I was anxious that it would 

snap, and I did slip once which didn't help. Once I was at the top with Emma, off the vine, only then did I 

appreciate just what an amazing experience that climb was. Once Nora was up and we were back on the 

path, the guide left us. We were lucky that he came with us for free. 

 

We made our way back to the restaurant (we saw some ruins which I think Nora said were from an Italian 

colony), and I was surprised to see that Fiorella and Maye were still there. They told us that they hadn't felt 

like turning back and going to the hotel after all, so they'd waited for us. They'd also been told by the local 

guides that because of Independence Day, most of the transport was booked up and that there were only a 

few coaches left to Tarma that day! Emma, Nora and I quickly bought some yuca and meat on a stick, ate it 

(for one sol per person, it tasted great) and the five of us turned back towards La Merced. We decided that it 

would be best to go straight to our hotel, pick up our things, and get a coach to Tarma rather than go to the 
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swimming pool. It was such a shame that Fiorella and Maye were missing out on being in the water, though. 

The walk back was a quieter one, and the only really interesting part is that at one point we had to wade 

across the river to continue the path - I've no idea how we avoided this part earlier. Another tour group went 

back at the same time as us, and their guide climbed a tree to collect oranges for them. He gave some to us 

too - why oh why am I allergic??? 

 

Before going back to the hotel, we stopped off in the Plaza de Armas to buy coconut. Unlike the ones we 

usually see, these ones were hairless and looked a bit like melons. The vendor cut a hole in the coconut 

using his machete, and we drank the milk through a straw. After that he chopped a bit more and we ate the 

inside, only problem being that he only had one spoon. I had to wait until Emma had finished, then he 

washed the spoon and gave it to me, but thankfully he left the stall for a moment and returned with another 

spoon so that Nora could eat her coconut. They tasted okay, but to me they weren't that special. When we 

were all done, we looked around a mini-market and got some more coffee samples. I gave mine to Emma as 

an 'Independence Day gift' - I just can't give coffee the appreciation that it deserves! 

 

We got back to the hotel and grabbed our things, then made our way to the bus station. The coach had just 

left, but a taxi driver offered to take us all for 50 soles - 10 soles each. This seemed good to us, so we put our 

things in the back and left. The journey seemed much longer than when I'd gone by taxi to La Merced from 

Tarma with Emma, Michelle and Gustavo a few weeks before, for some reason. Emma and I played rock-

paper-scissors (the others had fallen asleep quickly) and chatted until we reached Tarma. The taxi driver told 

us that he'd only take us as far as the town's border - unless we each paid him another sol to Fiorella's 

grandparents' house. We paid the sol, since we were tired by this point and just wanted to get inside. I only 

had a 50 sol note by this point, so Maye paid for the two of us and we agreed that I'd pay her back later. 

 

It was good to see Fiorella's family again - her grandparents welcomed us back, her little cousin Albieri 

wanted to play with us, and it was especially good to see Sara again. She seemed a lot better - her leg's 

healing nicely, and she seems so happy to be back home. Nelly and Hector were there too, and we met 

another of Hector's brothers who'd come to visit from Cusco. It wasn't long before I realised that Michelle 

and Gustavo were nowhere to be seen. I asked Nelly, and she said that they'd gone back to Huancayo, 

hoping to climb the glacier Huaytapallana the next day. I felt a bit envious then - but then again, they'd both 

missed out on the waterfalls, plus I reasoned that I'd feel too tired tomorrow to climb. I made up my mind to 

go to the glacier if I return to Huancayo, though. We ate some soup and bread rolls for supper, then watched 

the president's speech for a bit. I found it a bit dull, to be honest, so Emma and I excused ourselves and went 

up to the room that we were to share. We stayed up for a bit chatting and playing with the touch-sensitive 

lamp before tiredness overpowered us.  

  



Wednesday, 29 July 2009 
 
Day 32: Tarma/Huancayo and farewells  

 
I woke up at about 9 this morning, and my second thought (after 'Is Emma asleep 

or just resting her eyes?’) was that I'd have never been able to wake up at 7 to be in 

time to get a tour to Huaytapallana. I wondered how Michelle and Gustavo were 

doing, before getting up and ready for the day. After breakfast I phoned home - I 

hadn't phoned since the day before leaving Huancayo, and I wasn't sure if there'd 

be time to phone before leaving for Lima the next day. Emma and I went out with 

Nora and Maye to the church with the burnt wall, which was peaceful. The mass 

was happening at the time, so I ended up praying more than touring. After about 

ten minutes we left, and went to visit a shrine at the back of the church. In front of 

the shrine was a little pool with stepping stones, and we sat nearby for a while 

before returning to the Plaza de Armas.  

 

The 29th of July is still Fiestas Patrias - the Independence Day celebrations last both days. A festival 

dedicated to Our Lady of Carmen was on in the plaza, and the people invited us to dance. So we danced for 

a bit to the brass band's music, and we tried a local alcoholic drink and pastry. Emma didn't like the drink, I 

did, so she gave me hers as a 'Fiestas Patrias' gift. The dancers by this point were forming a procession, 

which we followed until it left the road leading to the plaza. Nelly and Hector had driven up to see the 

celebrations after us, so we all left together for the house.  

 

After lunch Emma and I played ball games with Albieri (Fiorella's little cousin), then in the late afternoon 

we packed our things to go back to Huancayo. It was decided that Maye and Nora would go back by coach, 

and that Nelly and Hector would drive back with me, Fiorella and Emma. We said our goodbyes to the 

grandparents, then Albieri (he gave us his mum's scarf as a gift which he'd cut it in half since Emma and I 

were two guests - the mind of a six year old...), then a final farewell to Sara. With that, we got in the car and 

began our drive back to Huancayo. One day I'd love to come back to Tarma, it's so peaceful plus now I have 

family there. 

