
After the beautiful city of Arles, we decide to visit Avignon. I wanted to know what it means the 
papal grandeur. Friends we were speechless, surprised, delighted the urban landscape that stretched 
before us in the Plaza of the Palaces. It is a place where our style put all around the square. Here are 
four monuments in a row like to go in procession. From North to South to start Notres Domes 
Cathedral. Then the Petit Palais and, next, the Palais des Papes in two parts: the old and new. The 
set is impressive for its size, by its solemnity. If there was not enough, here also coincides Week 
Theatre. Total among tourists, artists and spectators calculating that I would be more than one 
hundred and a mother (Spanish expression meaning too much people). Fortunately the weather had 
decided to get along.
After strolling through the square and see the animations we decided to visit the Palace and the 
Bridge, yes, yes, the famous bridge. But not! It was too late for the bridge but not the rest. I look in 
rooms, sacristy, chambers, kitchens and where the Franciscans, I believe, buried all their riches, 
however, people outside dying of starvation, humans have not changed or anything or little. See all 
of Somalia and we, what do we do? Well, we continue our march to reach the palace courtyard. You 
know what they were riding? Known, as have you known? Well, another scenario was almost ready, 
just missing the details.
When we leave the palace on a tide of people and for the group is that there is a musical 
performance, circens, children, the tightrope walker, statues. The latter can not be integrated into the 
overall artors. All represent something. There is a massage that makes 10 free minutes with her 
hands. I tried to look for art but I have not succeeded. Perhaps grace is when she tells jokes during 
the ceremony bowed.
We end up doing a tour outside of the wall. There we find a wheel. I do not know who had more 
desire to go up, because if Lola is a little girl I'm a llittle boy with a revolver/camera, things went 
well, uneventful film. We could see the city from atop the palace standing. Also you can see the city 
walls. I looked the other way if you saw the Rhone. What lovely river with its meanders, with its 
width and bridges it has. There is a bridge to finish. First of war and then by the overflowing of the 
river, the bridge was destroyed and one of those decided not to do it. And there is and, moreover, it 
is almost as famous as the Bridge over the River Kwai! It is famous for the girls and the boys 
singing a French song which says: “Sur le Pont d'Avignon, on y danse, on y danse, sur le Pont 
d'Avignon on y danse tous rond on ..”
I like the photo that made me Lola. Besides the look that made me famous, hahaha, see the 
metaphor of the mirror image of Avignon in the target: those who seek who the photographer is in 
the picture or vice versa.


