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Europe 2010 - The Car Trip (or part 2)

On the road in Southern Germany

Friday 8/13
Hmmm, Friday thethirteenth—what could
gowrong!

Whilemost of our crew left at SAM for the
Munich airport, Jeffrey and | got up at aleisurely
6AM to go catch the 7:30 train to Murnau where
our rental car would bewaiting. | had developed a
very sorethroat last night (thanks Courtney!) and
was totally run down... and uncaffeinated this
morning. Atleastit wasn'training.

Wemet therest of the* extended stay” crowd
at thetrain station... which wasno longer atrain
gation. It had beentorndowninfavor of ashopping
mall. All that remained wasacovered benchand a
ticket digpensing machine.

Our trainleft, and 45 minutes| ater, Jeff and |
got off a Murnau Ort whilethe other four were of f
to Munich, and then Heidelberg. Jeff and | walked
themiletotheAvisrenta place; only getting lost once.
Whenwegot there, therewasno agent. Fortunately,
therewas aguy downstairswho knew the number
of the Garmisch officewho could call the Murnau

guy. Theguy wasthereintwo minutes(OK ... | had reserved acar at 9AM, so why wasn't theguy there
at 9:00? | was.). | left withaMercedes c180 station wagon, rather than amanual, 3 seriesBMW, which

| had requested. Atleast the
Mercedes was peppy and
camewith navigation (the
other car on the lot was a
compact car). When we
got back tothehouse, dl the
bags were packed and
downgtairs. Diane needed
to get theroomsready for
thenext PassonPlay guedts.
Albert told methat thebus
to Garmisch would have
beenfaster thanthetrainto
Murnau, and the Garmisch
Aviswasat thebusstopand
offered morethan two cars
onthelot. Ohwdl, liveand
learn—at least | got akiller
pricefor thisvehicle (50%
off).

——
K

Near the Austrian Border



We decided to scrap our Dachau plans. 1t wasnow raining, | wasunder theweather, and did not
feel likedriving two hoursin thewrong direction. We went to Garmisch instead. It was pretty, like
Oberammergau, but much larger. My actual goa wasto seethe Zugspitze afew milessouth of the city, but
therewere cloudseverywhere. Wesaw nothing. | let Courtney play inastream for awhile at the bottom
of thelargest mountainin Germany ... whichwecould not see. Next stop waslunchin Berchtesgaden, but
| wassotired that we had to pull over early. | wasfalling adleep at thewhedl! After afew coffees, wewere
driving onward when we spotted aMcDonald’ ssign. This seemed more attractive (and closer!) than
Berchtesgaden, sowewent thereinstead. What aplace! It wastwo storiestall with amassiveplayground,
acastle, adouble-decker bus, an arcade, an“MTV” room, and afitness center.

Big cDonaIds

| had theMcRib.

After along lunch, we headed for our Zimmer in Hallstatt. Good thing too, therewasterrible
trafficalot of theway there. Wefinaly arrived at 4:30. Thehouseand owner weregreat, though | wasn't
thrilled with being on thethird floor —too many stairsfor thissick guy, and that top floor was pretty toasty
(or wasit me?).

Weweretold not to do our laundry in our rooms, but takeit to the camping groundsto haveit
washed. Wedid—four loads! Jeffrey’sjeanshad never dried from thelast washing in Prague, and they
werenow mildewing. Jeffrey took angpwhilel got caught upinmy journa (threedaysbehind!). Thegirls
went to play inthewater —Hallstatt is, after all, on alake. Jeff got up half an hour later and went out to



roamthetown. Dinner
wasltalian. Theplace
we went to, “Bella
Milano,” served the
best pizzal have ever
had anywhere in the
world. | can’t
recommend the place
enough.

| wrote for a
few more hours after
dinner to catch up, and
thenfell fast asleep at
10PM. It had been a

long day.

Saturday 8/14

Wadll, it turned
out to bealong night.
| could not breathe, |

had amigraine, and | had developed an ear infection. | took care of the ear asbest as| could, using
hydrogen peroxide and alcohol, and breathed steam every couple of hoursto try to keep stuff out of my
lungs. | dsodrank 2 quartsof water over theeveningtotry toget rid of themigraine. Unfortunately, | am
quite proneto bronchitis (thanksto dust and pet allergies), and it certainly felt likel had it already. By
4AM, themigrainewasworse. | waited until 6AM totakemy migrainemedicine, asitishighly caffeinated.

Hallstatt is pretty

Within an hour
of taking the
medicine, the
migraine was
gone, and |
could now
exposemy eyes
to the sunlight
that was
creeping in the
window.
Fortunately, it
wasrainingthis
morning, so the
sunlight was
muted. I
thought thet with
anovercast day,
andsometimein
asatminelater
on, | might just
be OK.



| was not.

It was sunny by
breakfast and hot :
by thetimewegot Z] -

LY

tothefunicular that
wouldtakeusupto
thesatmine. The
funicular took us
up 1500 feet in a
coupleof minutes.
The view was
great, but my ears
didn’t like the
changeinpressure.
And even though
we had already
comeup sofar, we
still had to hike
another 600 feet

a, brine cave, kids on a slide

up to get to the base of the salt mine. Thisiswhere we put on
overdls. Minewastheonly red-colored one (colorswere based
on size, and XXXL wasred). | looked like Santa. My kids,
dressedingreen, looked likeelves. Barbarawasin maroon. Well,
it wasup another six flights of stairsto reach the opening of the
mine. Oncewegot inside, thetemperature dropped rapidly. My
cheekswere getting cold.
The 55 degree cave
temperaturestayed withus
the whole time. We saw
severd exhibits, diddown
two wooden slides (at 28
KPH), and saw aperfectly
reflective brine pool. |
don’t know that | learned
anything new (as | had

goneto the Hallien salt
mine eight years ago —
owned by the same
company), but it wasfun and | could breathe. Ohya, the
Halgtatt mineistheoldest in Europe (seventhousand years
old), and possibly intheworld. Thetrainrideout wasvery
funandthewallswerevery close. Theexitfromthiscave
wasabit of ashock —a25 degree differential and lots of
light. Ohjoy, eight moreflightsof stairsto climb. Why
couldn’t these stairsbeinside the cave?



migrating Celts and Gauls
camefrom. Funny, | seeno
redheadsintown, but that is
perhaps the  most
distinguishing festure of the
Cedtsand Gauls.
TheCatholicChurch
wasup yet another hill. 1 was
sure getting my exercise
today. Thisisthechurchthat
only buriesitsdead for seven
years, then paintsthe sculls
with the name and years
lived, along with some
atigicflarr,andthenarranges
all thebonesinabig crypt.
It wasquiteasight to see.

