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Europe 2010 - The BusTrip (or part 1)

Thisisgoing to beagrand adventure: my family in abig buswith 35 other people!

Nearly three years ago now, | began to put this trip into motion. | did not want to missthe
Oberammergau Passion Play again, as| had doneten yearsago, and | wanted to bring my family along, so
| begantolook into how | might organize and lead such an event for our church (thekidswerekept inthe
dark about their inclusioninthistrip until Chrissmas2009!). Well, tickets couldn’t be purchased without a
tour, so | wasimmediately forced into organizing thisevent through atour group —not my first choice
certainly, but asit wasthe only choice, | went with the guyswe had used for thelast 20 years— Nawas.
Because Pastor Nate and L auraal so wanted to go, we either had to recruit alot of peopleto go at our
church, or enlist the help of another church. | asked Pastor Mikeif he' d liketojoinusonthebusand he
saidyes. Over thenext few years, we had up to 53 peopl e signed up between our two churches, but then
Pastor Nateleft for another church, wehad adeath in the group, someinjuries & illnessesoccurred, and
therewereafew financial misfortunesaswell. By thetimeweleft, we had 39 peoplesigned up, but then
only 34 arrived on thefirst day in Berlin because there was adeath in thefamily at Mike's church that
affected fivetour membersjust afew daysbeforethetrip. They would arrivefrom Chicago on day three
of our trip (Thanks to Nawas, who really scrambled to rearrange their trip so they could attend the
funerd).

Inadditiontotraveling onthis 10 day journey from Berlin, through “ Luther Country,” to Prague,
Munichthenfinaly Oberammergau, my family will extend another eight daysand travel through Austria,
Italy & Switzerland. 1t should befun... and exhausting!

Tuesday 8/3

| worked ‘til noon. | didn’t seethepoint of taking theday off, and | redlly didn’t havethevacation
timeto spare. My family had packed over thelast three days so final preparation prior to our trip to the
airport was completely without stress.

Ray & Rosashowed up just before 1PM and wetook our vanto theairport to betheredlightly
ahead of our group (which wasto meet at 2PM). Momentsafter departing, we got acall from Dan &
Cheryl; they weredready at theairport. They wanted to know what to do so | told them to go ahead and
check in. We' d call them oncewegot to SFO.

Whenwearrived at 1:45... wewerethelast onesthere! Everyone must have been excited about
thisjourney. Doris, Diane, Karen and Kathy wereaready inline; therest (thosewho had mostly never
goneinternational, and those who were patient) had waited for us. Weall got through thelinejust fine.
Some of uswere subjected to the new body scanner at thefirst security check. Onerandomly selected
person got patted-down. That random person was Courtney, so Barbara had to be present because
Courtney wasaminor (at thetimeof thistrip, Courtney is12 and Jeffrey is 14, amost 15).

Thewait for the planewasfairly uneventful. All of us, except Dorisinrow 34, would be seated at
the back of the British Airways 747 inrows49—52.

Theflight seemed relatively short (10.5 hours). Cindy switched with someoneand got abulkhead
seat withmoreleg room. Courtney’sTV screen didn’t work so after Barbarawatched one movie, she
switched with Courtney. | watched 5.5 movies. Sometime before our flight, Barbaraand | decided to
order Hindi medls, just to bedifferent, but man, did we get someunloving staresfromtheflight attendant as
she served usour special meals. | have almost no doubt that shewasHindi. We got merely confused
looksfrom the blondeflight attendant who served usour Hindi breakfast (whichwasno different fromthe
regular breakfast, except that, being “ special,” we got served way beforeanyoneelse. If youarebold
enough to order Hindi, or Kosher, or Vegetarian, youwill get servedfirst asyour reward.).



Cheryl, Alice, Natalie, Cindy, Culley & Ray at SFO

Wednesday 8/4

Therewas confusion amostimmediately upon exiting theairplane—our next flight wasnot listed
onthedepartureboard, so wefollowed the purplesignsdown severd flightsof stairstothetram. Question:
shouldweget on? Wedidn't know so | went for someanswers. Theanswer was‘yes.” Onceweexited
thetram, wewere subjected to another (unnecessary in my opinion) security check. Thosewho hadn’t
drunk thewater intheir water bottleson the plane had to guzzleit beforethe screening, or losetheir bottle.
| wasone of those people.

Oncewegot through security, nothing had changed — still no departure gate listed, though now at
least, our flight was on the board. \We would be assigned agate one hour prior to departure. |1 seemto
recall from prior flightsthrough Heathrow that they don’t have astrict gate assignment policy; airplanes
park at thefirst available gate, or some such nonsense.

Some of uswent shopping; othershung out by the departure sign until our gate was announced.
Onceannounced, we headed downstairs. Just asthe gateswere opening, Mikeand hisgroup arrived. It
wasgood to seeMike, Kathy and Tim again; it wasgood to finally combine our two groups.

The flight was uneventful and passport control was a breeze. We were met by our Nawas-
appointed bag handlersand they did agreat job of grabbing every Nawas-tagged bag. Andre, our tour
guidefor thenext 10 days, met usoutsidethegate. Thebusrideto Hotel Berlinwasfairly brief and offered
afew viewsof thecity. It wasat thispoint that Barbararemembered that she had left thewater onin her
garden—wow, 15 hours... sofar! Shetexted Julie, whoisstaying at our house.



After aquick freshening-upinour room,
Barbaraand | decided to take aquick walk to
theHard Rock Café, Berlin. Jeffrey wanted to
sleep, but Courtney was awake, so she joined
us. Wedidn't find anyone downstairs so we set
out alone. It'stoo bad the hotel ATM wouldn’t
work with our card; we would have to find a
bank. Fortunately, thereweremany around here
(wherever therearetourists...). Wegot Euros
then continued towalk. Theold Hard Rock was
three blocks from our hotel; the new onewas
1.5-2milesaway. It took 45 minutesto get
there. Along the way, we saw the KaDeWe
(largest storein Europe) and the Kaiser Wilhelm
Memoria Church. When we got to the Hard
Rock, the store was small, crowded, and
oppressively hot. Therewereno XXL or XXXL
shirtsinthewholeplace, so | left empty-handed.
Thegirlsdid not want ashirt. Wedidn't have
much timeto get back for dinner (and to wake
up Jeff), so wetook the most direct path home
and walked briskly. Ontheway home, we saw
the Berlin Zoo (entrance) and we saw ascuffle
between acyclist and the pedestrian he had just
hit. Thecyclist got apunch inthejaw and was now spitting blood into every trash can he saw ashe
pedaled away. | redlly felt for him—yes, he had clipped that pedestrian, but therewasno reason for such
retaliation. Wegot back with 15 minutesto spare.

Dinner wasgood, though not spectacular, and the servicewastypically European—that is, dow. It
was Gretchen'shirthday, so the other group had brought cookiesfor al and an electric candle/cupcakefor
Gretchento®blow out.” Gretchenwasbrought to tearsby thisoutpouring of love. | must admit that | was
abit teary aswell —what lovein that group!

