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Chapter 1 - Las Vegas 

We travelled from Melbourne to Los Angeles and then onto 
Las Vegas where we settled into the Belaggio Hotel. It was 
truly amazing. 

The gaming areas were huge and there was a large lake in 
front of the hotel where fountains magically played in all 
sorts of beautiful patterns throughout the day and night. At 
night time they were lit up and even more spectacular. 

There was not one swimming pool but a whole complex of 
four pools with an upmarket poolside cafe. People seemed 
to spend their whole day there preparing themselves for the 
nightlife.

We only had two nights so there was no time to lose and we 
booked to see one of the seven Cirque du Soleil shows 
which were on in town, unforunately not all of them on a 
Monday night. We chose Beatles in Love and were not 
disappointed - in fact it was sensational and we had almost 
front row seats. 

The next night we went to see David Copperfield, the 
illusionist, who performed what could only be called 
unbelievable magic. At one stage he produced a Lincoln 
Continental on stage where one didn’t exist before. We were 
in the front row almost able to touch him yet we didn’t see 
how it was done. 

The following morning we left Las Vegas for Mexico City 
where we planned to meet Geoff Allen and Geoff George 
before taking a flight to Cuba. 



Scenes Around the Foyer of the Hotel 

The foyer and surrounds of the hotel tried to emulate an Italian 
theme, after all Bellagio is a famous town bordering Lake Como in 
northern Italy. The floral displays were amazing and the colours 
quite stunning. 

The floral displays were housed in a large area with a glass roof 
which allowed a lot of natural light in to help the flowers thrive. 
There were displays of large storks, bees and ladybirds (hanging 
from the ceiling) which were made entirely from flowers - the 
maintenance must be very expensive. 

The whole ambiance was enhanced with classical guitar music. 





Views over the lake from the Bellagio 

The views at night from the hotel were amazing. The 
hotel is in the middle of town and, as you can see 
from these images, directly opposite the ‘Eiffel Tower’. 
The water displays in front of the hotel are magical. 
Jenny and I had a cocktail, or two, in one of the bars 
that had a front seat view of the lake and the 
fountains. At night the displays took place on the 
quarter hour lasted for about five minutes. It was a 
very pleasant way to spend an hour or so (and a few 
hundred dollars) with drinks and tapas. 





Chapter 2 - Havana, Cuba 

It’s not possible to travel directly from the United States to 
Cuba so we had to spend a night in Mexico City where we 
met Geoff Allen and Geoff George who had flown in from 
Los Angeles. The next morning we flew to Havana, picked 
up some local currency and were driven to the Hotel Santa 
Isabel in Plaza de Armas. 

It was hot and humid but we were pleased to have arrived at 
the hotel. They gave us a complimentary ‘mojito’ which was 
very refreshing and the first of many. It’s made from white 
rum, sugar, lime juice, sparkling water and mint with varying 
strengths depending on the quantity of rum! 

We planned to spend two days in Havana, a couple of days 
in Trinidad in the south of the island and then back to 
Havana for a few more days before travelling to New York. 

My impression of Havana was mixed and is based only on 
the places that we were able to get to by foot, mainly in the 
old part of Havana. The main squares were beautiful and 
spacious with many of the surrounding buildings having 
been renovated. 

The people were very friendly and helpful (except for the 
receptionist in the Hotel Santa Isabel who seemed most 
unhelpful and rude). Music and restaurants were 
everywhere. Bands would play at the restaurants and it was 
then ‘mandatory’ to buy their CD as a tip. The cuisine was 
unimaginative and consisted primarily of chicken, pork, 
lobster and beans - similar style no matter where we ate. 

Nevertheless, Havana is a place to see before the USA gets a 
chance to spoil it. 



Havana - ‘Casing the Joint’ 

Geoff Allen organised a driver to take us around Havana for half a day. 
Conrad, our driver, picked us up in a comfortable, air-conditioned, 
seven seater in the morning and we headed off to see the main areas of 
interest. It was hot and sticky and after a couple of hours Conrad 
dropped us at a restaurant in one of the four squares in Havana where 
we had lunch. The beer was served in large glass cylinders with ice in a 
central cylinder and a tap on the bottom of the outside cylinder - quite 
a good idea that I hadn’t seen before. 