Once we got back down, ears
popping all theway, we headed towards
themuseum. Hey, thissideof Hallstatt is
prettier than our side, and moretouristic.
Each corner offered anew postcard scene.

Themuseumwasnice, thoughiit
didjumpback and forth through timefrom
roomtoroom. | guessl likemy museums
linear. It showed, among other things, the
“Hallstatt Culture” from whichthe ever-




Our host had recommended the nearby Gastehaus Simony, sowewent there. Barbara'screme of
garlic soup wasexcellent, but everything elsewasonly OK, and the serviceredly stunk. Theafter lunch
gelato didn’ t disappoint though!

It wasabout thistimethat my body begantofall apart. | had pushed mysdlf too far withthiscold,
and now | waswiped-out. | wassupposed to drivethekidsto asummer lugeride now, but Barbaradrove
theminstead whilel rested. They wereback three hourslater, stating that theluge ride was probably the
peak of their European experience (wish | could have been therewith them!), and that they wereready to
do morestuff (Barbaracame back from thelugeridewith ahuge bruise on her arm —shehad driven off the
track). Barb andthekidswent tothelocal park, which featuresazip-line and other non-OSHA -approved
play devices. Barbaradid return with somefood, and | wasableto get some cold medicinefrom our host.
Theevening was spent indoors, and all of uswent to bed early.

Sunday 8/15

Well shoot, | have
bronchitis. | came to this
conclusionlateinthenight when|
started to get atemperature. | dso
discoveredthat | wasdllergictothe
comforter (probably dusty). | was
more or less fine so long as the
comforter wasnot near me.

Duringtheevening, | went
to the bathroom twelvetimes, and
every thirdtime, | would spend 20
minutes breathing steamtotry to
clear out my bronchial tubes. This
only offered temporary relief. | got
no sleep, and with the sun coming
up, | was incoherent with a high
fever. | till managed to get down
for breakfast by eight, but it took
every bit of energy | had.

Barbaradrovesix hoursto Venicewhilel mostly rested; trying not to bequeasy. Therewerethree
rest stops along the way, but | only got out on the first one. For the other two, | rested in the ever
increasing heat. Itactualy felt good. The Tyrolean hillswere so beautiful and the Dolomitesweren't bad
either. Italy hasso many tunnels, and asaways, thekidstried (mostly successfully) to hold their breathin
thosetunnels. Usually, | would bejoining theminthis, but not today. 1t got sol could predict if thekids
would be successful based on thelength of the tunnel, which wasalways posted at the entrance. They
were good up to around 3 kilometers, or 1:30, asweweretraveling around 120 KPH.

Atthelast stop, therest of my family went inside a sandwich shop to get some quick food, but
therewas nothing quick about it. They didn’t know how Italian sandwich shopsworked (andit didn’t
occur to meto tell them how they worked) and they got really confused. Inan Italian shop, you pay at one
place, ddliver therecei pt to the sandwich guy, and he makesthe sandwich for you. Well, Itdiansdon’tline
up, period, soit'salwaysmayhem over by thesandwich guy. Atleast they lineuptopay... Theltaianswill
tell you that by employing their method, the sandwich guy doesn’t haveto touch any dirty money, creating
agerm-freesandwich. My family eventualy figured out the system, but thenthey couldn’t find theexit and
wound up going through an darmed door (with everyone staring at them).

I’_. _WH__-__-‘—‘ =
Yeah, Italy



For thefirst time onour trip, the GPSin the Mercedes sent uson awild goose chase. 1t took us
an hour tofindthetrain gation. Oncewedidfindit, thingswent well for awhileuntil wecouldn'tfindthe
#1 Vaporetto (the“city bus’ inVenice). Eventually, wedid find it, and eventually, we a so found our
Pengon. | wasredly not on my gametoday; I’ musudly better than this. | wasspent from carrying my gear
around whilesick, so | opted to take anap whiletherest of thefamily explored &. Mark’s Square.

To makethingsmoreinteresting
for them, | sent them onascavenger hunt.
They weretofind: A building builtin1071
(St. Mark’s Cathedral), four horses (on
thecathedrd), four Roman Emperorsdone
inpurplemarble, or ‘ porphyry’ (onthesde
of the building), the Campanile (the big
pointy tower inthe square, and two lions
(oncolumnsat theentranceto thesquare).

That ngpwasgreat —evenpartidly
incoherent. | must have gotten meand my
bed up to 105 or 106 degrees. Toasty!
When | cameback to my sensesfor abrief
moment, | knew that | had to get my body
temperaturedown, so | took alukewarm
shower. Itwasfreezing! After that, | sort
of felt likemaybe| had fried my braina
bit... probably true. Thefamily arrived just as| got out of the shower. They had mushroom pizzaand a
spritefor me. Thiswasthefirst food | had had since breskfast, and althoughit wasexcellent, | had ahard
timekeeping it down (though that sprite helped). My temperaturebeganto spikeagain. | guess‘fue’ is
still bad for this‘fire’ that | have. | did appreciatethe gesturethough.

Venice from the vaporetto

Our kids are so
different; especially as
bedtime approaches.
Jeffrey, who requirestons
of sleep, gets grumpy at
night. Hewasin bed by
nine. Courtney turnsinto
“super squirrel” at night.
Her little ADHD body
amps-up and she can
absolutdy not st ill. She
was doing stretches and
jumping jacks on the bed
—thebed shewas sharing
with Jeffrey. Courtney
requireslittledeep.

Thekidsfound half
theitemsinmy scavenger
.. hunt. They said that St.
Venice from the Rialto Bridge Marks was too crowded

to searchfor stuff.




Monday 8/16

Yeah! | dept most of thenight! | still had afever, but | aso had someenergy. My goal would be
to keep an even, yet dlow pace and drink morewater than | sweated. Thiswould not be easy, as| was
aready sweating just from moving around (movement causes sweating —not good!), and | wasinair-
conditioning! What would happenwhen | got outside?