After dinner, Andre, Mike and | had an hour-and-a-half long “fifteen minute” meeting on the
upcoming tour. We changed the flow of the tour a bit, because some of the Luther siteswere being
renovated (L uther’sbirth and death places). Thechange definitely benefited thegroup. Yes, wewould
skip Eideben, but thiswould add moretimein Leipzig, and wewould possibly visit Dresden—aplacethat
| very much wanted to get toin my lifetime—if the busdriver waswilling to travel that quicker but longer
routeto Prague.

Kaiser Wilhelm Memorial Church

Thursday 8/5

Courtney called our room at 4AM. She said she had been up since 2AM. | was sort of up at
3AM, soitwasno big dedl to get the phonecall. | wasout of bed at 5SAM, so | wrotealittleand planned
how | might survivetoday’s* death march” that | had planned. Yesterday’s* quick” threemileshad left me
somewhat hobbled by dinner (I’ ve had plantar fasciitisfor about amonth—my left hedl iskilling me!), so
| wasreally concerned that | wouldn’t survivetoday. To counter this, | wastaking massive amounts of
Motrin (doctor prescribed beforethetrip), and for my arthritic knee; glucosmine condroitin. By breskfast
time, | wasfedling no pain. Breakfast, by theway, wasexcel lent.



Wemostly gotonthebus |
ontime; | think wepulledoutfour |
minutes|ate, so not too bad. Our
local tour guide for the morning
was Heiko. No, he wasn’t
Japanese: Helko is a shortened,
diminutive form of Heinrich;
popular with parentsof the 1970s.
Hewasvery informetiveduringthis
mostly “drive-by shooting” bus
tour (driving while shooting
pictures). Wedid stop and get out
at theremnantsof theBerlinWall

Checkpoint Charlie

here. Thiswasidea for my purposes, so the
“death march” group of Knitters, Hacketts,
Cindy, Ray, Cheryl F. and Alicegot off here, as
didMike's* gentlestroll” group.

Thefirst thing wedidwaslook for abank
—someinthegroup still didn’t have cash. We
found acommercial bank, whichwediscovered
doesn’t give money out to people. Looking
around, all the banks we could see were
commercial banks, so we decided to head
towardsthe Reichstag to seewhat we could see.
Nearby, there was a protest about a possible
soninginIran. Our guidehad explained thet there
was always some sort of protest by the
Brandenburg Gate because: 1) therewasaways
mediacoveragethere; 2) If they got ontheair,
anyoneintheworldwould know wherethey were.
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j “Berlin Wall & SS Basement

andformer SShuilding basement / interrogation
rooms, Checkpoint Cherlie, Berliner Dom, and
the Brandenburg Gate—all interesting stops.
Those who wanted to get out at the
Brandenburg Gate, rather than at the Zoo by
the hotel, wereallowed to finish the bustour

Milpitas Post group at the Brandenberg Gate



Wedid get a“MilpitasPost” picturewith our Milpitasgroup at the Brandenburg Gate. Wealso
got apictureinfront of theAmerican Embassy. For abrief moment, Dan*“visted America’ by steppingon
to the Embassy property (and near the Embassy isthe hotel where Michael Jackson had dangled hisson

over aledge).

We passed through the
Brandenburg Gate and headed
towards the Reichstag. The
building wasstunning, but theline
to get in wasway too long today
to get up to the glassdome. We
took our pictures (asdid Mike's
groupwhowasdready there), then
went tolook for abank onthemain
drag—Unter den Linden. There
were no banks by the Reichstag,
and no banksfor avery longtime.
Cindy and | eventudly wentinsde
a Volkswagen dealership and
asked for directions. Asit turned
out, the Deutchebank was one

Dan visits America - in Germany

block away. Wegot our money, and also got water, since they had adispenser there, and then continued
downtheboulevard. Wewerealready at the equestrian statue of Frederick, so no need to takeabusto
Museum Island anymore—we could seeit. Inaway, thiswasgood becauseit gave usan opportunity to
see Humboldt University. Wewent to the*Hitler” book burning site, then to a“Rick Steves approved”
restaurant nearby —the Operencafe. It wasgood, and the\Weisshier wasexcellent.

After lunch, wewent to the Berliner Dom (wherewe had been earlier intheday). Theexterior
(1905—donein Baroque style) wasexquisite; theinterior wasvast. | made the mistake of not setting a

[ 4

time or place to meet
afterwards, so it took
40 minutes to gather
everyone after thefirst
group exited the
building. | won't make
that mistake again!

Westoodinline
for a while and got
ticketsto see Nefertiti’'s
head at the Neues
Museum at 4:30. We
were aso told by the
somewhat angry ticket
agent that all the
museumswould befree
from 6 — 10PM; not
ideal for us, but | liked
theprice.



After stowing our bagsin
thevery hot coat check areawithin
the Neues Museum, we played
“find that Nefertiti head,” Sinceit
wasnot apparent wherethat piece
of art was, the provided map was
useless, and therewasno sSignage
anywhere pointing the way.
Jeffrey won—it wason thesecond
floor —hehad asked aguard. Yup,
it looked like the pictures. It
wasn't better looking than the
pictures, but it surelooked good
for being 3300 years old.
Courtney was very excited; this
was the one thing she wanted to
seein Europe.

Our group with a Blerliner Bear

Weweretold, incorrectly, that we could get into the Neue Galeriewith our tickets. Wedid get to
see some scul ptures at the entrance, but we did not get in. We had 45 minutesto kill, so we headed

Ishtar Gate

towards the Radisson Hotel, which
housed theworld'slargest free-standing
fishtank in thelobby. On theway, we
saw some bronze nudes, so we took a
picture or two. We also took group
pictureswithoneof thelocd BerlinBears.

Thefishtank washuge—maybe
fivestoriestall with an elevator running
through themiddle. Ontheway back to
the Museum, we stopped for some cake
andvery fancy icecreams. Two fromour
group wanted to do some shopping, so
they took bus100and Ift. Theremaining
eight went to the Pergamon Museum.

When we got there, the line
seemed to be moving fine, but then it
stopped, and did not start again for 20
minutesat atime. Standinginlinecan
redly hurttiredfeet! Wewereinthat line
foranhour. Itwastotally worthit though
—the Templeof Zeuswasabsolutely huge
(and the museum only hasathird of it!)
and the I shtar Gate (Nebuchadnezzar’s
entryway to the “Hanging Gardens of
Babylon,” one of the seven wonders of
the ancient world) was absolutely
gorgeous. What ahighlight!



When we headed to the bus
stop, we found a sign to the
“Lustgarten.” We had alot of fun
withthat Sgn. IntheLustgartenitsdif,
infront of the Berliner Dom, some
youth weredressed intogasand they
weretaking picturesby thefountain.
We found that bus 200 would take
ustowherewewanted to go, sowe
took that. Thebuswasvery hot and
crowded—1 wasgetting very swesty.
Ray decided to goto the hotel sohe
continued on after we stopped at the
Gemddegderie.

Before our group of seven
went insdethe Gemaldegalerie, we
really needed fluids. | waseasily a
quart low when we got on the bus,
and was now maybetwo quarts|ow.
We got water by an outdoor movie
theater that was being set up.