One evening in the cathedral (picture above) we listened to Cuban 
chamber music but our days were generally spent sight seeing in the 
morning, relaxing in the cool of the hotel in the heat of the afternoon 
and eating and drinking mojitos at night. 





The Hotel Nacional 

On our half day tour we stopped at the Hotel Nacional, probably the 
most famous hotel in Havana. The place was full of people and the 
various rooms contained large murals of the famous people who had 
stayed there. It was a who’s who of US politicians, entertainers and 
mafia bosses from the past. 

Breakfast at the Hotel Santa Isabel was served beside the Plaza de 
Armas which can be seen in the images on the left as well as the statue 
and gardens in the center of the Plaza. Everyday the Plaza was lined 
with booksellers which can be seen in the back ground. There were any 
number of books detailing the history of the revolution. 





Music in the backstreets of Havana 

Music is everywhere in Havana but not all of it is as 
authentic as the group we found in one of the backstreets of 
Havana. The singers, dancers and musicians here were 
sensational and they performed for two or three hours from 
around midday. The location seemed to be a dilapidated 
garage but it was transformed by the quality of their 
performances.

The entrance fee seemed to be the purchase of more music 
CDs but it was worth every CUC we spent for our front row 
seats.





A ‘home stay’ in Trinidad 

An eclectic mix of furniture and objets d’arte (Yolanda’s 
prized possessions) greeted us when we first entered 
Yolanda’s home in Trinidad. Geoff, Rosie and Geoff & 
Heather were staying here for the night whilst Jenny and I 
had booked into the Iberostar in the center of town. 

We joined everyone for a meal at Yolanda’s place which 
consisted of three huge lobsters and a whole chicken as well 
as an entree and desert which we ate on the terrace shown 
above. We returned for the night to the Iberostar which was 
the best night’s accommodation we had whilst in Cuba.  





Around Trinidad 

The streets outside of Yolanda’s place were cobblestone and 
and the mode of delivery was horse-drawn cart. The horses 
that we saw were not very well nourished and looked as if 
they had a hard life. 

We came across the ‘black madonna’ on our walk around the 
town and were welcomed by the priest as soon as he had 
finished his shower. 

The heart above greeted us on our return to the Iberostar 
accompanied by the usual envelope on the bedside table. 



Back to Havana through the mountains 

We left Trinidad to return to Havana via Santa Clara. It was at Santa 
Clara that 300 revolutionaries led by Che Guevara defeated the Batista 
forces. As we made our way through the mountains we came across 
small villages where trains of donkeys were carrying produce into the 
markets. The forest and altitude provided a little respite from the heat 
and humidity of the day. 

We stopped for a coffee at Mirador del Caribe where Conrad met up 
with his friend who ran the small cafe before continuing our journey 
across the mountains to Santa Clara for lunch and then onto Havana. 



Che Guevara Mausoleum 

The Che Guevara Mausoleum (Mausoleo 
Che Guevara) is a memorial in Santa Clara, 
Cuba which houses the remains of 
executed Marxist revolutionary Ernesto 
"Che" Guevara and twenty-nine of his 
fellow combatants killed in 1967 during 
Guevara's attempt to spur an armed 
uprising in Bolivia. The full area which 
contains a bronze 22 foot statue of Che is 
referred to as the Ernesto Guevara 
Sculptural Complex. 

Guevara was laid to rest with full military 
honors on 17 October 1997 after his 
exhumed remains were discovered in 
Bolivia and returned to Cuba. At the site, 
there is a museum dedicated to Guevara's 
life and an eternal flame lit by Fidel Castro 
in Che's memory. 

Santa Clara was chosen as the location in 
remembrance of Guevara's troops taking 
the city on December 31, 1958, during the 
Battle of Santa Clara. The result of this final 
battle of the Cuban Revolution was Cuban 
dictator Fulgencio Batista fleeing into 
exile.

Nearby, in another part of the city, a 
Fulgencio Batista military supply train 
derailed by Guevara during the battle also 
remains in its original location. 



The ‘Capitolo’ Building 

The foyer of the Park Central Hotel 

The entrance to the ‘Capitolo’ 

Jenny with her first coffee for the day! 

