MY VISIT TO SRI LANKA
23 May  - 5 June 2005

By Sam Goonetillake Trustee Helplanka

DAY 1 Monday 23 May 2005 ENGLAND – SRI LANKA 

 Distance travelled 5500 miles 11 hours 
 The plane touches down at a cloudy Katunayake Airport at 13.55 local time fifteen minutes behind schedule. Whilst flying over the island, some 5000 miles and 11 hours from England, I glance over at the coastline. It is hard to imagine that only 5 months ago the sea raged so petulantly here causing such destruction, death and mayhem.The heat is stifling and the accompanying wind tells us that the monsoon is on its way.
 A hot night. Difficult to sleep. I am hugely excited to be back in Sri Lanka…………….

DAY 2 Tuesday 24 May 2005 MARAWILA - COLOMBO
 Distance travelled: approximately 35 miles 2 hours
My van and driver arrive and I leave for Colombo- the capital city about 50 miles south and the thrill of at least 2 hours of winding dusty road lies before me. The familiar road congestion and incessant hooting of car horns and the meandering weaving of traffic reminds me of a stream of unruly children.
We reach the City later than planned and I unpack and stay with some friends who used to live in the UK. 

Another hot night made more uncomfortable as the air con doesn’t seem to be working properly!

DAY 3 Wednesday 25 May 2005 COLOMBO
Distance travelled: about 10 – 15 miles all day

I spend all day in meetings in the City. Briefing our printers and then going to the bank and having a meeting with the Sports and Youth Affairs Minister.
The meeting progresses well and I hand the minister a letter from my MP.  We agree the next steps about the twin town project and he summons various minions to offer me assistance. They arrange for me to have an official tour of Moratuwa – our proposed twin town tomorrow. We all swap mobile numbers.
My next meeting is with the General Secretary of the Christian Council of Churches in Sri Lanka is hugely interesting. Dr Jayasiri Peiris gives me a detailed insight into the aid distribution programme by his organisation post Tsunami particularly in the North and East. I come away from the meeting with a list of names to contact on my various journeys to outlying areas and an agreement in principle for my host to become a patron of Helplanka in Sri Lanka. We are making good progress!
My 5th meeting is with the Chairman of one of Sri Lanka’s largest and most influential conglomerates. His office is a very impressive building in a quiet cul-de-sac in Colombo and I find myself surrounded by a cacophony of photographs, certificates, awards, framed press clippings, holy pictures and statues. The photographs record him meeting presidents, ambassadors, famous people and he himself awarded a Deshamanaya (a sort of Knighthood from the President), is a nephew of a former prime minister.
 He suggests that I contact a school that they are sponsoring and gives me details of other education schemes that they have implemented.  He appears genuinely interested in Helplanka’s ideas and we agree to keep in touch. I then meet his deputies and schools coordinator for a separate meeting.

I return by trishaw feeling that my first full day was a resounding success. 

Tomorrow is going to be another hugely hectic day……….

DAY 4 Thursday 26 May 2005 COLOMBO – MORATUWA
Distance travelled: approximately 35 miles round trip 1 hour to destination 12 miles from Colombo.

I leave my friend’s house at about 0930 to go to Colombo Fort (Colombo 1) my friend kindly drops me off directly outside the HSBC bank  The road has been blocked off as the President’s official house is located on the same road, security is hugely evident as normal life tries to nonchalantly go about its everyday business. I need to withdraw cash today to make donations to our chosen beneficiaries at  2 of the projects I will shortly be visiting. A successful start to the day.
 I arrive at the Ministry again and the assistant to the ministry and driver take me in their car to Moratuwa some 12 miles South of Colombo. Our first stop is the Assistant Government Agent’s office. 

         Inside the musty office  a crowd of local people  are clearly unhappy about the distribution of coupons entitling them to food rations. I find it difficult to be heard above the subdued mayhem. Maps are brought, lists are referred to. I explain about Helplanka slowly in English. After the meeting we exchange telephone numbers and I leave the meeting with facts about Moratuwa and agreement to twin.
         Our next stop is to an emergency field camp situated close to the sea near the rest house at Moratuwa. I start to disembark the four wheel drive vehicle and am astonished to then be completely surrounded by a mass of people eager to meet me.. They are expecting something more than just my camcorder. My nostrils jar at the odour from nearby latrines also donated by charity. Crows and emaciated cats are picking at discarded food scraps. The whole camp is foul and crowded. 