 

Hector bought a kind of pastry for us on the way back, and for most of the journey I just sat back and 

watched the view. Soon it began to get dark, and after a while we heard music. Hector slowed the car down, 

and we saw some paisanos in their traditional clothes dancing for the festival of Santiago. They saw us, and 

immediately invited us to dance and drink with them. I thought that that was charming! We danced for a bit 

(the paisanos were ecstatic to be dancing with a gringa - yet again Emma became a celebrity) and tried some 

of the sugar cane brew that they gave us. They invited us to stay for longer, but we needed to get to 

Huancayo so we said our goodbyes. An interesting diversion to say the least! 

 

When we got back to Nelly's house, the only one in was Malena. Before I even had a chance to take my 

rucksack upstairs, however, Michelle and Gustavo arrived. The story goes that they hadn't felt like getting 

up so early and going to Huaytapallana, so instead they'd had a lazy day and had just come back from the 

shops. We chatted for a bit, then Nelly told us that Juliana had called, asking if we could go to the residence 

to collect our certificates. Michelle and I took the rest of the gifts that we'd brought for the children (toys, 

arts materials, harmonicas etc) and we set off with Emma, Gustavo and Fiorella. One of the toys that 

Michelle had brought was a teddy bear which said 'I love you' if you squeezed it - she and Fiorella delighted 

in teasing me with it as we ran somewhat crazily down the road to the residence! 

 

It was good to see Juliana, her mother and her niece again. Juliana gave us each our certificates and told us 

how much she'd miss us, and how she hoped that we'd keep in touch. It was a rather emotional moment - 

when I was in London she was just someone who I wrote emails to, and now after 4 weeks in Peru she was 
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my aunt and friend. We stayed for a few more minutes to muck around with the toys and watch the 

volleyball, then it was time for our final goodbye. I'll miss Juliana, she and her project have made me feel so 

welcome and have helped me to grow. 

 

Back at Nelly's house, we discussed what we'd eat that night. Everybody except me wanted Chinese, so 

Michelle and Gustavo went to fetch the Chinese food and some pollo a la brasa for me. When they got back, 

we ate happily while watching a film about eggs which they'd bought earlier - I understood the words 

perfectly, but the film made no sense to me at all. It was fun though, being with the family like this. Maye 

and Nora got back around this time, and they joined us. After a while, we all went down to Hector's office to 

share photos - since mine were on an SD card, I had to upload them first on to Hector's laptop (which 

nobody but he is allowed to use - Fiorella and I tensed up every time we heard a door opening in case he 

caught us) before putting them on my memory stick. Nora's photos wouldn't upload for some reason, which 

is a shame, but I did get a lot from Emma and Fiorella from when my camera had died on me. The only 

problem was that my memory stick had a lot of my music on it, which I had to delete to clear space. One of 

my albums on it is a cover of ABBA songs played on the panpipes, which naturally Emma wanted to listen 

to - we had a mini sing-along down there while waiting the 10 or so minutes it took Fiorella's photos to 

upload. 

 

When that was done, we went back upstairs for a final evening chat. Michelle and I gave the family the gifts 

that we'd brought them from home (mine was a box of chocolates and a tea towel with pictures of London), 

then Fiorella surprised me by giving us each a pair of earrings she'd bought in La Merced. Nelly and Fiorella 

brought the books which they kept volunteers' details in, and I ended up in tears as I wrote a message to 

Fiorella in her book. I'd put my camera to charge before going to see Juliana, so it had some battery life 

again. I brought it down, and we set our cameras on timer for a full family photo. With six of us on the sofa, 

three in front of us on the floor, and with Nelly's arm around me, I felt so loved and welcomed by my 

Huancaina family, people who had been strangers a mere four weeks ago. I'll treasure that photo I took of 

the people who made my stay in Huancayo so wonderful. The goodnight hugs were especially strong 

tonight, especially since I wasn't sure who'd be up in the morning to say goodbye to us. Up on the rooftop, I 

took a final look over Huancayo, and up at the bright night stars. After 

saying goodnight to Emma and Michelle, I sat outside my room staring 

up at the starry sky. I'd had so many adventures, had felt so happy being 

with the children, and now I had new friends and family to hold in my 

heart. In a way I didn't want to leave, but now I felt ready to go back to 

Lima. I decided to do my packing tonight, and soon my room was 

empty except for a pair of torn jeans, a book that Juliana had lent me, 

and my puzzle book that I decided to not finish. I read for a bit before 

deciding that the more sleep I got, the better. 
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Thursday, 30 July 2009 
 
Day 33: Huancayo/Lima and family  

 
Today I woke up at around 6, with just under 2 hours before my coach 

was due to leave Huancayo for Lima. I can't remember if I mentioned, 

but Gustavo would be coming with us - he was going to live in Lima for a 

while with his aunts and grandmother to work over there, so Michelle 

changed our tickets while I was in La Merced so that the three of us 

would be travelling together. I grabbed my suitcase and started making 

my way down the five flights of stairs, half-carrying my case so that it 

wouldn't make too much noise and wake everybody up. I remembered the 

first time I'd gone up these stairs and how they seemed to never end, and thought of the number of times I'd 

gone up and down since then. I could now reach the top floor before getting breathless, and the walk down 

now seemed shorter than that walk up on the first day. Michelle was up when I came back, and together we 

took down one of her cases. Emma helped her with the second case while I checked my room, then I 

grabbed my coat and rucksack before leaving the room that had been mine for the last time. 

 

Breakfast was a bit of a blur. Bread with manjar blanco, herbal tea, and then it was over. Dina arrived then, 

so we had a goodbye hug. Hector came out of his room to say goodbye to us, and I cuddled Malena for a bit. 

Fiorella, Nora and Maye were still asleep - we decided to let them sleep, we'd said goodbye the night before. 

Nelly and Emma came down to the door with Gustavo, Michelle and me, and helped us get our things into 

the taxi that we'd hailed. Then it was goodbye. Hugs mixed with tears, and what touched me most was that 

Nelly parted with us the same way that she parted with Gustavo - I felt so much a part of the family at that. 