Courtney and | wereup
early, asusua. Wewent tothe
very meager continental
breakfast offered downgtairs. It
was embarrassing how much |
was sweating after going
DOWN one flight of stairs.
Courtney actually went back
downto breakfast later onwith
Barbaraand Jeffrey becauseshe
wasdtill hungry.

We got out of our hotel
at 8:45, 15 minutes before the
first museums opened. We
wouldgotothe Correr Museum
first, grab amuseum day pass,
and then avoidlinesfor therest
of theday.

We got to St. Mark’s
Squarejust asthenineo’ clock bellswerechiming. The Squarewasvirtualy empty. The Correr wasaso
empty, which wasexpected. It wasonthe second floor, so | was sweating again. Walking seemedto be
OK, if intheshade, but stairsrequirealot of effort right now — I was sweating so muchthat | felt likemy
facewasasprinkler system.

Themuseum wasvery nice, and offered many insgghtsinto the history of Venice. Thekidswanted
souvenirs, so wewent to the museum store. It wastherethat we met our first fashion-conscious Italian
bombshell. Sheranthe souvenir shopintheCorrer. | know I’ vewritten about thisin the past, but there
redlly isn't any other nationality that doesfashion and beautty liketheltaians. Thisga wasthemorebuxom
type, sono“wispy” outfit that the dlimmer Italian women wear. Shehad on abasic black, tight, square-
front skirt with asquare-patterned colorful top that featured alow, square“dip” infront; revealing afair
amount of perfectly tanned, round cleavage. She accented her ook with conservative square, black
glassesand redlly big, teased hair. Thiswasawomanwho dared you not tolook at her. Shewassmart,
sexy, and not at all deazy (asif anAmericantried to dothesamelook). No, thiswashigh fashion; shewas
agoddesswith Gucci and fashion magsasher Bible; shewasawalking art form.

Anyway... (I lovemy wife, | lovemy wife!) we got out the door just as St. Mark’ s Cathedral
opened. | had timed thisso that we could walk out of one placeand right into another. Problemis, every
tour group on the planet must al so have known what time St. Mark’s opened —they weredll there! The
squarewas now crowded and thelinefor St. Mark’sextended to the sea (to thefar corner of the Doge's
Palace). AsRick mentioned in hisbook, we could have ssimply checkedin abag and walkedright in,
avoidingthelong line(thisisoneof those“hey, | don’t writetherules’ loopholes), but wedidn't haveabag
to check, somy family soodinlinewhilel sat inthebreezeway of the Doge' sPaace; watching thetourists
walk by; occasiondly looking at thefour frightened porphyry Tetrarchs (thefour Roman Emperorsfrom
the scavenger hunt). Innotime (for meanyway), it wastimefor metojoin my family inlinenear the
entrance.




Theinterior continuesto impress—all
that mosaic, and much of it gold. | did pay two
euros (x4) to seethe back of thedtarpiece. The
back sidewas pretty much solid silver and gold
with preciousjewels. Aswewereabout to exit,
Courtney opted to go upstairsand seethefour
horses, plustheorigina four inamini-museum.
The thought of seeing the horses again was
intriguing to me, but not the stairs. Jeff didn’t
want to go anyway, so | stayed with him. The
girls were gone avery long time. After we
snapped apicture of thegirlsby the horses, we
watched the security guardsreject linejumpers,
peopletrying to sneak into the bag check line
without abag check ticket, and peopletaking
photography inside (Venice seemsto haveano
photo policy inevery church). | wassadto see
one set of girlsget rejected after the hour long
line because they had on shorts and tank tops.
Both aredisallowed by any churchinltaly, and
| guessthesegirlsdidn’t know that.

Wl, Courtney and Barbaraeventually
did return, and so wewent to thefar side of the
squaretotry to get pigeonsto land on our kids.
Wewerelimited in our success, but wesuredid
try. Problemis, we only had wholerolls, and
we were competing with other families. The
trick, wediscovered, wasto have many small
bitsof bread, or ideally, crushed crackers. The
kidsstretch their arms out with food in open pams, and
then parentstoss several roundsof crumbsat thekids. |
shredded rollsinto tiny bitsasfast as| could and then
tossed. Eachkid did get apigeon or two ontheir arms
half adozen times. Jeff asked mom to takeapicture of
himwith thebirdsbut all Barbarawound up doing was
turning upthevolumeof hiscdl phone. | certainly thought
that wasfunny; Jeff lessso, though eventuadly helaughed
too.

Next stop wasthe Doge' sPdace. Having done
our homework, wewalked past thelong line, flashed our
museum passes, and walked right in. It'ssort of like
having afast passat Disneyland. except without therides,
only increasingly larger rooms, and aprison. Thekids
liked the prison, but not somuchthepaace. | didn'tlike
al thestairs; | wasbeginning to get woozy fromalack of
fluids. | wasswesting, but not drinking. My body did
not react well to the Gatorade | got on our marchtothe
Accademia, but it wascertainly just what | needed.




We had one hour to see [
theAccademiabeforeit closed, so
wesaw itin45 minutes. Thekids
haveabsolutely nointerestinart, |
so they race from room to room
trying to find the nearest couch or
chair. Thismuseumwasvery hot,
so they were looking for chairs
next to fans. At least Courtney
took thetimeto appreciate one of
theceilings.

After the museum, we
sauntered towards the Frari
Church. It was hot out, but we
gartedtofind locd fountainswere
we could keep refilling our water

bottles. Thekidswerehungry so Classic Venician View

welooked for aplacetoeat. One
place claimed to haveair conditioning, sowewentinthere.
Wll, the place, TrattoriaDona Onesta, was conditioned
by air fromanearby window. Still, it wasout of thesun. Next
touswasacouplefromAustraia. They likedthisplace somuch
that they cameback today. “OK” | thought, “thisbodeswell for
thisrestaurant.” Andit didn’t disappoint. The seafood “salad”
(all seafood) wasgood. Barbaraand Courtney discovered new
drinks — mint soda and “gingerino,” which appears to be
grenadine, fruit juice and sparkling water (later, we found
disappointing bottled vers onsof gingerino with abad aftertaste
—thisone herewas hand-mixed). | wish | had liked my pasta
better. Thehomemade pastawasexcdlent, but the sardinepaste

Jeffrey gets spagetti with prawns

saucewastoo saty for my taste. Good
for retaningfluidsthough. .. Thetiramisu
wasgood, and | discovered anew drink
too! After dessert and espresso, | was
given afree shot of homemadelemon
liquor. Ddlicioud

Therestaurant wasonly afew
blocksfromthe Frari Church. Though
it sureisn’t much to look at from the
outside (likealot of Italian churches),
theinsdewasunparaleled.



