Travel Journal of Willard E. Fraize
Europe, 11-31 August 1998

11 Aug (Tues.)
We’re packed and ready to go. Our taxito Dulles arrivdsO® PM, 15 minutes

early.

When we arrive at the United Airlines internationagck-in, we find the
expected long line. It takes us about 45 minutes to cheddanhbad considering the
expectation of heightened security, following the embassgbings a few days earlier.

Our flight to London, on a Boeing 767, was just greaté¢bé¢han usual focattle
class):

- Good food, free wine
Dynamic, real-time flight map display on the indivitlsaat display screens
(shows our plane making an unexpected hairpin turn akerdt,
presumably to avoid other traffic or, more likely, a tthewrstorm)

Two grown men, in the rows just behind us, midway througHiitite get
into a shouting match over whether the older mafromt, was unduly
crowding the younger, irritated (and rude) bastard behind hinas
awakened by it; it dies down quickly and | drop off again.

A man with a typical English small jaw (I know wHan talking about)
sitting by the window, 3 or 4 seats to our right wassesng a CPAP
machine, presumably battery-operated; but, he seemed esdeartay it,
covering his head with a blanket while he was sleepingr{tt dlame him).
| watched the movigzood Will Hunting it was a good flick.

12 Aug (Wed.)

We arrive at Heathrow 30 minutes early. Customs @hear is quick and without
problems. We exchange $200 in Travelers’ Checks forsBritiwhile at the airport. We
decided to ride the underground to the Euston Station in Lofwdwere we are to pick up
our train to the Lakes Country). It was a 1 hr., 15-mde, crowded with commuters (of
all stripes and ages) as it approached London. Thaatler rail trip was considerably
more expensive. While sitting on the underground to Londeradmire a beautiful
young woman in a white jersey-like top standing righftamt of us for part of the ride.

We arrive at the station in plenty of time (expegta 10:35 AM departure), get
our Brit-Rail Flex Passes validated (they are good foryd détravel during the next 30
days), and learn that the 8:25 AM train (it is now al&40) has still not left the station.
So, with bags in tow, we race toward the track, omlgee it pulling away as we get
there. We return to the station to wait for the 10:85 tRain, theRoyal Scoto Glasgow.
For the first time in my young life, | am to ride asseniorticket!

We notice a complete lack of public water fountaigpi¢al of all of Europe); if
you are thirsty, you must buy expensive bottled water.we take turns watching the
luggage as each freshens up in the bathrooms (20p for admessibthere is no hot
water!), and then we move into the food court wher@wder a second breakfast (coffer
and a roll for me).

The weather is partly sunny and warm, about 70°F, anddhum

We board our train and find first-class seats. Tha {tkeRoyal Scqgtis very
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comfortable and lightly loaded (25% or less in first €JlasAmong the sights as we head
north are:

A nuclear power station with four huge cooling towers;

Lots of sheep;

The very picturesque network of canals and houseboatsdkiat on them.
As | walk to the café car to buy us some lunch, | naaé the formal dining car is empty.
But, given that this is mid-day in mid-week, perhaps thai Ise expected. This is one of
Branson’s (of the Virgin Enterprises) new properties-esalt of Britain’s privatization
efforts. Sure hope he makegaof it! | indulge in a prepackaged tuna salad sandwich
(lots of mayonnaise) and a Bass Ale (I'll certainlytmyhave another, soon). During the
ride, | complete the first tape (lessons 1-22) of then@ae language tapes Jodi and David
gave me for my birthday.

When the head conductor, a Mr. MacPherson, passed thraughrohe asked us
how things were with our trip. We said, “fine,” butdwdn’t resist mentioning to him
that the car we were in had a flat spot on one oflitsels. InJohn Cleasdashion, he
reassured me of the minor nature of the problem (a rparadle” on the wheel—totally
different from the wheel problem that caused the IGSItin Germany, he reassured
me) and noted it would be examined in the next majont@aance check. A few
minutes later, he returns with a typed/printed “troublgt’ that noted the flat wheel
problem on our car. So, | should see, Brit-Rail isaggnof the issue; we can ride with
confidence! What a funny character!

We arrive at Oxenholme where we cross the platforbotod the waiting shuttle
train to Windermere. It's a multi-car train, diesédetric powered, a lot like the
commuter trains in Boston in the early 1960s. The s$ripnly about 8-10 miles long,
taking about 20 minutes. The weather here is showedythenviews are full of rolling
hills. There are quaint little villages with narrowests along the trackside (we make 3
or 4 stops on the way). Breaking the peace of this smensome fighter aircratft,
presumably British, that come roaring by at low altituden incessantly coughing
woman on the train is a bother. Most of our cdilled with Japanese young people,
mostly girls.

One of the most remarkable features of the view notwtbaare in the Lakes
District is the lush green color of the landscapegnénave | seen it so pleasing green
anywhere else.

At Windermere station, we take a taxi to Hawkshead. é&sake in the new
country5|de and listen to the driver, | note the follogvi

We have a very chatty driver; he knows 3 languages amalekts, so he says.
He is still smarting from his one trip to the U.S. whenencountered a U.S.
Customs person who was not amused when our driver ohatethe
assertion of our strong dependence on our Italian heritasge country, given
that Christopher Columbus was an Italian. Our drikedtin vain to point
out that it was really the Spanish who subsidized Columingsdeserve the
credit for helping the U.S. launch itself.

The roads are breath-takingly narrow; we have what sedm very near
encounters with other cars and, especially, tour buses.

There are stone houses and walls everywhere, includitige case of the
walls, right up to the side of the travel lanes; tl@eeno shoulders or
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breakdown lanes.

We arrive at Highfield House and
find it to be beautifully situated high
up on the side of a hill, off a narrow
road, and overlooking the village of
Hawkshead, a kilometer or two
away. .

After checking in and meeting the host ‘
Pauline and Jim Bennett, we retire to our roo
on the second floor (equivalent to our third
floor, since in England, the bottom floor is the
ground or earth floor and the first floor is one @
flight above it.) to freshen up and, in BJ's cas@
to nap. While she naps, | hike down to the village of Hav\ekﬂ;heThe trail beglns about
1/4 mile above the house in a field. The trail, abemtilg long into the village, passes
downhill through the woods, over a brook, through small fieldsheep and cattle,
behind the parish church & cemetery and into town. Taerenany cattle/sheep gates
and stiles along the way.

The town of Hawkshead is unspeakably quaint and charmiregsifeets are too
narrow for cars in many places. There are lots ightly-colored begonias, impatiens,
nasturtiums, etc. in pots and hanging baskets, everywhé&sa/n. | bought some maps,
scouted a few restaurants and headed back up the hijhdi¢ddl House—a 25-minute
walk.

nghfleld House

By now, a rested BJ was up and ready to explore trsdeyso, we went out and
sat in the benches overlooking this bucolic, rolling, lgsten countryside with sheep in
every field in view. We walked on the paths surroundinghthese, and continued to
enjoy the view while awaiting dinner. We had told the sitstcount on us for dinner the
first night anyway, and we would decide later what to ddHe remaining dinner meals.
Dinner at the hotel costs a flat 15£ (about $24) per persomgid.

At 6:45 PM, we go to the entrance hall (lobby) where \a&erour selections for
dinner (choice of 5 or 6 entrees, plus appetizers and deséve then move into the
living room where we enjoy a pre-dinner drink and meebther guests. Jim Bennett,
the host, offers his recommended red wine—the Conch ¥ Blord from Chile | like so
well. | buy a bottle to drink from for the resttbie week (cheaper that way). The other
guests in the hotel (who show up for dinner) are:

Lori & Gilbert Levy (from Seattle)

Keith & Sheila Walton (from Bristol, England)

Pam & Mike (from Brighton, England)

Another couple whose name | missed.
Dinner was rich and bountiful, perfectly served, andigt-jight portions:
- Seafood mini-casserole for a starter

Roast lamb and many vegetables

Crumb pie or fruit for dessert

Petit-fours/candies and coffee/tea in the living room duaiitey-dinner

conversation.
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After-dinner conversation was wide-ranging and entartgj lasting until nearly
11.00 PM. By itself, the sociability is reason enougtetarn again for dinner every
night; we commit to doing just that.

13 Aug (Thurs.)
We get a much-needed 8 hours of solig
sleep. My CPAP machine works perfectly on
the English power system.
Our breakfast is rich and filling, with lots of
fruits, cereals, meats, breads, etc. | settle for
fruit, juice, cereal, sausage, grilled tomatoes &
mushrooms, toast, and coffee.

We have decided, seeing the remote : .
location of the hotel and having talked with the " Gilbert & Lori Levy, Seattle
Bennetts and the other guests, that our stay ':
can only be fulfilling if we rent a car so we can
get around. So, at 9:40 AM, we start out for Hawkshea@dg@éllon foot, with the AVIS
rental office in Bowness on Windermere our ultimateidason; a call there has
confirmed there is a car available. At Barbara’'s p#dakes us 40 minutes to reach the
village. The next bus to the ferry head, taking
us across Windermere, is at 11:10 AM (we’ve
missed the 10:10 by 10 minutes or more). Sa
we wander around the village, browsing the
shops, buying some cards and stamps. ,,

We catch the next bus (the 11:10), getfto.
the ferry, and ride it to the eastern shore of
Windermere, arriving at about noon. We no
have to walk to the AVIS office, assuming we
can find it, given the cryptic directions we hav|
received (to the effect, “...you can’t miss us!”)

Well, we could and did miss finding the
AVIS office without another phone call or two.

We pick up a nice little Rover sedan (4-dr.) for 106£ f8rdmy weekend rate,
plus 24£ for a second driver (Barbara), and several £/dextias for collision and theft
insurance that | decided to take because of the
extremely treacherous driving conditions
(narrow and steep roads, etc.). With the car i
hand, | start out drivingkgep to the left, Bil)!
We go first to the train station to check on trai
schedules (beyond what | found on the WW
for Sunday and to get reservations for our traifi
to London. Our WWW schedule showed the
earliest available train; so, the Internet wins
again. We reserved our first-class seats for t
Oxenholme-London train; we’ll have to take
our chances on the train from London to
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Eastbourne, because reservations weren't availabkedsons | never understood.

We drive to the road over the two mountain pasaégnoseandHardknott we
have heard so much about from our Highfield
House comrades. They say it imast-do
experience. We drive about 3 miles along the ‘
narrow road (it is 16 miles long in all), encounterir
hair-raising episodes (several per mile) of 2 cars |
passing on a 1-lane road. Since this is going to b
challenging, perhaps even risky trip and since the
weather has now turned bad (raining steadily), we
turn around (not an easy task) and head back,
hoping to try again if the weather improves.

We head for Lake Coniston (pretty, but not
much to see) before going into the town of Conist J J ‘,
itself. Coniston is far less charming than cdgue” o e
Hawkshead. There is actually a traffic problem |  Pam & Mike,
there. Parking seems to be at a premium. We ‘ 4 | Briahton. Enalan
follow a seemingly interrupted string of PARK T
signs to arrive, finally, at a full lot, a block offeh
main drag. For 90p we are allowed to park. They use &paid parking sticker
approach wherein you pay money to a machine at the a#riter lot (usually) that
dispenses a time-stamped sticker that one hangs amsitle of the car windshield
announcing our paid parking right and the time it began.