Emma said that she'd try and come down to Lima in the next few days, so instead of goodbye we said "Hasta 

Lima". I'm not sure whether to hold onto that, though. As we drove off, I waved through the back of the 

window at the people who'd been my family for the past month, at the house that had been my home, at the 

town that had been so alien to me that first night. I thought of a quotation from a Pokémon game, strangely 

enough: "Goodbye is the beginning of hello". I hope that I'll see them all again. 

 

We got on the coach with not too much bother, and I got the window seat this time next to Michelle, with 

Gustavo just in front. After about half an hour, he handed me a note he'd written, asking if we could switch 

seats if it wouldn't upset me. Fine by me - why would it upset me? Michelle later said that he thought I 

might say no, hence he wrote it down rather than just asking me. Strange, but I was okay in the seat in front 

watching the towns fly past. We went through Jauja and I thought of Fiorella, and how we'd danced to 

Michael Jackson in front of the DVD shop. In a way I wondered if I'd miss her most: having a sister was 

new to me, and I'd miss having one at home. After that I watched out of the window for a bit, but ended up 

falling asleep. At some point the steward came over with Bingo cards, so I played sleepily. Soon after, the 

food was brought over, but since I was feeling a bit funny with the altitude changes I only picked at it, and 

relished the lemon sweet that came with the meal. Ice Age 3 came on the TV monitors, so I watched it while 

drifting in and out of sleep. The film drew to a close just as we pulled into the terminal in Lima just before 

4pm, after over 7 hours of travelling. 

 

I got up quickly - Tia Gloria had said that she'd be waiting for us, and I was eager to see her. I got off ahead 

of Gustavo and Michelle, and saw her a few seconds after I entered the main building. I had missed her, and 

it was so good to be back with her, with my family. I grabbed my suitcase while Gustavo introduced himself 

to Tia, then we got Michelle's suitcase. Gustavo had said that he'd be going to his grandmother's house in a 

district called Comas, and that he'd be passing through our way (my grandparents' district is called Pueblo 

Libre, which means 'Free Town' - I love that name). Michelle and I thought of asking Tia to invite him in for 

a bit, but Tia agreed that he could share our taxi and then take a second taxi from the main road. The taxi 

ride back was a lot more comfortable than the coach ride, but it was hard saying goodbye to Gustavo when 
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we reached the main road near my grandparents' house - he's like a brother to me now. Tia gave him the 

house's phone number, so hopefully we'll see him again in Lima. 

 

It was good to be back in my grandparents' house - although I still felt sad from leaving Huancayo, I was 

back in another of my 'home away from homes' - I currently have 5, if you were wondering. I'd run upstairs 

to see Mamamama, and two seconds later my Tio Mañuco turned up with my cousin Maria Gracia. It was 

great to see them too, but to be honest I wanted a shower more than company at that moment! Tia Gloria had 

arranged for us to see my aunts Rossi and Ruth that afternoon, so after a quick shower Tia, Maria Gracia, 

Michelle and I went over to see them. My cousins Martin, Pepe and Mirko look so much older now - oh 

don't I sound old! Rossi and Ruth said that I look a lot like my mum, and we had a quick chat and photo 

before we had to go. Tia Gloria believes that short and sweet visits are the best way to go. We stopped off at 

a cake shop on the way back, where Tia bought us all a slice of cake. There is no sweeter dessert than a 

'Three Milks' cake with lucuma on top. 

 

Back at the house the empleada Veronica made us some pasta, then the four of us went out again to visit my 

Tia Rosanna. Two years ago I'd done work experience as her aide at the British school she teaches at, and I 

wanted to see how she and her family were doing. Again it was just a quick visit, but I did get to see her two 

children who were just 1 and 4 when I was last there. They have grown so much, they're adorable! It was 

good to see them again, and I left feeling happy. We paused in the park between Rosanna's house and my 

grandparents' house to pray at the statue of the Virgin - once when walking with my mum a few years ago, I 

counted 5 different statues in a ten-minute walk around Pueblo Libre. The rest of the evening was calm - 

Abuelo was home, so we chatted for a bit about my travels. Mañuco 

came to pick Maria Gracia up, and not long after, Michelle and I went 

up to Tia Gloria's bedroom, which we were sharing (Tia's in the 

converted flat on the other side of the patio right now) to relax. It had 

been a long day, full of goodbyes and hellos, sadness and joy, and I 

think that anybody who's been on such an emotional rollercoaster would 

be shattered and ready for bed!  
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Friday, 31 July 2009 
 

Day 34: Lima and dear friends 
 

I woke up knowing that I was in Lima, which surprised me a bit. After a month 

in Huancayo, I'd have thought that I'd expect to be there, or wake up in a 'part-

dream' like in La Merced when Dad morphed into Emma. Maybe because I was 

in a place that I knew well, as opposed to a completely new location. Tia came 

in to chat for a bit, then left us to get ready for the day. After a breakfast of rolls 

with honey, Tia took Michelle and me in the cab to the flat of her friend 

Carmen, who's practically an aunt to me. We had a nice chat, and she gave me a 

beautiful wooden flower that she'd made herself, and a hand painted box for my 

mum. She really is a fantastic artist - she showed us the paintings in her flat, 

and serviettes which she'd printed on herself. They looked so professional! After that we took a cab to Plaza San 

Miguel, a shopping centre which holds many childhood memories of ice cream parlours and gaming arcades. Tia took 

us to the cake shop, where we ordered alfajores and a cake each. We arranged for these to arrive on the day before we 

were due to leave, so that we could take them home with us. Tia ordered a third cake, a fruit one with the message 