Tangent: You know, | actually adhereto thisItalian way of doing churches. | keep my house
resspectably plain ontheoutside, but niceontheinside. If | had adecent car, al theinvestment would be
on the engine and interior, and not so much on the body. People should probably be this way too —
investing intheir heart and mind, rather than on appearances. Having said that, there are exceptions:
French Cathedralsare gorgeousinside and out, and if Italian fashion can beraised to an art form, but
without vanity, | supposethat’sOK too... and I’ dloveto own aPorsche becauseit’ sstunningly beautiful,
but also fast, functional and precise. | guessthere are somethingsthat are compl ete packages— beauty
inside and out — but these areideal s, not norms.

Soanyway...back tothe church: Thischurchwasinawedlthy district, soit could afford thevery
best. | just loved the scul pture of the four strong black men holding up thelintel over thedoors. Inthe
back wasahugerdiquary, and asculptureby Donatello. At least threedtarpiecepaintingsinthisplaceare
tobefoundinany Art History textbook. | only wish | could take picturesin here!

Thewalk back tothehotel wasn't far. Werested alittle
inour hotel, and then went shopping for friends. Courtney, now
armed withanew dip of paper asking: “May | pet your dog?’ in
Italian, pounced on every Venetian pet owner she saw; and there
weremany. Itwasdwaysthesame: aconfused look asCourtney
presented her paper, alaugh, then abig smile accompanied by
“Prego!” (Please!). Shebrightened up many people' sday, and
shewas connecting with thelocalsin aspecia way.

After fulfilling my part of the shopping experience,
coordinating outfitsfor Barbara, Jeffrey and | returned tothe
hotel totakeanap. Thegirlscameback an hour later with lots
of Stuff.

Timefor dinner! Tonight wasto beapub crawl from
Rick Steves book (something Barbaraand | enjoyed doing last
timewewerehere). Unfortunately, thefirst placewasclosed,
and the second place had aready run out of chechetti (bar snack
food). Thethird placehad some, anditwasgood! What |ooked
likeround and square breaded cheese stickswereactudly filled
with scallops (round) and potatoes (square). We also had a
salty tempura-like veggieassortment. Thered winewasn't bad
ether. Thebarkeepslooked gruff, but wereextremely friendly.




Wewererunning out of daylight and
bar optionson our sdeof the Riadto Bridge,
so we climbed over to take a picture of
Marco Polo’'shomethen ezt at acheap sit
down place nearby. Mr. Polo’shousewas
not easy tofind, andit wasvery plainonthe
exterior. Itwasasooccupied andinuseby
some professional organization (maybean
import/export busness?), and not amuseum.
The cheap place to eat was on the whole
not memorable, and theservicewasterrible.
| guesswe should have searched for more
bars.

Thekidswanted to try to feed the
pigeonsonemoretime, and Rick’sbook said
that the touristswould be gone by now, so
we headed to St. Mark’s Square. One of
my kidsshouted “ Rick waswrong!” aswe
entered the square—the place was packed,
and therewere dueling chamber groupson
each side of thesguare. Jeff then went on
to share a list of items where Rick was
wrong. He wanted to start a “Rick was
wrong” blog steand print“ Rick waswrong”
shirts. | must admitthat | could not refutea
singleitemon Jeff’slist, but I’ d still rather
follow Rick’smostly correct advicethanno adviceat dl. Heismuch moreright than wrong, and hisbooks
and videos have proved to be extremely useful to meover theyears.

Wedidtry tofind apigeon, but therewere noneinthesquare. They had al gonetotheir homes.
Whilewalking back, wehad somemoregelato (3x today). Jeffrey found adeeping pigeon at achurch, so
hetook apictureof it. Courtney had started singing during our pub crawl about petting dogs, and how
long shewas on abridge (how many seconds, how many stairs, etc); this continued until we got home
(both my kidssingwhenthey arehappy). Somewheredong theroute, Courtney saw somethong underwear
in ashop window and asked me why someonewould buy these and why shedidn’t own any. Hmmm,
how to answer this... | explained that certain outfits—though absol utely nothing she owned, or would ever
own... ever... looked better with thong underwear because it gavetheoutfit, usually askirt of sometype,
better flow. Courtney wanted to see an exampl e of “thongs being worn correctly,” because | had also
noted that Americanstended to wear them withjeans, which redly didn’t enhancethejeans, and probably
only provided chaffing. Asit turned out, there were two middle-aged German women ahead of uswith
such anexample. Aswewalked a ong, wekept passing thesewomen timeand timeagain. What | found
amusing about all thiswasthat they had amap and they were asking for directionsfrom every handsome
Italian man they saw. After thethird timeof passing them, | commented to Barbara: “No oneisthat lost;
thesewomen aretrolling.” Courtney, like me, seesand hearseverything—even things she'snot supposed
to hear —so sheasked me: “Daddy, what istrolling?’ | explainedthat ‘trolling’ wasafishing term: someone
castsalineinthewater and movesa ong dowly until something bites; inthiscase, Italian men. Courtney
replied: “ Sothey’renot really lost; they arejust looking for men.” Ahyes, fun conversationswith my pre-
teen daughter.

Marco... Polo



Tuesday 8/17

Today would beabig driveday. We could either go to Ravennaor Milan, but therewas no way
we could do both. Wechose Ravenna. Thismeant that wewould haveto get up pretty early. My family
didn’t get thememo. They were wiped-out from yesterday and they were moving very slowly today.
Barbarawanted to take Courtney to feed the pigeons. | explained that we didn't havethetime. Somehow,
wemadeit onthe vaporetto, then train, and finally to our car al before 9SAM.