We find a mediocre (but dry and cozy), self-serve tearfuy a mid-afternoon
snack of tea & scones (BJ has a milk shake and tomato sAfip).our afternoon tea,
we figure it is now too late to make a run to a northeke (Derwent Water)—it would
be about 70 miles round trip in a steady rain—so we heddtbdadawkshead to browse
and buy souvenir books. Still socked in with rain aswatk around Hawkshead. We
return to the hotel to write, read, and nap before dinne

Dinner was fabulous and rich again. | had pork and Bahagjetarian pasta
dish. Our dinner time conversation, spanning four tablesafl2ast, touched on family
matters, particularly how and when to leave children unsigssl while the parents
travel, and how much to pay for a child’s wedding.

The after-dinner conversation took off like a shot, paldrly with the addition of
an elderly couple from Scotland, Margaret and Hectorrgitat hungers to talk about
anything on which she has a strong opinion, which is moshiagytve talk about. She
is, however, willing to listen to (and, to her creditxaus to hear from) other people and
points of view. A very curious and energetic woman—dtlife at 77 years of age. Her
husband, Hector, a retired telecomm engineer delivennitine rational, analytical points
of view, whenever he can. Topics cover the status adipes of the labor force, race
relations, the death penalty, and the American legaésy (in this regard, we learn that
Gilbert recently and successfully argued a case befer8upreme Court!), Sean
Connery as an actor/homeowner/nude model, cars, immigralgson, American
politics, Bill Clinton & Ken Staff (the latter seers way off base), and more. The
Bennetts finally hint strongly that we could talk as l@asgwve want as long as we care not
at what time we eat our breakfast tomorrow. We thkehint and retire en-masse at
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11:30 PM. The weather is still sporting a misty rain;ane hopeful of a better day
tomorrow.

14 Aug (Fri.)

Another rainy day (we now see where the lush meadad$fitisides come
from).

At breakfast, we are five couples plus a small groufaptinese. Mike and Pam
sit in the bay window well with us, and we have a liv@iscussion about growing older
and smarter and having more fun while doing it.

Lori & Gilbert, like Mike & Pam, are leaving today. ti& Gilbert, especially
Gilbert, seem a bit subdued. Lori says he’s gone back o al@ady (they are going
home this weekend). Mike & Pam remain buoyant and uplddaty have a real zest for
life (They are millionaires, now running a health sp8iighton (Mike having previously
owned a construction firm and worked in publishing).

Three couples—we, Lori & Gilbert, and Keith & Sheila—ptanning to do the
Tarn Hows walk in the misty rain (but not necessdabyether). After good-byes to the
departing couples, we clean our teeth and head for Tars Horgelves. | walk to the
start of the 1.5 mile loop (a distance of ~2 miles ftbmhotel) while Barbara drives
there to wait for me. The walk is a solitary, if ndydexperience. | pass a phone booth
beside the narrow road (nothing else around) and it Idodsgely out of place.

| meet Barbara and we begin our trek around Tarn Hd@ws. name comes from
the Norse (?) language: Tameangpond andHowsrefers totear dropsof some
legendary princess, | believe. The place is beautitlilsenene—a National Trust area.
There is, in fact, a National Trust vehicle with arfger” there in the parking lot
(containing about 5 cars), and the “ranger” will happilyyteu, in a very soft-sell
fashion, all about the place and how you can and showmldhje National Trust, even
from America. We walk along the path around the lakeenhng a few other people
and several cows, including a calf suckling a reluctanta®she tried to walk along the
path with us visitors. Our grandchildren would love iteheven in the misty rain. Parts
of the area around Tarn Hows remind me of what | woytetetxto find inMiddle Earth
(as in Tolkien’sRing): huge trees, rock outcroppings, moss richly covering everyibm
the ground, and hardly a sound to be heard.

We leave Tarn Hows around noon and headfantwood the home of John
Ruston from 1872-1900. | learn a lot about a man | had m=aed of. He was an artist,
writer, philosopher, and naturalist. His art medium watercolor. He believed that
insight into the natural world comes only from studyini isufficient detail that the
observer can translate the observations into a fohetigiled drawing/water-color. He
also believed deeply in the power and worth of individaalshe best investment for the
future (of a nation or the society at large). Histwgs warn of industrial pollution,
including climatic effects, and he wrote a social agendgdvernments that included
social security, subsidized housing, government-fundedged| etc. His marriage lasted
only 6 years, yielding no children. The locals say he gay. He apparently fell in love
with a girl, Rose who was 9 years old when he was 31; he wanted eventoialgrry
her, but she and her parents rejected the prospect bedauseeligious skeptic views—
Rose and her family were rigidly Christian.

After touring the house, we duck into the tea house/bistritie grounds of
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Brantwoodfor tea and soup or scones. We meet Keith & Shegietand share their
table as we eat.

We leave around 2 PM and drive north, through Coniston, dside#, and Grasmere to
Keswick, with the objective of seeing the Derwent Wate particular, we head for the
Barrow Falls (a waterfall) and the Ashness Bridger(a$itone bridge—1 car wide and 1
car long—over the falls on the eastern shore of DerWéater. Like every other place in
the Lakes District, the place abounds with sheep.

We return to Keswick and head east of A66—the closest yeint a
superhighway. We turn south off A66 (a turn I initiallyssias | misjudge how to handle
a high-speed right turn on an undivided highway, so we ptboa until we can make a
U-turn and return), and drive south for about 5 miled wat reach Ullswater—probably
the most beautiful of the lakes! It is still rainingVe stop to test the water temperature
and take some pictures of the mountain walls aroundath@de of the lake.

We continue, now climbing into mist, rain, and fog,dmg for a short-cut road
(with steep grades, promised by our map) that will take ukiguback to Ambleside
(avoiding Windermere). We come to Kirkland Inn in the fag &urn into what we think
is the road to the right that we’ve been looking foud e end up in a parking lot,
opposite the Kirkland Inn. We see signs for public tsjleb we park in the lot and make
the best of our harmless mistake (the correct tigint turned out to be 50 yards beyond)
and use the toilets. When we come out, the fog fted Enough so we can now clearly
see the turn into this narrow, steep road we were Igdkin For the next 3 miles, we
have spectacular views of the adjoining mountains, rodls eeerywhere up against the
road’s edge, and barely enough pavement for 2 small caesto Using 2nd gear to
brake us on the steep, winding downgrade, we soon drop intoe8itd! From there, we
have an uneventful drive back to the hotel on Hawkshethd/#8 write in our journals
and rest up for dinner after a full and interesting dagpite of the misty rain.

Dinnertime was a bit quieter with the absence of ourdauples: Lori & Gilbert
and Pam & Mike. For dinner, | had lemon sole filet stiffvith spinach and red pepper
mouse—eutta sight! BJ had the vegetarian dish again; maybe I'll goHat tomorrow,
if it’s pasts-based. During dinner, we again sat in timelew bay, this time with Keith
and Sheila. Part way through the meal, the sky clesmrdch magnificent rainbow,
horizon-to-horizon, with a faint 2nd rainbow showingpeared. So, we’re hopeful of
tomorrow’s weather.

Jim, the proprietor, apparently lost track of my wingtle, so he’s agreed to give
me a “free” glass of wine for the remaining two nighkss(is not like the Bennetts, since
everything else they do here seems so well planned amdéan).o

After dinner, a new couple joins our conversation: Jg@ha male companion
whose name | never got. | excused myself from our usuapdomg enough to meet the
Japanese visitors who seemed left out of our nightlyagéhf The Japanese were
exceedingly gratified for my having shown them some #ttenyet they felt unable to
invite themselves into our conversation circle—obvioustgaimfort with the language,
which they could speak only with difficulty, played thajor part in their reticence.
They were two parents and a 16-year-old daughter. The fatadnigh school teacher of
mechanical/technical subjects to night school studentb ajes. Mother and daughter
are attending a one-week immersion course in Engéghweek.

Returning to our English-speaking group, | discuss econométcsdustry with
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Hector. He is retired from British Telecomm and halsat | think, are very rational
views about the big issues facing the world and society.

15 Aug (Sat.)

We awaken to a morning of broken clouds, offering lofgromise for a good
day, hopefully one meriting a second attempt at the maruptss road.

v | | have a rich breakfast (fruit,
~ : cereal, toast, two scrambled eggs and
bacon that in England is like very lean
- - ham). We watch the early sun patches
3 e give way to heavier clouds and
H.th.e|d Hous. - scattered showers.

We leave around 9:45, hoping
to do the passes if the weather
improves. We stop first in Hawkshead
Village for cash ($200 in £s) and gas
for the car (at 67p per liter, equivalent
to $4.15 per gallon).

The weather is beginning to look better, so we heathéoBkelwith Bridge to
look (again) for the start of the road across thegsasdVrynose and Hardknott. The
road is treacherous and inhospitable, but safe becatise lofv traffic volumes and
utterly beautiful in the vistas it yields. Road signsmwairthe steep grades (30%, or 1
vertical rise for 3 horizontal). The curves arepiais and steep that have to be taken in
1st or 2nd gear. Corners of the stone houses alongaheame right to the roadway.
Two small cars (we encountered a Jaguar and a Merceagsassonly at selected
places and at quite low speeds.

We cross the first pass (Wrynose) and drop quickly bathke valley floor.
Views are spectacular; | only hope the camera captaresthing close to what our eyes
are seeing!

The second pass is more spectacular than the Aisstve pass down on the far
side, we come to the Roman Fort ruins. We spend 30-40 mimobgsng around this
plateau among the remaining and partially restored stafie defining the fortress. A 6
1/2-ft. high stone wall defines the roughly 120-ft. x 120-ft. seulaat is the fortress
itself. Outside the fortress walls are the remaing séquential-chambered bathhouse
wherein the “guests” move progressively among rooms terdifit temperature (in a
manner identical to the Roman ruins we visited on tleedEWight). From the back of
the fortress area, overlooking a lush valley belowhexe a magnificent view of Scafell
Pike—the highest mountain in England. | surely would lovietbthe time to climb it.
Someday, | willl By now, the weather has turned justeoe for such a day of
sightseeing.

We continue snaking our way down to the valley floompgiag at the steam
railway station (a tourist attraction) for a pottgak.

We drive on to Wast Water, the deepest of England’s gitez60 ft.) and about
3 miles long. What is remarkable about Wast Watereismdty the falling rock from the
mountain on the far side slides down to the edge dakteeat the ~45° angle of repose.
There is no shoreline of any use on that opposite $Medrive to the northern end of
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the lake to get some additional views of Scafell Pikes (5 the point from which one of
the preferred hikes to Scafell originates).

We leave and drive to Muncastcsssss= ; et .
Castle, stopping briefly in Ravenglass - '
a poor seaside town on the Irish Sea
look at the desolate beaches at low tidés
| make a wrong turn and end up right on~
the beach in the car; fortunately, the
sand there is hard-packed. There is nd
sign of industry, fishing or otherwise,
except for a huge nuclear power
installation (it may be a reprocessing
plant, if | am remembering correctly)
which is in sight a few miles N of the
city.