Around Park Centrale 



Plaza Centrale 

We took a taxi to the Plaza Centrale where we wanted to look at the 
Opera House and also the Art Galleries. Jenny and I went across the 
square to see the Opera House but it was only open to the public on 
Friday and Saturday nights during performances. 

So we crossed the square again to see the ‘European Art Gallery’ and 
after thirty or forty minutes decided it was too hot and most of the 
exhibits were inconsequential. We met Geoff and Heather who had 
visited the Cuban Art Gallery and were enthusiastic about what they 
saw.

We returned to the Hotel Park Central where we had some lunch before 
returing to our hotel in a rather splendid 1949, open topped Chevrolet. 



Chapter 3 - New York 

We left Havana on a flight to Toronto on our way to La 
Guardia, New York where we took a taxi to the Wellington 
Hotel on the corner of 7th Avenue and West 55th Street, just 
a couple of blocks down from Central Park and about ten 
blocks north of Times Square. 

Our room was on the 8th floor and minute. There was not 
enough room to put two suitcases on the floor but the hotel 
was well located and once we managed to put our clothes 
away and the suitcases in the cupboard it was OK. 

New York was the first time since leaving Las Vegas that we 
had decent mobile ‘phone and internet access so we felt 
connected to the rest of the world again. 

When we took the taxi to the airport at Las Vegas I put my 
camera on the floor of the taxi and left it there! 
Unintentionally, of course. I looked at the insurance policy 
which I thought was supposed to cover things like that only 
to find that it specifically excluded leaving cameras in taxis 
(or anything else for that matter). I was devastated but could 
do nothing about it. For the whole time I was in Cuba I was 
trying to decide what to do and thought that I would buy an 
up market point and shoot camera and I had the new Sony 
RX100 in mind. First morning in New York I walked to 9th 
Avenue, dropped off some laundry, had my haircut and 
continued on down to ast 33rd Street and waited outside 
B&H for it to open at 9.00am. What an experience! The most 
amazing store that I have ever seen. I was directed to the 
‘point and shoot’  counter where there were 25 (or maybe 
more) sales staff. I waited in the queue for a short while and 
then went to a counter where I placed my order, got the 
invoice and was sent downstairs to the payment booths 



before being directed to the pick up area. It was amazing. 

Anyway, I also decided that I shouldn’t give up too easily on 
trying to find my lost camera. I found a website called  ‘Las 
Vegas taxi lost and found’ and it had a form which I 
completed outlining all the details of the loss. I got a response 
which had been copied to all of the Las Vegas taxi operators 
and to my utter amazement I got an email from one of them 
saying that they thought they had my camera. After a few 
‘phone calls to identify it we established that it was mine and 
they arranged to send it onto the hotel that we were going to 
stay at in the Napa Valley. 

New York is my kind of town (to quote a well known singer) 
with so much to do. So we arranged to hire a driver and a 
‘Denali’ taxi and spent a few hours driving around Manhattan 
so that we had a good feel for where most things were. We 
then planned some activities and for a variety of reasons we 
tended to split up and come together at certain times of the 
day for a meal. 

The day after we arrived it was Jenny’s birthday and we 
decided to go to an Italian restaurant to celebrate. The 
concierge at the hotel suggested Nocellos located not far 
from the hotel between Broadway and 8th Avenue on 55th 
Street. The food was good but by no means spectacular even 
though it is described as the best Italian restaurant in New 
York.

The absolute highlight of our stay in New York took place the 
next night when we booked to see Judy Collins at the Cafe 
Carlyle on Upper East Side. The ambience, the food, the 
company that we met and the performance by Judy Collins 
rank as the best evening we have ever spent. Everything 
about the evening (including the price) was out of this world. 
Certainly an evening to remember New York. 

The following day we went shopping along West Broadway 
and planned to meet everyone in the afternoon to see the 
Italian Festival along Mulberry Street in Little Italy. The 
procession was suposed to be headed by Connie Francis but 

with the crowds it was impossible to see much of the 
procession let alone see Connie Francis. It was a hot day and 
absolutely packed with people. We did manage to buy a roll 
with a piece of the spiral sausages that were being sold in 
many of the stalls that were lining the street and I must say it 
tasted very good. As soon as the procession was over we 
walked a little and then decided to take a taxi back to the 
hotel.