'Buen viaje' ('Good journey'), so that we could have a mini-party to say goodbye on our penultimate day. Tia took us 

back by bus, and told us where to get off if we ever wanted to go back to the Plaza by ourselves. Our final stop that 

morning was to Zari, a very dear family friend. She was happy to see me again, and was very pleased with the English 

tea that I'd brought her. We only stayed a few minutes, then we returned to the house. Michelle phoned Gustavo at his 

aunts' house, and he'd told her that they'd arrived yesterday evening. They were thinking of going to the water park 

later that evening, and would the two of us like to go? We arranged to meet outside the gates to the park in the late 

afternoon, since it would be going out of their way to come via Pueblo Libre. Tia wouldn't be coming with us, which 

was a bit of a shame, and unfortunately there was no spare key. In the end we agreed to be back early, when nobody 

would be sleeping. With those plans sorted, we could now enjoy the rest of the afternoon. After lunch (Tia orders 3-

course meals from a local delivery service), Michelle and I went to a nearby shopping centre. We looked at clothes but 

they were all around the same price as over here, so I didn't get anything. Michelle got a beautiful coat, but the stall 

keeper wasn't in the mood to haggle so we ended up there for a while 'discussing'. We found the DVD stall, and I was 

surprised at how expensive everything was. 2 DVDs for 5 soles! In Huancayo we could've gotten 3 for that price... we 

bought the DVDs that we wanted, then made our way back. 
 

At about 5, Michelle and I took a taxi to the address that Gustavo had given us. We ended up a road away from the 

water park, so we waited a bit. We walked up to the park itself, but he wasn't there either. After checking that we were 

in the right place, we decided to find a phone box. After following a stall keeper’s directions, we found one. Michelle 

saw the phone box and said that she'd never been so happy to see one. I looked a tiny bit further down the road and 

said that I'd never been so happy to see Gustavo! There he was, walking towards us, and even though it had only been 

a day since I last saw him, I felt so glad to see him again. He and Michelle announced then that they were going out 

together: to be honest, I'd suspected that when they left Tarma together. They'd been a little anxious of people's 

reactions, hence they kept it secret. I told them what I really felt: that they were silly keeping it a secret that since they 

only had a few days left together they should make the most of them! Laughing, we went into the water park. It was 

amazing - fountains in spectacular shapes (one made the water appear like fire, another like a triangular prism), 

fountains that shot up from the ground when you were least expecting it, and to round off the evening we watched a 

display of music and images on a screen of water. I loved it. By this point it was nearing 8, and I was worried that Tia 

would be expecting us back. While Michelle and Gustavo wanted to go out to eat (I did too, to be honest) we agreed 

that we should go back. Unfortunately, the taxi drivers didn't recognise the address, and we didn't know any of the 

landmarks nearby. After asking about 3 drivers, we phoned Tia and asked her for the exact location, and any nearby 

landmarks. The next driver we asked recognised the landmark, and from there I partly remembered the way back. We 

got back to the house at about 8.30, where Tia thanked Gustavo for bringing us back. It was straight to bed then - 

understandably, everybody was about to go to bed. I wasn't tired though, so Michelle and I chatted for a bit before 

going to bed. 
 

 

One thing we discussed was something that Gustavo mentioned. He and his aunts would be spending a day in a place 

called Churin, which is known for its hot springs. The problem is, Churin is about 5 hours away from Lima and would 

require an overnight visit. I didn't know whether to go or not. Michelle wants to, and I do too, but I know that I only 

have a few days left. I'd prefer to spend the time with my family, especially since I've already spent so much time with 

Gustavo and his aunts. In the end I decided to stay in Lima with my grandparents and my Tia: it's the best thing for all 

of us, for who knows when I'll be back to see them?  
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Saturday, 1 August 2009 
 

Day 35: Lima and decisions  
 

Tia woke us up at about 7 this morning, since she wanted to get an early start. 

Yesterday we'd arranged to see my Tia Haydee, who'd helped me a lot with my 

psychology research project, so that would be our first stop of the day. Tia 

Haydee and her two daughters live a few towns away, so we left the house rather 

early to be there on time. We had a lovely time talking and getting to know each 

other, and we were invited to stay for chicharones (pork rinds) with bread. 

Haydee's oldest daughter is applying to study in the US next year, so Michelle and 

I gave her some tips for her application letter. I hope that it all goes well for her, 

and that she lets us know how she gets on. Our visit came to an end all too soon, and we left the house with promises 

to keep in touch. Tia Gloria, Michelle and I went straight to visit my Tia China, Tia Teresa, Tio Agucho and my 

cousin Beto. Unfortunately Tia China wasn't in, but it was great to see the other three. We were only in Tia Teresa's 

house for a few minutes, it was that short a visit: we chatted for a while further in the courtyard before Tia Gloria 

insisted that we get back home in time for lunch. We walked for a bit from Tia China's house to a pasteleria, where we 

had a slice of cake (or in Michelle's case, a slice of pizza) before taking a taxi back to the house. 

 

 

Gustavo phoned during lunch, to say that Emma would be arriving in Lima that afternoon. Would the four of us like to 

go out to the centre of Lima? Tia was okay with that, so we happily agreed that he and Emma would come to the 

house at about 4 to pick us up. I had a lazy afternoon until then, watching novelas with Mamamama - they're so much 

more intense and graphic than the soap operas we have here! Michelle and I spoke to Tia Gloria about Churin, and she 

agreed with me that I would stay in the house. Michelle still wanted to go, so they agreed that after going out with 

Gustavo and Emma, the three of them would sleep at Gustavo's grandmother's house, then they'd leave for Churin the 

next day with his aunts. Michelle voiced the idea of going clubbing tonight in Lima - she wanted to go with me, 

Gustavo and Emma, but I'd told her earlier that I wouldn't feel safe. Tia agreed with me, but trying to put Michelle off 

the idea didn't work. So our plans were that we'd go out, then the four of us would come back and drop me off, then 

Michelle, Gustavo and Emma would go out clubbing and then go to Gustavo's grandmother's house. Tia tried to set a 

curfew time of 6pm, but seeing as we'd leave at 4pm I thought that this didn't give us much time. In the end we agreed 

on 8pm - I felt that since we'd be a group of 4, it would be safer than if I'd been on my own.  

