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AUTHOR'S NOTE:

The first two chapters of this book are about the Jet Lag Jerry series and the Seven Modern Wonders of the World, and although they’ve been updated a bit, if you have read my first book about China and the Great Wall, most of this will be familiar to you. Please feel free to skip to the third chapter, Another Day in Mrs. Jasprica's Social Studies Class, where the journey to Machu Picchu begins. (And a journey it is.)
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PART ONE: JET LAG JERRY TAKES OFF AGAIN
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ABOUT THIS SERIES
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As a Navy brat, I grew up all over the world. I started elementary school in Thailand, graduated high school in Iceland, started working in London, and, after a few gap years too many, I went to college in Ireland. In between, my family and I lived in Northern Ireland, Stuttgart, Germany, and California (twice). I also somehow lived in Berlin for three years. Since then, I’ve settled in New York City. 

I thought my life traveling was over, and counted myself lucky enough to have seen more of the world than most people dream of. But that was before, through the kindness and extreme generosity of a very good friend, I was given a special secret perk in November 2011 that changed my life. It allowed me to travel wherever in our wonderful world I wanted to go. I realized then my traveling had only begun.

I’d already been to most of the European countries. Well, the Western ones, anyway. When I was a child, the Iron Curtain still existed, so Eastern Europe was off limits, all those communist countries that no longer exist like Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia, and also those that survived like Romania, Hungary, Poland. I think, pre-Berlin Wall fall, they were hardly must-see tourist destinations anyway.  

From Ireland, London and especially Germany, it’s easy to jump from one country to another as they are all a quick, cheap flight or shortish car drive away. Iceland, not so much.  Living in Europe, it was easy for my dad to pile us kids, often grumbling and surly (we were teens, after all), into the car to drive off to a thrilling new country for the weekend. Our family photo albums, our slides, are packed with snapshots of the family posing in Belgium, Switzerland, Spain, the Netherlands, France, Scotland, Wales and Austria. When I moved to New York, perched as it is on the northern edge of the Atlantic Ocean, only water stretching out in one direction and endless miles of the US in the other, it hit me that it’s a bit more difficult to visit the rest of the world from there.

My New York friends Stacey and Shaun once took a vacation to Morocco, and as I flipped through photos of them riding camels in the desert, as I walked on the exotic carpets they had brought back, I was envious. I’d never be able to afford to go there, I thought. Or, maybe I could, but I’d have to tighten my belt and save up, survive on Top Ramen noodles for months on end to be able to buy the plane ticket, and then there was also the cost of the hotel to think of. It would be near impossible to visit exciting new countries. I had had a lucky childhood, and now it was time to stay in New York. How wrong I was! Thanks to my secret perk, I now had the chance to see and experience some of the other continents, places my paychecks would never allow me access to. So I searched through drawers and boxes and located my long-forgotten passports (with an Irish mother, I’m lucky—again!—to have two), blew the dust off them, realized they had both expired, quickly renewed them, bought a new carry on that was on sale at Burlington Coat Factory and set off to see the world. It was the birth of Jet Set Jerry. Or so I thought. 

I don’t know about you, but I’m not independently wealthy, no man of leisure. I can’t just tell my boss I’m taking off for a three- or seven-month trip around the world. How would I be able to pay my bills and rent? And I can’t afford five- or four- or even three- or even two-star hotels for trip after trip after trip. Somehow, partly from my career as an ESL teacher (English as a Second Language, for adults) at the Manhattan Language school, partly from my international upbringing, and partly from chance due to the cosmopolitan nature of New York City, I had friends all over the world. From the four corners they had all asked me if I would visit them. “Maybe,” I had always answered with a wistful sigh, knowing deep down that the “maybe” was really a “no.”  But now that “no” was a “yes, indeed! I’ll pack right now!” 

I figured out that, to see most of my friends, and to visit each of the places, I should follow the three day rule for fish and guests. Both begin to smell after that. So every trip to wherever, near or far, should be three days or less. Really, though, that would be five days, as one day is spent flying somewhere, and another flying back. I wrote emails, messages on Facebook. “Remember when you asked me to visit you? Well, I’ve got good news...!”

And off I went, crisscrossing the globe like a drunken bull, and, weak from the endless flights and a few too many glasses of champagne, hugging old friends in the airports of Beijing, Casablanca, Rio de Janeiro, Bogotá, Dubai, Buenos Aires, Moscow, Brasilia, Macapá on the edge of the Amazon, Istanbul, São Paulo, Geneva, Seoul, Paris, the Dominican Republic, Athens, Madrid, and Puerto Rico twice, once during a hurricane. I even revisited European stalwarts like Paris, Geneva, Athens and Madrid. I’ve crossed grand rivers and piddly streams, valley rifts and prairies, tundra, mountain ranges and steppes. I’ve gone from cobblestones to bamboo, Vespas to vipers, glaciers to lava fields, tombs to shipping ports, grilled guinea pig on menus to scorpions on sticks, drunk guaraná açai juice and cocaine tea, seen endless tenement blocks and sparkling palaces. I hope by this stage you are not struggling to force back down the sick that's threatening to shoot up your throat. I do realize how fortunate I have been.