Therewasalot of world-classart in that museum. |
think we hit all but two rooms. Unfortunately, | missed the
two Vermeersin the place—thewholereason for coming herel
| guess| got overwhelmed by dl that greet art, and it completely
slipped my mind that | was hereto see Vermeer. Guess!’ll
haveto comeback. Our group of seven actually closed the
place; leaving at 10PM (they kicked usout!). We walked
along theriver on theway home, passing by the Bauhaus. |
was hoping that the building would belit up, but it was not.
Our hotel wascertainly lit-up, and it looked gresat after this10
mileday. Oncel stopped moving, | could not moveagain!

Berliner Dom and Lustgarten
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The kids experience meum overload Jeffrey at the end of the evening



Friday 8/6

Courtney bringsjoy to our tripsthrough her quirkiness. Sofar, shehasstarted collecting “ Gypsy
rocks,” which shekeepsin her pantspocketssothat if aGypsy triesto pick her pocket, all he/shewill get
arerocks. She'shad therocksfor morethan half aday now so of course, she has named them. Today,
shewas obsessed with finding out how to say: “May | pet your dog?’ in German. Andrewaskind enough
toprintit out for her. Courtney spent the morning assaulting unsuspecting German dog ownerswitha
phrasethat sure soundslike“May | strikeyour dog.” A coupleof dog ownersrefused. | triedtotell her
that theverb for ‘ pet’ was' essen,’ but she'ssmarter than that — she’sbeen around metoolong. Shetrusts
Andre'sGerman over mine.

Ohya, both Courtney and Jeffery also spent the better part of yesterday trying to corner and catch
pigeons. Thistrend would continuetoday.

Asidefromall that fun, Courtney hasbeen very loving, but clingy. | guessthisisher reactionto
beinginunfamiliar surroundings. For themost part, I don’t mind, but whenit’shot out and she’shot —like
yesterday —it'sno fun. Today it wascool and rainy, so her constant affection wasquitearight.

Breskfast wasawesomeagain, and | wasthefirst onethereat 6:15. My family joined meat 6:30.
It wasniceto seethat they wereall in one piece after yesterday’slong march. | wastired and achy.

We got our bagsready by eight, and weweredownstairsby 8:30. For somereason, | thought we
wereleavingthen. Thebus(nicebus!) did pull out at 9AM with al aboard.

First stop wasWittenberg. We saw the L uther House, aformer monastery where L uther had been
amonk, but then later became the owner when John the Steadfast bequesthed it tohim. It wasavery big
place (now amuseum) with many L uther documents& books, and many Cranach paintings. It wasavery
well done museum. Thekidsgot bored after awhileand played hide and seek in the place.

Luther House



Fromthere, westrolled down the cobbled main street. Themain (and redlly only) street had really
been dolled-up after so many yearsof Communism; at least attempting to regain someof itsformer glory.
Fivehundred yearsago, thiswasthesiteof animpressive university, and the Prince/El ector’spaace home.
Just down the street, we stopped to look at Melanchthon’'shome. A littlefurther down, welooked at the
Rathausand at the Marian Church where L uther preached every Sunday. We had timefor aquick lunch,
soour budoad of 40 spread out indl directions. My family tried to get serviceat an outdoor café, but they
werepainfully slow, soweleft. Down the street, wefound aplace that served Turkish *donner” (think

Greek gyros), so we ate
there. The food was
cheap! Thewholefamily
atefor under ten Euros, so
wesplurged onicecream.

At the Rathaus,
there was a recently
married couple taking
picturesby thelimo they
had arrived in. We
followed them to the
Castle Church. Thisis
where Luther posted his
95 theses. Heposted his
theses at this church,
rather than at theMarian
church, becausethiswas

“95 Theses” do

Wittenberg and the Castle Church

the government and university church, and L uther
wanted to debate with his colleaguesand Frederick
theWise, not thecommon man.

| found it interesting that Luther never
preached at the Castle Church; he'sburied here, as
isMelanchthon, Frederich and John.

Thekids wanted to climb the impressive
tower (with“Mighty Fortress’ writtenonit), but |
only had 100 Eurobills, and wecouldn't find Barbara
for 1Eurocoins. By thetimewefound her (exiting
the bathroom acrossthe street), it wastoo | ate.

| fell adeep for most of therideto Leipzig.
When | was awake, | would talk to Tom about
architecture. He had been anArchitectural planner
for years, and then became acollegeArchitecture
teacher. Courtney, sitting besdeme, would ask Tom
and wife Kathy all kinds of random questions. |
thought thismight annoy them after awhile, but they
seemedtolikeit.



It was raining when we
gottoLeipzig. Thefirst church
we saw there was the Thomas
Church where Bach had played
for much of hiscareer, and where
hewasnow buried. Itwasalarge
church, but | wouldn’'t call it
impressive. Truthfully, itlooked
much better from the outside. It
did havetwo organsontheinside,
and it wasn't too long before a
lady began playingononeof them.
Theacousticswere so great —it
almost brought metotears. The
sound was ethereal!

Ray and | found a dead
royal or knight depicted in
sculpture above hisgrave, sowe

Thomas Church, burial site of Bach

copied the pose on anearby bench and took pictures. It somehow felt sacrilegious, but it wasfun.

Ray takes a nap

devil, tempting Professor Faust (or Faustus... which
means“lucky”).

Next up was the Nicholas Church. Now
there’'sachurch! Theexterior wasn't muchtowrite
home about, but theinterior wasthe most unique
and beautiful | haveever seen! Itwas“Hawaiian
Tropic” themed “Romantic Baroque.” Thepillars
weregreen pamtreeswith light pink onthewalls.
Itlooked likeaparty church—itlooked like spumoni!
—though thiswasa so the church whereapeaceful
movement started that eventually led to thefall of
“thewall” and Communismin 1989. | redly felt
connected and at homeinthisplace—whowouldn’t
want to cometo thischurch!

Thewalk through town wasnice, even with

therain. It wasapparent that themerchantsof Leipzig
were quitewealthy; lotsof gold on those buildings!
Webriefly looked at some statuesof Goethe's* Faust”
with Mephisto (or Mephistophelesif you prefer), the

Nicholas Church has a conga-line ministry!



A short busride took
ustoour hotdl for thenight: The
Westin. Thismight just bethe
best hotel wewill deepinthe
entiretrip. Even though the
hotel wasgreet, thedinner was
only OK; aswas the Dunkel
disguised asa Schwartz bier.
That beer had no substance!
The soupwasphenomend, but
the best thing for the main
coursewasthebroccoli. After
dinner, Barbaraand Courtney
donned bathing suits & robes
to go swimming while took
Ray, Cheryl F. and Cindy to
see the large and impressive
train station. We went to see
24 tracks of German
efficiency, and then went to the post office downstairsto get stamps. Cindy used all the German shehad
picked up sofar to successfully talk to the postal clerk. | wasreally impressed. Cheryl got apiggy bank
for oneof her kids. Ontheway home, severa of ustook picturesof ametal scul pturethat many pairsof
shoes had beenthrown on.

When | got back to my room, Barbaratold methat she and Courtney had encountered anaked
Oriental inthesauna. Neither wasfazed by thisbecausethey knew thiswas culturally acceptable by both
Japanese Orientds, and by Germans. Some of thewomen in our group weread so thereand were gpparently
alittlefreaked-out by
this. Barb and
Courtney stayed to
talk to their new
Orientd friend, though
they did keep their
clotheson.