 

 

There were a few more phone calls to confirm everything - first could we go to Gustavo's grandparents' house and 

meet them there? Or could we meet in the centre of Lima? Or could we meet halfway? In the end Gustavo said that 

he'd phone when he was nearby, so it was a bit of a surprise when he phoned to say that he was outside the door! I 

looked out the window to see him standing there with Emma, so Michelle and I ran downstairs to see them. It was 

great to see Emma again, and Tia was happy to meet her. After reminding us of the curfew and warning us of the 

dangers of Lima, the four of us set off to enjoy the rest of the day together. We went into Lima by bus, and ended up 

not knowing where we were. Eventually Gustavo got us on the right path, and we reached the Plaza de Armas at about 

half 5. A 6 o'clock curfew would've been impossible! We watched the changing of the guard outside the Municipal 

Palace, but after seeing the one in London this one pales in comparison. We walked about for a bit - we saw a whole 

road dedicated to opticians' shops, and another to shops selling turron, a rock-hard pastry that I adore. After much 

discussion as to where we'd eat, we decided on a place that sold burgers. The food was good, and it was great to spend 

time being the four of us again. Don't get me wrong, I love being with my family in Lima, and I knew that I was 

making the right choice in staying rather than going to Churin with my friends. Still, laughing together and singing 

ABBA songs with Emma, I found myself wishing that I could go. We had an ice cream and wandered around a 

bookshop, before realising that we only had half an hour to get back to the house! We grabbed a bus and made our 

way back. 

 

 

We got back to the house a few seconds before 8pm, by Gustavo's watch, which relieved me a lot. Tia let us in, and 

we chatted for a few more minutes before the others left. Gustavo's aunts agreed that clubbing was dangerous for us 

foreigners, so the three of them would be going straight to Gustavo's grandparents' house. I felt a mixture of sadness 

and envy as we hugged before they left: I thought of a Harry Potter quotation this time, when Dumbledore says "If the 

time should come when you have to make a choice between what is right and what is easy..." It would've been easy to 

go with my friends, but my heart told me that it was right to stay in Lima. Tia Gloria had moved her things back into 

her room, so we'd share her bed. She also gets tired early, and wanted us to go to sleep there and then. So it was that at 

half past 8, I found myself in bed, lights off, wide awake with Tia asleep beside me. I hoped that the others would 

have a good time, and prayed that sleep would overcome me soon so that tomorrow would come quickly.  
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Sunday, 2 August 2009 
 
Day 36: Lima and reiki  
 

The sound of the mariachi woke me up this morning. Tia has a CD, and 

decided to play it as she got ready for the day. Naturally as a result of this 

loud music, I woke up early as well. I went with Tia to Mass - we arrived 

just as the previous one was finishing, and left early after Communion. I 

felt a lot more peaceful afterwards. We had no plans as such when we left 

the church, and I wondered how Michelle, Emma, Gustavo and his aunts 

were doing on their way to Churin. I hoped that everything would go okay 

for them. 

 

Tio Mañuco came over earlier than usual this morning with Maria Gracia, and told us that Alvaro was ill. 

Mum emailed me and asked me to do some reiki on my cousin, but Tio thought it best for Alvaro to rest that 

day. Yet a few hours later, Tia Gloria and I found ourselves going to their house - this had been arranged 

while Maria Gracia and I were shooting space chickens on her computer. Alvaro was in bed, so Tia Gloria 

did his head while I did the rest of the body. It was such a fascinating experience - there was so much energy 

around his tummy, it felt as though my hands were being pushed away! He seemed more relaxed when we 

were done, so hopefully I helped. Tia Gloria stayed to talk with Tia Marite for a bit, while Maria Gracia and 

I saw Marite's parents before going to play in the garden with her cats. Tia Gloria and I went back to the 

house quickly, since my Tio Alejandro had phoned to invite me to his flat for lonche. 

 

At about 5 o'clock, Tio Alejandro came to pick me up. He'd bought a sponge cake, and we stopped by the 

corner shop for some ham before going to his flat. He lives in a modern flat a few minutes' walk from my 

grandparents, and we had a pleasant evening talking over tea and cake. Even though I usually dislike ham, it 

tasted quite good with sponge cake. You live and you learn. Tio tried to talk me out of studying psychology 

- in Peru, psychology is generally not well thought of (I'd bought a book on psychology in Huancayo and 

could see their point - after about 15 pages I got frustrated at how little there was and gave up). In the end I 

told him that in England, psychology is more like medicine but focusing solely on the brain - it's true, if I 

choose to go into that particular field, and so we reached a truce. Tio tried to get me interested in 

anthropology, since I love exploring other cultures - the fact that anthropology is more well-respected over 

here in Peru than psychology surprised me somewhat, but there you go. 

 

Tia Gloria asked for me to be back by 7.30, so we started making our way back at 7. Before taking me back, 

Tio gave me the rest of the cake, and told me to share it with my friends when they got back from Churin. 

That was lovely of him, I'll ask Tia if they can come over tomorrow. Since Michelle would be spending the 

night in Churin, Tia and I shared her room once again. I stayed up checking my emails for a bit, then turned 

off the lights for another early night.   
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Monday, 3 August 2009 
 
Day 37: Lima and staying in  
 

Michelle phoned this morning, with a change of plans. Apparently all the buses 

going to Lima were full, and the only seats left were on a bus arriving tomorrow 

afternoon. So another day in Churin for them. Tia and I went to search in a nearby 

town called Magdalena for computer games, but had no luck - everywhere we 

searched only sold Wii and PS2 games, which are useless for me. We went to the 

market afterwards - it was a lot smaller than the one in Huancayo, and the fruit was 

so much more expensive. Tia bought some roscas for me to take home to my 

family and to my cousins (I don't like them much, but Mum and Christopher do). 

After that we went out to lunch - I'd asked Tia if we could have pollo a la brasa, 

since it's my favourite Peruvian dish, and she took me to a nearby restaurant. We 

had a great time, eating and talking and laughing together until it was time to go back to the house. 

