THURSDAY MARCH 31:  As we drifted awake around 6am, our window revealed…nothing…we were cruising through a heavy fog…so heavy that all the decks and windows were wet.  We were still a ways out in the Aegean Sea on the way to Kavala, Greece, our fourth consecutive port without a sea day (of eight consecutive scheduled), with a planned arrival of 10am.  So with some free morning time and the ship shrouded in fog, we put it to good use writing this log and doing photo selection for our trek web page.  Then, when we heard the ship’s engine pitch change we figured we were approaching Kavala.  We also noticed that the fog had thinned somewhat and views of the city from the sea were improving.  We headed up on deck for approach photos, and when the ship was backed into the harbor and the first mooring lines were out, we got our stuff together for the day and were the first ones off again when the gangplank opened.


We like being in places without a lot of noisy and annoying people around, so we hightailed it uphill to the imposing Kavala Castle which is the crown on the head of the old city, perched on a massive rock headland that juts out into the Aegean.  Along the way we were amazed at the beautifully kept 16th century stone aqueduct that today serves as the eastern gateway to the city.  It has 60 arches and is about 80 feet high at its center.  Simply amazing.  But I digress…onward to the castle, which we had all to ourselves for about 20 minutes before another couple showed up and another 20 before the sheeple started arriving, so we thoroughly enjoyed our castle time.  Up on that high ridge, however, the panoramic view from the tower and parapets of the castle was interrupted periodically by large wisps of fog rolling in from the sea.  Very atmospheric though…


After lots of castle exploration (it’s considerably smaller than the one at Methoni…remember Methoni a couple of days ago?) we left to explore the other sights of the old city along the ridge under the castle.  The mosque, the church, the lighthouse, the quaint neighborhoods with their steep-staired alleys and side streets.  We stopped to talk with a couple of gardeners along the way, admiring their crops and such.  And finally the “wall path”, which we started down at the church.  The people were warm and friendly along the way, all greeting us as we passed.  The high ridge walk was lovely, but the rocks below and the azure sea are nature at its finest, and they were calling our names.  I had read about the “wall path”, which begins at the church on the east side of the ridge.  The church steps turn into a stone path that hugs the high wall of the church (thus the path name).  When we got down to the smoothly worn rocks (reminiscent of Bar Harbor, Maine) we realized it was picnic time in yet another spectacular and romantic setting…for about 15 minutes…a couple of teen-aged boys showed up and decided that where we were was where they wanted to be on this whole wide amazing rocky plateau.  They apparently came to swim in that specific spot because there was an inlet into the rocks that would afford a nice diving-off place.  They plopped down about 20 feet away from us and stripped to their swim suits, and weren’t noisy or obnoxious so we finished our picnic and continued on the rocks around the point under the lighthouse where we picked up the man-made path again up to the church on the west side of the ridge. (The church also runs an elementary school and apparently owns the lighthouse because it was fenced in with the playground of the school).  We climbed back up to the ridge, and walked a different route through the neighborhoods and, as always, found small memory treasures along the way like a large wall completely covered with wisteria perfuming the air.


Eventually, we went past the castle and down some steps toward a modest, gritty-looking boatyard within sight of the aqueduct, where all manner of boats were being restored, repaired, or built (think Manta, Ecuador on a smaller scale).  They even had a small sawmill there to custom cut planks of various hardwoods for decks and hulls.


Then, we headed back up the hill on the other side of the boatyard so that we might see the aqueduct from the opposite side.  We found our way up to the beginning of the north end of the aqueduct where we found a number of small houses built such that they used the aqueduct as a back or side wall.  We took a few alternative view photos of the aqueduct and its little houses and headed back down toward the park below.


By now, we had done several miles with a lot of verticality in them, and decided it was time to go explore the waterfront and central plaza which had their own charms and were on level ground.  After about an hour of photographing waterfront life, fishing boats, and such we decided we had covered Kavala on foot pretty darned well, and gradually wound our way back around the port to the ship’s berth.  We went to the Lido for some iced tea, downloaded and culled the day’s photos, and relaxed a bit.  Then dinnertime eventually rolled around and we partook.


After dinner, as we were playing a game of gin in the library, Captain Tim came on the PA to tell us that the overnight port call at Istanbul has been cancelled due to US State Department warnings.  Since that was to be an overnight stop, we will be spending tomorrow on another Greek island, Limnos, in the town of Myrina.  It will be a tender port.  I don’t have any information on Myrina, Limnos so we’ll be improvising a lot tomorrow…but we’re flexible…maybe local buses around the island, maybe just walk around…we shall see.  On the GPS, there is a KTEL bus plaza, and there’s a large resort near the town, so it may well be a resort kind of place.  I also know that it’s only about 87 miles SSE of Kavala in the Aegean Sea, so we’re puttering along at a leisurely 11 knots.  The ship’s shore excursion folks came up with three guided tours for the sheeple.


Our day is now done with a bit over 9 ½ miles on the pedometer. 