Cindy and Barney Orchard lived in New York for a few years 
and Cindy was kind enough to give us a list of things to do in 
New York. We wanted a simple meal after the Italian day and 
decided on a Greek restaurant that Cindy included in her list. 
It turned out to be right next door to the Wellington Hotel so 
we wandered through the foyer straight into the restaurant. 
The food was certainly good and very convenient. The others 
had booked into the Lincoln Centre to see some jazz but 
through a small misunderstanding had not included us. 

There is a long list of other things that we did including a tour 
of Grand Central Station, a ferry trip to Staten Island, a walk in 
Central Park to see Strawberry Fields, the lake and the 
Bethesda Fountain, the CIA Museum, the Museum of Modern 
Art, Harlem, Fifth Avenue, the Rockefeller Centre and much 
more.

There is so much to see and do that one would need to live 
there for a few months to just scratch the surface. 





Shopping on West Broadway 



Scenes from the Italian Festival in Mulberry Street, Little Italy 



The Morris Jumel Mansion 



Gospel Singing in Harlem 

We booked a bus tour to Harlem with the express purpose 
of going to a morning church service with gospel singing. 
Harlem starts at the top end of Central Park (110th Street) 
and continues north for quite a way. We had a tour guide 
who was manic and it was hard to understand all of the 
things that we were seeing along the way. This was 
aggravated by the fact that the microphone kept cutting in 
and out. 

We stopped to visit the Morris Jumel mansion, the oldest 
house in Manhattan. The house was built eleven years 
before the revolution, in 1765, by British Colonel Roger 
Morris and his American wife, Mary Philipse. The breezy 
hilltop location proved an ideal location for the family’s 
summer home. Known as Mount Morris, this northern 
Manhattan estate stretched from the Harlem to the Hudson 
Rivers and covered more than 130 acres. Because they were 
loyal to the crown, the Morrises were eventually forced to 
return to England. 

Across the road from the Jumel mansion is Sylvan Terrace, a 
two-sided stretch of 20 wooden row houses flanking a 
once-private lane. The three-story houses were built in 1882 
and restored in the 1980s. Washington Heights is on the 
Harlem border has its share of tiny lanes such as Sylvan 
Terrace. Streets in the 160s feature old-style lampposts, 
Belgian block paving stones, and pre-20th century 
residences and make the area feel more like a time-warped 
country village rather than an urban center. 

We finally got to the gospel church where there were old 
ladies in hats singing their hearts out and the priest talking 
in that distinctive ‘praise the lord’ style of hot gospellers. 

Sylvan Terrace, Washington Heights 







Central Park 

Rosie and I walked from the hotel to Central Park and along 
the west side to Strawberry Fields made famous by John 
Lennon. In fact it is a memorial to him which is usually 
strewn with flowers from his admirers. 

From there we walked to the lake and the Bethesda fountain 
and looked across to the lakeside cafe where it would have 
been pleasant to have breakfast. There were lots of people 
sitting at the edge of the lake and when we walked back 
under the bridge there were a number of small string 
groups playing classical music. The park was full of artists 
sketching people and there were many horse and carriages 
taking people for short trips on the cobblestone roads 
through the park. 

It is a public park at the centre of Manhattan in New York 
City. The park initially opened in 1857, on 843 acres of city 
owned land and in 1858, Frederick Law Olmsted and Calvert 
Vaux won a design competition to improve and expand the 
park with a plan they entitled the Greensward Plan. 
Construction began the same year, continued during the 
American Civil War, and was completed in 1873. 

Central Park is one of the world's largest urban public parks, 
but somewhat smaller than several other great parks. For 
example Paris' Bois de Vincennes (2,458 acres) and Bois de 
Boulogne (2,090 acres), London's Richmond Park (2,360 
acres), Madrid's Casa de Campo (4,256 acres) and Los 
Angeles' Griffith Park (4,310 acres). 