Maria Gracia came over in the afternoon, and we had a lazy day playing chess. We shared the cake that Tio 

Alejandro had given me among all of us in the house, since Michelle, Emma and Gustavo were still in 

Churin. Mamamama (my grandmother) gave us some biscuits as well, and we stayed with her to watch some 

more novelas. We got a bit bored after a bit, so I asked Tio Mañuco if I could go with Maria Gracia to the 

cinema - I was all up for watching Ice Age 3 yet again. Tio said that yes we could, but only if an adult went 

with us (heh, and what am I?!). Tia couldn't because she was waiting for the doctor to come and see 

Mamamama for a check-up, and Tio himself was working. I thought for a minute about going, but it 

would've been worth it only if Maria Gracia came with me. So we stayed in until Tio Mañuco came back to 

pick us up. I'd wanted to buy some more DVDs from Andalucia, so he took me and Maria Gracia there 

while Marite and Alvaro did their shopping. The vendor wanted 3.50 soles each, I got him down to 2 for 5 

soles with little effort - I'm getting better at haggling! When we were all done, Tio dropped me off back at 

the house, and I talked to Abuelo for a bit before making my way to bed. 
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Tuesday, 4 August 2009 
 
Day 38: Lima and packing  

 
The Mariachi on the CD woke me up early again, so I decided to make 

the most of my morning. After breakfast I asked Tia what time the shops 

opened, and made my plans for the day. I'd hoped to buy some Peruvian 

desserts and herbal teas to take home, so I made my way to Metro, the 

shopping centre near my grandparents'. I ended up spending nearly 100 

soles on turron, chocotejas, mate de boldo - things that I wouldn't be able 

to buy at home. I bought some cake and a drink of chicha, as well, to 

share with Tia Gloria when I got back. Opposite Metro I found a 

hairdresser's salon, so I went inside to look at prices. For 35 soles (about £8.50) I could have permanent red 

streaks put in, as many as I wanted. The owner said that they'd be free in an hour, so I decided to go back 

later. It would be a nice way to pass the time. 

 

Back in the house, Tia and I played chess while eating the cake that I'd bought. Tia sent Veronica out with 

me to check the prices of the nearby salons to see if I could get a better deal, but the best we found was 70 

soles with the woman I'd gone to last time. I'd asked for blue streaks and I'd ended up with mossy green, so I 

don't trust her at all. We tried Zari, but she doesn't put in streaks. Veronica was amazed when I told her how 

much streaks cost in England, I was amazed when she told me that haircuts cost as little as 4 soles, less than 

a pound! We went back to tell Tia the prices, then I left soon after for the salon near Metro. 

 

Two hours later, I left with a head of brilliant red streaks, which caused a few people's eyes to widen on 

seeing me! I saw a DVD shop nearby, and bought some more DVDs. 3 for 10 soles became 2 for 5 soles, 

and I returned to the house in a very good mood. Tia had ordered pollo a la brasa for me rather than the 

usual lunchtime menu - the way I see it, even though it's unhealthy to eat fast food two days in a row, when 

else am I going to have the chance to do so? I spent the afternoon doing my packing, with Maria Gracia 

helping me. We had a break when the alfajores and cakes that we'd ordered a few days ago arrived, so we all 

sat together with Mamamama eating cake and watching TV. Sitting there with my Peruvian family eating 

the 'Buen viaje' cake, I thought over the wonderful times I'd had being with them since arriving from 

Huancayo. True, I hadn't made any trips to spectacular places, but just being with my family had made the 

past few days wonderful. This was a feeling that I couldn't recapture in even the most beautiful place on 

Earth. 

 

My suitcases were full, weighed and downstairs by the time the phone rang that evening. Michelle and the 

others had only just arrived in Lima, having got the last seats on the bus back from Churin, and since it was 

too late to arrive at the house, they'd all be going straight to Gustavo's grandmother's house in Comas. She'd 

be back in the morning, and I only hoped that she'd have enough time to pack her cases! 

 

I had some visitors this evening: Tio Mañuco came with Tia Marite and Alvaro to pick up Maria Gracia. I 

got to say goodbye to them all, since tomorrow I go back home. Tia gave me some gifts to take back to the 

family, including chocotejas! After they'd gone, Tio Alejandro came over. He'd bought some computer 

games for me, and wanted to try them out on his laptop. After a few false starts, we got it working - he was 

in awe of my computer skills, when all I'd done was followed the onscreen instructions. We stayed talking 

for a little longer until it was time for me to go to bed, so he said his goodbyes. It's always sad saying 

goodbye to family, knowing that it'll be a long time before you'll see them again. Well, I'll come back to 

Peru one day and see everyone again.   
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Wednesday, 5 August 2009 
 
Day 39: Lima and goodbye  
 

As always before the day of travelling, I'd had a restless night. Tia hadn't been 

well, so I did some reiki on her while we were in bed - it helped us both in that 

she felt much better, and I felt more tired afterwards. This morning I was a mix of 

emotions - sad to be leaving behind my Peruvian family, but happy that I'd soon 

be back with my English family at home. With all my things packed, I was able to 

relax with Mamamama, doing some reflexology on her hands while watching 

novelas. Abuelo gave me a book on the main tourist areas of Peru, which was 

really sweet of him. Gustavo brought Michelle over after breakfast, and promised 

that he would be at the airport that afternoon with Emma and his aunts to say goodbye to us. I hoped that they'd be 

there in time to see us before we go - I didn't feel that I'd said proper goodbyes to them. 