I catch the eye of a small child immediately and ask about life in the camp.  A young woman begins to tell me how she lost her home and all her possessions to the rage of the Tsunami and how she ran with her four children to safety. They have been housed in the tents only two and a half months ago. They only get 340 Rupees a week allowance for food. (From the government the equivalent of £2) to feed 4 children 
“The government have done nothing for us “they bemoan to me. What must have it been like here straight after the Tsunami?  Well for these people it seems that five months on life really is no better for them. This is one of the better camps my guide tells me.
I am then driven to what is termed the intermediate camps in Moratuwa. The only real differentiation is that the dwellings aren’t tents but wooden plank shacks, built on breeze blocks with a corrugated iron roof. There is no electricity. The 4 toilets and 1 outside washing area, hopelessly inadequate for 115 families, were donated by a local charity. The cooking areas are located behind the houses. Some families are crammed all together in one tiny living space. I notice that the other stark difference from the previous tent only camp is that these people have some furniture, utensils and some even have the luxury of a TV set. As I look around I see that they proudly display wedding photographs and other treasures again trying desperately to resume their normal lives. I am told that they will be here in these make shift houses for at least two years. The main problem here is the lack of available vacant land on which to build permanent housing especially as the Sri Lankan government have imposed a 100 metre exclusion rule. I am greeted by more complaints of inadequacy of the accommodation and the lack of governmental help.  The smell of drains and the piles of decomposing rubbish is overwhelming. It’s time to leave for my next appointment.
 We drive to SERVE one of our chosen projects at the Uswatte Centre in Moratuwa, close to the railway station in the town centre and we are introduced to Sanjeewa De Mel the Executive Director and his team. We have a very constructive and informative meeting about SERVE’S work and we also tour the centre, meeting the children. We agree at the meeting that Helplanka will be assisting SERVE in the long term and I make our promised donation. The children, although looking a little malnourished , seem happy and positive. I hand out half of the chocolates not forgetting the teachers!

We enter their classroom and the children hand me handmade thank you cards to be given to children back in England , as a token to say thank you for sending the shoeboxes. I chat to as many of them as possible before leaving for SERVE’s second centre in Moratuwa a few minutes away by car. This is an after school activity club with excellent clean facilities. Among the throng of brown faces is a white face – Ben a student from England on his gap year who is here to teach English! They all seem to adore him and I wave the Union Jack flag I have brought! I then hand out pencils, pens, soap, shampoo, toothbrushes and chocolates I have brought from the UK.

My next meeting is at St James Church Egoda Uyana,  also a suburb of Moratuwa and an area with a high concentration of fisher folk,  hugely affected by the aftermath of the Tsunami. This is a small centre, adjacent to the church, run by paid and unpaid volunteers specifically for poor children, providing art and crafts education and a caring environment, with some counselling. As we drive out of the main precincts of Moratuwa town, heading south about 2 or 3 miles, we are met by the pitiful sight of partially or completely destroyed dwellings, adjacent to the sea and main road bisected by the railway track which carries passengers to Galle and Matara. Further along, I notice that some houses are still standing and a few families have returned and repaired what they can and are resuming their lives. These people are contravening the 100 metre government imposed rule and will have to be removed. 

We arrive at St James where a group of some 20 children, who our guide says were some of the worst affected children , are busy in their art class. The facilities although basic to Western standards are clean and they have some craft materials, paper, crayons and scissors. The children who range from 8 – 15 years of age are badly malnourished and half the size of their Western counterparts. The children seem very subdued and it takes a little time for us to get used to each other. 

 I make a cash donation to the principal from Helplanka enough to finance a school trip, buy a cupboard to keep their art materials. We then visit 2 families who narrowly escaped the Tsunami and I give the children some toys and writing pads whilst listening to their heroic escape tales.

I return to Colombo 12 miles away absolutely shattered. What a Day!!!!
DAY 5 Friday 27 May 2005 PANADURA  
Distance to destination: about 14 miles round trip about 40 miles. 1 hour 15 minutes to destination
Another early start for Panadura- the next town south from Moratuwa. I leave the City behind me and travel the 15 or so miles past Mount Lavinia, Ratmalana, Moratuwa and then arrive in dusty Panadura in good time for our meetings. Today is going to be fact finding mission to two schools we have linked with before. I am met again by Mother and her “Crew” with the Helplanka van, flags and banners along with around 400 shoeboxes sent from England back in February, which we kept back for me to distribute.

Helplanka is working with the Hon. Rajitha Senaratne MP for Kalutara District (Opposition UNP) Panadura is in Kalutura District, he is also founder and Patron of the Rajitha Senaratne Foundation- a charity to help victims of the Tsunami. My Mother has met with he and his Wife and the first school he has recommended is St Anthony’s Girls School in Panadura. 
We meet the Principal Mrs Perera and note that the girls are very excited . Although the sun is already hot we begin to unload the van of its boxes and the girls help us to carry them to a nearby classroom. 

After the preliminary introductions, by the school principal, I help to hand out the boxes with the help of my Mother. The girls are very grateful and pay their respects by kneeling before us in traditional manner. 
Once the distribution is completed (it took an hour) I take a little time to tour the school and take film and photographs. We then meet with the principal and discuss twinning and how Helplanka can help the school. They are very keen and Mrs Perera gives me a list of urgent requirements for the school. I also obtain agreement from Mrs Perera that she will be our schools coordinator on our projects in Panadura and adjoining areas. This is a great breakthrough especially as she is due to retire in July and wants to do some charity work with children and schools. A constructive and fulfilling meeting!
A short drive away is the venue for our next meeting- also recommended by Dr Rajitha Senaratne – St Anthony’s Boys School Panadura. It is quite different to the Girl’s School in many ways. The Girl’s school was partially flooded by the Panadura River but the Boy’s School was not affected. One of the first things I notice is that among the rows of boys, all eager to receive their gifts, are some who are barefoot. I am told that some of these boys affected by the Tsunami lost parents, homes and possessions and some only have their school uniform left as their only clothing!  The mood of the staff is subdued unlike at the Girl’s School they all seemed depressed. It is apparent that they have lost some teaching staff including the former principal and lots of Boys and have received no counselling.
I tour the school again and take photographs. The Boys are thrilled with the boxes. I meet with the Principal privately who agrees to twinning and will draw up a list of urgent requirements. Another successful visit.

DAY 6 Saturday 28 May 2005 Colombo – Galle
Distance travelled: 115 km from Colombo about 70 miles 3 - 4 hours by vehicle

We leave Colombo at around 1130 a.m. .  The traffic seems less busy today and we make good time: all along the Galle Road to Mount Lavinia, Ratmalana again, Moratuwa, Panadura, Wadduwa, Kalutara the next town is Beruwela which is a fishing area and also the town which Reading in Berkshire will be twinning with. We pass Induruwa and Bentota . We pass Kosgoda, Balapitiya, and Ambalangoda (famous for Mask making) Hikkaduwa – the coral reef area. Most of the hotels have reopened and there are a few tourists swimming bravely or sunbathing but the coast is different. The sea seems nearer somehow, the waves much rougher that I have ever seen. A lot of coconut palms have disappeared and there is still rubbish and remains of homes dotted all round the coast. There is a strange atmosphere….. 

Our first official stop is at Peraliya the scene of the massive train crash that killed 1500 people. Some of the train tracks that were so badly damaged have been removed and resited a few feet away. The carriages have been put back upright and a sign erected to commemorate the disaster.
Galle is our next stop and is a fortified city established by the Dutch in the 17th Century . The fort remains largely intact and its high walls were instrumental in saving lives of hundreds during the Tsunami.
.
My first meeting here is with Geoffrey Dobbs of Adopt Sri Lanka. His home,  called The Dutch House, is perched on top of a hill overlooking Galle Harbour.  It soon becomes clear that we both share the same frustrations with the bureaucracy and lack of order and transparency here in Sri Lanka. We agree to work together-  infact a lot of Helplanka’s work is similar to that of Adopt Sri Lanka. Geoffrey invites me to spend the whole day with him tomorrow to inspect Adopt Sri Lanka’s projects for myself.

DAY 7 Sunday 29th May 2005 Galle, Tangalle, Welligama

30 – 40 miles. 1 and a half hours.
Our first meeting is at a boat building yard that Geoffrey has built and has arranged the building of fibreglass boats for fishing by local fishermen in the Galle/ Welligama area. We take a look at the boats and also chat to boat builders themselves. Geoffrey tells me that he is the only person in this area making boats for locals. It starts to rain heavily. 
 We drive in convoy to the first of Adopt Sri Lanka’s major building of houses numbering around 150 houses costing approximately £300,000 sterling. Although we are equipped with umbrellas, it is  very slippery and we end up with our clothes soaked and covered in a reddish mud.

We battle on in torrential rain to Seenimodera where we visit a Montessori school which I remembered was featured on the television programme in England. We meet Nimalie Wimalaweera, the principal, who shows us round, the old school housed just 25 children in a house and a small building outside. Now the new premises are finished and new toilets behind the building and accommodates 52 children. It is very clean and Nimalie tells me in Sinhala how happy the children and parents are. 

We agree to visit again at 8:30 in the morning as being a Sunday the children were not there.
Leaving Seenimodera we travel on to Tangalle having also stopped briefly at two other places including Geoffrey’s island home Taprobane, a guest house reconstruction and yet more boat building yards. There really is a lot going on. It was comforting to see the Weligama fishermen on the traditional stilts in the bay braving the rain to fish. The rain is incessant and the waves are roaring. The beaches all seem very different and the water much higher.

It’s still raining and we are still quite wet so we end by agreeing to meet in Hambantota at 2 pm on Tuesday 31st May.

We are all pretty tired and fed up with the monsoon rain as it has also jammed our side passenger sliding door on the van. 
 DAY 8 Monday 30th May 2005 Tangalle, Matara 45 miles
Dawn breaks and we visit some fishermen on the beach. Our first stop is to visit the Montessori school in Seenimodera again just outside of Tangalle. Nimalie Wimalaweera, the principal,  greeted us this time with two small children, beautifully dressed and smiling with bouquets.  The children have taken a lot of care in their appearance and we greet them and take their photographs as well as filming them on the camcorder. The children sing to us a selection of nursery rhymes in both Sinhala and English. We wave goodbye after agreeing that we will send them some shoeboxes in December and also include some of their drawings for the art exhibition.  
We proceed to Matara to St. Mary’s convent to meet Sister Sandamalie Kurera the principal and Mrs Kulatunga. It is baking hot – which is a welcome change from yesterday’s torrential downpour. After a long meeting to decide how the money collected should be spent we finally agree to pay for the netball kits and balls and the remainder for the children’s fund.

I am taken around the school and also make the presentation of the cheque to the school as well as giving a present from St. Philomena’s. Sister Sandamalie gives me the school flag and a book about the school rescued from the Tsunami waters. 
We continue our long drive further south for one and a half hours to Hambantota. This area is in the Dry Zone of the country and is located 273 km south of Colombo about 167 miles. Hambantota has a high proportion of Malay Muslims many of whom speak Malay as well as Tamil and Sinhala. Its major industries are Salt production and Fishing. It was one of the most devastated areas after the Tsunami as it is located on an exposed bay, taking the full assault of the waves. Many hundreds of people were at the Sunday Market that morning on December 26th and were washed away mercilessly.

When we approach the town it seems deserted and somehow very different from the last time I visited, a few years ago. It is even hotter here but less humid; the trees are different kinds of palms & there is less greenery, and coconut trees are minimal.. There is a dry kind of heat here ,not unlike the desert heat of Dubai.  

Our first meeting is with an Anglican Priest who was referred to me by the General Secretary of Christian Churches in Sri Lanka. During our discussions he tells me of his work here and talks to me about 120 very poor destitute children many of whom have become orphaned. I agree in principle that Helplanka will try and help them and he takes me to see the school centre that they attend to meet the staff. We agree to return tomorrow morning to meet all the children. I leave a Helplanka Fundraising plan with the pastor for him to fill in later.
I am driven to the Hambantota Chamber of Commerce for my next meeting with Azmi Thassim the DG of the Chamber. He calls his team to meet me and we discuss our proposals. He helps me to coordinate a tour of the Town tomorrow and for his team to assist Geoffrey Dobbs whom I have invited to Hambantota tomorrow. 
It is late when we wearily check in to the Oasis Hotel on the outskirts of the town for the night. 

   DAY 9 Tuesday 31 May 2005 HAMBANTOTA
A very hot, bright morning. We leave after breakfast for the Sarovodaya – run Montessori school opposite the main refugee camp in Hambantota. I have bought cakes, toffees, pencils and some tennis balls for the 52 children.

 I enquire about counselling and trauma support but am told that none has been given to him or anyone else here as there is no money or the skills to do this
 I agreed that this school would receive some shoeboxes in December, too. I will also earmark some funding for basic necessities through the Anglican Priest.
Our next stop to the other side of Hambantota was to another privately run pre school nursery. This particular nursery was partially destroyed by the Tsunami but the Principal was saved as she was away at her Brother’s house far away for Christmas. Helplanka made a contribution of Rs 50,000 to pay for the transportation and delivery of new wooden tables and chairs for 50 children.

We all help to unload the van of its bounty and a crowd gathers unexpectedly. Most of the children are joined by one or more of their parents. The children are hugely excited and begin to claim the chairs individually as their own! Petronella gives a speech of thanks and we agree that they should also be sent shoeboxes. I want to also provide a playground for this school. 

Our next meeting is with Noeline Jayawardene who lost her sister and house to the tsunami and is now living in a refugee camp. She used to run a preschool nursery at her home and is now desperate to get her house rebuilt. Noeline tells me that she has no way of doing this herself and has 30 children on her waiting list who have no school to go to at present. I want to help her get set up again.

We return to the Chamber of Commerce where Geoffrey Dobbs who has driven from Galle is already waiting. We meet the other chamber members who were introduced to me last night. Geoffrey and I discuss the 2 school projects I have visited today and I introduce Noeleine to him. Adopt Sri Lanka agrees in principle to meet the cost of rebuilding the house/ school on condition that Helplanka pays for the school’s contents. It is not an easy meeting in that there are language difficulties and no-one can tell me where the deeds are and what regulations are required to build. The chamber promises to investigate and report back to me. I suggest a site visit so we go in two vehicles to look at what is left of Noeline’s world- nothing but rubble. It’s a pathetic sight and clearly she herself is traumatised by losing her sister, home and all her possessions – the house deed is probably still on its way to the South Pole!
Returning to the town centre, to Zahira College infact, I meet with Mr Shiraz the Hambantota District Education coordinator and also a qualified English Teacher. He is Muslim and also gives Arabic tuition he tells me. He also tells me that 3 schools in Hambantota have twinned with 3 schools in the UK . Mr Shiraz agrees to be Helplanka’s coordinator in Hambantota and will e mail me statistics and relevant information. I also tell him of our other Hambantota projects which he says he will also coordinate.

I am thoroughly exhausted but also exhilarated that we are able to help so many children in a very needy place. 
DAY 10 Wednesday 1 June 2005 Hambantota – Batticaloa 162 miles – 6 hours

It is still dark when we leave our hotel in Hambantota at around 430 a.m for the long trek to Batticaloa. 
We slowly head North East through part of Yala Sanctuary and the country begins to stir and the odd vehicle passes us by on the deserted road. We doze a little, still bleary – eyed by lack of sleep but are soon awakened by our Driver who spots a young male elephant right by our van. What a fantastic sight . I wish my Children were here with me right now! We continue through the reserve and along the way, 3 or 4 Mongoose dart into the road and across the track into the nearby fields thick with  sugar cane and paddy. We drive through Moneragala and arrive in Ampara. These are all places I have never been to  before now as they were off limits during the war that ravaged this country for 20 years. 

The hours trickle by and the road and scenery change again as we head through Kalmunai and into Batticaloa. There are fewer coconut trees now, the shop signs and posters are all in the Tamil language. The whole area is dotted with road blocks. We are in the North East. Groups of uniformed police officers are huddled in pockets equipped with rifles. We pass through several checkpoints. It is tense. Along the route we see refugee camps straddling  the coastline - they appear to be in a worse condition than their counterparts in the South West.

We finally meet our coordinator at the Ramakrishna Movement who speaks fluent English, Sinhala and Tamil and I am immediately struck by his enthusiasm and boundless energy. He takes us immediately to a local school, to meet the principal and children.

 It soon becomes overwhelmingly apparent that this school is in dire need. Due to its somewhat remote location they do not appear to be able to maintain a basic level of education for its pupils. We discuss  the school’s most pressing needs and obtain some costings to see if Helplanka can fund these.
 We do a lot of filming here and it is evident that this school is very poor and most of these children I am told were affected by the Tsunami with whole houses and families wrecked by the waves in a few minutes. The school was not damaged by the Tsunami but a lot of the children returned to the school after the Christmas holidays as orphans.
We take a short drive to the first of several refugee camps in Batticaloa. The first is located close to the coast housing over 165 families in a disused paddy storage warehouse. The interior has been divided by the Army and Police to create areas of temporary, semi private, habitation for families rendered homeless by the Tsunami. The floor is made of concrete and that’s where the families sleep- the luckier ones lie on woven mats to cushion their bodies from the harsh concrete mattress. Some adults are taking an afternoon nap on the floor as we enter this great depot of despair. Groups of very dirty looking children play in the filthy sand outside in the cool, long shadow of the building they call their new home. I can’t see any official toilets and notice that cooking is restricted to stoves outside facing the road.  It is hard to film this camp without feeling sad and I begin to hand out pens and pencils to the children.. These people are so desperate and thankful even for these small rather non consequential gifts.
In this camp I come across a 15 year old girl who gave birth to a baby boy 3 days ago. All sorts of things are going on apparently in these infamous camps with people all huddled together the pregnancy rate is probably soaring. The child is asleep blissfully unaware of its rather squalid crib and all I can do is give the reluctant young Mother some shampoo soap and a 1000 Rupee note.  What hope is there for this newly born child in such an environment what will the future hold for him?

The second camp we visit is comparatively better in terms of standards and there is a well equipped teaching area for children. It appears that a European NGO has helped them with good living facilities, toilets and some electricity – the first I have seen. Their pride and joy is a brand new TV, VCR and DVD player. We continue to distribute pens and pencils and hear stories of how they escaped and survived the Tsunami.
After visiting the camp we drop in at St Cecilia’s Convent in the town centre to handover the feeding bottles, flasks etc I so painstakingly bought and carried from Colombo and these have now travelled over 200 miles for the Sisters to distribute .It is wiser for them to hand these out as they are aware of the really needy children and deserving cases. If we did this we would be mobbed.

It’s been a very tiring day not only due to the amount of travelling and starting early but also the unbearable heat. 

I have a very bad stomach upset and do not sleep well.

DAY 11 Thursday 2 June 2005

Batticaloa – Marawila approximately 167 miles 6 hours

Unfortunately, I do not feel well enough to make my appointment with St Cecilia’s again but later we visit Ramakrishna Mission again to make Helplanka’s donation. Personally I am elated that we found the right project, appointed a coordinator and was able to visit the school and make contact with the children.

I leave Batticaloa content in the fact that I was able to start a project in the East and our desire to help a Tamil community has been fulfilled. Stopping briefly at Paskudah to look at the beautiful beach we proceed North west via Polonnaruwa, Giritale and Sigiriya we also stop at Dambulla my favourite place in Sri Lanka where I loved to climb up to the rock temple and see the hundreds of Buddhas.. Back in the van through Kurunegela, then in the dark to Kuliyapitiya and finally we pull up crunching on the gravel of my Mother’s driveway.

DAY 12 Friday 3 June 2005 COLOMBO 35 miles
My final day. I choose to spend this time in Colombo as there are several more things I need to do before my return trip in 2 days. En route we stop at the Film and Video studios to put my digital photographs on a disc to take back to the UK. I also pick up all the printed stationery and other official documents.
My final meeting is with Dr and Dr Mrs Rajitha Senaratne who have just returned from Beijing so could only see me today in their comfortable home in Park Road Colombo 5. Dr Senaratne is MP for Kalutara district and has set up the Rajitha Senaratne Foundation. The meeting is very positive and constructive and he thanks me for helping the 2 schools in Panadura. I agree to help a further poor school in Kalutara and also to send shoeboxes to all 3 schools.
DAY 13 Saturday 4 June 2005 Colombo – Marawila 35 miles
Day of rest and shopping for the family before returning to my Mother’s in the early evening as she is throwing a farewell party for me. I remember to give small thank you presents to all those who helped me during my trip and start packing.

DAY 14 Sunday 5 June 2005 Marawila – Katunayake   Airport – London Heathrow 25 miles and then 5500 miles
I wake early and walk to our local village church. I arrive in time for the weekly Sunday 730 a.m. mass. The church is packed and the singing is beautiful. 
I return home say goodbye and leave for the airport. My visit is complete and I leave for Heathrow.  
TOTAL MILES TRAVELLED Door to Door:  11876 miles 
Includes 876 miles by road

