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Day 8 - Friday, May 6 

We got up and 

going late, but 

not too late to 

enjoy our 

complementary 

breakfast at our 

hotel.  We even 

got the all night 

party animals, 

Gary and Amelia, 

who were now 

morning time 

sleepy heads, up 

so they could 

have a great 

breakfast before said good-by to Florence. 

After checking out of our hotel, 

and dragging our luggage 

behind us once again, we 

walked along the River Arno, 

taking in sights that we hadn’t 

yet seen.  This was a very 

picturesque walk with a nice 

elevated view of beautiful 

vegetation and jogging paths 

down along the river bank.  The 

old looking bridges crossing the 

river at various points along the 

way in front of us completed the 

charm.    
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We had heard about a 

particular bridge, The 

Ponte Vecchio, renowned 

for surviving World War II.  

One brochure I had read 

stated that it had been 

preserved from being 

bombed out by Adolf 

Hitler, when he had 

destroyed all the other 

bridges during his retreat in 

1944.  The story was that 

Hitler saved this bridge 

because he thought it was 

so beautiful.   

As we approached the 

bridge, Vallerie looked and 

looked at it with a 

perplexed expression.  

Finally, she exclaimed, “I don’t see what the big 

deal is.  I was expecting some marvelous thing, but 

it looks like what I’d expect bridges of that era to 

look like.”  I guess Vallerie’s taste in beauty isn’t 

the same as Adolf Hitler’s. 

As we approached the bridge, 

we noticed a very peculiar 

sight.  Along any public 

structure associated with the 

bridge including the guard 

rails between the sidewalk 

and the street were thousands 

of locks of every description, 

securely fastened.  I guess 

I’m not a well read romantic, 

because I had no clue what 

this was all about until I 

returned home and looked up 

the anomaly.   
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This is what I learned.  Though it has 

also been practiced in other places, 

the story goes that a locksmith, 

whose shop was one of the many on 

that bridge, increased business by 

promoting the idea that if lovers 

would fasten a lock to the bridge and 

throw the key into the river, their 

love would be eternally locked away 

and secure.  I also learned that the 

practice has become so popular 

recently that the mass of locks has 

even damaged the structures that they 

are attached to.  So the local 

authorities began removing them, but 

new locks quickly reappeared once 

again.  So finally, the authorities 

have now banned the practice and 

impose large fines on anyone who is 

caught securing a lock on one of 

these structures.  Apparently the 

situation has surged here because of 

what happened in a popular Italian 

“Chick Flick” based on a fictional 

story by Italian author Federico 

Moccia.   

Oh no! Now that I’ve mentioned it, 

my Beautiful Wife and six Gorgeous 

Daughters are sure to find “Ho voglia 

di te” and bring it home to watch. 

We now left the river side and cut 

straight into the narrow city streets 

headed toward the train station.  

Actually, there was nothing straight about it.  This 

was part of the old downtown section of Florence,  
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and these streets were as winding as they were 

narrow.  Along the way anywhere the streets 

opened up, like the converging intersections 

or even larger squares, the sprawl of street 

vendors included artists, painting and showing 

their wares.    

Eventually, we pulled our luggage to the 

train station and got tickets for Aviano.  

Our train didn’t leave for over an hour so 

we decided to get some food at a railway 

station cafeteria.  This did NOT turn out 

to be the smartest choice of our trip. The 

prices were very high and the food was 

terrible.  None of us finished our meals, 

and I was sick after eating this for the 

rest of the day and all night.   
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As we approached our rail stop for Aviano, Gary 

had been unsuccessfully trying to phone one of his 

several friends from his base to secure the 10-15 

minute ride from the train station in Pordenone to 

the Air Force Base.  Finally, he found a friend that 

could help and we eventually got a ride to his base.  

We then had to stop at the gate and get visitor 

passes and then we went to Gary’s on base 

apartment.   

We waited there while Gary went off to check on 

lodging options for us and to borrow a Jeep from a 

friend so he could take us around for the few days 

that we’d be there. 
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We then went out again.  This 

time we decided to get our motel 

room outside of the Base and 

then we went out to Dinner at 

BeFeds a place that specialized 

in roasted chicken and fries.  I 

was too sick to eat much so I 

only ordered the fries.  Even that 

was too much and I regretted it.  

After dinner, (it was late now, 

around 9-10pm) Gary drove us 

all over the base and gave us the 

grand tour.  We then came back 

to our hotel and did laundry, 

computer stuff, and went to bed.  

Vallerie’s Confession  

When I wrote my travel 

blog for this day, I 

noticed that we were 

terribly lacking 

pictures proving that 

“We’d been there and 

done that.”  So I 

pressed the issue with 

Vallerie, she said 

something like this.  

“Don’t you remember?  

That was the day that 

my dress looked 

frumpy.  And I didn’t 

want pictures of me in that dress.  So any of those pictures were deleted.”  It is true that she 

didn’t like the way she looked on that day.  While riding the train toward Aviano she even went 

in the train’s bathroom and changed clothes.  

Today was also my mother’s 80
th

 birthday, and she was on my mind throughout 

the day.  I wasn’t even where I could call her� So she got a facebook 

message.  How lame is that? 

 

Lesson of the Day –  
Better to eat nothing at all then to eat at a train station cafeteria.  


