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Travelogue #4 – Paphos 

We returned to Nicosia on the morning of March 25th, which turned out to be a national 
holiday, Greek Independence Day.  On that day in 1821 Greece declared war against 
the Ottoman Empire and eventually achieved independence in 1830.  Cyprus also 
celebrates October 1, Cypriot Independence Day, the date in 1960 when Cyprus won 
independence from the U.K. 

We returned the rental car, walked back across the Green Zone, and checked back into 
the same hotel where we had stayed when we first arrived in Cyprus.  Being unaware of 
the day’s significance, we were attracted by the sound of drums and soon came across 
a parade.  Thousands, literally thousands, of school-aged kids marched in groups of 
about one hundred each preceded and/or followed by a very loudly playing bass drum 
and about a dozen snares.  The kids were neatly and nearly identically dressed: white 
shirt, dark ties, navy blue pants or skirts.  People lined the parade route but were 
outnumbered by the marchers.  We watched for quite a while and never saw the end of 
the long procession. 

This Greek Independence Day Parade in Nicosia was so long that we never saw the 
end. 

http://www.lauralei.com/Cyprus-Israel-19/Cyprus/
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These young parade watchers waved Greek flags. 

That evening we enjoyed a very pleasant meal with Nicosia residents Blanca and 
Marios Mourtuvanis.  Cousin Carol McKanna, an old friend of Blanca’s from when they 
both lived in Manhattan, had suggested the meeting upon learning that we would be in 
Cyprus. 

 
We enjoyed a delightful meal with Nicosia residents and old family friend Blanca 

Mourtuvanis and her husband Marios. 

It is theoretically possible to drive the same car on both the Turkish and Greek sides of 
the Green Zone in Cyprus, but the formalities are onerous, so we rented one on each 
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side.  We collected our new rental a short walk from our Nicosia hotel and headed south 
for our next destination, the city of Paphos.  Modern Paphos, with a population of 
36,000, is the fifth largest city of Cyprus.  It sprawls on the coast near the southwest 
corner of the island, is a popular beach destination, and is known for its ancient 
mosaics. 

Our first stop was The Stavrovouni Monastery, which sits alone atop a 2,460-foot hill 
near Lanarka.  It was founded around 327–329 AD and is one of the oldest monasteries 
in the world.  Also, it is one of the few places where one can see a relic said to be a 
fragment of the holy cross.  Stavrovouni is a working monastery, and women are not 
admitted to the facility, so we just enjoyed the view, which was memorable. 

 
The mountaintop Stavrovouni Monastery is 750 meters above sea level. 

We next stopped at the Neolithic village of Choirokoitia, a U.N. World Heritage Site.  
The reconstructed dwellings were fascinating, but the ancient ruins could be better 
appreciated by archeologists. 
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These were reconstructed Neolithic dwellings at Choirokoitia. 

We reached Paphos in the afternoon and found that we had mistakenly booked an ultra-
spartan self-catering place.  We were able to change to nicer digs, a comfortable sea-
side resort where many of the guests were Brits who return year after year.  At dinner 
that night in one of the place’s four restaurants we sat next to a couple from Manchester 
who told us that this was their twentieth stay at the hotel.  The record we were told later 
is held by a 96-year-old lady who has been there 80 times.  The mild cool temperature 
was better suited for sightseeing than lolling on the beach, so our plan was first to 
explore the nearby sites. 

Paphos was the capital of Cyprus for six centuries and was the most important place in 
the Aegean world for worshipping Aphrodite, the Greek goddess of love and beauty.  
The extensive archeological site at Kato Paphos was only 15 minutes’ walk from our 
hotel.  Essentially a huge open-air museum, this UN World Heritage Site is famous for 
its many well-preserved mosaic floors. 

 
The panorama shows but a small fraction of the ancient Greek and Roman ruins at Kato 

Paphos 

Some of the mosaic floors are exposed to the elements; you can even walk on them.  
Many others are inside large barn-like buildings scattered around the area.  According 
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to our guidebook, it takes at least two hours for even a cursory walk through the 
extensive archeological site. 

 
This was one of the many impressively-preserved mosaic floors at Kato Paphos. 

Ancient ruins and buildings are ubiquitous around Paphos.  While walking through a 
suburban neighborhood looking for somewhere to have lunch, we stumbled across the 
impressively preserved 500-year-old Ayia Kyriaki Anglican Church.  We sat for a while 
in the cool dark interior but left as a service was beginning. 