Thiswasgood because Google Earth said it wasalittle over an hour to Ravenna. We' d bethere
around 10 and have two hoursto look at asmany aseight churchesand then havelunch. Well, it didn’t
work out that way. Googleaccountsfor speed and distance, but “ Lucy” (Courtney named our Mercedes
GPS*“Lucy”) accountsfor current traffic conditions (avery handy feature, by theway). Shesaiditwould
takethreehours. Shewasright; therewas so much traffic that we pretty much crawled thewholeway
there. Wedid joke and play word gamesthewholeway there, so timewent quickly. We (jokingly) told
Courtney that wewerefindly inltaly. For somereason, shehasitinher mindthat Veniceisacountry...
or part of Germany.

Eventualy, wegot there. TheLucy directionswerenot thebest and therewasvery littlesignageto
point theway. Google Earth showed aparking lot and we accidentally stumbled onit even though Lucy
and Greta (our Garmin that we brought with us) were both telling usto go el sewhere. Googlewon that
round.

It was now noon. We
certainly didn’t havetimeto seeall
eight churches(towhichthekidssad
“yeah!”), but wedid havetimeto see
the two crown jewels of the city —
San Vitale and Gala Placidia;
conveniently placed next to each
other.

| had writtenamgjor college
paper on San Vitae, this* Justinian”
church builtin 547AD which now
stood before me, and another paper
comparingHagiaSophia, Sergius&
Bacchus & San Vitale; al built by
Judtinianaroundthesametime. | hed
seentheother two churcheslast year
inlstanbul. Sincel wasredly upon
these churches, | tried asbest as |
could to explain this somewhat
unigue building — an octagonal /
round church which became the
model for the“ Greek plan” church
—and show my family the spectacular
mosaicinterior. My family wasonly
semi-enthused. Jeffrey wasat least
somewhat interested to find that
alabaster was used instead of glass 111
for the windows. He wanted to il i Fr 1
know how light could get through Interior Apse of San Vitale -
stone.

- lots of mosaic



Next up was the Gala Placidia
Mausoleum; made by Theodosius | for his
daughter (Gala). It, like SanVitale, hassomeof
thebest Early Christian mosaicsanywhere. The
light wasredly diminthisplacesoitwashardto
get thefull effect, but the geometric patterning
wasgredt, aswered| thefinedetails. | think my
family fdt they had indulged meenough, but they
werebeing paient. Tome, itwastimewd | spent.
| had been trying to get herefor over 10 years,
and | saw this as perhaps my only chance —
Ravennaisnear nothing!

More driving followed. We were
hungry, and we needed gas, sowewenttoabig
gas station with asandwich shop. Thistime, |
joined my family. We were now pros at this
“sandwich shop” thing. We got in and out of
there, working the system, getting exactly what
we wanted, and we set off no alarms in the
process. The peopletherewerequitefriendly.

After that, we drove for three hours.
Barb and thekidsnapped and | formed aconvoy
withtwoAudi A5s(both had German plates, as
did I, and together weformed atriumviratethat
marched steadily past al the disorganized
Italians. Wedrovelike Germans:. orderly; obeying al therulesof theroad save one: thespeed limit.). The
truthis, weblasted past most everyonelikethey werestanding still. Tothisday, | haveno clueastothe
speed limitin Italy —no signsare posted anywhere— but it seemed to methat they were doing 100 KPH
andweweredoing 160 KPH. Wedid eventually get stopped by a Swisswoman who wasdetermined to
stay at 140 KPH, and not get out of the fast lane. She blocked us—no kidding —for ailmost an hour.
Eventudly, | saw agapinthefar right lane, sol didover and gunnedit. 1t wasn't until thenthat sheredlized
that we might want to get past her, so shefinaly scooted over and let thetwo Audisby. It wasat thispoint
that we saw something coming fast from behind us. All three of us, and the Swisswoman, got over
because wethought that it might bethepolice. Nope, it wasanother convoy —two Maseratisand three
BMWs. | joined them, as did the white Audi. The black Audi stayed back with the Swiss. | soon
discovered that thiswasn't So much aconvoy asone Maserati driving fast, and abunch of car enthusiasts
following. They didn’tfollow for long. Thedower Maserati dropped off, thenthethreeBMWSs, leaving
anew group of three. Wewere going 200KPH. Someone got in front of usand dropped usdownin
speed, and then somebozo got infront of me, separating mefrom the other two. Thisperson would not
get out of thefast lane, even with meflashing the European “ get out of my way” left blinker. 1 wasnow
driving so slowly that the black Audi and the Swiss caught upto me! (And no, | will not let the Swissget
ahead of meagain! Her cruisecontrol isstuck on 140.). Theguy must haverealized that hewasimpeding
traffic, so helet usby. Trafficwasgettingthicker, sol kept to 150. TheAudi was behind the Swiss, so of
course, hewasstuck at 140. At that point, we werejust past Milan and headed to the Lakes District.
Whenwe got off the Autostrada, the speedswent way down and the curvesgot tight. ThisMercedesgoes
well inastraight line, but it’san absol ute boat around corners. | started getting questionabledirections
from Lucy —1 could seesignsfor Lake Como (our destination) and shewastaking me on other roads...




soweturned on Greta. Gretahad other ideasonwherel should go. Barbaradidtoo for that matter, and
Courtney wanted to talk to me about animals. TOO MANY WOMEN TELLING MEWHAT TODO!
What wasreally funny was at one roundabout, Barbara Gretaand L ucy told meto takethreedifferent
exitsoff that roundabout (I choseLucy), then at thevery next turn, Gretasaid, “turnleft” and immediately
after that, Lucy said (in her proper British accent) “Now turnright.” Thewholecar busted up laughing. To
us, it sounded like Lucy wassaying “NO, turnright.” After that, weturned Greta'svolumedown, but kept
her onfor comicrelief. Shewassowrong so oftenthat it continued to bevery funny for alongtime. Good
thingwedidn't need to actualy use her; oncewegot into themountains, shekept losing satellitesignalsand
would freak-out inevery tunnel. At onepoint, shehad usdrivinginor onthelake, andthenonahillside
wheretherewerenoroads. Barbaratook picturesto proveit! Lucy got usto Varennaright at 5SPM.

Our submersable takes a drive in the lake. Wow, now that’s a shortcut.

Our host, Laura, seemed downright
unstable, which is pretty much how Rick
described her in his book (moody and
unpredictable). | think we caught her on agood
day, thoughI’mnot sure. Shetold usthat dinner
wasat 7:15, and shemadeit seemlikeit wasn't
areguest. Shethentook our passportsand gave
usvaguedirectionstoour Villa. A good looking
young guy withlong hair hel ped usfind our place
when, | suspect, weweretrying unsuccessfully
togetinto hisplace.