Wast Water, Lakes District

Muncaster Castle (5-7 miles E of Ravenglass) is cloeegaturdays (just our
luck). But, the flower gardens and the Owl House are ,cgteeduced price, SO we go
in. We wander first down the 800 m (about 1/2 mile) distafrom the road and car-park
to the castle. There is a diversion off the mair plaat promises “spectacular views” of
the coastline; so we take that steep muddy path—a 15-minegte-tokreach an open
plateau overlooking Ravenglass and the Irish Sea. dtawhversion worthy of the effort.
We return to the castle grounds in time to catch mogteol/2 hour showeet the
Birds, put on by the Owl Conservationist team that is residenhe castle grounds. The
show features two captive owls and a buzzard. The oaigmists make a very
interesting presentation on the factors endangeringawlval, including the
elimination of all unmown grasslands that can harbeisthall mammals the owls
love/need to eat. Following the bird show, we heardirgines in the valley, and a few
minutes later, the first engines enter the castlergieupulling right up to the rear of the
castle proper. | ask one of the workers, with cellnghm hand, what was going on, and
she reported it was nothing more than an overly seadite alarm system that is in the
habit of sending out false positives.

We then grab a snack (soup, scone, and tea/soda)nedhgtearoomon the
castle grounds. On our way back to the car—another 800-m-vwalk stop at the Owl
House to see more of these strange, haughty, but hednirtifs in large, well-kept cages.

We take the southern route home: A595 to Broughton-ingsgrand A593 from
there to Coniston. That section of A593 is a thrilldnyying challenge—narrow, hilly,
and curvy. We stop briefly in Coniston to take a pictura sfin-1itOld Man of Coniston
and continue on to Highfield House via B5285, arriving safey Hd PM with both sides
of the car untouched! Remarkable, given the roads we arer

Another fabulous dinner is served to us. | have a séldda breast slivers and
a main course of poached salmon. The Scots and | deulitta¢ post-dinner
conversation. We spend a lot of time on the Iristblerm, on religion in politics, and on
religion in general.

16 Aug (Sun.)

Today is another cloudy day. But, we're only travelindaly, so | don’t care.
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The usual breakfast leads to an exchange of addretbdseaith & Sheila
Walton and with Margaret and Hector MacNeill. We pay bill, say goodbye to the
Bennetts, take their picture, brush our teeth, and leave.

We gas up near Windermere. | drop BJ off at the sté&aring all the luggage
with her on the platform. | drive the rental caclk#o the AVIS rental office in
Bowness, drop the car and paperwork off, and walk back twaimestation—a distance
of about 2 miles that takes me 35 minutes.

A packed train leaves Windermere for the 20 minute, 3{4+#le to Oxenholme.
The London train is waiting for us (it arrived 15 minutasyd. We quickly find our
coach and our reserved seats.

The ride to London is uneventful. A couple our age ldtla older sits opposite
us and we compare notes re needlepoint, grandchildeams,tetc.

The train arrives about 10 minutes late in London, leawshgnly 50 minutes to
get to Victoria Station for our train to Eastbournendx-functioning escalator, forcing
us to carry the heavy bags down a long spiral staireaskea packed tube train are
inconveniences only; we arrive in Victoria sweaty bytlenty of time.

The train to Eastbourne is noisy (too noisy, irt,fex permit listening to my
German tapes) but otherwise unremarkable—no first akésrtunately. Ron is at the
Eastbourne station to greet us as we arrive on tWieat a dashing image he portrays,
with straw hat and bold hand-tied bow tie in a lighthswer suit. But, as we find out
later, his body is quite frail (nothing wrong with hisnahi).

We taxi to our hotel, a quaint and comfortable place—tlag€roft at 13 South ClIiff
Avenue. Ron waits in the sitting room for us about 1Butds as we wash faces and
change clothes. We then order another taxi to take dismer at a Bistro (mainly Italian
food) on Terminus Street. Ron and | split a bottlehefhouse red; Barbara has a glass of
white. We all order pasta dishes and appetizers, and enmtyfgoel and greater
conversation. After dinner, about 10:30 PM, we walk thekbr so to the ocean. Ron
hails a cab to take him home from there while we ocoetia gentle walking pace to our
hotel, 5-6 blocks (2/3 mile) distant. We arrive at our rdorfind Jodi’'s note about Nana
breaking her wrist posted to our door.

17 Aug (Mon.)

We awaken to a nice day: Partly sunny, with broken emolsning clouds. | run
for about 3 miles (my first run in over a week!).

After a full English breakfast (juice, grapefruictens, cereal & milk, coffee,
toast, scrambled eggs, fried tomato, sausagéaroh), we go by taxi to Ron’s home (46
Kings Ave.). The taxi drops me off at the train stasonl can confirm our train schedule
(Eastbourne-to-London). It turns out that the scheetigbt over the Internet is
confirmed, yet again, to be correct! | then hike thie mr so to Ron’s house on Kings
Ave. We meet Ron’s daughter, Jessica (27 years old)wberhildren, Sacha (4) and
Honor (4 mos.), and her common-law husband, Neil.nitk people. The boy, Sacha, is
quite verbal but also demanding and rude.

Again, we go by taxi to “Bankers Corner” in the centetosin so | can withdraw
100£ from an ATM. Works like a charm!

We saunter up the major retail thoroughfare lookingafbookstore, which we
find. The bookstore doesn’'t have Jessica’s desired bookaplyew, but finds them in
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the publishers’ database and can order them for us with Bedagry. We request 2
copies of each. Ron agrees to come to the storekdah@m up and mail them to us. We
leave him with 20£.

Ron is feeling weak, tired, and in pain (angina), so wé& wey slowly. After
some hemming-and-hawing, we move to a pub in a hotel néx¢ teeach for a light
lunch. | have spring vegetable soup, a roll & butter adndaﬁ bitters (beer)

We dawdle over lunch, then g
head for the beach and Ron’s ‘beach
house.” Ron struggles, but we finally A
reach his hut. His 3 beach chairs maji® ﬁ ,
for a pleasant afternoon in the sun. =
We talk, snooze, try to phone home,
eat some ice cream, etc. until 5:15 P
We close Ron’s beach hut and head \ :
across the street to make reservation
for dinner at Ron’s favorite: thétage
Door Bistra Unfortunately, because
of the large volume of pre-show (Wes
Side Story, across the street from the
restaurant) dinners, the menu is limite 7 _ _
until 8 PM. Ron, therefore, begs us t¢ ‘\ o -
delay dinner until after 8 PM so we ; et B
have the better choice, and we, of course, readilyeagiée try again to reach Jodi and
settle for leaving another message. Meanwhile, it toubsJodi had called us again at
our hotel but had left no message.

We freshen up, write cards and notes in our journatsshithe BBC 6 o’clock
news (no Clinton bombshells yet), and listen to®Geeman language tapes (I am now up
to lesson 25).

| pay our hotel bill (92£) and order a taxi for 7:00 AM shamproesday morning
(our train leaves at 7:32). We call (and talk to) Nand Jodi from a payphone on our
way to dinner with Ron (we walked).

Our dinner with Ron, at thetage Door Bistrpis predictably full of good
conversation (that includes the proprietors and stédfi@festaurant), great food, and
plenty of wine. | had smoked salmon salad and paellagehgsalad. Ron and | split a
bottle of French Claret and, with dessert (we all hdidiit summer pudding), Ron and |
each had a taste of port.

We leave Ron, by now feeling no pain, at near 11:00 P, tiwe assurance from
his restaurant hosts that, after a little more rgweith his restaurant friends, they'll see
that he is put on a taxi for home. BJ and | enjoy arsewalk (5-6 blocks) back to the
hotel.

Ron Briton &EJ at his
"beach house'

18 Aug (Tues.)

We arise at 5:45 (Barbara having not slept well) to shoavess, and pack for the
7:00 AM pickup. We’'re ready, at the curb, by 6:52 waitingdor cab (due at 7:00). At
7:05, with no cab in sight, Gerry Crawshaw, the progriappears at the front door to
confirm our taxi's delayed show, whereupon he volunteerar us down to the station.
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What a man! He tells us that, in his view, Ron hadmgivebad advice in our choice of
taxi company. We board our London train with time to epdrhad purchased a Times
in the station so we could read the Clinton story andesoould decode the Times
Crossword (having kept yesterday’'s paper with its impossibés!).

We arrive at Clapham Junction about 8 minutes lg¢e. hurry to Track 10 to
wait for a Waterloo train which comes along in ~4 misut®&/e're packed in like
sardines, but the ride to Waterloo takes only 10 minutes.

The Eurostar check-in goes smoothly. Barbara’'s backpackingied out for searching
and my steel-eyelet boots set off the alarm at thergggate; otherwise, OK. We grab a
late breakfast snack before boarding the train at 18M0 All coaches on the train are
new and comfortable, although Barbara feels her feet &it cramped. We have
window seats: Car 8, seats 31 & 35. Right away, asa®time train rolls, we are offered
champagne or sparkling water and given a luncheon menwoWehoose the cold
seafood salad. Our dinner, with complimentary winepnsaroives: top quality!

Our travel in England is relatively slow, but smootld gniet. We enter the
channel tunnel (thehunne) traveling at what seems to be ~60 mph. We are submerged
for about 20 minutes. When we emerge, we pick up speed.lyShereafter, as we are
clipping along through the French farm belt, the annoufica&n master) reports that we
are now travelling at Eurostar’'s maximum speed: 300 km/hr ifi89H. We hardly sense
such speed.

We move our watches ahead one hour to match timeeorotitinent. The
elapsed time from London to Brussels is about 2 hr., 40 e train is lightly
loaded—Iess then 50% full in first class, at least.

Our arrival in Brussels is a few minutes late. It salke about 7—8 minutes to get
through Customs and we make a dash for our train to Kbtarned out to be the nearest
track to us; we made it with a few minutes to sparee tf4in, in £ class at least, is
practically deserted.

The 2-% hr. ride to KolIn is uneventful. Barbara sledpa headache and I listen
to the German tapes. We note wind : LA
generators in several places.

Bernadette and Gisela greet us on,
the platform. We check our bags in a
locker and go out into the center of town |
dominated by the magnificent KdIn
(Cologne) Cathedral. We wander through
the Cathedral in awe. It is celebrating its
750" anniversary, so special services are
underway. We listen to a beautiful choir
(all ages & genders) with an exceptionall
clear, pure, and on-pitch sound. ;

I hunt for a cash machine so | can get a few DM inpogket, now that we’ll be
in Germany for several days. | find one right in thedstiw of the Cathedral that accepts
my card but refuses my request for 1000 DM (about $550); it yields/ tempered
request for 500 DM.

We saunter by the river, stopping at a rudely staffed outckfé for drinks; |
have coffee. We then return quickly to the statioriking quickly in the hope of
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catching the 7:12 train to Bonn. The plaza, by the DOM @athedral), is crowded by a
medieval festival put on by a community of people whoalty live that medieval
lifestyle in the nearby countryside.

The train takes us to Bonn in about 30 minutes. Wefeeato an articulated but
that drops us off in front of Gisela’s apartment/condoam building.