 

After Michelle had packed her suitcases and we'd eaten pasta for lunch, she decided to get a haircut since the salons 

charge so little here. Tio Mañuco let Maria Gracia come with us, so the three of us made our way to the same salon 

that I'd been to. They asked us to come back in a while, so we sat down on a bench nearby. We saw a stall selling 

pizza, so Michelle and I bought a slice each, and split the cost of a third slice for Maria Gracia. Even though it was 

raining by now, we munched our pizza happily before making our way to the DVD shop near the salon. I bought some 

DVDs for Christopher, and Michelle found a copy of the strange film about eggs that we'd seen in Huancayo (the stall 

keeper couldn't understand how I didn't find the film hilarious). The time passed quickly, so we went back to the 

salon. While Michelle was getting her hair and nails done (she'd decided to get them done after seeing how cheap they 

were - I was tempted, but felt too pushed for time), Maria Gracia and I got chatting to the children of the owner, who 

were around Maria Gracia's age. Finally Michelle was all done, and we said goodbye to our new friends (the owner 

gave each of us a hug and wished us 'Buen viaje') before leaving the shop. We'd only turned the corner when we heard 

voices calling us. We turned, and saw the salon owner's daughters chasing us with paper and pens! When they reached 

us, they asked for our emails - Maria Gracia said later that it must have looked like we were celebrities giving 

autographs! With that we said our final goodbyes to them before heading back to the house. 

 

Tia had phoned the taxi yesterday to pick us up at 3.45, since we needed to be checked in by 5pm. She would be 

coming to the airport with us, and Tio Mañuco agreed that Maria Gracia could come too. All too soon, the taxi arrived 

and it was time to go. Mamamama and I said our goodbyes - I couldn't stop hugging her, and it was so hard to leave 

the room without turning back for another hug. Once the suitcases were loaded in the taxi, I went back inside to say 

goodbye to Abuelo and Tio Mañuco - more hugs, more sadness at leaving. I kept on waving as the taxi drove off, my 

farewell to the second place where I feel at home. I managed to catch the eye of one the 'watchee-men' who I'd got 

talking to recently, Jaime, and waved goodbye to him. 

 

For some reason, the drive to the airport from the house always seems so much shorter than when we go the other 

way. Tia refused to let us pay for the taxi, even though she'd told us before that we could pay. Instead we paid for a 

worker to take our suitcases for the queue for Iberia, the airline we'd be flying back with. Tia and Maria Gracia waited 

on the other side of the barrier, away from the check-in area. After a minute or so, an Iberia representative asked for 

Michelle and me to show our tickets. When we did so, he told us that we'd be flying with LAN from Lima to Madrid, 

and that we'd have to join the queue for LAN - no easy feat when there're four suitcases and two hand luggages 

between two people! We made a few trips, with both of us running to make sure that nobody made off with our 

suitcases. Eventually we reached the queue for LAN, and after a few more struggles moving all of our suitcases along 

as we got closer to the check-in desk, we were checked in and sent our luggage off. I hope that it all arrives this time! 

 

Michelle and I made our way back to Tia and Maria Gracia, who took us upstairs to pay our airport taxes. However, 

once we reached there we were told that once through the door leading to the taxes area, we couldn't go back! 

Michelle and I still wanted to see Gustavo, Emma and the aunts, so we waited. Michelle phoned Gustavo a few times, 

but they seemed to be in a different area of the airport to us. Tia said that we could wait another ten minutes, but after 

that she'd make sure that we were through onto the other side. So we waited, and Michelle went back downstairs to 

wait by the doors. I was losing hope when suddenly I saw them!  
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Tia agreed to look after my hand luggage as Maria Gracia and I joined Michelle downstairs, where she was already 

hugging everybody. It was wonderful to see them all again before we left! We all went back upstairs to where Tia was, 

and after introductions she led us to the airport taxes area. There we said our final goodbyes to Tia Gloria and Maria 

Gracia - they were the last of my Peruvian family who I'd see for a long time, which made the separation harder. I 

hope that they can come and visit me soon. We said our goodbyes to Gustavo, Emma and the aunts - they'd been like 

my family while in Huancayo, and I felt glad that I could say a final goodbye to them. Nelly and Hector phoned to say 

goodbye, but since I was hugging Tia at this point, sadly I didn't get to talk to them. I went through to pay my taxes, 

then waved to everyone while waiting for Michelle. When she was done, we went back to say goodbye at the door. 

Tia Gloria and Maria Gracia had already left, but we stayed talking with Gustavo, Emma and the aunts for another 15 

minutes or so before a guard sarcastically asked us what time we were meant to be at our gate. Then we said goodbye 

for the final time, and made our way through to customs. 

 

Ten minutes later, Michelle and I were standing in the departure lounge, wondering why our tickets had asked us to be 

there two hours before the flight was due to leave. We went round the shops and I nearly fainted at the prices - 6 soles 

for a bottle of water, when even in Lima it had cost 1.20 at most! We tried going to a restaurant, but even a sandwich 

cost over 10 soles when in the 'outside world' it had cost around 2 soles. Still, Michelle and I decided to buy 

something - only to find that some of our money was missing! I'd had about 30 soles when we left the house, and now 

only had just over 10. Michelle was missing her half of the cab fare as well - yet we were certain that Tia had refused 

to take our money. We searched everywhere, but the money just would not turn up. Very odd, but at least we didn't 

need to buy anything else. The prices of the items in the duty free, which seemed so cheap in London, now seemed 

like daylight robbery in Lima. I still had some of the cake that Tio Alejandro had given me, so I ate that while we 

waited for our flight. 

 

Michelle went to find a payphone to call Gustavo, and while they were talking our flight was called. I went to our 

lounge to check, and was told that my row would be called later. I went back to Michelle, and waited a while before 

going back to the lounge. This time the worker told me that my row had just been called, so I went to fetch Michelle. 

