Day 1

Here I am sitting in a tin can far above the sky. Planet Earth is Blue and there’s nothing much to do ...
This is Captain Fred to ground control. Get us out of here cause, our bums are very sore and we’re sick of the bad movies. 
Gotta love the long haul to Europe. Cathay Pacific was our particular tin can and whilst they do what they can it’s a long way. Not much sleep to Hong Kong and a little more for some on the overnight flight into Milan. We all want to be like Rob – sat down and slept for 8 hours. 
Now Jenna was looking after Rob and all that was needed was to keep track of his passport. So pretty quickly we realised Rob and his passport were no longer together. Being kind souls we were comforting Jenna saying it’s OK, don’t worry we will find it. You will just have to go back with him when he is refused entry.
Arriving in Milan I found the passport easily – Jenna who sitting separately rushed down back. “No passport... perhaps it’s on the ground we better search under the seats”  Jenna spent the next few minutes crawling under seats after a 13 hour flight – nice 
Anyway I was off to give Karin a hand so after some photos we let Jenna know the passport was found ... it was fun to see her dedication!!
Arriving in Milan at 6.30am we began the process of collection of bags, 4 wheelchairs and a shower chair and somehow squeezed them in to a few vehicles and went to the home of Atlha, Cascina Bellaria. Checked into the hotel off for a swim, dinner and bed by 9pm ... Wide awake at 3am!

Day 2
Off to Gorgonzola – home of the cheese. Nice little town and the photographers went ballistic – we even had tears of joy and this sense of people being overwhelmed by where they are. First stop to the 20th edition of the Gorgonzola film festival, watched a couple of films had a screening of IOE’s ‘The Gemstone Crush’ and we won an award. Gorgonzola International Film festival first prize for an overseas film (we were the only one). This was followed by a film Atlha and CREA made about the exchange last New Year. Now the tears really flowed – partially because it was emotional and lovely but also because they just kick our butts when it comes to sentimental feel good philosophical stuff....
From films to farms as we headed off to a Cascina where the cows choose to be milked when they want and they are very happy to give the milk for the cheese. All had a go at making some cheese, lots of food, cows, horse, pigs and corn – damn fine Tiramasu. Today was an opportunity to catch up with all the CREA guys and meet their families. 
Back to Gorgonzola for a wander and a gelato – One for most ... three for some ... Marcel.
Back to the Cascina for pizza and off to bed ... wide awake at 5am...

Day 3
Headed off to Milan central to go to a Villa – built by some famous Italian designer. The guy who owned the house was a wealthy post war fabric manufacturer – well he didn’t make it he exploited the working class to make his millions. Nice place though, pool and big gardens in the middle of the city... Off to the park for lunch where “Jesse Hogan” put on a clinic ably supported by “Maxy Gawn” who bagged a few goals whilst commentating loudly about how good he is. 
From the park we went to a rowing club where we got to all have a go at rowing. A first for everyone. When I was thanking the “instructor” I mentioned it was the first time for all of us. His reply... “yes I could tell”...nice sledge. Monica seemed to have some difficulty standing up after her go and accidently “slipped” and fell in the water. From there she lost her Balance again and seemed to sort of swim by accident. 
Dinner was in a “swish” restaurant where all our younger people were plied with wine - automatically served wine at restaurants. Then Noah and co were madly snap chatting with Jenna. Bed....wide awake 6am.