Gisela’s apartment is on th& @oor (our 3% floor, since the street-level floor in
Europe is their “0” or “E” (forkarth) floor); it’s a nicely-decorated place—a large living
room, eat-in kitchen, bedroom, bath, and flower-bedeblaézbny on the back (quiet)
side of the building where the view is dominated by lecethedral spire with striking
clock. A cistern (about 50-gal. size) that collectawaiter right on her deck/balcony aids
Gisela’s flower-watering chores (which are considerabl

Gisela prepares a supper of cold cuts, cheese, tomatati/mozzarella salad,
and bread. We sit around talking about Bernadette’s problgmher mother, Bill
Clinton’s problems with Monica and Mr. Starr, etc.

We help Gisela with her new laptop computer; she badhtsvaccess to a cursive
script like theKaufmanfont BJ uses on her address labels. We load her computéh
about a dozen cursive fonts we find on Bernadette’s Epsoter CD.

Gisela takes us to our sleeping quarters: the apartmehe next building, of a
friend who has gone to Sarajevo to work with the U.N. BimfiRights Commission. We
sleep well there, even though the apartment overlo@kstthet traffic.

19 Aug (Wed.)

We awaken to a partly cloudy, but otherwise pleasantatal/return to Gisela’s
place for a 9:00 AM breakfast of bread, cheese, mdalisjous plum preserves (and
other high fat items) on her balcony.

Around 10:30, we leave, by bus, for the train station e/laex check our bags in a
locker until train time late this afternoon (4:51 PM).

We wander around the very busy city center streets—ed geene! We find the
Beethoven birth-house. BJ, Bernie, and | pay to go isdl&j who has toured the
Beethoven house before, will meet us outside when evérashed). The house seems
very authentic. Several pieces of original manuseniptpresented. It was a mystical
experience to think we were walking the same wooden fibergreat Beethoven trod.

We resume wandering through the narrow alleys and theefa’ market stalls in
the main plaza. We reach the Rhine River and watchdhts move under théennedy
Brucke. Returning to the city center, we walk by the Universitdonn, a drunk asleep
on the curb in front of the University, and a multigaage used-book store in a large
mobile cart. The owner of the bookshop is nearby, anddars long knickers and a
goatee—very bookish!

It's time for lunch, so we find an outdoor café wheeaan enjoy a full meal. |
enjoyed spaghetti with curry sauce and a beer. Aftehl{fioc which Gisela paid all),
we walk toward the cemetery on the other side of tiyeceinter to see the graves of
Robert and Clara Schumann. Ursula and Bernadetteahlawated exchange on our way
to the cemetery. Bernadette had suggested a way tdittkédime and Gisela, after
having previously said she was not sure what next to do pplpmejected Bernadette’s
suggestions. Bernadette saw, in Gisela’s actions, sbher own mother’s impulse to
control her life, and she bristled. Both made up withieva minutes, with Gisela
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suggesting it was all a misunderstanding.

After the cemetery visit, we return to the town eernb look for a grocery store
where we can buy fruit and water for the train ridd wine for Gisela and Gisela’s
friend in whose apartment we had spent the night.

We return to the train station in time to meet tleldeparture on the ICE to
Berlin. We say goodbye and let a kindly passenger takeregof all of us using three
cameras. The train leaves on time as we sadly IB@aeda standing in the station.

The trip to Berlin takes six hours, with many stopsamnop speed—nhit only once
or twice—of 200 km/hr (124 mph).

Hans and Volkmar greet us at the station. Immediateliknow we're going to
like Volkmar—he'’s big, affectionate, impish, and...a Loomyn&s fan!

We pile into Volkmar’'s VW Golf station wagon (aivé of us with our pile of
luggage). We drip Hans off at his place (on th8 fldor across the street from the
Deutsche Oper) and go to Volkmar’s place that he andaBette share.

Volkmar’s place is tiny and cluttered with his and tengs, but perfectly
located, overlooking from its"2floor balcony (our % floor) the River Spree. They
leave us and go to Bernadette’s place for the next fels(gny protests to let us stay in
Bernadette’s place to no avail). | sleep on the hidthe-floor platform bed, which
Bernadette made, while Barbara sleeps on a rollaway.

20 Aug (Thurs.)

We awaken around 7:00 AM to a bright morning. Followingku@r’'s
suggested route, | go out for a 6 km run along the Sprke.bfight orange tile-faced
building (a technical institute of some variety) is ofhéhe more striking architectural
features along the way.

Bernadette and Volkmar arrive at 9:30, and we drive tasHgpartment for
breakfast. The breakfast table consists mainly eddls, meats, and cheeses. Hans
serves only decaf coffee as a part of a new healtketaurs diet he is on; | realize how
much | enjoy (depend upon?) the caffeine in real coffee.

From Hans' 1% floor balcony, we scan the city. Volkmar points therubble
hill to the north—the place where much of the rubble of pastBerlin was dumped. A
U.S. listening post and radar station sits on top of tlwshill. We note the Deutsche
Oper conveniently located across the street (and Heessthe opera).

We leave as a group. Volkmar drives us to the S-bahms Blays us a group day
ticket. All we have to do is stay together as a groumguur travels of the day.
Volkmar has errands to run, so he leaves, agreeing touset the elevator inside the
new stord_afayetteon Friedrichstrasse. We ride the S-bahn to Friedrasst; noting
the very heavy construction in the Potzdamerplatz\aheme the new government
building complex is being built.

We window-shop and people-gaze as we walk down FriedriskstraAmong our
stops is the Audi Forum—a show-room of Audi models, be#ilable and concept cars.
Among the more interesting exhibits to me is an alumifaifay?) chassis, beautifully
welded.

When we enter Lafayette’s, we are dazzled by thetanthre—an atrium
consisting of two multi-story glass cones, one pomtipward, the other down with an
open gap at the street level. You have to see it to @pprat. Volkmar meets us there
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on schedule.

Continuing down Friedrichstrasse, we find a café (Leoppid’'the courtyard
within one of the new office buildings there. | h&meiss (white) sausages (boiled or
steamed) and a beer (some healthful diet, huh?).

All of the buildings in this area, part of the forn@DR just north of Checkpoint
Charlie, are new and are constructed according to aaitg the requires a large,
publicly-accessible atrium, usually with lots of greeanps, in each building.

Hans tells us that the many fancy boutiques and the @geydealerships along
Friedrichstrasse are surviving well, thanks to the Russidia mao trade here. This
mafia presence is widely known and is treated meely fact of life in Berlin.

We pass in front of Checkpoint Charlie, noting thag #till in reconstruction and
immensely improved in appearance since 1994.

We work our way slowly (Barbara and Betty are limitedhow fast they can
comfortably walk) up Leipzigerstrasse toward Potsdamerpladl thdnformation Box—
a temporary, but large, multi-story exhibit hall that diéss, with wonderful illustrative
poster panels, in German and English, how the projestplemned, how it is being
constructed, and what it will look like when finishe@ne could get a college degree on
the civil engineering, water management, hydrology, geolmgy transportation topics
covered. From the rooftop of theformation Boxwe look down onto the forest of
cranes and the armada of construction equipment amdaterforms making up the
project—all being serenely observed by a large portrdtirgtein. The German’s do
have a sense of humor!

We take the U-bahn back to Hans’ apartment whereag@dén up before leaving
for an outdoor restaurant at the Wannsee, southw@&strbh, near Potsdam. We have a
reasonably good German dinner, but it's nothing to writeénabout, and rather poorly
served by an older male waiter who, sadly, appeared totdarraway fronskid row

On the way home (to Hans’ place), we divert tokbedamto get ice cream, but
every way to the downtown is blocked because of prepasatiy the upcoming
weekend festival there. We settle for an ice creaansanall shop in the park across the
street from Hans’ building. Hans gives Volkmar his foairus to use on our trip to
Hanover, tomorrow. We then return to Volkmar’s aparithfor the night.

21 Aug (Fri.

The alarm wakens us at 6:00 AM. Bernadette and Vollamase at 7:00 with a
newspaper telling of the U.S. assault against allegenhitskzrrorists in Afghanistan and
the Sudan. We spend a few minutes watching CNN Interadtiaondering if and when
the nextshoewill fall and whose it will be.

We drive first to the Zoologishegarten to pick up breaktssd, and then we
head for the Autobahn to Hamburg. Volkmar drives; we'rdams’ Audi A3—a 5-
speed diesel that feels like a honey of a machine; itheagickup of a gasoline engine.
Where conditions and traffic density allow, we cruas®00 km/hr (125 mph)—fast, but
not uncomfortably so.

It begins to rain, and is coming down fairly steadilyw@sreach the dock for the
harbor boat tour beginning at 11:15. Parking the car is dgonopland it takes Volkmar
some time to get back to the dock; he arrives just 461dnd is saved from having to
dive for the boat by the fact that it is delayed ewviag by a few minutes.
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The tour, with both German and English narratiokesaus to all the major points

of interest in the old harbor, including:

The old warehouses, with 4 ft. thick walls, alongsidectdngals in the inner

harbor;

Museum ships

Large freighters, including the 5000 vehicle transporter\{lggian), banana

boats, etc.;

A large supertanker, 305 m long—too long for the Panama Gzoiea,; |

A new passenger liner—one of the ten largest in the wo80,800 gross

tonnage;

Dry docks with immense ships under repair; and

A lock between tidal channels through which we pass.

The boat ride/tour lasts until 12:30; we leave the bmdd, and damp, and hike to the car.
We drive to St. Michael's church—a magnificent edificetds®d by fire in the late 19
Century, totally rebuilt, destroyed again in WWII, and,iagatally rebuilt. It is a
baroque-style church, high, wide, very ornate, with sd\@rgans. As we enter, a fine
brass choir—3 bones, 1 horn, 3 or 4 trumpets—is playing @b a very live hall. |
buy a CD (for 25 DM) so we can hear the organ at hatme(gan playing while we
were there).

We return to the car and, over friendly bickering betwBemadette and
Volkmar regarding parking strategy, we hunt for a downtparking space/garage. We
finally find one—on the seventh floor of an 8-floor gara@ack at street level, we find
ourselves in one of the many retail-shop mall pass&gesghout the downtown office
building complex. We find a restaurant (actually, a foodrt with waitress service)
serving pizza, hot vegetable buffet, beer, and hot chigcol&/e have a relaxed lunch
before we continue our browsing.

When emerge into the outside streets, we move towwarRathaus—a
magnificent, ornate structure with a tall tower in tkater of town. There is a tall, plain,
slab-like monument nearby to the 40,000 who died duringitee\World War.

Inside the Rathaus, there is an exceedingly informatkhibit consisting of about
60 well-illustrated poster panels, in German and Englishling with emigration from
Europe to the U.S. beginning around 1850. Most of the emignateéssure arose from
anti-Jewish pogroms in Russia and Eastern Europe. Mashmade of the fact that
America was not quite the lamd milk and honethat the émigrés had imagined.
Competition between the cities of Hamburg and Bremethfoemigration business was
another surprising twist to the story. The Holland-Aicar Company, HAPAG, was the
principal shipping firm.

We wander by the lake, with fountains, as breaksarctbuds let the sun shine
for awhile. Then we head back to the parking garage vieagdtaDazs store, which we
can't resist. To pick up the car, we have to validaec#n parking ticket for 16 DM
(~$10) at an automated machine in the ground floor of thengagarage. Then we go to
the car (¥ floor), drive down (7 loops), and use our validated parfizigt, inserted in a
machine, to raise the exit gate—all without an attendasight! Very clever, these
Germans!