Backupinmy
room, | took a bath
(rather than ashower)
for the first time in
20ish years because
our roomcamewitha
bath big enough tofit
me. It brought back
childhood memoriesof
me playing with toy
boats, and being a
‘submarine’ every
timel submerged.
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Lepzig Train Terminal
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Saturday 8/7

Wehad alot to do today, and aset time at Wartburg Castle, so breakfast wasat 6:30, and the bus
left at 8:00. Thebreakfast wassimply spectacular —good mests, veggiesand cheese. Theridetothe
castlewasthrough rolling countryside, dotted with modern windmills (7% of Germany’ senergy needsare
supplied by wind power). Theviewswere pretty spectacular because Courtney and | grabbed thefront
seatstoday. Every onceinawhile, we' d see somenice steepleor castleon ahill.

Onthebus, Andrewastalking
about Luther getting kidnapped by
Frederick, then being takento Wartburg.
Shortly after that speech, we passed a
signsaying “Entering Thuringia” That
got methinking: If Frederick wasfrom
Saxony, then how could he get Luther
into aThuringen castle? Andredidn’t
know, but would be happy to research
itfor me.

At the rest stop, we got some
“kinder joy” eggsfor thekidsand | got
acappuccino.

Theclimbtothecastlewasabit
of an effort, but on thewhole, not bad.

i It was a great looking castle, though
Wartburg Castle smaler than| thought itwould be. When
we got to the top, Barbaranoticed that
her camerawas missing. She checked her bag and her jacket, but it wasn’t there. She cameto the
conclusion that shehad |eft it in her bathrobelast night, since she had taken it with her tothepool. Andre
washiceenoughto call thehotel, but they couldn’t find it. Someoneeither had anew camera, or itwasin
somewashing machine being beaten to desth.

Our castle tour guide was
funny and informative—hereally
made the hour-long tour go quick.
Room after room got better and
better. Thewomen'’ssitting room,
all donein (two million!) mosaic
tesserae, mostly gold, was just
stunning. It was a shame that so
much of thiscastlewasnot origind,
but all the original stuff had been
carried off along timeago by fans
of Luther. It was actually Goethe
who made the pleato restore this
castle, and for peopleto returnthe
origina furniture. Very littleof the
origind furnituredid return, but many
donated similar period furniture
instead. | seem to recall in my
readings that Hitler considered

,
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Wartburg to bethe perfect, archetypica German Castle. | agree, but I’ d also cast avotefor Burg Eltzon
theMosdl. Thehistory of the*singing desth match,” wheretheloser of theeventinthiscastlelost hislife,
wasaninteresting bit of trivia. Thetour guide also had theanswer to the question | posed toAndreearlier.
After . Elizabeth of Hungary lost her husband (they wereliving in Wartburg Castle), shegot kicked out
of thecastle. Her husband'sbrother took over, and therewasawar (twowarsactually). Thebrother lost
thewar, but retained Thuringiauntil hedied. Hedied withno maeher. The Saxon ruler, who hadwonthe
war, took over Thuringiaupon the brother’sdeath, and it was till in the hands of Saxony at the time of

Thegrand hall on
the upper floor of thecastle
had great acoustics and
was all done up in
“RomanticMedievd.” The
composer Handel had
created the interior, or at
leastimprovedit. Theold
roof wasflat andit gavethe
placeterribleacoudtics. He
vaulted the roof and put
wood andflagseverywhere
to deaden the“bounce.”

ay

' he Grand Hall -

Of course, theroom everyone wanted
to seewasthe L uther room. It wassmall and
plain, and way at theend of thecastlewherehe
wouldn’'t bedisturbed, but it was packed with
ggnificant history —thisiswherethefirst Greek
to German New Testament, which was
trandated in only 10 weeks, had been written
(thisworksout to 22 trand ated, hand-written
pagesaday!).

Mike's knee had been giving him
troubleand thiscastledid himin. Hecould no
longer movehiskneeandit wasswollentothe
sizeof agrapefruit. Therest of thetripwill not
befunfor him—I’vebeenthereafew times(on
Europetripsnoless), andit doesn’t end well.

Thekidsdidn’t want bratwurst at the
baseof thehill, soweleft themwithmoney and
somebus-matesat thetop of thehill. Our brats
and beer were very good, though maybe not
Luther's Room ' the“bestin Germany” asthesign claimed.



Wehadthe
time, so we were
able to tour the
townonEisenacha
the bottom of the
hill. First, wewent
to Bach’s birth
house. Thismay or
may not have been
hishouse, but it was
within a short
distanceof thecity
center, and it was
large enough to
house hismuseum.
There is no
evidence that
Bach’'s dad was
rich, so this house " = :
seemed really " Bach's house? Pﬁﬁfblyihét, buti s large enough for the museum
unlikely —thehouse
was huge. Down the road was L uther’s boyhood home. Martin's dad wasrich, and this home was
definitely his. Alittlefurther beyond that was St. George’'s Church. Theexterior (pink Baroque) was
ghastly, but theinterior, Baroquewith threegallery floors, wasquitenice. Both Bach and L uther had sung

inthechoir hereaschildren, though not at thesametime.
L uther a so preached hereon hisreturn homefrom
the® Diet of Worms.”

Aswe left Eisenach, we saw
one of those extremely rare
Wartburg convertibles.
Thesewerehandcrafted
cars, built in
Eisenach, for

"\‘_‘_'U communi st

!‘ “ ® . Party Officids.

Today, ithelda

'b‘lb QY.‘\ g recently

¥ married

&8 couple. This

¥ 3-cylinder,

y 2-stroke mini

convertible

was  well

maintained

and absolutely
gorgeous!

This was Luther’s boyhood home -- facing the main square



Wegot to Erfurt an hour later, and began our
walkingtour a theAugustine M onastery where L uther
had becomeamonk. The church at the monastery,
though large, wasvery smple, even by Romanesgue
sandards. Theusud highlight of thisplace, theorigind
stained glasswindows, were out for restoration. It
wasfrom thesewindowsthat L uther got theideafor
the symbol for the L utheran Church.

On theway out, | passed by some candles
Sttinginsand. Courtney had drawnasignaturesmiley
face in the sand. We saw the free parts of the
monastery, and most importantly, the gate Luther
would enter every day. As we were leaving the
monastery, another NAWAS group was entering.
They had their nametags on and everything (1 didn’t
even pass our nametags out — | hate nametags!). |
believe this NAWAS group was ELCA Lutheran
becausetheir pastor wasfemale.

* The gate to the monastery

The Kammerbrucke Bridge

dolled-up. Inthefishmarket square, wesaw
twobuildingsside-by-sdewithsmilar facades,
but onewasvery colorful and the other one
wasmostly uniformincolor. Ray and| were
joking about amixed-up paint order: “Man,
what am | going to dowith 20 gallonsof non-
refundableochrepaint!”