Day 4
Today was Nadia’s opportunity to visit the distillery of Fernet Branca and remind herself of her father who used to make her take this drink for health. It was a pretty wild taste – like a spiced cough syrup with much more alcohol – spreads a warmth through your body. Great little tour and finished with a tasting of the “medicinal” drink, Sambuca and a Coffee liqueur. Although the guy didn’t confirm it one of the selling points of their health drink according to their marketing seemed to be the ability for this drink to make the ladies more “interested” – Poster after poster of swooning ladies.  
From the distillery we headed off to the oldest church in Milan. It was here that Julie received her first lesson in the religions of Italy. Behind the Bascillica was this small soccer pitch. I told her that attached to every church in Italy was a soccer pitch to pay homage to the duel worship of Italian culture...Catholicism and soccer...it took her a while. Anyway a quick game of soccer with “Messi” and I against the rest then off for a stroll for Gelato. A tortuous route of curbs and roadworks for about 10kms – had to be bloody good Gelato. 
Into the Bascillica to see a couple of dead saints and a great building then off to the main ‘cathedral’ of Milan ... San Siro stadium. Here we checked out the individualistic AC Milan change rooms (the Brazilians’ have to sit in certain places), and the team orientated Internationale Milian change rooms and wondered out onto the field. As a surprise we got to meet Javier Zannetti – I had my moment of swooning – club legend, captain, 5 championships, 1 Champions league title – I think I was the only member of our group who knew him! The San Siro store was a hit and Marcel bought an Inter Milan top, Jenna and Noah AC Milan tops. The rivalry was set.
Out to dinner in the Navagli district at the Hotel Bianca – it was very white and delicious. Bit of dancing ... half moon ... wine. The romance was in the air.
Back to the hotel, bed ... awake  6am
Day 5
So the exhaustion is setting in but onwards we go. Into the city centre for a tour of the highlights of Milano – Duomo, La Scala, DaVinci statue, couple of other old places and the Castela (castle) of old Milan. Most were more attracted to the shops over the tour, but there was some cool stuff including a wall of Roman god statues...and those red leather shoes!
Milan is a city that was largely designed by Da Vinci. I think he was taking the ‘mickey’. It was probably one of those jobs he didn’t want so instead of organisation I think he drew circles that intertwine and loop all over the place. It was like those doodles you find that your staff have done whilst you are delivering an obviously captivating message. The place you want to go is just there – you can almost touch it...but you drive 3kms past it, double back, do three loop de loops and ... well its just there. Another 3km, more loops and finally we are there.
So from the centre we head off to the Navagli district for lunch at a pizzeria owned by Antonello’s uncle. ”Nello” came to Australia 3 years ago and is an absolute character. Into the pizzeria we went and we were being waited upon by Luca a cousin of “Nello” Marcel was proudly wearing his Inter top and as one of the key religions of Italy it was the wrong top for Luca our waiter – Juventus fan. It was very hot and so many of us had Birra Moretti – Marcel was keen but Luca decided no for the fan of Inter. We were all served pints and Marcel was served his in a shot glass. From there it escalated as Luca continued his pursuit of Marcel, pretending to spit on his pizza, chasing him around with a giant rolling pin and ending with Luca sitting with us and making Marcel wait the tables, clear them, make the coffee and sent him off to do the dishes.
Once we stopped laughing we headed back to the Cascina to meet the guys from Camp Dynamo – a residential camp in northern Tuscany. Their program is largely based around theatre and the arts in the natural environment. Together we played some improvisation games. Julies chook impersonation was a highlight. It was a great time just to be in a group with the guys from Atlha and doing just some silly fun stuff together. Dinner at the Cascina ... back to the hotel ... awake 6.30am
Day 6
We started the day by Skypeing into the Interchange staff meeting, then off to Turin for the day. It’s a bit of a drive so I spent some time thinking about some of our group. Claudia is the glamorous one, beautifully dressed she fits right into the Milanese scene. Dylan just loves being here and is keen to try all (Sarah W – take note!) the delights of Milan. Noah hasn’t stopped laughing, especially when Fabiola or Carly are nearby. Maria just cries with joy and butchers the Italian language with her Calabrese dialect. Bronwyn is happy to be travelling again after travelling before children ... and then there is the wow! Ooo La La, OMG look look look ... Monica
Into Torino we stopped at a ‘fake’ medieval village where we had a look at some shops and had some lunch then off to the town centre. The ‘Shroud of Turin’ – the shroud was the cloth that wrapped Jesus after his crucifixion - is kept in the Duomo in a special box. Whilst the box was on display it was not open so the shroud could not be viewed. Some headed off to the shops for supplies of clothes, whilst Monnie decided to walk into the fountains to cool off as it was a little warm. From the centre we visited La Mole – a tower type building with views over Turin. La Mole also hosts the museum of film and television. A glass elevator takes you up and for most of it you are just hanging by cables in this massive cone shaped open area. FYI Carly doesn’t like heights! The film museum was sensational but we were a little rushed so couldn’t see it all. Rob found the peepshow display though!
 Back to Milan and the Cascina for a relaxed dinner, hotel, and downstairs for a nightcap with a few fellow travellers ... awake 7.30am
Day 7
The weather finally broke and instead of a sunny 35ish it was raining and a cooler 25. We headed off the 75th Italian Open Golf in Monza. There we met Pierluigi from the association Golf La Vita. Had a putting competition, taught them about the need to provide accessible areas. They had an accessible toilet, plenty of room, wide door...etc Just the 30cm step to get in was a challenge!! We went off and played some golf games and even had a lesson from a (apparently...) attractive young Italian man. Jenna was keen to have a lesson and Nadia was telling the guy she needs more help... Fish and Chips for lunch (Claudia & Karin were in heaven) We watched a few of the professionals tee off and were awaiting Marcus Fraser, Scott Hend and Brett Rumsford to cheer on the Australians. Alas it was time to go and we said goodbye to the Italian Open and Peirluigi from Golf La Vita.
Headed into Monza for a walk around the centre...bit of shopping, gelato for Jenna – strawberry! And a couple got a bit distracted and late back. Then off to a pool to meet the International President of the Disabled Divers International and the Mayor of Monza. The Mayor welcomed us to her city and then gave us a serve for being late!!!
Inside to the pool for some scuba diving. The scuba took a little while to get going mainly as Carly forgot the paperwork. Most of us had a go but by far the best was Lana who took to scuba like a seal. Robbie was brilliant – especially as the instructors couldn’t speak English. Robbie achieved the whole course and came out of the water 12 feet tall and so proud. Noah had a swim whilst the others scuba dived and then we all headed out to dinner with the instructors. Certificates were given out. Rob was over the moon and literally strutted up to get his. 
Back to Milano, bed ...  did wake up no idea what time
Until next time
[bookmark: _GoBack]Ciao Fred