We leave Hamburg on a crowded Autobahn around 6:00 PM. Ahdwdwa (or
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less) into the trip, traffic comes to a complete.hdlhe radio traffic report tells us that
we can expect ‘stop-and-go’ driving all the way into Bejdist because of congestion.
So, with Bernadette now driving, we exit the Autobahn and aakdane road that
parallels the autobahn into Berlin. This road is a for@BR road through GDR
countryside (the state of Brandenburg). The roads aveg\er, very well designed and
heavily lined with trees. We have a couple of tense mtsnghen passing to get around
overly cautious and slow drivers.

We arrive in Berlin at close to midnight with all @$, especially our two young
drivers, exhausted. We go to Volkmar’s place to pick upelongings and to move
them to Hans’ place (where we will stay until Mondagrmng). We flop into bed
around 1:00 AM.

The visit to Hamburg will be a highpoint of the trip. €l¢ity is bustling,
industrious, clean, fashionable (the women dress shanyedesklook stunning), and
appreciative of the arts.

22 Aug (Sat.)
We awaken to a blustery day around 7:30. | go for a 5-&rnmonil along the Spree

to the Schlossgarten Charlottenburg. Barbara does ourlaimnHans’ washer. We eat
another rich breakfast (too much cheese, but it tastgeod!) and spend much-needed
quiet time writing cards and updating our journals. We areuw own today, as
Bernadette and Volkmar have two weddings to attend.ll'8é then at breakfast
tomorrow morning.

Every evening, as we drive along Bismarckstrasse hedriergarten, we pass
what are called theidewalk swallows-the provocatively (un)attired prostitutes who
stand at the side of the road facing oncoming traffiarigofo attract customers. The
prostitutes must register and submit to health exams, agdibst pay tax on their
earnings; but, hypocritically, the authorities refuse to pl®wany benefits to the
prostitutes even though their income-earning activitieguaigged worthy of taxation.
Perhaps that’s as it should be.

We venture out on the town around 1:45 PM, buy a dagtti@®7.80 DM each)
for the U/S-bahn, and head for the Ku-Dam. We go frstaDeWe at Wittenburgplatz.
The travel agency there sells us tickets (by rail)gtetting to Frankfurt next Sunday (the
30"). For 134 DM ea. (~$75), we get a spetddlly ticket from Berlin (Zoo Garden) to
Frankfurt International Airport anckturn (of course, we have no intention of using the
return portion). We are booked to leave on an |@R @t 3:52 PM on Sunday, the™30
Because of a festival in Frankfurt that weekend, tleen® hotel space available. So, the
travel agent, on Barbara’'s prompting, suggests we spendghtirimiFulda, about 100
km north (on the Berlin side) of Frankfurt. He findsauglace, thé&uropg for 140 DM
for a double with breakfast. We take it.

We go to the wine section of KaDeWe to buy two bsttiefine American red
wine that we can give to Hans in return for his tegftiis stay in his apartment for 3 days.
The wines we choose are€Calumbia Crest Merlofor 24.95 DM and &endall-Jackson
Cabernet-Sauvignofor 29.95 DM.

After doing KaDeWe, we venture out onto the Ku-Dam aad the midst of the
street festival that offers all kinds of food, drinktertainment, and people to watch.
Lots of beer flowing! There is hardly room to walk.eWork our way toward the
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Zoologischegarten so we can phone Jodi and buy staWipsake the U-bahn one stop
to get there. We reach Jodi who tells us that allel; Nana has more attention than
ever. She’s been over to see her with Noah every Bater and Jessica came out to see
her and brought flowers. Brian and Betta and kids marsit her tomorrow AM.

We then go for a quiet walk part the zoo (which we planidib tomorrow) and
into the Tiergarten. Since we are walking away ftbennearest U-bahn (underground
railway), and Barbara’s legs are aching, we decide to headtb the Zoo S-bahn
(surface railway) so we can go to Savignyplatz for direx place we remember
enjoying with Bernadette in 1994. We find the place, and sindor a most enjoyable
meal at the San Marino outdoor restaurant under aviulirg in the pouring rain. We
both have pasta with seafood, mixed salads, and ataidml dessert. The bill comes to
86 DM; | give the waiter 100 DM (slightly generous by Gerrsmdards).

We walk home to Hans’ place—an 8-block distance. Timehas stopped. We
spend a quiet evening listening to our St Michael's (Hamburg)r&&ling, writing, and
cross-stitching (BJ is working on Lucas’ stocking).

23 Aug (Sun.)
Another mostly cloudy, blustery day that starts ouha&mid-50s. | go for a 10+-

km run, mostly through the Tiergarten. But, | makerang turn and cover lass of the
park than | planned to. At one point, in a more rerpaie of the park, | was startled
with what | first thought was a deer bounding acrossrdike-tit turned out to be two
very large dogs, one of whom seemed deer-sized. Thegluged me but caused me,
nevertheless, to reverse direction.

Bernadette and Volkmar meet us at Hans’ place at 10800afAAd we have
breakfast there. After breakfast, we drive to the where Volkmar spends 15-20
minutes looking for a parking space. As only he could, hdlyfifiads one in an
unpaved extension to a small parking area across the fstneethe Bahnhof, quite near
the zoo entrance (it would have been easier to take-biad.

We buy a combined ticket that lets us enjoy both theanolathe adjoining
aquarium. We start with the zoo, spending time withgthréllas, monkeys, great apes
lions, and others. At mid-day (1:30 or so), we ' N
shift to the aquarium which has many Bernadette & Volkma
interesting exhibits including the jelly fish waiting for the
tanks, the reptile tanks, the petty-allowed tandll ~Feeding of the seals
of carp, and the alligator/crocodile pen (a larg
room, actually), where any motion other than
yawn or a very slow opening of an eyelid is,
apparently, just too much work! What lazy
bums! | remember, especially:

The woman kissing the giant
orangutan through the glass of his
cage;

The lioness flirting with the
seemingly disinterested lion;

/.

The hippo tank with its split-level viewing opportunity—Ilikeany of the
aquarium tanks;
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The petting/feeding sub-zoo where in visitors could minglh and feed
goats, sheep, barnyard fowl, and ponies;
The seals, especially at feeding time.
On our way back from the zoo, we divert to the Ku-Damh wiblkmar showing what a
great taxi driver he is. He parks live at a barrier sila street blocking traffic from
entering the Ku-Dam (where the festival is still gogtigong) while Bernadette and | dash
across the Ku-Dam—jammed with revelers—to a specialeesshop to buy four jars of
jam to take as a house gift to Volkmar’s mother, WikiR, who has asked us to her
house for dinner tonight.
We return to Hans’ apartment for a cup of tea befomreggm Ute’s apartment
(about two blocks south—away from the Spree—from Volksnapartment) for dinner.
Our dinner at Ute’s is very special. She had prepaBal/arian meal (cream of
broccoli soup, cucumber salad, red cabbage, potatoes, dumplnaggtilled pork filet
with rich gravy, with pear halves in a Dr. Oekard’s cagbsauce) cooked in a Prussian
style. We share pictures of her grandchildren and childreap stories about physical
fitness for the aging (she belongs to a spa for the olues). She is a vibrant and warm
personality—no airs or affectations, just very muctounch with what it means to be
alive. She has many stories of how her family survihedaar. Her wonderful sense of
humor tells where Volkmar gets his.
Volkmar drives us back to Hans’ place for the last higtBerlin (before we go to
Poland). On the way, we observe sidewalk swallow$ooking for work.

24 Aug (Mon.)

We awaken at 7:00 AM to a rainy morning. We pack and waiBérnadette and
Volkmar to arrive, which they do at about 8:50 (ountiaaves at 9:40). We drive to the
Zoologischegarten Bahnhof by way of the bookstore wherea8ette quickly picks up
German- and English-based Polish phrase books.

We arrive at the station with about 15 minutes to spBe¥nadette goes to the
train board to see what track our train is on, and iskbuupset that she can not find our
train listed. As soon as | hear her comment, | suddardgect we are at the wrong
station, and | confirm it by pulling out my Internet-ob&d schedule—it says the 9:40
leaves for Poland from Ostbahnhof (the East Berlivesi station, 20-30 minutes away
by car and, therefore, out of reach for us). Bernadeear tears with self-anger,
confirms our mistake by looking at the tickets. We ladire the blame since each of us
had, at one time or another, lain eyes on the wordo&bsthof’ with respect to the train
to Poland.

So, we quickly discuss options (chasing the train is netad them). As luck
would have it, we find a train leaving the Zoo station 21 PM and delivering us, with
two changes, to Kedzierzye (40 km from Raciborz) at 8N4 We book it.

Volkmar has to quickly return to his apartment to gefpti@ne number of his
boss, so we agree to meet him at the taxi stand at 40:3@ can all go to breakfast
together.

Volkmar returns at 10:45. By now, the sky is partgacland the sun has broken
through.

Volkmar finds us a quiet Frihstlck (breakfast) restautamital O blocks away.
We go there for a great “Kése Fruhstick” —all four of ieeothe same “cheese
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breakfast.” As we finish up, Bernadette and |
dash across the street to a grocery store to buy
2 bottles of wine for Pawel and Barbara.
Volkmar delivers us back to the station at
noon. He and Bernadette say long good-byes
(see photo).

Bernadette and Barbara call Pawel
again (left a message earlier when the crisis
broke) and this time they reach him. He
agrees to meet our train at Kedzierzye Klose2

Our train trip to Poznan, the first of 3 ‘
legs, is uneventful and on time. | note the flat, ‘

" and WEF at breakfc
somewhat drab, but well-ordered and
uncluttered land of eastern Germany and NW '
Poland through which we travel.

At Poznan, we have 20 minutes between trains—time enouginvert 100 DM
to 190 Zlotys (pronounced “zwotties”); the Kantor exchan@ersate money changers
all over Poland) will not take the Traveler’'s Checks.

The train to Wroclaw (Breslau) arrives—without annoumneet that we have a
prayer of understanding, at least—and it is immediateligguhto the gills in ¥ class.

We squeeze into the landing space at the front erfted&st car expecting to spend the
rest of the 2-hr. 10-min. trip standing or sitting on liggage. We find a seat for BJ in a
crowded, smelly compartment; Bernadette and | sit orbags in the space between the
cars. After the first stop (in about 20 minutes), ¢bating opens up and we find seats
nearby one another in the next car forward. Weue8: from her closed compartment
“prison” and she joins us sitting like “normal” folks agai

We arrive in Wroclaw (Breslau) on time but have dhiyinutes to find our train
and we can not read the polish train signs (we conflas®pn position [arabic
numerals] with the track or platform number [also araiimerals]) and our small Polish
dictionaries do not help us distinguish the two (espgadialsuch a haste). Bernadette
uses her German with another passenger who understandgheto tell us that the
Polish word, ‘peron’ means ‘platform.” So, off we gdiwjust 3 minutes remaining to
run from ‘peron 1’ to ‘peron 4’ (including lugging the bags dastairs and up again).

We just make it to what we find is another crowded trélowever, this time we are able
to find 3 seats together in one of tH8 @ass cabins.

We roll on through the Polish countryside as darkneiesén. At about 9:00
PM (6 minutes late), we arrive at Kedzierzey. Halfdawn the platform, we meet
Pawel—a large (tall and lean), gregarious man who greei$ sl with a long hug.