The John Lennon Memorial at Strawberry Hills 



Bethesda Fountain 

Central Park cafe 

Water Lilies in the lake 

Boating on Central Park lake 



Around Fifth Avenue 

I just had to see the Apple store in New York. There is a 
large glass cube on 5th Avenue at street level and the 
store is down a spiral staircase underneath the street. It 
was packed. 

We also wanted to see where Paris Hilton buys her clothes 
at Bergdorf Goodman on 5th Avenue. The prices were 
atmospheric and a simple pair of Manolo Blahnik shoes 
were $600 to $1,000 or more. Inside the store was 
beautifully presented which isn’t really a surpise given the 
prices.



The Apple store, 5th Avenue 



The Statue of Liberty from the Staten Island Ferry on a dull day 

Manhattan from the Brooklyn Bridge 

Rosie, Martin & Jenny on the Brooklyn Bridge 

Looking across the Brooklyn Bridge 



The concourse of the Rockefeller Centre from 5th Avenue 

Shipping heading under the Brooklyn Bridge ‘The Intrepids’ on our last day in New York 



Chapter 4 - The Napa Valley 

We left New York early to catch a flight to San Francisco 
where we picked up a hire car and drove across the Golden 
Gate Bridge to American Canyon at the south end of the 
Napa Valley. 

I collected my camera from reception which had arrived 
safely from Las Vegas to my great relief. We had a pleasant 
meal in the hotel restaurant and prepared our plans for the 
following days. 

The Napa Valley runs along the N29 in a north westerley 
direction through the towns of Yountville, Oakville, 
Rutherford and St Helena ending in Calistoga. On the first 
day we decided to drive through the valley to get an 
overview before deciding where we go for wine tasting. 

In Napa we stopped at the Oxbow market which was a 
charming place with many interesting shops and cafes. It 
was the first time in the USA that we were able to have a 
decent coffee and breakfast. 

We drove up the N29 stopping off at each of the small towns 
and had lunch at V. Sattui Winery in St Helena. V. Sattui is a 
family-owned winery, founded in 1885, making over forty 
different wines and earning recognition in both national 
and international competitions. From 2009 through 2012 
alone, V. Sattui was awarded an astounding 309 Gold 
Medals, tops in the nation, with more than 12 wines rated 90 
points or more. 

We returned to the hotel on the Silverado Trail and took a 
detour along Howell Mountain Road to make sure that we  



could find Cade Estate Winery where we had 
booked for a wine tasting on the following day. 
Cade Estate Winery was one of the few wineries 
on Howell Mountain where the cooler climate 
produced a distinctive style of cabernet. Wine 
tasting in the Napa Valley is a little different 
from the wineries in Australia, at least that’s the 
way it appeared to us. Most wineries had set 
tasting times, a hefty price tag and a restricted 
number of  available of places. Cade was no 
exception.

On our way back to the hotel we stopped at the 
Oxbow market and sampled a dozen oysters at 
the Hog Island Oyster Bar, an extravagance on 
our last night in the Napa Valley. 

The next day was our last and we wanted to find 
a small cafe in Sausalito that we had been to 
many years before so that we could have a 
relaxed breakfast. When we got to Sausalito it 
was unrecognisable to us and nothing like our 
memory of the place.  We did find a place that 
had a queue outside and assumed it must be 
good and waited to be seated; it was very 
ordinary and a little disappointing. We walked 
into the centre of Sausalito stopping on the 
wharfs to look at the yachts. We stopped to buy 
t-shirts for the grandchildren and then 
wandered back to the car only to find that we 
had received a parking fine. 

We still had a few hours to spare before our 
flight departed so we drove into San Francisco 
and down to Fishermans’ Wharf . The parking 
was impossible, the crowds incredible so we 
spent the last few hours relaxing in the airport 
before our journey back to Melbourne. 



Oxbow Market, Napa 



V. Sattui Winery at St. Helena in the Napa Valley 



The Farmers’ Market at Oxbow, Napa 





Views over the Napa Valley from Cade winery 



The tasing room at Cade winery 





‘Wine tasters’ at Cade winery and a manzanita tree 



The ‘caves’ carved out of the hills at Cade 



A quick stopover at Sausalito, California 



A selection of photos from the trip that didn’t 
manage to make the pages of the book. 