The Villawas awesome. It had to be
Victorian, but with definiteltdianflar. Thefamily
decided to explore. | did laundry, rested, and
wroteinmy journal at atableinthe®hunting”
room. Thisroomwasso perfect that I’ dliketo
writeanovel here! Thiswasawriter’sroom.
Theplaceaso had thefedl of my parent’sNew
York lake house; same smells, samelook and
fed, samepacedf life, but withredly tall Alpine
mountainsand ltalianate Sructureseverywhere.
Thetwolakes, ComoinItaly and Keukain New
York, were both even in the shape of a*Y,”

Courtney in the hunting room.



though Como’'sY is
upsidedown. Atthe
intersection of this
Italian Y is the real
Belagio—thecity the
Vegas casino is
named after. Bdllagio
isfull of rich people
and former rich
people... hey, just
like the Las Vegas
casino! George
Clooney dsoownsa
Villaonthesouthside
of the lake;
accessible only by
boat if you aren’'t a
local from what |
understand (George
wasfindingittoohard
to rest with all the
paparazzi and fans
driving up to his
doorstep).

The report
back from the kids
wasnot pogtive. The
place was boring,
with nothing to do
and the swimming
spot was totally
unacceptable (Man,
these kids are
spoiled, though I did
tak uptheamilarities

George Cluny, Bellagio and Varenna on the Y-shaped Lake Como

between their grandparent’s place and this place so they did have some expectations about swimming.
Como/ Varennahasvirtualy no swimming, water skiing or sailing that wecould see. TheNY Lakehasall

thesethingsin abundance.).

Jeffrey sulked dl throughdinner. | think Courtney evencriedalittle. They wereboth so disgppointed,
and now our 25 euro aplate gourmet dinner wasnoneto their liking, and they so desperately wanted pizza.
Jeffrey was downright snappy, and towardsthe end of dinner admitted that he had astomach ache, and
had had aheadachemost of theday. Eventiramisufor dessert didn’t liventhemup.

Wetook aquick after dinner walk (yup, lousy swimming area), then went back to our Villa(and
how cool doesthat sound! “1’m going to my Villal”) and played cardsuntil 11PM. Thekidswereina
much better mood by then. At onepoint, | had everyonelaughing really hard. When Courtney recovered,
shesaid: “ Daddy, you made me not breathe!”



Wednesday 8/18

“LaDolcefar Niente” wasthe goal of the day —no sitesto see, no timewe had to be anywhere—
just arelax and do nothing day. Thelocalssure had thisdown. | wokeup late (7AM) and still managed
to bethefirst one (along with Courtney) at the breakfast place outside Hotel Olivedo (which ownsthe
LaTorrettaB& B, our Villa). Turnsout, breakfast isserved from 8-10AM. They don’t expect anyoneup
until then either. The placewas so peaceful —not atouristin sight; only the sounds of lapping |akewater
and our happy waiter, flagging down and chatting with everyoneheknowsasthey dowly load their carson
theferry boat to Bellagio or Menaggio. Many inthetown herework in thosecitiesor in nearby Lugano
Switzerland. Therearefew jobsinVarenna

By the time
we headed back, it
looked like it might
ran.

Courtney
accompanied mom
down to breakfast;
Jeffrey’sgoal wasto
deep until noon.

After
breakfast, Courtney
bought aturtlehat and
a “snake” purse |
(cigarette purse
actually, but don't tell
her that) from alocal

hippie, thenthethree | {TGh s N0 & SRR ¥ bl !} |
of uswalkedthetown | "R08 - ¥ - s e /

slowly, admiring the Al % e 231N n— mm “{ |
old  buildings, g PR g A

staircases (steep Courtney with hat and purse

staircases!) and

scenery. Thelocal flagstone used on the path was metallic and sparkly. We saw thewholetown in about
two hours. Whenwegot back, Jeffrey wasup and waswaiting for us. Thecleaning lady had kicked him
out of theroomat 11:15. Barbdid alittlelaundry then wewent seasidefor lunch. All four of ushad pizza
(weinstituted anofish rulefor theday —all of usweresick of fish). For dessert, | had acrepethat was
supposed to have Grand Marnier init, but it turned out to be applesand ice cream. They messed up the
order. Thisbar and restaurant did servethe best espresso | had had to date. On theback side of their
menu wasanotefrom an American astronauit stating that thisplace had the best gelato he had had since
returning to Earth. | should have gottenthegelato!).

After lunch, | rearranged laundry so it would dry faster, thenjournaled while Barb took thekidsto
swim. Jeffrey camehomefirst, thenthegirls. Barbtook anap. Courtney played with her toys. Jeffrey
and | went to get cash and asoda. The cash waseasy. Wewent into abar for the soda. Thiswasfun
becauseit wasdefinitely alocals-only place. The cute, young waitress behind the bar spoke English. As
wesat and drank our sodas, welooked around and saw magazines, cigarettesand dot machines. Thega
behind the bar asked if wewereAmericans. Wesaid yes, so sheasked fromwhere, sowesaid Cdifornia.
Shejust gushed: “1 sowanttogoto Californial | want totravel everywhere, but mostly to Caifornial”
Funny, wetraveled half-way around theworld just so we could be herein Varenna



A walkway; our Villa; view of the

lake; Barbara and Jeffrey playing
cards out on the patio




It had started raining hard shortly
beforeour exitfromthebar, but it quickly
died downtoasprinkleshortly theredfter.
AssoonasweenteredtheVilla, thegirls
were on theway out to feed the ducks.

Jeffrey called mefromoutsideto
come quick: Courtney had ducks all
around her at the boat landinginfront of
theVilla, and had al so amassed acrowd
of onlookers. Jeffrey and | watched
Courtney feed ducksand Barbaravideo
for half an hour aswe sat ontheterrace
overlooking the paseo/ landing area. |
journaled some more; Jeffrey played
olitaire. Eventudly thegirlsreturned and
wethought about dinner plans. Someone
nearby had awood fire burning; it reminded me of smoresat theNY lake house. Inaway, it mademe
homesick; | wished | could bewith my parents, or they with meright now. Funny how smellscan do that
toyou (actudly, my parentsare hosting most of my siblingsand their kidsright now. They havetheir hands
full and could useabresk.).