With each trip I take, though, my legs cramped, my butt aching, I peer at the sights through bleary eyes, laugh a bit shrilly with my friends, scrabble for souvenirs, all in a jet-lagged, dreamy, fantasy-like haze. Then I am carted, slightly punch-drunk, back to the airport, and when I touch down at Newark Airport, I stagger off the plane and drag my weary body and muddled head back to work. Usually, it’s only weeks or months later that I have the time to sit down, flick through my photos, and be amazed at where I had gone and the great time I had had. I realized I wasn’t Jet Set Jerry, I was Jet Lag Jerry. 

Then the trips became more exotic. I branched out to where I knew nobody, asking friends on Facebook if they wanted to come along. Hearty adventurous souls replied. So then it was off to Rome, Machu Picchu, Chichén Itzá, Cairo, even to Kenya on safari! But my three day rule still applied, and even with that, I’m sure I started to accrue negative vacation days. Thankfully, I’ve been able to fulfill my dreams without losing a job or having to file for bankruptcy.

You may wonder if, hazy with jet lag, eyes bloodshot, vision blurry, I visited these places without really discovering them, but I think I managed okay. When you come back from vacation, you’re always a bit different; something of the country resides in your heart and in your mind, something new and special that will stay with you always. 

It came to me one day that, just by chance, I had managed to see five of the seven Modern Wonders of the World, and also the lone remaining Ancient Wonder, the Pyramids. They are all amazing places, each trip an amazing story. Why not make them into books? Maybe people will enjoy reading about them. I’ll do the Seven Modern Wonders first, I thought, then move further afield. This is the second of the series, and I hope you have as much fun reading it as I had on the trip.

Don’t worry, I’ll do all the hard work. You just need to sit back in the comfort of your sofa or bed or subway seat, wherever you happen to be reading this (though in the case of the subway seat, maybe ‘comfort’ isn’t the right word), and travel with me. And, if you’re planning a trip yourself, hopefully I’ll be able to offer some helpful tips and do’s and don’ts.

This is not a travel guide, but a travelogue. If you are looking for specific places to see, restaurants to eat at, or, indeed, an in depth history of the modern wonder I happen to be visiting, I’m afraid you’re not going to find this book very helpful. That is not the purpose of this book.

But I hope you’ll join me as I travel to Peru, and one of the truly incredible Seven Modern Wonders of the World, Machu Picchu. Woozy in the high altitude, jittery from cocaine tea, stomach groaning from wolfing down grilled guinea pig, I’ll be your guide to the California-esque coastal lowlands of Lima to the rugged heights of the Andes of Cusco, and through herds of alpaca to the remote ancient Inca wonder.

Before I begin, though, I’ll give you a rundown of the new Modern Wonders and their original counterparts, the Seven Ancient Wonders. If you’re only interested in Machu Picchu and Peru, please feel free to skip the next section.
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PART TWO: ANCIENT VS. NEW7: 
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THE SEVEN WONDERS OF THE WORLD

I was a gawky 11-year-old in Mrs. Jasprica’s social studies class when I first heard of the Seven Wonders of the World. I think we were studying ancient Greece that week. 

My classmates seemed to be struggling to keep their eyes open. These 'wonders' seemed odd and alien and not terribly interesting. There weren't even any photographs of them, just some illustrations in our tattered textbooks, and those were in black and white! And all the wonders were ancient. When you're eleven, ancient is boring. Call me a nerd, call me a geek, but I was riveted to Mrs. Jasprica’s every word (though she herself seemed to be stifling the yawns as she reeled them off for us, preparing herself for a trawl through the list of gods, Hera, Zeus, etc. which was on the next page).

The list was compiled by some guy called Philo of Byzantium in 225 BC.

In case you've forgotten (and I'm sure most of us have), here they are: the Great Pyramid at Giza, the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the Statue of Zeus at Olympia, the Temple of Artemis at Ephesus, the Mausoleum at Halicarnassus, the Colossus of Rhodes, and the Lighthouse at Alexandria.

I raised my hand.

“Mrs. Jasprica?” 

“Yes?” 

She seemed annoyed at being interrupted. There was so much more she was expected to teach us that day, apparently. 

“Could you tell me, we went to Alexandria last summer—”

“We did?!” Her shock was obvious
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