The 40-km ride back to Raciborz in Pawel's new FordbEd<sspeed is one for
the books! The roads are narrow (2 lanes) and Paemiss® have difficulty matching
transmission gear to engine load and car speed—the ergihewhines at times (120
km/h in 3¢ gear, for example). Aside from the somewhat nerxacking ride, including
middle-of-the-road travel much of the time, Pawel tatkkboth English and German for
nearly all the whole trip and we quickly get to know akd this new-found cousin (in-
law). We arrive safely at his and Barbara’s apartment.

Barbara, Pawel’s wife, has prepared a late evening foreas—bread, cold cuts,
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cheese, drinks, and Silesian cookies. After an hosoa#lizing, we're more than ready
for bed. Pawel drives us to our hotel, about two long blawksy. The Pensionat, our
hotel, is a neat, stand-alone, cubical building. Outés{@No. 22—right above Betty and
Linda who arrived at 6:30 after a 13 hr. train ride!) &de up of a king-sized art-deco
bed (very comfortable) with disk, phone, and no alarrokcio one room and 2 sofas,
chair, coffee table, television (with at least onglish-speaking channel—the Euro-
News), credenza, ward-robe, and refrigerator in the latttjng room. The bathroom is
big but the sink and shower fixtures produce an annoying,direpjay that stings (one
way to make you use less water!). We sleep well, aghatindow open and a warm
quilt over us.

25 Aug (Tues.)

Today is cool and blustery. We
join Betty and Linda for breakfast at 8:00
AM. The choice of food is much like our
typical German breakfasts: rich in animal
fats, but tasty and filling, for sure.

Pawel and Bernadette arrive on foot
promptly at 9:00 AM. We all head for the
center of town (Raciborz) on foot. The day
is gray, but dry. The Newerla girls ¢

We quickly see that Pawel is Mr. breakfast in Polar
(or, shall | say, Kdnig [King]) Raciborz: he
knows everything about the town, he has written thenitieg history of the town, he
seems to be known by everyone we meet, and he is wéteut a description of the
history and cultural importance of anything we see. Hleesuperb tour guide. He
shows and tells us about:

The cemetery that was displaced for a town park;
The old gate of the city;

The buildings destroyed by

WWII and rebuilt;

The 1000-year flood of 1997;

The market place with its Mary

monument;

The Pfaar Church (I feel

uncomfortable as Pawel, using

an immense ring of keys—some

very large—enables us to enter

unopened buildings, mainly pawel and his cousir
churches. But, he’s a man of on day 1 in Poland
clout and respect and no
concern is raised. His lectures
on the statuary within, and the rebuilding of the P@aurch is a case in
point, as there are many people who have come tdhthreltto meditate. |
feel his speaking to us is a distraction or intrusioméovorshipers.)

The long pedestrian-only street, full of interesting ship
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The museum (an ancient [1400] church containing burial cwypish have
been excavated, and will be restored as glass-coveredtextiien done).

While walking along the long pedestrian street, we stopdo (heavy) mid-day
meal—qreat food in a separate room, at the request ofl Ratie management. We
arrived slightly ahead of our reservation time and haalatib on the patio, sipping drinks,
while we waited for the Mayor of Gross Pietrowice aiglparty to vacate our room.

After spending time in the museum (see above) locatdte end of the
pedestrian street, we head back toward Pawel and Barbpeatment. On the way, we
pass an upscale housing rebuilding project where the rdfecb@d buildings have been
painted wonderful shades of soft pastel colors—goodbye dkatite same location,
there is a small park containing a huge rock which, wherdfbyrthe occupying
Germans during a construction project, was anointed bgrHa be a symbol of the
1000-year reign he believed he was beginning; the rodleipark is symbolic of the
merciful failure of that arrogant promise.

We arrive back at Pawel's apartment where we eatieankl again. Pawel gives
the Newerla ladies many nice gifts related to the tomehta family history. Then, he,
Barbara, and Linda launch into long discussions of famsdtory matters. We exchange
gifts with Pawel and Barbara (we give them the reymuiht trivet that BJ had crafted).

After two hours of this, during which Bernadette takea@mand Betty goes for a
‘smoking’ walk, we leave to walk to the home of PaweB&bara’s daughter, Joanna,
for our abendessen—th& meal of the day. It's a long walk into what looks like
neighborhood of subsidized housing. When inside, we loiadnh'’s place to be
beautifully decorated. Joanna’s husband, Hans, is rim wWith us; he is at his mother’s
place (8 km away) helping her with her garden.

Joanna’s meal is delicious, and includes a dish chifgmz—a Polish ‘hunters’
stew—consisting of sautéed meat, sauerkraut, cabbageptpasit, spices, etc. | watch
with interest and amusement (there was not much@de, tanyway) as Joanna and
Linda exchange and translate the recipe from PolishBnglish, with some intermediate
clarifications via German. Pawel encourages us all vendojigger of Polish vodka. We
enjoy a slow walk home to the hotel.

26 Aug (Wed.)

We get us at 6:00 AM so we can be ready for Pawel@aoha & Hans to arrive,
in their separate cars, at 7:20 AM—which they do, rightime. We leave for the
Krakow area right away. Betty and | ride with Hand doanna, and the others go with
Pawel in his car.

We are going first to the Salt Mine at Wieliczka, al#@@ km distance. Hans is
a good driver (he has a Toyota Camry or equivalent). rsveltthrough drab but
relatively tidy and surprisingly busy little villages two-lane roads with lots of slow-
downs for slow-moving farm vehicles or trucks. About haljwhere, we reach the
highway #A4, a divided highway with a limit of 110 km/hr (ab67 mph). We observe
at least two very large power plants, both coal-firedl @oled by cooling towers. Many
of the larger trucks carry the notation “LONG VEHICLE&# the back of the trailer. It
seems as though English has intruded again! Joanna ab#eat/dong vehicle’ is now
an international term, since no language, but Endliak,anything better to suggest.

We stop at a rest stop along one of the main highthgdivided A4, | believe)
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and find the facilities to be rather primitive and withpaper towels, even though we
pay 1 Zloty (Zt) to use them.
After 2 %2 hours of driving, we reach the Salt Mine. dHagain, Pawel pays for
our tickets. Hans, Pawel, Linda, Bernadette, and | godoto the mine; the others stay
on top.
The purchased booklets describe the mine tour in ddthd. highlights for me
are:
A 364-step descent down the first shaft on a wooden asair(52 7-step
segments—a look down the lighted stairwell seems to gafinity);
Cool, moist air;
Many immense chambers, some over 30 m high, represerdaiy@ocket
that has been hollowed out, leaving a thin layer ofteattaintain the cavity;
A brass band playing in one of the larger rooms (whabogls, resonant
sound they make!);
Salt water pools, saturated at 32% by weight with salt;
The brown-green color of the natural (contaminated) sal
Long corridors with low (6 ft) ceilings;
The depiction of the ‘methane burners'—the heroesinérsafety;
The shrines and religious art carved entirely outtif s
The immense central chamber with the life of Chidtly illustrated in
frescoes and the whole room illuminated by salt chandelier
The tall room (Stanislaw Staszic Chamber) where thasNauilt V-2 rockets
using forced Jewish labor (a Star of David remains highrenwall as a
reminder of that history);
The virtual mall of food and souvenir shops and immacukdterooms at the
bottom of the tour (135 m underground);
The rapid ride to the top in the 2-story, narrow, cylinalr{@0 people per
floor) elevators;
The immense timber work (see the books!) supporting theantgalls where
needed.

My overall impression: an incredible piece of work—ahsigveryone should see!

We reconvene at the top and head into Krakow in veayyheaffic. We wait to
enter the parking lot causing Hans to shut off his endoreminutes at a time. We
finally park and walk one block into the magnificent cemwtiethe old town, dominated by
the Marian Church and a very long (yellow) buildingefillwith market stalls and with a
performance stage at one end.

We go into the restaurant, Wierzynek, which is famoubeadocation of a
historic Pan-European meeting of kings and princes in tAedrtury and a more recent
visit by President Bush. The restaurant is very foandlthe food and service is
excellent. | offer to pay; Pawel tells me, “You hawt enough money!” So, he pays, in
spite of my protests. | have Hungarian goulash, Oaé&rots, and a beer for about 36 Zt
($12). The next day, Pawel pokes fun at my choice bedaishinks | chose it because
it was the least expensive—“not so!” | tell him.

We return to the streets of downtown Krakow and, watvé as guide, visit
and/or see:

The awesom@lariankirche—a very high structure, elaborately decorated,
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and under extensive restoration;

The twin, but different (in height and design), towefshe Mariankirche said
to be designed and constructed by two brothers, one of wihodered the
other (who was building the taller, better designed tywee knife used in
the murder is hanging in one of the alcoves in the mdnki&ling in the
center of the plaza;

The trumpetall-to-armsfrom the higher tower of the Mariankirche’s towers
in a manner that exactly replicates the trumpet catilayed when the city
was about to be invaded by the Tartans and was callingitdararms at the
moment the trumpeter was struck, in mid-note, in tlek hy a Tartan arrow;
The tower gate of the old city;

The old courtyard and university buildings dating from 1364 {axee nothing
even half that old in the U.S. cities).

We agree to meet Bernadette, who wants a few houtefself, at the car park at
5:30 PM. At about 5:00 PM, we go into an old coffeehousewiha originally a puppet
theatre (the original puppets are still on display). hafee coffees, ice coffees (coffee
with ice cream and whipped cream), and tea, leaving ait &80 to head toward the
cars.

Barbara and | ask to divert to the far end of the MaBkéitling to search for
souvenirs at a stall selling attractive scarves. Welld2 Zt worth (~$45). Then we
walk through the market building, thereby taking up more asweve admire (only) the
souvenir possibilities, among them, an amber pin for N&ka have no time for such a
purchase.

We all convene at the carpark at about 6:10 PM. By 6:20afMf us are
assembled; so, we load the cars and watch Hans, Rawdeh taxi-driver argue over the
best way to leave the city. Hans knows the way, wWledds. No untoward events on the
ride home. We drive straight to the Newerlas’ pleceour light and final meal, after
which we walk to our hotel.

Other observations and highlights of the day:

- We learn from Hans & Joanna that Hans works in AugslidiEgas an auto

mechanic, traveling the 800-km to home in Raciborz onoerath.

Pawel was concerned, prior to our arrival, that he trmgled the help of
Joanna since he, Pawel, felt anxious about his abilitptemunicate with us
(I trust that the ability of the women in our party taerstand and reply in
German has dispelled that concern!).

Pawel frequently starts talking in labored English andkdy (within the first
paragraph) lapses into rapid-fire German.

Pawel has notes for all the monuments and historeepleve pass by; | ask
about these and he tells they are a part of his infoom#ébrary, and are not
specially prepared for our visit.

| compliment Pawel for what | observe in him: a naath a passion for
cultural history. He agrees (this exchange occurringeaénd of our light
evening meal.)

27 Aug. (Thurs.)
Today starts off with a cold rainstorm with wind. | dnessed and ready to run,
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but as | step outdoors and experience this surprising wedtbhgsrospect of the cold rain
and wind with only a T-shirt on dissuades me. | go baandspend the time on my
journal.