Dinner wasat the Rick recommended NilisBar, which just happened to be next door to the place
whereweatelunch. TheNilisbar had better service, better pizza(by far), and better desserts; all for the
sameprice. Maybetheir gelato wasn't asastronaut worthy, but everything el sewas out of thisworld!

Cduftey fe;as [jcks

Thursday 8/19

Today was another driveday. | wasup early, but | had to forcetherest to get up and get packed.
Therewasascorpioninmy bathroom thismorning. Wow, that’snot something you seeevery day. All our
stuff was|oaded inthe car prior to breakfast at 8. Onceweate, then paid our bill, we were off.

Atfirst themountainsdidn’t seem so bad. | wasfollowing two Porsche 911swho werenot at all
serious about taking corners—they were on apleasurecruise. | wished | could seemore scenery. | was
trying not to die—that is, not drive off acliff —and my windshield was absol utely covered with bugsfrom
my autostradaexperience. —

Once we crossed into - 1 Switzerland, the mountainsgot
very steep, and the switchbacks got % vicious Thereisnoway mytiny little
Honda Civic back home would have 4 madeit up these hills! I’'m sureglad
thiscar hasguts, but I’d bealot happierin one of those Porsches ahead of me.
Eventually, we got well abovethetreeline and suddenly, Switzerland |ooked like some scrubby little
desert. Barbarabeganto explain why therewere no treeshere, but Courtney, having studied climatesand
environmentslast year, replied with jaw-dropping college-level accuracy onwhy thisisso. Wow, | guess
shewas paying attention in class (she did get some sort of science student award at the end of theyear; |
canseewhy shegot it!).

That “desart,” and thosegravel roadswhere peoplewere doing construction work, quickly became
athing of the past aswe plunged downtothevalley floor. Thetwo Porschesleft meand now | wasleading
afoursome (and sometimesthree asthat Chryder minivan couldn’t keep around thecorners). Thisvalley
eventualy led usto the sizeabletown of Chur. | had never heard of thistown, but themain causeway was
under construction, and the policeman directing traffic wasmean to me, so | wasglad when weleft.




Driving in Switzerland is fun and
scenic




Before you knew it, we were entering
Liechtenstein. Thecastle, redly theonly attraction
here besides stamps & banking, was just on the
other side of the border. The princelivesin that
castle, sowearenot abletogoin, but only admireit
fromafar. 1tlookslikeanicecastle.

We drovetheentirelength of the country,
thelongway, inabout haf anhour. 1 didn’'t redize
how big the country was; or how beautiful. 1 could
seewhy someonemight want tolivehere. Itlooked
expendgvethough—moreexpendvethan Switzerland,
and mayberight up therewithMonaco (1 later looked
itup, yup, Liechtengtein hasthe highest averagewage
intheworld).

We crossed back to Switzerland. Wewere
now inAppenze country; themost traditiond * cow
country” part of Switzerland, though | saw no
evidenceof thisonthesefast, straight roads. | guess
you haveto get off the Swisshighway to seeit.
R It didn’t take long to reach Germany and
1] oncewedid, it waslikethe Millennium Falconand

The castle residence in Liechtenstein. therest of thefleet jumping into hyperspace. The

Swissarevery predictable: 110intheslow lane;

140 max inthefast lane. The Germansare 130inthedow laneand “whatever” inthefast [ane. | did have

another one of those obstinate Swissdrivers ahead of mein thefast lane doing 140, but assoon ashe

moved over, zoom! Man, theseroadsaresilky-smooth! | averaged 160, and hit 200, the car’s” governed’

maximum (thanksAvis) on many occasions. I’mgoingto hatedrivingin Cdiforniaafter this. My car back
homecan’t even do 160K PH... unlessplunging off acliff toitsdoom.

Thehotel in Munichwaseasy tofind. Wedropped off our stuff then headed off to the Munich
HBF (maintrain station) to drop off the car. Aviswasnot easy tofind. It took threeloopsaround the
station, and dropping Barbaraoff to ask directionsto find the place. 1t wasnear the HBF, but not at the
HBF.

Barbarahad been very thorough in cleaning out the car while | wasgetting our stuff in the hotel
room. Shehad packed my map, and moreimportantly, the name, addressand | ocation of our hotel in her
backpack... which | then took to the hotel room on my second trip to the room. Wewere now across
townwith nodirections. Fortunately, | remembered the name of the hotel and the nearest cross-street,
since | had added it to Lucy earlier today. We dropped by the Drei Lowen or hotel from last week,
conveniently located near thetrain station, grabbed afree map, and headed for Marienplatz. Thehotel
wasnear theVerkauftmarkt, and | could certainly find that. First up thoughwould bealittle shopping, and
then the Hofbrauhaus experience.

Shopping was done at random placesincluding at the site of the old M atthauser’ s biergarten,
which had been my favoritebeer hal sixteen yearsago thefirst timel washereinMunich. Thesedays, it's
acinemaand clothing store. Theonly actua purchasing wasdoneby meat theHard Rock Café, whilethe
family wasbeing entertained by alively mimejust outside.

TheHofbrauhauswaspacked asusual. 1t took usafull lap beforewefound half atableto share.
Thefood wasgood, the beer was good, but the place wastoo hot, loud and packed to beenjoyable. The
kidscertainly did not enjoy their experience, asneither particularly likes German food, and they are not
allowed to consume beer (though bothwouldif they could).



Thewalk to the hotel wasin abit of
an arc rather thanin astraight linejust so|
wouldn’t missthecorrect street. | waslooking
for the part of the Verkauftmarkt | had seen
aswewereleaving to drop off thecar. Inno
timeat al, wefoundthehotel. It wasaready
pretty late, so we went to bed. My bed
included awinter comforter, not asummer
one, so | was up all night sweating (and
coughing—| definitely have bronchitis!). It
wasamiserable, long night.

Friday 8/20

Today, | wouldtry totakeitdow. We
would seethree museums, which meant alot
of walking already, so | decided that public
transportation was definitely necessary. We
got afamily day passand took thetramto the
Alte and Neue Pinakothek (art museums).
That ride was so nice, and saved a mile of
walkingineachdirection.