Courtney ran over to a dog owner
and thistime, handed them her note. This
worked better than her broken German. They
werevery amused and they let her pet their

dog.

o —1 Westrolled for abit and came

____toKammerbrucke, theonly bridgewith
houses on it this side of the Alps. It
wasvery cute. Thewholetownwas

25 cute! Most all of these buildingshad
fdlenintodisrepair under Communism,
but thanksto the“ Reunification Tax,”
which West Germans hate, these
buildings were being restored and

“Ochre” House on the Fish Market Square



TheErfurt Cathedrd and . Severuschurchwereimpressvefromafar. Therewasawholebunch
of stuff infront of the Cathedral becausethe city was preparing for aHandel’s M essiah song and dance
fest. Thesechurcheswereontop of ahill, so 67 stepsto get there.

TheErfurt Cathedra turned out to beadouble church. Onesidewas Gothic, 14" century, and the
other side appeared to be Neo-Gothic, 15" century. The Gothic side, with aBaroqueA pse (sitting ontop
of theoriginal c. 750 St. Boniface Church), wasgreat, even with the glasswindowsin desperate need of
cleaning. Mike'scamerahad run out of batteriesso he asked meto take picturesfor him. My cameraran
out of batteries just as |
snapped my last picture of %r
thechoir seetswhereLuther 7%
would havesat. | wasless §
impressed with the Neo-
Gothic side, though it did
haveamassive, multi-story
baptistery. Next door at St.
Severus, they had anequdly
massive baptistery, and a
fantastic Baroque organ.
Too bad | had no batteries
|eft!

Our hotel waskind
of funky. | could see that
they weretrying to pull off
thelook of agrand hotd, but
redly, they wereconnecting
two old hotelswith glassin
themiddle. Itwasjust odd;
wonderful and attentive staff though.

In the hour we had before dinner, Barbaraand | walked to agrocery storefor communionwine,
figuring that the stores could be
closed after dinner. Dinner was
duck (whichrhymeswith‘yuck’).
Thiswasvery posh, and no doubt
expensive, but alot of Americans
don'tlikeit. Wesuredidn't. At
my table, maybehdf theduck got
eaten. Hey, thelocal black beer
was good and sweet, though
pricy for thisregion, aswasthe
outrageously expensive scotch
that afew of us had at the bar
afterwards (Oban, 16.50 euros
per glass!). Some went to see
the choir practice on the church
steps. | wastootired so | went
to bed.

—

Erfurt Cathedral (L) and St. eerus Church (R)

Duck, potatoes and black beer



Sunday 8/8

Thisfunky little hotel did havea
great breakfast, which even included
springrollsand chow meininadditionto
thetraditional Germanfare. Thiswasthe
best breakfast todate! Until 7AM, itwas
only me,Ann, Karen & Kathy. | learned
during our conversation that we had all
been Great Daneownersat somepointin
our life(Cheryl H. alsohad aGreat Dane,
but shewas't a breskfast). Thetwowho
came next were Jeffrey and Tim. | was
shocked—Jeffrey isusudly alatemorning
person. | met Courtney ontheway down
as | was going up. Shewas tired and Communion service on the steps of Erfurt Catheéral
feding queasy; shehadacoldaswell. She
atelight that morning. | roused Barbaraout of bed, and shewent down to eat with Courtney.

We had a brief communion service on the steps of Erfurt Cathedral (where Luther becamea
priest). Itwaslovely: Pastor Miketalked about St. Martin of Tours (L uther’s namesake) and Pastor Joe
talked about Luther’'s views on
communion. Weintincted to savetime.
Courtney had her first communionthere
(Courtney totally gets all aspects of
communion, so we allowed it).
Afterwards, wetook pictureson the steps
with our local papers. | wound upwitha
lot of leftover wine to dump, carry or
consume.

Dresden was added to our
itinerary for afew reasons, but mostly
because our bus driver wanted to take
that route. Dresden wasincredible; all
that wasflattened had beenrestored. The
communistsrestored thecivic buildings,
and the Western Germans restored the
churchesafter thefal of Communism. To
restorethe churches, thebuilderg/planners
used hundreds of pictures & sketches,
plusthestill useablestonestorebuild. You
could tell which stones were original
because they were soot-black. Maybe
10% of themain churchwasorigina. Thet
churchtook 15 yearsto rebuild, whichto
mewas absolutely amazing —even with
modern equipment; and that wasjust one
of many churches in this town being
rebuilt, all at thesametime. Amazing.

One of the recently rebuilt churches in Dresden



My favorite building was the
“Orangerie,” whichwasthesizeof afortress
—all so that they could protect fruit treesin
winter.

After our brief tour, welooked for fast
food because the kids were hungry, yet we
weretime-constrained. Thebratwurst guy we
found had just run out of brats, sowewent to
the museum. The kids were cranky, but |
explained to them that they would eat again,
but wemay never beinDresdenagain. | don't
think they got it, but | did not want to miss
seaing the Dresden Vermeer inthegdlery, snce
wewere here, and may never be here again.
We must have done the fastest tour of that
museum ever; essentialy looking for asingle
painting. | found it first, having had the
advantage of knowing what it looked like,
though Jeffrey suretried hard. The painting
was much larger than some of the other
Vermeers, and it was, of course, simply
sunning. Afterwards, wewent to the museum
café, but there was nothing on the menu that
thekidswould eat, solunchwasgelato out on
thesguare. Itwasnot filling. Atthenext rest
stop, just the other side of the border in the Czech Republic, we sought food and bathroomsinaM cDonal ds.
Thebathroomswere closed dueto a®technical difficulty” (likeatour busarriving), sowegot out of there
beforethekidswere ableto get food. | had energy barsin my bag, so | gavethemtothekids.

Just prior to arriving at our hotel in Prague, weran into traffic. Therewasasoccer match at the
arenaand the crowdswererowdy. The policewereout inforce; some on horseback.

Our hotel turned out to be a 1950s Soviet Erabuilding; though aluxuriousversion for Party
Officids. Itwasdtill oppressve-looking,
and had avery old feel toit. It even
sndledold. Why did CrownePlazabuy
this? Theword*“relic’ comestomind.

For once, the soup was bad but
themain coursewasgood. | hadaCzech
beer which tasted exactly like
Budweiser. Thismakessense, because
Budwel ser camefrom Czechodovakia
originaly. After dinner, thekidsand |
didlaundry. Nooneinour groupwanted
toleavethe hotel (except for Kathy &
Karen) so Barb and | turned in early.
We, dong with darn near everyoned se,
wanted to rest up for tomorrow’s
activities. Our sinister-looking hotel in Prague

o

The family in Dresden’s main square




Monday 8/9

It was overcast when |
woke up. The TV confirmed a
chanceof rain (It had beenflooding
inour area, and yesterday, we saw
acouple of riversthat were over
their banks. Partsof Dresdenwere
flooded.) Breskfast wasgood, and
themusic in the background was
late 70s.

Wemet our local guideon
thebusat 9AM, and proceeded to
the palace area. The palace was
nice, but thetruegem of thisplace
was St. Vitus Cathedral. The
churchwasanimpressive (French)
Gothicwith asemi-copied Cologne
facade. Thischurch had beenbuilt
uptothetranseptinmedieval times
then stopped until the 19%/20"
century. Inside, there was some
impressive 20" century glassand a
huge silver tomb for St. John of
Neopmuk (aChrigtian Martyr who
was drowned on the orders of the
guy in the other room...). The

Neopmuk’s Tomb

St. Vitus Facade & interior

royashad their own entrance (the Gol den Entrance) at
the south transept, and St. Wenceslaswasburied right
at theentry below theroyal gallery seating (asin Good
King Wenceslas... who also had John of Neopmuk
thrown off abridge and drowned).