Pawel takes Barbara, Linda, and Bernadette to GrossWwiet; Betty and | walk
to Pawel’s place to be ready for the second trip in 2utes. Pawel arrives as expected
and he launches us on a breath-taking ride to GrossWie¢r (by way of his son’s
house, in the apartment complex where Joanna & Hamdiads to drop off a computer
printer) that includes driving 70 km/hr (45 mph) in the housirgegt where kids are
running about, 130 km/hr (80 mph) on the narrow 2-lane road tes®iegowice, and
coasting in neutral at 110 km/hr (68 mph) downhill into th&ereof Gross Pietrowice.
What a driver!

We go first to visit to Burgermeister of Gross Pietiaanin his office in the old
castle that is also now the school for the town (130€l population). The Burgermeister
shows us into the wedding hall, poses for pictures, and ¢fieNewerla girls copies of
the town records for their ancestors.

As we leave the Burgermeister’s office, we spot twokst sitting in a huge nest
atop one of the tall chimneys to the building next dsee (photo).

We move across the street not the Parish Housbddown church. The priest is
out on business, but the housekeeper entertains us witle @fd her own recollections
of some of the buildings shown on old photos the ginld Pawel have. Pawel opens up
the oldest record books of the church, the first dealinly @itirch records from 1717.

He presents the Newerla girls with photocopies otthech records (baptisms?) of their
ancestors.

In two shifts, Pawel shuttles us to the outskirts ofit¢~2 km) to the
Kreuzekirche—a tiny wooden church with a mostly out-of-daardience. Pawel shows
us some of the old historically interesting paintings hehihe altar. It makes me
uncomfortable that we may have abused the religiousigaotthe church by ignoring
the barrier at the front of the altar rail.

Bernadette and |—we two were in the first shuttleHeare curious about what is
growing in the nearby fields and conclude (correctly) ithia sugar beets.

We visit another small shrine across the road frarKileuzekirche that is built
around a water spring. A manual pump provides water to eatsturage tank from
which there are about 6 drinking stations. | drink sdvacathfuls amid dire warnings
of intestinal upset if not enhanced mental powers: nothapgpens!

Pawel takes the Newerla girls back to the churchercenter of Gross
Pietrowice; Bernadette and | start walking, and it feelgood to walk at a normal, fast
pace. Given Pawel’s driving style, we’d like to walk the 2ldawk; but, alas, he appears,
and our walk is over.

At the main church, Pawel tells us its history. Addlks, 2 or 3 women are busy
mopping the floor and dusting the pews and the floors undeyas. We note, sadly,
that the poor boxes at the church’s front and side esgsamave been jimmied open and
emptied during the previous night. We hope the criminal ealbyrpoor. Barbara,
Linda, and Pawel visit the churchyard memorial to WWitimes, looking for (and
finding) familiar family names.

Pawel then shuttles us back into town (Raciborz) mtnips, 20 minutes apart, so
we can have our main meal in a restaurant on thé sie of the Raciborz main square.
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| eat rouladen—an excellent choice, it turns out. Beette chooses something offbeat
and, for the second day in a row, is disappointed.

After the noon (big) meal, Bernadette and Betty de@d#ay in Raciborz, so
only one trip is needed to get us back to Gross Pietrovdcee there, we begin a long,
slow walk up the main street as Pawel pulls out old phopbgrand compares them with
existing buildings connected to the Newerla past. \&elabout the ‘grossische seite’
of the strasse and the ‘kleiner seite.” On the ‘gsaée seite,’ the lots are larger and
contain two houses—a larger and a smaller—with form imgkd The larger building is
the home of the younger persons who work the farme lditger home is located on the
eastern side of the lot so that it catches the Jine. parents, typically, live in the smaller
home.

Pawel, in his inimitable style, says to us at manysiofehe day, “Can we go?”
We cango, and so we walk to the parish house where the priest IRawel has
purchased a bouquet of flowers for the priest becaushig fmames-day’—the birthday
of the saint for whom he was named. We enter thislphome, where we were earlier in
the day, and ask for the priest. While
awaiting him (about 5 minutes) in the Studying Parish Records
sitting room, Pawel coaches us on singing
“Happy Names-Day” to him when he
appears. We serenade him in at least 2
keys (Charles lves style), and he loves it.
He has a slight Parkinson-like tremor or
shake and a faint whiff of alcohol on his
breath, but is otherwise very alert and quite
charming. Pawel tells the story of the
Priest, the King, and the Miller, which we
all enjoy. Then the priest asks us to guess
what is in his ‘praying-shaped’ hands—*...it is small anbribgs joy,” he says—and it
turns out to be a harmonica, which he can (and doesgpdibly well. He leads us in
the singing of a hymn, a POW folk song, and Brahms Lulldkgfore we leave, Pawel
brings out the huge book containing the recently preparaddiasted by the typed
pages) history of the church of Gross Pietrowice. priest gives each of us two
commemorative pictures and we say a fond goodbye.

By now, it is nearly 6:00 PM and we are nearly two hdatesfor our coffee with
Helga. We drive to her house—an
elegant one on the outskirts of town—and Linda, BJ, Pawel
find, as Pawel addresses the woman whq and Helga
answers the door, that we are at the
wrong house; Helga's house is next door,
where we go quickly. Helga greets us
politely but coolly as we walk in. She is
a strikingly beautiful woman of 58—a
second cousin of the Newerla girls. Her
home is a showpiece of elegant design
and perfection in every way. No sign of
children, pets, or carefree living in any
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way. She has laid out for us a table spread with fineachind exquisite looking (and
tasting) pastries. She pours us coffee and tea and thigigstbdoosen up a bit,
especially once she realizes she can converse wittohems in German.

Within 30 Minutes, it is decided that we are staying foressen, and Helga
calls Barbara to let her know not to expect us. The sujgeEs not disappoint us:
delicious wurst, bread, ham, eggs in mayonnaise, and pafath Helga’s husband, also
named Pawel, joins us, as does her 84-year-old fatheliweisan an apartment in the
lower part of her house.

As the meal goes on, Pawel (Helga’'s husband), offelosaunsly Napoleonbrand
from France) which we accept. He keeps pouring as thengvgoes on until, after the
fourth small snifterful, | am forced to turn mine upsidevdo Helga’'s Pawel is trained as
an agricultural scientist. He tells of receiving, imexchange with people in the U.S., 10
potatoes (each a different variety) in exchange for flmuses (2 male-female pairs).
From those potatoes, many more have grown; some arerfeolish markets (I don'’t
know what happened to the horses sent from the U.S.)

As we end this great evening,
Helga’'s Pawel gives me a new bottle of the The two Pawels
Napoleon brandy we have been drinking
all evening. | am overwhelmed. Pawel
and Helga come down to the driveway to
see us off into the night, bidding us
goodbye in three languages.

Helga’'s Pawel, | learn later from
Linda, has prostate cancer. He also has a
brother-in-law who prepared an English-
language newsletter for distribution to
polish-Americans, presumably with news of the fatimeother-land.

Pawel drives us to our hotel. What a day!

Aug 28 (Fri.)

| get up at 6:30 to mostly sunny skies and go out fofrast@ng and interesting
run of 8-9 kilometers (about 48 minutes) around town. | @aottly runner in sight. |
get a few quizzical looks because | am in shorts amghaT-shirt while the others on the
streets are walking or standing for buses in 3-4 layectotiing (temperature is in the
low 50s).

After breakfast, Pawel and Johanna & Hans meet Umsaaits at the hotel. Our
plan is to visit the towns of Lacza and Wilcza, egdip in Rybnik for a typical
American (small?) lunch and some shopping.

We drive first to the town of Rudziniec, about 5 km nartihacza, to look for the
birth records of Walter and Gerhard (they were boiraeicea but the records were kept in
the nearest larger town (a governmental seat?).tovine of Rudziniec has Lacza’ birth
records from the post-war years and on; we must go to®wegne to find the older
records.

In the meanwhile, we drive to Lacza to find the old sthouse—well
maintained and still operating and located adjacent totlthech. Gerhard and Walter
were born here; the family lived in the living quartenstioe top floor of the school;
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Alfons (Gerhard'’s father) was both schoolmaster @gnist in the church. There are
no Newerlas in the lavishly-bedecked-with-flowers cemyesaerrounding the church.

We drive back to Sosnicowice where, thanks to Pawel'sigadhead, the clerk
has our copied (Walter’'s and Gerhard’s birth records)yréadus.

We then proceed the few kilometers to Wilcza, againiritntghe schoolhouse
with upstairs living quarters (and greatly expanded in t&frsshoolroom space). The
church, %2 kilometer down the road is locked so we loatkaatly from the outside.

We leave for Rybnik—a larger city with a bustling censfabpping area. We
look for a place to have an “American-style” (lightlemich, and we settle of Pizza Hut
(would you believe?). After our pizza lunch (good piza#, not like New York’s
according to Betty—she offers to treat us to the N¥&wn when we all visit her), we
split up to wander the market place (10-12 blocks square). maahd | look for the
souvenirs we wish we’d had time to buy in Krakow. We find:

Lemon-colored amber earrings for BJ;

Simple, colorful wooden puzzles for Noah and Lucas;
An amber pin for Nana; and,

A ‘treasure-box’ for Anna.

While shopping, we are aggressively accosted by Rumanipsi€sy—young
children, mostly—who come up to me gpawat me (stroking my arm) as they plead for
money. Reluctantly, | feel forced to ignore them ldrikhow, from Pawel, how the
Polish government treats and cares for them (or dgedpéwel’'s answer is to give them
a Zloty or 2, but by now, it is too late for the beggarRybnik. | listen to a superb
young violinist playing with boom-box accompaniment, ang diim 2 Zt with hardly a
thought.

We return to Raciborz for late afternoon (5 PM) coieBarbara and Pawel’s.
The spread is delicious and, as always, too much. Idaftee, 1-% pieces of the pastry,
and some fruit (nectarines and kiwi fruit). Pawehbovstopped on the way home to pick
up prints from the photo shop), excuses himself and disappearsis steady. 45
minutes later, he emerges with 4 envelopes, each contaioig@mized set of prints of
us with_printedabels (identifying Pawel’s roll number, the dates, hise, and a title of
the picture). He does all this using Word 97 and his colatger He has no problem
with Bill Gates’ monopoly!

We leave for dinner, going on foot
to the Viennese restaurant in town. He has
reserved a large room and a long table for
the 11 adults and 3 children (one, the 3 %2
month old Anna; the others, the 5-6 year
old Marcas and Adelbert—all
grandchildren of Pawel and Barbara and
children of Ursula and Kristof, their son. Our final meal in Poland

The dinner party, which Linda and
we agree to pay for, is a huge success. We
finish off the evening with Polish vodka toasts (I acspskesman since the Newerla
girls all decline). We thank them, and welcome the dppdy to return and for them to
visit us. | confess to having given thought to escaping ttz8xand and being very glad
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BJ and Linda talked me out of it.

Full of good cheer, we enjoy walking home as a group (&lthe family of
Kristof) through the cool night air. We say final good$ye Joanna and Hans, and hit
the hay.