 
Ayia Kyriaki was built within the ruins of the Basilica of Chrysopolitissa. 
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We took several long drives along the narrow winding roads in the wooded hills around 
Paphos where there are several hill towns, small plain rural communities that do not 
feature in tourist guides.  We did stop in the tiny village of Fyti, which is famous for its 
weaving with traditional colors, and visited a workshop where several women were at 
work on primitive-looking looms. 

Cypriot wines are produced in this area, and we passed by several vineyards.  The 
small gnarled un-trellised vines grew low to the ground, bare and dark, awaiting the first 
leaves of the new season.  We stopped at the Chrysorrogiatissa Monastery and winery 
hoping for a tasting of the monks’ vintage, but instead we tried a curious grape-based 
confection resembling, in appearance and taste, thick seaweed stalks. 

 
The Chrysorrogiatissa Monastery has an unusual triangular cloister; the winery was 

unfortunately closed. 

We were thirsty and saw an open-air roadside café in the village of Pano Panagia.  We 
were literally flagged down by the proprietor and decided to stop for coffee and tea.  
This friendly lady insisted that we also try her cake and marinated cherries, which were 
sweet and quite good. 

The next day, despite some of the first rain of the trip, we ventured along the coastline 
as far north as the small resort towns on Polis and nearby Latchi, where we visited the 
Baths of Aphrodite.  According to legend, this tiny spring-fed pond is where the goddess 
washed up after entertaining her beau, Adonis. 

All sightseeing and no play make for a dull travel, so we also did a bit of culinary 
research.  While advertised as “gelato” and quite tasty, the local product was just ice 
cream and not up to Italian standards.  Nevertheless, we are eating very well here in 
Cyprus.  Our most interesting meal thus far was a wonderful meze dinner at the rustic 
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Seven St. Georges Tavern in Paphos.  Our personable host explained that there was no 
menu and that the food would keep coming until we said to stop.  We lost track of the 
many delicious meze but the wild vegetable stew and the goat kleftico, an ancient fall-
off-the-bone dish whose name means “stolen meat”, were among the most memorable.  
The home-made red wine was also quite drinkable. 

 
These were only some of the starters at Seven St. Georges Tavern, where they keep 

serving until you can eat no more. 

 

Travelogue #5 – Limassol 

After four days in and around Paphos we moved our base 45 miles down the road to 
Limassol.  During the drive, we visited several archeological sites along the way: the 
Sanctuary of Aphrodite, the Sanctuary of Apollo Hylates, the ancient city-state of 
Kourion, and Aphrodite's Rock & Beach.  Except for the rocks, which presumably are 
more or less as they were in antiquity, the other sites are essentially piles of rubble that 
have been catalogued and partially reconstructed by archeologists.  However, it takes 
only a bit of imagination to get a sense of the past magnificence of the civilizations that 
flourished here.  (Selecting a few pictures for this travelogue from the hundred we took 
was no small challenge.) 
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Some of these large rocks at Aphrodite’s Beach have mythical associations. 

The largest an most spectacular of the four sites was Kourion, the location of an 
important ancient Greek city-state.  It sits atop a limestone promontory rising 
dramatically nearly 300 feet above Episkopi Bay.  We walked more than two miles to 
view only its more important areas: the House of Eustolius, the Theater, the early 
Christian Basilica, the Agora, the Stoa, the northeastern Hellenistic public structure, the 
roman Nymphaeum, and early Christian house with a triclinium, the House of the 
Gladiators, and the House of Achilles.  The entire site was blanketed with bright yellow 
daisy-like flowers. 
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The flowers in the foreground and the sea beyond framed the view of the Roman 
Nymphaeum at Kourion. 

 
The “House of the Gladiators” at Kourion takes its name from its mosaics depicting 

gladiators in combat. 

In addition to its archeological treasures, Kourion is also interesting in that is located in 
souverain territory of another country, Great Britain.  Britain gained administrative 
control of Cyprus from Tukey in 1878 and annexed the island at the end of WWI.  
Cyprus remained an overseas part of Great Britain until Cypriot independence in 1964.  
Today, Britain retains about 3% of the island’s land area, where it stations troops and 
operates military air bases. 