Unfortunately, no oneseemedto beableto hear
our guide— her voicegot lost in the mix of theroom.
Shewasalso competing with other, louder groups. She
took usoutside S. Vitusand around the south sideto
look at the Golden Entry and at theimpressive tower.
We a so saw amodern obelisgue which stood for the
unity of Czechodovakia, except thetwo countriessplit
in 1993, so now it washistoric.



Modern Glass

- Aps Exterior

More Modern Glass - very Art Deco

Golden Entrance



Wenext entered alargeroominthepalace. Thiswasareceptionand concert hall. Courtney liked
theroof. Nearby were somecrown jewels. Wethen spent alot of timein achapel-likeroom and talked
about “fenestration” —throwing peoplewhoseideasdiffered with yoursout thewindow. ThePrague court
seemedtoliketodothis. Inonestory our guidetold us, three peoplewere thrown out of a25 meter high
window and lived; only one had broken aleg; therest were only winded. They had landed on apile of
refuse. Eventually, one of these men becameking. He put an end to the practice of fenestration.

We were competing with two other groupsto get into and out of anarrow passageway. It wasnot
fun. 1t took forever to get our entiregroup out. Wenext saw St. George'schurch, with no comment from
our guide, and headed out the pal ace gates. Inthedistance, you could seethelower city and thesite of our
afternoon quest; the Strahov Monastery. Nearby weretwo of thee musicianswho had been featuredina
Rick StevesPraguevideo. Theflautist wasexcellent.

The family on the Charles Bridge

Someof our galsleft intaxiswhiletherest of uswalked the cobbled d opes of the old town down
tothe CharlesBridge. Thedownhill wasnot kind to kneesand toes, but the viewswere nice (no addresses
onthebuildings, just signsof what these peopledid. Our guidegrew upinthispart of thecity back when
itwasquiet; no cars, only horse-drawn carriages during communist rule.).

We next crossed the Charles Bridge, which | will admit wasalot more stunning than | thought it
would be. Theviewsall around wereterrific (thanksto NOT being bombed during Nazi occupation).

Inthemain square, we stopped at the astronomical clock and watched it go off at 1PM. It began
torainjust astheclock started. With that, our four hour guided tour wasover.



Eleven of us(Knitters, Hacketts, Christensens, Cindy, Cheryl F. and Ray) opted to goto Prague's
Hard Rock Caféfor a“quick” lunch before taking thetram to the monastery. The guy running the place
wasvery friendly, and camefrom Pittsburgh. Hehad beenlivingin Praguefor fiveyears, and hadlivedin
Munich beforethat. He gave ussometips, and also told usthat half the monastery museum had been
closed for renovation, and that it currently wasn’t worth thetrip up there.

Lunchtook two hours. Theplace
may have been American, but theservice
wasdefinitely European. No onewanted
to go to the monastery for the* best beer
inthe Czech Republic,” and they wanted
to catch the 4PM bus back to the hotel,
sowewent back to the city square; most
opted to go shopping. | took the
Christensens, Ray & Jeffrey to see Our
Lady After Tyn, but thischurchwasclosed
on Mondays. Wehad abeer instead at a
café while we waited. We kept seeing [
other tour members, even our guide (who S
washiceenoughtositwithusfor awhile), & &
asCulley and | had themost excellent beer B
of theentiretrip. TheCzech Republicis &g
knownfor their pilsners, but thisdark beer #
was better than any dark | had ever had; ©
period. Tour members would see us,
comeover, and chat for awhileand then
leave. Eventually, it wasasotimefor us
todepart. Thewaitressshort-changed me
on purpose (I had read that thisoccurred
frequently in Prague). | didn’t bother to
complain because the beer was so good,
and theexperienceof being short-changed
by acrafty Czech waitresswasworththe
$1.50.

The family on the square near Our Lady Before Tyn

Our group gathered at the astronomical clock, then took aleisurely 25 minutewalk to the bus;
viewing dl themagica Baroqueand Art Nuevo architecturealong theway. Pragueisagrest city —clearly
worth severa daysand not just one afternoon.

Dinner wasat an Italian restaurant near our hotel. Twenty-four peoplewent. 1t waspretty good
too. | had anchovy, olive & caper pizza. Both kidshad what |ooked (and tasted like) top ramen. Courtney
had bacon and mushroomson hers; Jeffrey had steak and marinara. Surprisingly, both kidslovedthis
place. Barbara, who wasn’t hungry, went outside and photographed Czech signs, carsand tramsfor a
classactivity. Thekidssaid that they weretired, so weleft without conversing with therest of our group.
Thosewho had ordered saladshadn’ t gotten their main courseyet.

Thosekidslied—they wereredly just bored! The second they got out thedoor, they got silly and
active. They practically skipped thewholeway home. That evening, we pretty much just crashed. The
day waspretty exhausting. Jeffrey’slaundry wastill wet —hereally shouldn’t have packed jeansfor this
trip.



Tuesday 8/10

TheCrownePlazaredly did haveafunky smell toit. | couldn’t quite placeit, other thanit wasan
“old” sméell. Thelasttimel smelledthiswasat theWaldorf AstoriainNY C.

Breakfast, again, wasgood. | was pretty much alone. | did catch Pastor Mike at the bar by the
elevator. Hewasthere becausethe place offered freewi-fi. Mikeand | agreed that our group was getting
worn-out. Today’slong busridewouldfit thehill.

Thehighrolling hillsof the Czech Republic gradually got lower and lower aswe approached the
German border. We made our |ast stop on the Czech sidefor abathroom break (or asAndrecallsit, a
“comfort stop.”), and to unload the
rest of our Czech Kroners. Shortly
after that, wewereback in Germany.

It rained for alittle while,
though not bad. Every onceina |
while, we would pass some cute
village. Our lunch stop had some
warmfood (goodtoo!), and aBurger
King. Jeff went withthefamiliar and
therest of thefamily atelocdl. | think
that we were the ones who got
rewarded. | had somesort of curried
meat patty thing that | hope to
duplicate when | get back to the
States.

Whenwegot to Munich, we
parked at the | sartor Gate and met
our guide, Bernadette. She showed
usaround thecity center, and then the Nymphenburg Palace. At thestart of our tour, we stopped to look
at someof theoldwall foundations. Wethenlooked at an
old courtyard with itsown water source, and thenwetook a
quick march through the Hofbrauhaus. We saw wherethe
localsparked their beer steinsand wherethey washed them.
It wasthenonto Marienplatz. We saw S. Peters Church
and the Rathauswith the glockenspid.

Nymphenburg Palace, which started asa“ hunting
lodge,” wasaheck of alot larger than | thought it would be.
Thegardenswerelovely, aswasthelarge ballroom onthe
secondfloor.

Bernadette mentioned that abiergarten wasusualy
outdoorsunder chestnut trees, and the original tableswere
treetrunks. Thetablesserved the purpose of meeting places
to discussmattersof importance. Rathausesgeneraly hada
tableand abrewery inthebasement. Eachtownanddistrict
had their own meeting placeto discussthings, whichiswhy
thereareso many biergartensin Germany. Theofficidsand
regularshad their own stein (meaning ‘ stone’) locker, with
steinsbeing passed down through the generations.