29 Aug (Sat.)
A cloudy day. After packing and having breakfast at 7:3@d&iand | pay our

respective bills (1133 Zt for us, or nearly $80 per nightHera of us) and leave at 8:20
to meet Bernadette to go to the town market. Our obg&iflowers for Barbara, our
hostess. We meet, as planned, at an intersectionhaediennese restaurant, and head
for the market. Surprisingly, we can not find anything othan plain bunches of cut
flowers. Yet, we see many people walking past us with flower bunches, nicely
wrapped (as from a professional florist). After dditletective work, aided by a woman
to whom Bernadette can pose a query in German, we finitbthéoasis we had been
seeking in the center of this huge market place. For 38180 (we buy the perfect
(custom-made) bouquet. We are very pleased.

We walk through the market square on our way home and fnadréft store
open. | buy a nice Polish scarf that we can givdtey Linda buys two for herself.

We return to Barbara and Pawel's
at 9:30 and present the flowers to a
delighted Barbara who, in the meanwhile,
has prepared for us a large bag of food and
drinks (ham & cheese sandwiches, juice,
mineral water, and fruit [apples and
grapes)).

With many hugs and kisses and
good-byes, we leave Barbara (standing in
the window waving to us) as Pawel drives
us back to our hotel where we pick up all the bags and fteatib cars (we have Kristof
and his Mercedes to help transport us).

We leave for Opole around 10:00, traveling the 85 km in lems &n hour. We
park hear the city center and walk around, visiting two clag¢again, | feel discomfort
touring a sanctuary while others are meditating and ayasonfession) and admiring
the restored town center with its wonderful, pleasimgiae of pastel colors for the
exteriors of the buildings bordering the town centéawel tells us that these city-center
homes were restored after the war to the original imgjlglans.

We make a stop for coffee/tea, sheltered by an awnimg dérbrief but heavy
shower, then drive to the railway station.

Our train arrives on time; Pawel and Kristof helpaedl our luggage. We
wave/shout good-byes as the train pulls out at 12:48rétr@ot having had our camera
ready to catch the receding faces waving at us as wawayl. Ah well, next time!

We spend the trip updating journals, reading, eating, andrsleephe variegated
dark sky and the intermittent bright sun (interrupted dgasional showers) make for a
visual feast as we travel through the Polish and Eashén countryside.

We arrive in Berlin nearly on time. Observing this dynaaitig undergoing
major reconstruction is exciting. | take severalymes from the open train window as

Bernadette & Linda witl
Barbara Newer!
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we approach the station.

Volkmar and Hans meet us at the station. Hans takiesais hotel (Volkmar’s
car follows to make sure we know the way). We checX e Tiergarten Hotel, a block
or two north of Volkmar’s place. The room is splehdind the bathroom fantastic (in
spite of a lack of face cloths—must be a cultural thin@arbara immediately decides
she wants the magnifying mirror with built-in light moedton an adjustable frame on
the bathroom wall.

We freshen up. Hans picks us up at 8:30 PM, and we go witlottine Knosso
Restaurant, a Greek place, near Bundesallee and Guratgedst-about six blocks south
of the Zoo Garden.

The restaurant is great, although somewhat smoky, aradl Wave a great time
(see pictures). This meal is to be our treat (shawitlgLinda). But, we notice the
absence of any VISA sign on the door of the place anddialy asking, that they refuse
to accept Travelers’ Checks. So, Linda, who has 300 Dddsh on her, agrees to pay
the whole thing. I'll pay her back for half as soor gst to a money machine.

| eat lamb with green beans and potatoes in a casshsbl€¢following a feta
cheese and olives appetizer). | end up stuffed with good fateddrink a white Greek
wine that Bernadette recommends (I would have prefeesdout this wine choice was
good.)

After | finish my meal, | leave the restaurant inrsbeof a bank. Walking in a
light rain, | find one three blocks away. It happilylg®&300 DM to me, and | run back
to the restaurant with cash in hand. We pay our billjftag 200 DM, including an 11%
tip).

Hans drives Ute and us home, and tell us he plans to pigk fos breakfast at
9:15 tomorrow.

30 Aug (Sun.)
Today is cloudy and cool, but at least there is no remin 7-8 km (46:30) to the

Reichstag, the Brandenburg Tor, and Volkmar’s apartmehtadsteiner Ufer.

This hotel room will cost more than the 140 DM (withbrgakfast) we are
paying—BJ finds a peripherally lighted magnifying mirror (e tvell-fixtured, tiled
bathroom) to be exactly what she must have. | agidlele have to do is find a U.S.
outlet for this gadget.

We meet Hans with our bags packed and our bill paid at 9:15 IAMur haste to
not keep Hans waiting, | pocket the key to the hotel rddennadette calls the hotel
(with Volkmar's cell phone) and offers to return they Kevith our thanks).

We have another great breakfast at a restaurant attkuh south of Bernadette’s
apartment. Hans pays. On our way to the breakfastvge stop at Bernadette’s
apartment to admire the remodeling of the building andvioek on her apartment
(including a new loft bed from IKEA). Ute joins ug foreakfast and our activities
afterwards.

We drive to the vicinity of the Brandenburg Gate. Volkteads us to parking
spots two blocks east of the Gate and one block nortiedfibterdenlindenstrasse. Just
down the road (100m) from where we park is the Ameriagabdssy (Consulate?) which
is protected from vehicular traffic by a fence and diB&olice guard as a deterrent to
acts of terrorism in retaliation for the U.S. raids.
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We spend time gazing, through a chain-link fence, in amaaeat the mammoth
construction project underway for the new German (feflgmlernment center around
the Reichstag, just north of the Brandenburg Gate. Tdrerat least 50 construction
cranes over the 1 Knproject area. It's the largest construction projedirope at the
moment (or ever?).

We wander through the Gate, stand on the red line isttbet marking the locus
of the former wall between the two Germany’s (aboutAest of the Gate), and
wander back to a souvenir store on the eastern sithe Gate. We can carry no more,
so we buy nothing. We stop for coffee and other dratlkas café; | have apfelstreudle
and coffee and am, thereby, seen to beytinon of the group. | pay.

On the way back to the cars, Volkmar and | get intoadgliscussion of
Microsoft and software “monopolies.” He mentions S@&HRmajor German
business/enterprise applications software company widmastrong global presence
among large private firms), but fails to see it as aneggive monopoly because SAP
makes its system open to software developers. | remindethhat Microsoft makes its
interface, linking libraries, etc. available to softer@rogrammers and applications
developers for free, whereas SAP is made availabletorartners’ who must qualify
and pay a high fee. He brings up Linux—a free-ware apgraystem that would
compete with Windows (if it ever caught on). | replytthkke the idea of an operating
system based on free-ware, in concept at least, andl \Woeiko see an economic model
for how it could be introduced and maintained. We part, kmpwe’'ll discuss this in
the future.

Hans takes us to the train station
(Zoologischegarten) while Bernadette and
Volkmar drive the Newerla girls to the
Checkpoint Charlie Museum before joining
us at the Bahnhof.

We say goodbyeguf wiedersehn,
etc. to our friends and board our train on
time. It is both in sadness and in
recognition of strong (newly strengthened)
bonds that we depatrt.

The ICE train to Fulda is a smooth
ride, showing us the farmland of Germany where everythingas and tidy. All land
seems to be put to some beneficial use. There appdagano junk anywhere in the
countryside; but the cities have their share (not &empt as in many U.S. cities). The
train is packed—many young people with big packs, somewsthpierced bodies,
sitting in the inter-car spaces. Maximum speed thaseeeon the end-of-car display is
233 km/hr (144 mph).

We arrive at Fulda. A taxitakes us to the Hotel Eurapalft a 6-minute ride for
12 DM plus 3 DM for a tip). We get to bed early and readchiof us spends a rather
restless might (perhaps the anxiety over traveling homeslifting gears to domestic
living and work responsibilities is my concern).

Goodbyes in Berlin

31 Aug (Mon.)
Another gray day dawns, but at least it is not rainée have a quiet breakfast

Page 31



Bill's Journal--Europe '98

(no one but us in the breakfast room) and one high im$ausual.

We are ready for our taxi at 8:10; it shows up at 8:1& dith town of Fulda is
quite interesting, as we observe it from the taxi wmdd he town is dominated by what
appears to be a large monastery and church on a higlvédrilboking the city.

We catch an earlier-than-planned-for (by 13 minutes),tedso an ICE (what
great trains!). The train is not crowded, as | exgedt would be. We have excellent
seats from which to view the rolling southern Germany agsiate under partly sunny
skies. Along the way, we see a huge man-made “mourf&da ft. high, at least) from a
mining operation. I've never seen such a huge man-magle pil

Our transfer to the airport train is obvious and pasles

We enjoy the view of the city as we leave the statonhe airport. The skyline
of Frankfurt (Main) is dramatic—a 60-80 story tower, beallifstyled, dominates the
view.

Airport security seems no more stringent than it gg@as been. Our checked
bags go through on our say-so (to be followed, no doubt;rhays).

After check-in, we find a bistro café and enjoy orangesj a croissant (for BJ),
and “fitness cereal” and coffee for me. We are amtis#dhe “fitness cereal” is, on the
one hand, loaded with fruit and, on the other, drownealaan

We exchange both our DM and Zt for $79.

The sun is now shining brightly as we board our planiéqa).

An 8-% hour, smooth flight (while intermittently watogi“The Odd Couple II”
and “Titanic” on a 4-in. x 5-in. back-of-the-seat scijdamgs us home. We fill
ourselves indiscriminately with all the airline fooffieoed us, figuring we’ll begin our
dieting recovery program as soon as we walk in the dottGit2.

Epilogue
The trip was far better than | imagined it would be. rRerthe high points were:

Royal ScoHead-conductor, Mr. MacPherson, in his John Cleasatiomt
(unintended).

The lush, green vistas of England’s Lakes District

The scrumptious food and incredibly interesting evenintpgliees at
Highfield House.

The charm of Hawkshead.

The excitement of Wrynose and Hardknott passes

The Channel seaside and our late-evening meal at StdgRavit Britton
Touring Bonn with Gisela and Bernadette

Meeting and enjoying the good-natured company of Volkmar
Walking the reborn Freidrichestrasse

Surveying the new federal government center constructiBotatiamerplatz
with the aid of the “Information Box”

Enjoying Hamburg and its harbor in the rain

Staying in Hans’ great apartment with its"fbor view of Berlin

The exhibit of European emigration, displayed in the HagRathaus
The 200 km/h (brief) run along the Autobahn (to Hamburg) hedletour
through the quiet, neat rural former East Germany to résuBerlin
Meeting and having dinner with Ute
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The Berlin Zoo

Our ralil trip to Poland

Meeting Pawel and Barbara Newerla and their children

Pawel’'s devotion to cultural history and his patience plaxing it to us as
our omniscient tour guide

Pawel's wild and crazy driving

The relative prosperity of Poland (compared to expectsitioot Germany)
The walk through Gross Pietrowice

The sociability and great food and drink at the homeedfjland Pawel
The Salt Mine

The excitement and sense of history found in Krakow

The visits to Lacza and Wilcza, birthplaces of the Bidavgirls’ fathers and
our kids grandfather

The say-goodbye-to-Poland meal with Pawel and his famtlyeaViennese
restaurant in Raciborz

The return-to-Berlin meal at the Greek restaurant

Having to say goodbye to Bernadette, Volkmar, and Hans atettie Boo
station as we depart on our ICE for Fulda (and home).
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