She told me that she'd join me in a bit, so I went back alone. The airport waved me over, and I joined the queue just 

ahead of two people with very flushed faces and masks. I wondered if they had swine flu, and if this was why they 

were being held until the end. Then I wondered if it was safe to even let them on our flight. When I reached the desk 

and gave in my passport, I explained that I was waiting for a friend of mine who was using the payphone. It was 

agreed that I could wait on the seats just behind the check-in desk for her, but by the time the masked people had gone 

through, Michelle still wasn't there. The LAN worker asked me if she'd be long, and I could only hope that she 

wouldn't be. I didn't want to leave Michelle behind, but if need be then I would not miss my plane. Finally she ran into 

the lounge, and we both went through. I found my window seat quickly, but Michelle's ticket showed that she was 

seated at the other end of the plane. Very odd. She came back after a minute or so, saying that there was somebody in 

that seat. A steward came to see what was going on, and then the matter was resolved - she'd been looking at her ticket 

from London to Madrid! Her Lima to Madrid ticket showed that she was seated next to me, so we sat down just in 

time for the safety video. The plane started to move soon after, and Miss Catty left Peru with her suitcases, the 

equivalent of £3 in soles, and a heart full of memories. 

 

During take-off, I looked out of the window at the lights of Lima, growing smaller and 

fainter as we soared up into the sky. As always, I wondered when I'd be back. Then I 

thought over all that I'd seen: not just the lights of Lima, but the glaciers on our way to 

Huancayo, the mountains of Huancayo, the waterfalls of La Merced. And I thought of the 

people I'd met and grown to love: Nelly, Hector, Sara and Dina, my special new aunts 

and uncle; Gustavo, Fiorella and Emma, friends who have become like siblings; and 

Juliana, who before had just been somebody I'd sent the odd email to and who was now 

like a special aunt. I thought of my own family, who I've loved more since being with 

them: Mamamama and Tia Gloria; Abuelo, Tio Mañuco and Tio Alejandro; Maria 

Gracia; Tia Marite and Alvaro; Rossi, Ruth, Martin, Pepe and Mirko; and, of course, 

Veronica. Lastly I thought of my family back at home: Mum, Dad and Christopher. Soon 

I'd be back with them, soon I'd be home. 
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Thursday, 6 August 2009 
 
Day 40: Madrid/London  
 

One dodgy tummy, two air turbulences and three viewings of Grease later, 

we landed in Madrid at about 2pm. I'd slept through breakfast on the plane, 

and after the 12-hour flight felt absolutely famished. After getting through 

customs, the first stop for me was McDonalds. Once I'd sent a text home 

saying that I'd arrived in Madrid, I went straight to buy my Big Mac - 

nothing can compare to the first meal eaten after a long journey. I wanted 

to phone Lima, but since calls cost a minimum of 5 euros, I thought it 

better to wait until I was back at home. 

 

Luckily our waiting time was only a couple of hours, so once Michelle got back from her unsuccessful hunt 

for a bureau de change, we went straight to the departure lounge. The couple opposite us were playing cards, 

which made us wish that we'd thought to bring some, or some other game. At least we weren't bored for long 

- soon our flight was called, and we got on board. This time our seats really were in different rows, but since 

it was a short flight we didn't bother asking to change seats. A school group took up the seats near me, and 

soon we were back up in the air. I tried to sleep, but despite feeling absolutely shattered, I ended up in a 

semi-doze. 

 

Finally came to the announcement that I'd been waiting for: we'd soon land in Heathrow. 

"The local time at our destination is 5pm. The weather at the moment is rain." 

At this, a cheer went up from the school group - which I joined in! It was then that I felt that I was back in 

England, even before we swooped down from the clouds and I saw fields of green, the London Eye, the 

Thames. Finally I saw the runway, and raised my feet so as not to feel the impact when we hit the ground. 

As always, I did my countdown: 3...2...1...Touchdown! I was back. 

I couldn't wait to get off the plane: I grabbed my hand luggage, and felt rather impatient when we were told 

to kindly wait. Eventually the long line of passengers started to move, and Michelle and I met up just before 

we reached the door of the plane. Soon we were off the plane, walking through the airport, passing through 

security, grabbing our suitcases after a short wait, and then I could see the people waiting in the arrivals 

area. There at the side was Mum, smiling as I ran into her embrace. She told me that my red streaks had 

certainly made me noticeable! Once Michelle was back with her family, we said our goodbyes - after 40 

days together, Michelle and I had become closer than ever, and I'd miss living with her as much as the 

others. With that, I pulled my suitcase behind me as I walked out of the airport - back into my country, back 

to my family, back to my home. 
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Sunday, 6 September 2009 
 
P.S  
 

It's been a whole month since I got back from my amazing 40-day 

adventure. In some ways it feels as though it happened a long time ago, but 

on some mornings I still expect to feel Malena chewing at my jeans. 

 

I still miss the children sometimes, and am so thankful for the experiences 

that they've given me. Having a street child use their money to buy sweets, 

which they then offer to you, is something that'll stay with me. Being led 

up Torre Torre by a 14 year old and an 8 year old, both of whom treat you 

with so much respect and love in spite of all that they've been through, is something that I'll never forget. If I 

have given them even half of what they've given me, then I'll feel that I've done something to help. 

 

Juliana and I keep in touch with Facebook - she put up a photo not long ago of the children flying the kites 

that I'd brought for them, which made me smile. Gustavo, Michelle and I talk on MSN, and I wrote to Nelly 

and Emma not long after I arrived, telling them that I was home. I'm so thankful to all of the family in 

Huancayo for opening their home and their hearts to me. Tia Gloria, Maria Gracia and I email each other, 

and I fondly remember my days just being with all of my family in Lima. 

 

Sometimes just before I go to sleep, I close my eyes and picture myself back in Peru. Sometimes I'm bathing 

in the waterfalls, sometimes I can see the stars or the mountains, sometimes I'm back at the ruins wondering 

what the pre-Incan civilisation was like. Other times I'm playing chess with Tia Gloria, setting the table with 

Dina, sharing popcorn with Fiorella. And sometimes I’m holding hands with beautiful children who know to 

love each other, and to love their teachers, and who showed me that love. I know that my home is here in 

England, but a part of Peru will always stay with me. One day I'll go back: I'll hold onto my memories until 

the traveller in me takes me back to my home away from home. 
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