Our gangentering the Hofbrauhaus

The Glockenspiel at th Rathus



Bernadetteleft usat our hotel. Our hotel, the‘drel lowen’ (threelions), wasinthemiddleof a
Turkishdigtrict withinview of thebahnhof. It wasn't afivestar hotel, but | redlly likedit. Theroomswere
alittleolder, but had the best bathroomsto date.

Dinner wasvery good, though not everyoneat our tableliked * mushroom soup” ontheir chicken.
| did, so | wound up with alot of mushrooms.

Theafter dinner event wasawalk to aplace with anice view and the best beer and sausagesin
Munich, accordingto TripAdvisor. | had been to the Hofbrauhaus House on afew occasionsand found
it loud and crowded with tourists. | wanted amore mellow community feel.

We got to the spot on the map by Frauenkirche, but saw no evidence of the place so we asked
somelocas. Onthethirdtry, wegot good directions. Whenwegot to the Nuremburger, wefound Pastor
Mike sgroup there (they had | eft before us so they could go seethe glockenspiel move). They seemedto
have gotten thelast seats, and the place was packed. Our group of 14 had to split into two groupsat the
neighboring umbrellasthat served the same beer from the same cellar, but not the sausages. | tried the
Augustiner Hellesand their Edel stoff, which camefrom awood cask. Courtney ordered an alcohol-free
beer, but found it too “ hoppy.” Wewerelooking for that
nutrient-rich“ pregnant mother & children’s’ beer that Andre
had mentioned, but our location didn’t serveit (though the
walitresstotal ly knew what wewereta king about —she had
beenraised onit).

After Mike sgroup left, my group moved over from
theAugustiner Dom, wherewe had been seated (great view
of the Frauenkirchefromherel!) tothe Nuremburger. Culley
ordered potato salad for all (it wasgreat!) and a 60 euro
plate of sausagesand kraut (also great!). | tried the Dunkel
here... itwasonly OK. | liked the other two much better,
andtheHdlesthebest. Our group closed theplaceat 11:30,
and madeit back to our hotel by midnight.

-




Hohenschwangau and Neuschwanstein

Wednesday 8/11

Thehotel doesneed to do something with their breakfast food area. All the other hotelshad wide
open spaces, but Drei Lowen hasaminiature horseshoe design with only oneopening in or out —thefood
isontheinsdeof thehorseshoe. Thisisvery inefficient for aGerman place. Thefood wasgood though;
I had never had wei ss sausagefor breakfast, but our guide Andretold usthat weiss sausage wastypicaly
served at breakfast, and that you were to peel off the casing of the sausage. | had always had weiss

Interior of Weis Church

sausagein the evening with thecasing. Who
knew; sixteen yearsof doing it wrong! This
was the best weiss sausage ever! | now like
weliss sausage!

Thefirst stop of theday wasto asmall
churchwithaview of Neuschwanstein Castle.
Our second stop was a nice place below the
castlewherewe could shop, take pictures, and
eat applestrudel. Mikeand | knew that one
of Ludwig'sother castles, Hohenschwangau,
was nearby so we hiked up the hill past the
long ticket lineto snap afew shots. Asweleft
that area, we saw paraglidersjumping off the
hillsde; floating overhead andlanding near cows
inafidd.

Not too long later, we stopped off at
the Barogque-Rococo Wieskirche (Wiesmeans
meadow; not white). It wassimply stunning,
and this time, for me, there was no church
servicegoing onso | wasableto spend alot of
timelooking at details. Downthehill, for the
first time, | noticed that therear most wheelsof
Anton'sbusturndightly withtheturn of thefront
wheds Thisdlowsthebustoturn muchtighter
—tighter than anon-stretch bus according to
Anton.



We got to Oberammergau and began to drop peopl e off; our group wasto be split up among six
different homesand hotel sthroughout thecity. Eventhough my family could havegotten off withthefirst
group, | stayed on so | could seewhereeveryoneelsewas. It aso allowed meto meet Gabby, one of the
two NAWA Srepresentativeswho lived inthiscity. Shegot my family on aminibusthat took me straight
toour home. Beforel left Andreand Anton, | gavethem our spare meal ticketsand they wereelated.

Back in Cdifornia, Mikeand
| had assigned placesto our group. It
wasafew dayslater that the NAWAS
rep called me and told me what the
“secret codes’ on the bottom of the
hotel/meal/play ticketsmeant (I had
written names on each packet inink,
so | didn’'t want to change things).
Letters were for accommodations
types (Hotel, Pension, or room at a
home), and then there was anumber
rating of theroom based onsizeand
features(1—badto4—fantastic). The
rep told meto makesurel gota3or
a4. | had given my family al—the
lowest rating. | don’t mind rustic
accommodations, and infact, | sort of
don'tlikereally fancy places, sol left
thingstheway they were. My family
also had two roomsinahome—also
my preference. Why do | mentionall
this; becauseif my accommodations
werea“1,” then everyone else must
have incredible accommodations!
Ourswerefirgrate, andthisparticular =~ =i o @RS -
homeat thebase of thelocal char-lift | . : _
wasrated “ best winter apartments’ in ? 5 — o /

Oberammergau, 2008. Our hosts,

Albert & Diane were young and Gasthaus Gerta, where some of our folks stayed in

energetic, even with three toe-head Oberammergau

kidsunder theage of eight running around. | think Albert would makeagrest school teacher; heexpresses
what heknowsinaway that iseasy to understand and he does so with passion (heisactudly alifeguard
at theloca pool —1 hopeit’sindoors!). Courtney thought helooked like Jesus. Asacast member inthe
Passon Play (hedid al the crowd scenes, and one of the Old Testament “ stills™), hehad grown out hishair
and beard, and helooked thoroughly Jewish... athough heisCatholic. Hisoldest son, Fdlix, wasalsoin
theplay (he'sinthevery first scene, holding onto Peter’shand asthey walk acrossthe stage, and he'sin
the next crowd scene... thenit’s off to bed!). When we got upstairs, we had to laugh because the
Oberammergau brochuresin our (fantastic!) room featured Albert & Diane. Inboth brochures, Albert
was clean-shaven with very short hair; and he waswearing lederhosen. Helooked rugged, and very
Arian. Thebrochureswere probably made 10 yearsago, so before children. Dianeisattractive now, but
WOW!, inawhitebikini 10 yearsago... Albertisalucky man. Thesetwo may very well havemet each
other asmodels some yearsago.



The walk down from the dinner spot

We had sometimeto fitin shopping before our
very late 8PM dinner, so wewalked to themain street:
Dorfstrasse. My feet werekillingme (I had taken no
drugstoday for thefirst timeonthistrip to seehow my
heel wasdoing—1 guess| still need the drugs), but |
was determined to see all the stores. We decided to
reconnoiter, rather than purchase haphazardly, and then
procure (rather than shop) between acts of the play
tomorrow. After two hoursor so, we had seenal the
storesand we had everything we wanted picked-out.

