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Day 11 - Monday, May 9  

When Gary came and picked us 

up, we went to his base where we 

rented a very small car, and 

returned the jeep that he had been 

borrowing from one of his 

buddies.   

We then set out for the beach in 

Jesolo, about an hour away.   

Jesolo is a tourist town north of 

Venice on the Adriatic Sea.  In its 

peak, it boasted of 6 million 

tourists a year (now 

a paltry 4.5 million) 

flocking to the long 

line of seaside 

resorts along the 9 

miles of beach.  

Where we 

approached the 

beach was very well 

maintained and 

inviting, but very 

commercial.  The 

long line of hotels 

offered hundreds of 

sunbathing beach 

chairs with 

umbrellas out on the 

vast expanse of 

sand.  
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The weather was 

warm and sunny but 

not hot.  So the 

radiating heat of the 

sun made the sand hot 

under my feet, but the 

air was pleasant.   

The beach wasn’t 

crowded, but there 

were lots of 

sunbathers.  It was a 

shock when I realized 

that “tops” were 

optional when 

sunbathing on an 

Italian beach.  This 

realization made the 

next few hours quite 

uncomfortable for me 

as we did our beach 

time.  

We bought lunch, club 

sandwiches, and then 

found a relatively 

secluded area down by 

the water where we 

did our own 

sunbathing (tops on).   

Gary and Amelia 

spent most of this time 

down next to the surf, 

building sand castles. 
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After the beach we drove back to Old 

Venice, found a place in a parking 

garage next to the rail station to park 

our car, and headed back across town 

so we could go inside St Marks 

Basilica.   

Again we missed out.  This time we 

were too late in the day.  Their doors 

closed to visitors at 5:00pm, the time 

we had arrived in the square.  

One thing in St Marks Square that 

Vallerie thought was pretty classy 

was this open air restaurant, complete 

with the live classical music and 

waiters in white tuxedos.   

Gary wasn’t as impressed.  And we 

ended up at his favorite restaurant, 

Hard Rock Café for a quick bite to 

eat. 

Then we wondered around town as it 

got dark, slowly making our way 

back to our car.  Here we paid the 26 

euro parking fee, “Ouch!”  (Note to 

self.  Next time we visit Venice, park the car if we 

have one, and ride the train into town.)  
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 We drove back to Aviano where we 

stopped at Gary’s place in the Air Force 

Base.  Here Vallerie and Amelia, always 

looking for the latest fashion, tried on 

some of Gary’s Air Force gear.  

We then returned to our hotel and called 

it a day.   

My observations of the day: 

• When you walk into a car rental 

agency in Italy and say you want 

to rent a small car, you end up 

in a really, really small car. 

• Italian beaches may display the 

human anatomy as freely as 

their museums, making old 

Idaho farm boys really, really 

uncomfortable. 

• My Beautiful Wife must have 

thought she looked “Frumpy” 

on the beach.  Because the only 

picture I could find of her to use 
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was a distant shot that she 

didn’t know she was in, which 

I blew up and cropped down 

around her.  

• Fancy cathedrals known for 

their abundance of gold 

overlays, keep short and 

otherwise restrictive visiting 

hours for tourists.  

• Young American Airmen, 

living among the best Italian 

eating opportunities 

anywhere, may prefer 

restaurants that serve food a 

lot like back home. 

• Driving a car to the limited 

parking area of Old Venice, 

even for a quick visit, isn’t a 

good idea for an old tight 

wad. 

• The right kind of models can 

make any kind of military 

gear look sexy.   

 


