
Day 24 Monday 6th August
Despite a late night after the birthday celebrations we still managed to make it in good time 
for breakfast, it was a beautiful hotel and we had quite a bit of  difficulty choosing between 
the vast array of fresh fruit or the wide selection of cakes!
It wasn't long before we were on our way across Paraguay heading towards the Brazilian 
border, seasoned coach travellers now and a mere 5-7 hours on a coach not causing the 
least concern.  After a couple of hours we stopped at a beautiful Basilica, the colours in the 
painted dome and stain glass windows as vibrant blue as you can get and when Shawn 
pointed out that there were 22 stars for the 22 JoLters we all thought it very apt.  As with 
every stop the inevitable loo visit came too although 2000 guarani each to spend a penny 
seemed a little steep until Andy explained the exchange rate.
A bit further down the road we pulled up to experience a 
Paraguayan delicacy of chipa, this was a bread made from flour, 
eggs, milk, cheese and lard and strangely served by young girls 
dressed in 1950's diner style uniforms.

By now many of us have had a go at weaving and 
the wall hanging is starting to take shape, the long 
journeys an ideal time to weave a few more rows.  
The alpaca fleece we are working with beautifully 
soft and although Josh Gr initially thought it may 
make a 'Father Christmas' beard it is now looking 
more like a scarf. Pixie has now volunteered to 
prepare the fleece for weaving and our empty 
water bottles are proving very useful as a reel.


We stopped for lunch by a road side diner serving buffets 
similar to an Argentinian BBQ, fried chicken, steak, 
sausages, heart and kidneys all served on metre long 
skewers.  Our vegetarians also well looked after too with 
fresh salads and lasagnes. There were no complaints and 
soon we were all full.
We had a great time singing and dancing in the aisles 
during the afternoon when Livvy managed to connect her 
iPod to the bus system and soon 
we were at the border ready to 
match any Brazilian salsa! 

Unfortunately we also managed to arrive in rush hour but the 
Paraguay immigration were happy to deal with us without 
getting off the bus and it wasn't long before we were crossing 
the Parana river with cameras at the ready as the sun set.  Our 
passports were stamped as we stepped into Brazil and there 
was a general sense of excitement tinged with sadness as we 
entered into the last of the four countries culminating into our 
journey of a lifetime. The last few days passing at breakneck 
speed.  



Our hotel is very quirky with an electra collection of cars in the foyer, theatre memorabilia, 
a chapel, sauna and pool, it would be easy to get lost although JoLters seem to have an 
inbuilt nose for any where serving food and everyone made it to the dining room without 
search parties involved.  Our timing wasn't perfect as we jostled with the 200 ladies 
attending a convention for pole position at the buffet table but the quick thinking ones had 
no issues with eating desert before main meal in an effort to beat any queues!
We finally had time to work on our end of trip concert In our teams, even the leaders 
huddled in a corner preparing their piece de resistance!   