We headed (hobbled) back to our flat, and then
took ahikeup thehill to our “nearby” food place. The
place was “near-ish” — | could seeit from 150 feet
below, but it took abit of timeto hikeup the hill to get
there. Man, am| out of shape! Whenwegot into this
new Italian Restaurant at the bottom of thelocal ski
slope, it must have been 80 degreesinside. | swested
foralongtime. Every bit of thefood—except for Barb's
lasagna—wasexcelent. Theservicewastypically dow
though; my kidswere so bored, and we pretty much
went to bed at 10:30 the moment we got home.

Courtney reads with a friend



Thursday 8/12

Play Day! Our wholetrip wasleading up to thisday.

During breakfast, Albert explained the play (Passionately!), which really helped. Healsohad on
theofficia shirt, and was showing usthe official book. | takeit that the actors get a percentage of the
proceedsfrom thesetwoitems. Wethen asked him point-blank if hewent to church. Heexplainedthat he
wasagood Catholic, but that he was mad at the government and the church, so hedid not attend often.
Thegovernment chargesachurchtax onall Germans. In part, thisisto keep the historic (and touristic)
churchesbeautiful, but it a'so paysthe priests salary (or soAlbert believes). Thechurch also asksfor
money, but because the government paysthe priests, according to Albert, thereisno incentivefor the
priest or the church to offer anything decent, program-wise, that would appeal to anyone. Churchis
boring, and al they want isyour money (where have | heard that before!). Albert doesnot take his
childrento church, becausethereisnothing to offer them.

Thismorning, someof our group would gototheLinderhof. Thisistheonly castle Ludwig ever
completedin hislifetime. Our group would need to betenaciousthough: today it wasraining.

Ten
joined our
group, and
boy, what a
treatitwas! It
had almost
stopped
raining when
we got there
and the rain
stopped by the
timewegotto
this estate.
Ludwigwasa
huge fan of
Versaillesand
of Louis 14"
and 15", so
thisplacewas
tomirror that.
Itdidn’t, but it
wasn't shabby
either. It'stoo
bad we couldn’ t take pictures—theinsidewas so well donein Baroquewith mirrorsall around, gold, and
Meissen ceramicseverywhere. Therewerea so Chinesevaseseverywhere, sncethat wasthe styleof the
day. Eachroom had itsown color and theme, and the second floor (Ludwig'sfloor) wasbuilt around a
central staircase. Hisbedroomwasto imitate Louis 14" sroom, whichit certainly did in grandeur (even
though Louis canopy had 40 poundsof gold thread init, and Ludwig had 8.8 poundsin thewhole house,
| thought Ludwig’sroom looked nicer), but unlike Louis, Ludwig never actually used hisbedroom for
entertainment and business. Ludwig also dept by day and waked around at night. Another room Ludwig
never used was hissignatureroom (office), except to read in. His* breakfast nook,” wherehehad all his
meals, wasawesome. Histablewould descend through the second floor to thefirst floor and the second
floor would closebehind it. When thetablereappeared, therewould befood oniit.

(S

The family at thé front ard of the Linderhof




Side view of the Linderhof

One of his
chandelierswasmade
entirdy out of ivory. It
was stunning... and
obvioudy couldn’'tbe
replicated (legally)
today.

A very steep
climbuphill ledusto
Ludwig's “Grotto,”
which was a 100%
man-made cavewith
thefirst ever electric
lights inside (steam
powered!) to put
color floods on the
wall. Magnificent!
Nearby was the
Turkish Kiosk; also
very nice.

Werealized about thistimethat we had 10 minutesto walk alittle over amileto our bus. We

clearly weren't goingto makeit. Wearrived
in waves. Barbara had to go to the
bathroom at the top of the hill, so shewas
thelast onedown. | waited for her at the
fork in the road because she can’t read
German and therewereno English subtitles.
Shel d havea50% chanceof finding theright
path. We madeit to the bus seven minutes
late; not bad cons dering the bathroom break
plusthe steep descent. We certainly made
ithomeontimefor alittlerest beforetackling
theski dopeto lunch.

After lunch, we rested, and then
took the busto thecity center. Beforeyou
knew it, it wastimefor theplay.

Firgt off, | must say that | wasredly
impressed with the building; plenty of
openingsto get peopleinand out, the stage
was open-air, but had acanopy that could
be extended on rainy days (liketoday; or
evensnowy days. | waslessimpressedwith
thebathroom access, and redlly unimpressed
with the chairs. They were too close
together, and redlly uncomfortable. 1 know
Jesussuffersintheplay, but must we?




| was really good about
reading ahead whenever the chorus
sang (sncetheplay isin German), and
| did see Fdlix and Albert on stage, but
after two hours, | beganto nod-off. It
becameastruggleto stay awake, and
| wasgetting sorefromthe seat. Great
play though! | liked the human “still
lifes’ that connected the Old Testament
stories typologically with what was
goingonin Christ’sPassion. Thebass
soloist in the chorus was awesome.
The soprano and alto soloists were
good. Thetenor though... sheesh, was
heafill-infor thegood tenor whowas
homesick inbed?

Courtney didn’t think Jesus
should be blonde; Jeffrey, amazingly
enough, was paying attention and
reading the English version of the
script.

Dinnertime cametoo soonand
yet not soon enough. We certainly
weren't hungry, but my back, sdeand
butt could sure use the break! This
time, the shuttle bustook usup thehill
totherestaurant. Yeah! Barbandthe
kidsweretoo anxiousto wait for the
shuttleto takeusdownthehill. They
wanted to get on sweaters, and then
do our procuring before the play
started again. Weactually did all our
shopping with time to spare. We
shipped our wood-carved booty home
sowewouldn't havetocarry it for the
next ninedays. Thisleft Barbarafree
to shop for an hour whilethekidsand
| had coffee& icecream (inanattempt
to stay awakefor the second half of
the play). While sitting under our
protective canopy, avoiding thedriving
rain, Courtney spotted Ray, so we
invited himtojoinus. Two different
waitresses scolded mefor allowing
Courtney to drink coffee; | guessthat
isverboten here (yet... shewouldn’'t
be given a second glance if she
ordered an alcohol-free beer).




The second half of the play was much more dramatic, and the sections between choruseswere
much longer. | couldn’t read ahead (now with aflashlight), so | gave up andjust watched. | fell asleep
briefly until the crowd woke me up shouting the German equivalent of “Wewant Barabbas!” | stayed
awakeafter that by pinching mysalf. The crucifixion scenewassowell done. | wishtheresurrectionwas
givenmoreemphasis, but | guessthat’snot the Catholicthing to do (Protestantsemphasi zetheresurrection;
Catholicsemphasi ze Chrigt’ spain and suffering).

When we got back to our home, Diane waswaiting for usto inquire about tomorrow’s plans.
Good newsfor her —weweren't leaving with the 3AM crowd.

Asl end part oneof thisjournal, | should mention that onelarge, noticeablethingin our host home
isalarge, autographed clay pot sitting inthe breakfast room. They break one of these potsevery practice
and performance (Jesus and the money changersin thetemplescene). What most peopledon’t know is
that every one of those potsisglued back together, marked with the year of the performance, and then
signed by theprincipa cast. Anyonewho participatedin the play may purchase one of these pots, probably
for the cost of the pot. