Perched high above the azure Aegean, Kastro is yet again one of those places you can’t believe is real.

It is eye-wateringly, blindingly white. You cannot be there without sunglasses. It is the cube architecture of the Cyclades
personified. It is spotless, silent and serene. It is not ruined by tacky souvenir shops or loud music. It is as it has been
throughout the centuries and it is wonderful. We wandered almost alone, except for the odd cat or local sitting in the shade of
their doorway. It was quiet as only a greek village can be mid-afternoon. Only the sound of the wind and your breathing!

In the Middle Ages, it was a venetian walled town of 300 inhabitants. Walking around the outer walls, outside, probably not
much has changed. And always something unexpected like the view above around the next corner.
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