TheAlte Pinakothek isthe museum
that | had missed in four previoustimesin
Munich. Thefirst time| was here, it was
closed for remodeling, the other times, | was
either here on aMonday, the day they were
closed, or I smply couldn’tfititinduetothe

o

The many stairs of the Alte Pinakothek

brevity of my stay. Theplacewastotally worthit—so much mgjor art! Thekidsliked Brueghel thebest
(I had madethem pick their favoriteartist... from each century, just to keep them occupied). Theonly

downsideof thisplacewasin themany stairs| had to climb.

The Neue Pinakothek had anice building configuration, but its collection wasweak —very weak.

Courtney pilots an ocean liner in the Deutches Museum

Still, Courtney got to see somevan
Gogh’'sup close, whichisawaysa
treat for her —shelovesvan Gogh.

Wetook thetramal theway
acrosstown to our third museum, the
Deutches Wedidn'ttell thekidswhet
thismuseumwasall about; and after
asmall lunch, wewent inside. The
kidsLOVED theplace (asdoI!).It
had planes, cars, hands-on science
projects, caves, and a totally
awesomemining exhibit, whichtakes
an hour to get through. Even the
“kids’ place downstairswas pretty
incredible. Our kidsdidn’'t want to
leave... and neither did .



But leavewedid, and rather
than take the tram back, wewalked
towards our hotel in the hopes that
we would find a place that sold
“Kinderjoys,” thoselittle chocolate
eggsthat camewith atoy. Right by
our hotel therewasaWalgreen's-type
store and they had them. Barbara
bought 18 to passout asgifts.

Dinner planswereto beat the
open-air beer and food place by our
hotel (the Verkauftmarkt), but it was
abeautiful evening and everyonewas
out enjoying themselves. Theplace
wasbeyond packed. My “beer map”
from last week showed anAugustiner
pub nearby, sowewent to gofindit.
Wecouldn'tfindit, soweateat |ast
week’splace: theNuremburger; only
thistime, weateinside. | can’t say
muchfor theservice(insde—outside
had great servicelast week), but the
food and beer weregreat. | ordered
themestl oaf and wasalittlesurprised
that my loaf wasmade of pork. Yes,
it'sstill meat, but not beef ... whichl
wasexpecting. It also camewithan
The kids were up there somewhere, but | couldn’t find them. egg ontop and tasted alot like ham

and eggs(no surprisethere), whichis
to say, yummy. Jeffrey had asteak with herb butter on top that wasto diefor.

On the way back, we stopped at St. Peters and the kids climbed the steeple while Barbara
shopped and | got train ticketsfor tomorrow’searly morning departure. When thekidsreturned, weall
went to apastry shop to have dessert, and to have something for morning.

Oncewegot to our hotel, we packed and watched MTV. Weall tried to go to bed early, but it
was hard —the placewas hot, and those winter comfortersweren' t helping thingsmuch.

Saturday 8/21

| wasup at 3:20, and thefamily at 3:45. Beingsick and all, | wasthe pokey one of thegroup this
timearound, and weleft 10 minutes|ate. .. and just made thetrain (S-Bahn) with three minutesto go.
Good thing too: had we missed thistrain, the next onewasn’t duefor 67 minutes.

Thetrain ridewas 45 minuteslong and uneventful, though | was stressing alittle because| had
forgottento stamp our tickets prior to getting on thetrain. Technically, wecould get fined 40 eurosapiece
if wegot caught. Wedidn't though, and thetrain led usalmost to our gate.

We met Tom and Kathy in the check-in line. They had had agreat week on aDisney Adventure
Tour; looking at six different castles. They liked theinside of Neuschwansteinthe best. Tom, being an
architectureguy and dl, loved al theintricate detailsin every room—aman after my own heart.



Wewerelucky enough to get anearby gate (ninemonthsago, | wasn't solucky —thisisavery long
airport terminal!), and so we waited and ate breakfast. Thefirst flight waswithout incident, and sure
enough, we had the hasd e of another unnecessary security check at Heathrow. What astupid airport! We
said good-byeto Tom and Kathy, who wereon their way to LA X, while onthe escalator going up tothe
internationd termind. Unfortunately, Courtney wasn't paying attention and got her toecaught intheesca ator
— she had a nasty C-shaped gash on the bottom of her big toe as aresult. This gash was bleeding
profusely. We set her on the ground and put pressure onthewound. A nicelacy at acandy shop offered
to call security for us. Security cameand said that they could call amedic, but that wewould be charged.
It wasn't that serious. When wethought we could move her, Barbaratook her to the bathroomto cleanup
whilel went to purchase Band-aids. Eventually, Barbarareturned; carrying Courtney on her back. Her
toe got patched-up, and then we went to the gate. We still had two hours to kill even after all that
excitement, so | rested whileeveryonedseinthefamily played cards. | also bought chocolate (Galaxy
Bars—generdly not availableinAmerica. They aresuper yummy!).

Thelong flight homedidn’'t seem all that bad. Thefood wasgood (Mmm, Hindi, my favorite!),
and | watched fivemovies—all good for once. Our fortunes changed oncewegot to SFO. | wasmostly
ddliriousdueto bronchitisand alack of fluids—I aso had afever (hey, maybethat’ swhy theflight went so
quickly!). I guess| didn’'t answer al the security questionsaswell asl should have, so| got aspecia mark
on my entrance card. We got scrutinized at every step in the process — we even had to stand in the
customsline, though we had nothing to declare, and get our bags searched, then scanned. It wasa20
minute hasd e that we should have been ableto avoid.

Wel, wedid get out eventual ly, and in ten minutes, Ray wastherewith our vanready to pick usup.
It wasnow around 5PM, local time, and | couldn’t believehow tired | wasgetting. | had only beenupfor
23 hours, hardly arecord, but | wasfeverish andit was2AM according to my European body clock. |
only madeit to 7PM that evening and | dept all theway to 6AM the next morning —unheard of for me.

Sunday 8/22

Wl, I just hatethethought of unpacking (which might explainwhy it took me aweek to unpack).
| hate the thought of going back to work even more. What agreat trip—wish it could have been longer!
| guess| should schedul e an gppoi ntment with my doctor for tomorrow. Today however, I’ mteachingan
Adult Ed classat church—who scheduled that? What was| thinking? So much for easing back into
normal life; can’t wait to go somewhereagain... perhapsViet Nam next year. ..
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