Except for the few years leading up to the plebiscite and independence, the relationship 
between Cypriots and the British administration was amicable, as described in 
Lawrence Durrell’s memoir “Bitter Lemons of Cyprus” (which we recommend).  This 
contrasts with the relationship between the island’s main ethnic groups, which became 
increasingly fraught after 1964.  After the island was partitioned in 1974, the Greek and 
Turkish populations stopped shooting at each other, and relationships have slowly 
improved.  However, our impression of the local consensus is that reunification is 
unlikely anytime soon. 

The modern city of Limassol is the second largest in Cyprus with a population of 
100,000.  The city’s economy, like that of the rest of the country, is dominated by 
tourism, which accounts for 15% of GDP, although the recent discovery of significant 
natural gas reserves in nearby waters could change this. 

When we first saw our Limassol hotel, we were puzzled by its location in an eclectic 
neighborhood of apartment blocks and small businesses.  The hotel turned out to be 
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excellent, the best of the trip, and we became quite comfortable with its unlikely location 
over the course of four days there.  Limassol was also where we enjoyed two of our 
best meals in Cyprus, both feasts of many small plates.  The first was a 22-plate 
seafood mezes dinner: Greek salad, appetizers (olives, beets, corn, tahini, 
taramasalata), octopus, mussels, calamari, fried whole fish, crab croquettes, prawns, 
ink fish, grilled fish, French fries, pita, and five others.  The grilled small fish, ranging in 
size from 3 to 6 inches, were eaten bones and all.  Jim deemed them some of the best 
he’d ever eaten. The second feast was a less traditional but equally memorable mezes 
feast: sellino (deep-fried celery leaves), green salad with strawberries and kefalotiri, 
garlic bread and dip, halloumi wrapped in bacon with mango chutney, deep-fried 
zucchini with skordalia (mashed potatoes and garlic spread), peri peri prawns (African 
chili), grilled calamari in soy sauce with ginger, chili, and seaweed, duck with preserved 
walnuts, pork belly, and soutzoukakia (spicy meatballs stuffed with feta in tomato 
sauce).  For both of these extraordinary meals we arrived by 6 or 7PM, early by Cypriot 
standards, to find empty dining rooms, and chatted for several minutes with the 
owner/chefs whom helped select our meals. 

 
Some of Limassol’s dramatic modern architecture can be seen in distance. 
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Besides large mega-yachts, Limassol’s harbor has a large fleet of small fishing boats 

seen here with buckets of drying nets. 

One day we drove up into the densely wooded Troodos Mountains surrounding 
Limassol.  Near the summit of Mt. Olympus, at 6,404 ft. / 1,952 m. the tallest mountain 
in Cyprus, there was lots of snow, and people were sledding and skiing.  We visited the 
tiny community of Kalopanayiotis and the St John Lampadistis monastery whose three 
churches are known for ikons, frescos, and chanting monks.  We also went to two other 
monasteries in the area but had innocently come on a holiday and found them closed.   
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The three churches comprising the rustic Lampadistis Monastery had a large collection 
of Byzantine art. 

 
Most interior surfaces of this Lampadistis monastery church were richly decorated. 

In the village of Pedoulas, we noticed a grill in front of a taverna on which skewers of 
chicken and lamb were slowly turning; the aroma was too good to pass up.  Our meal 
also included mushroom soup and a quite good local red wine.  We had the large 
establishment to ourselves, until we were joined by a friendly family of Russian tourists.  
With direct flight to Cyprus, the country is popular with Russian tourists. 

 
Pedoulas is one of the larger villages in the Troodos Mountains. 

There is a thriving wine industry in the foothills behind Limassol.  We visited the tiny 
Zambartas winery, in the village of Agios Amvrosios about a half hour from Limassol.  
We enjoyed a leisurely tasting and conversation with Marleen, the Dutch daughter-in-
law of the founder.  We tasted two whites (a xynisteri and a semillon/sauvignon blanc), 
a rose, and two reds (a maratheftiko and a schiraz/lefkada) – all excellent and very 
drinkable.  Marleen told us that the number of wineries in Cyprus has expanded 
significantly in recent years and now stands at around 70, many of which are quite 
small, essentially amateur winemakers that sell only to friends and neighbors.  
Zambartas has been making wine for about ten years and currently uses both imported 
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and indigenous grapes.   Cyprus is one of the few wine-making countries that does not 
use California root stock and where the phylloxera blight is unknown. 

We spent a few hours in the city of Larnaka on our last day in Cyprus.  We walked the 
long beachfront promenade, had a light lunch (fish and chips and fried zucchini), and 
headed to the nearby airport for the flight to Israel. 

 


