With it”s huge fortifications, elegant arcades, wide boulevards,
squares and warren of alleyways in the historic centre, strolling in
Corfu Town is more like being in Italy than Greece. It was after all
Venetian from 1386 — 1797 and the Venetians imposed their law,
language, art and architecture. The British left cricket and Marks &
Spencers! It was also the birthplace at “Mon Repos” of Prince Philip.
Here Peter (Ship’s Doctor!) joined us for his 7" voyage aboard
Havana and we set off in the company of Willie and Lee aboard
“Terrapin” for a cruise to the nearby islands. First, we visited
favourite spots...the market, the lovely monastery at Paliokastritsa
where a busload of Romanian pilgrims on a religious tour moved us
with their spontaneous beautiful singing, enjoyed a lunch at the
White House, the former home of the Durrell brothers, Gerald and
Lawrence, who through their books of Corfu in the 30”s, made
Corfu a mecca for thousands of British tourists. And by chance, we
lined up (unknowingly!) with the devout to see the remains (live in
person...well not quite live) of St. Spyridhon, in his ebony & silver
sarcophagus, his velvet - slippered feet and shrivelled but
recognizable blackened face preserved from the 3rd. century. On
festive days, he is still paraded around town (formerly strapped to a
donkey) and is said to go walk-about alone at times, so is given a new
pair of velvet s
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