SPM – Day 3

We left the hotel early for the long drive to Lisbon or Lish-BOA, as it is pronounced in Portuguese.  We had two stops before we reached our hotel, a Marriott on the outskirts of the central city.  The first stop was to eat lunch and visit a place to buy real Portuguese pottery that is produced in the region.  

Beautiful pottery at what our guide assured us was at least 35% below any price we'd find in Lisbon or the environs. So, we helped the economy a little.  The second thing this region is famous for is the shrine of Fatima and the new basilica that was built there. I won't go into the story behind the shrine, but the area is very large and open, reminding one of St. Peter's square at the Vatican.  The new basilica is enormous inside and has a beautiful wall decorated with a great deal of gold incorporated into the design.

Since we have signed up for the seafood dinner tonight, our guide cautioned us to eat a light lunch, which we did – green soup and a little chicken.

Our guide, who speaks with a British accent, lives in Portugal and has been doing these tours for nearly 40 years.  We are learning a lot about Spain's and  Portugal's history, climate changes, agriculture, politics (ancient, of course) and lots of little odds and ends.  We are enjoying the narrative as we have long drives between places.  He also knows where to shop, what is real and what is a good price.  He's familiar with merchandise and the merchants.  

So, after a day of driving, shopping, and visiting a national shrine, we arrived at the Marriott.  The guide has this down to a science.  He calls ahead and our keys are waiting for us.  Hotel bellmen wait by the bus and unload the luggage in a split second.  The luggage is brought up to the rooms within 5 minutes of arrival.

Tonight, we're going to take the ferry to a seafood restaurant on the other side of the harbor where a special seven-course dinner is being prepared for our group.  The bus drove us to the terminal and we boarded the ferry, an older boat that carried both cars and people.  

The ride was all of 10 minutes and the walk from the ferry to the restaurant was another 3 minutes.  What a feast!  There are pictures of each dish as Jeff photographed each one before – or in one case while we were eating it - we ate whatever we could.  Needless to say, many of us couldn't finish it all.  The meal was accompanied by white wine, red wine, vinho verde (a light spritzy white wine), a special black beer that wasn't like guiness or stout, and at the end cherry brandy and espresso.  Great way to end the day.  Our coach was waiting for us at the end of the meal and we got back to the hotel around 10 p.m. 

Before leaving, we put everything in the safe in our rooms since the guide has regaled us with tales of bands of thieves roaming about Lisbon, Seville and Madrid.  He said he'd walk anywhere in Morocco at 1 a.m but wouldn't walk the streets of Madrid at 9 at night.  Even though we got name tags, he said not to wear them on the tour as that would make us easy marks – as if traveling in a group of 36 following a guide doesn't?

There were two men in Toledo who were scoping out our group, but enough of us saw them and circled the wagons, so they left.  The gypsies are at work and they are usually children because according to the law, one can't touch a child –  unlike in the USA.

Tomorrow we see Lisbon and many of us will explore Lisbon's suburbs.

