
May 16th – Lugano to St Moritz
May 16th saw us move NNE from Lugano to St Moritz. We basically hugged the border with Italy.

There is an old Swiss proverb. “If you don’t eat all your evening meal, then St Peter will punish you 

with bad weather.” Well, I know for a fact that some of our group did not finish their dinners, having 

become Ossobuco’d out, so we all paid the price.

When we left Lugano at 09:00 it was 12 Celsius and pouring rain.

Mark Twain, who spent some time in Switzerland, had a great line. He did not want to commit 

himself on Heaven or Hell because he had friends in both places.

Due to the heavy rain, our guides changed the route to make it safer. Unfortunately, the clouds were 

hanging right down in the valleys so that we could not see the mountain tops. Switzerland without 

mountains is boring.

We did pass one airport shoe-horned into a valley with an incredibly short runway. It had a twin 

passenger jet parked on the apron. I noted that it must be a nerve wracking pilot experience because 

the short strip was bookended by cumulae granite at both ends.

There is a rivalry between Basel and Zurich that parallels that between Toronto and Montreal.

I am feeling quite at home because the three main languages are German, French and English. The 

waiters smile indulgently when I ask for some things in Spanish or Italian. The waiters are mature 

and multi-lingual indicating that being a waiter is a profession rather than a part-time job for college 

kids.

We climbed steadily, changing from rain to snow-rain, until we entered the St Bernado Pass at 

09:30 hrs. The temperature was a mere 3 Celsius as we passed numerous waterfalls. We entered the 

eight kilometre long tunnel and topped out at 5,478 feet, but the temperature in the tunnel had 

climbed to 15 Celsius. Note: part of the Rhine comes from this area. It was another 95 kms to St 

Moritz.

We stopped for coffee at 10:15 at the Hotel Bodenhaus in the resort village of Spluegen. The coffee 

was superb and the Gaststube immaculate. I love to examine the craftsmanship in European 

windows and these were perfection itself.

The roofing in the village is made of heavy slate. They get strong winds and need the weight to hold 

things in place.

After coffee I did a quick combat photo shoot of the village. It was pouring rain, but I have become 

expert at shooting from beneath an umbrella. So, after a frustrating drive with rain smeared coach 

windows, I was able to get my photo fix. The fresh alpine air and the ski lifts in the distance 

reminded me of many past ski trips in Switzerland.

In Switzerland you have to pay a forty franc fee to use the highways. The Swiss reckon it is cheaper 

than erecting toll plazas as they do elsewhere in Europe.



The alpine pastures are an eye-popping green. Now and then there are splashes of purple heather, 

some new lilacs and the occasional cluster of daffodils to proclaim my third spring this year.

Another zinger from Mark Twain went something like this. A banker is somebody who lends you his 

umbrella when the sun is shining, but wants it back the minute it starts raining.

He certainly said, “Switzerland is simply a large, lumpy, solid rock with a thin skin of grass stretched 

over it.”

But, who said? “A woman’s silence is wonderful to listen to?”

The Swiss Federation started in 1291 and adopted a modern constitution, modelled after that of the 

United States, in 1848 (The Year of European Revolutions).

When we got to Bivio the terrain was getting pretty barren.  We climbed into the Julierpass.  On a 

bright sunny day this would have been spectacular as there was more and more snow as we climbed.

We got to the summit of the Julierpass at an ear popping 7,514 feet and a chilly 3 Celsius.  The Piz 

Julier looks down from 11,158 feet.On a bright sunny day this would have been spectacular as there 

was more and more snow as we climbed.

At 12:45 we arrived at the Schweizerhof Hotel in St Moritz, located at 6,000 feet.

We had driven 186.6 kms from Lugano to St Moritz.

Lunch was quite special. We had a Vorspeise of Roll of Grissons air-dried beef stuffed with 

“Buendner Roeteli” mousse accompanied by seasonal salad bouquet and melon pearls. The main 

course was poached slice of salmon with champagne sauce served with vegetable strudel.

I was quite amazed that salmon could swim all the way from the North Sea up into the Alps. I guess 

they just swim up the Rhine until they find their natal spawning grounds [joking]

After lunch I went up to my room. It overlooks the lake where Canada’s Sweetheart, Barbara Ann 

Scott, won her figure skating gold medal at the 1948 Olympics. I took photos of the lake from my 

balcony with Bucky and Barnaby so that they would remember the moment.

St Moritz(SM) has a base population of only 5,000 people. It swells considerably with the influx of 

tourists in the winter and summer seasons. 50% speak German, while 27% use Italian and a fairly 

large contingent of 9% keep Romanche alive. I guess the remaining 14% speak a polyglot of foreign 

languages.

Skiing was introduced to SM in 1864 by four Englishmen – mad dogs and Englishmen etc.

SM is also the site of the first bob sled run called the “Cresta”. It is a natural ice course that dates 

from 1884.

Although it was still raining, I popped my umbrella and went for a walk. The streets were deserted 



and most of the shops closed. I checked the hours of operation in one store window and, at 15:00 

hrs, it should have been open. I went into the Tourist Bureau and was told that the winter season 

had ended and the summer season had not started. The staffer suggested that the stores had closed 

so that vacation time could be taken.

After confirming that walking uphill at 6,000 feet is hard on the body, I went back to my room to 

check my e-mail and to write this blog.

Not having had enough food to fill a race horse, we gathered for dinner at 19:00 hrs.

The green salad featured arugula with thin shavings of Sbrinz cheese and melon.  After beef broth 

with pancake strips we had veal goulash done in grandmother’s style with spaetzle and glazed 

carrots.  The wild berry parfait topped off a perfect meal.
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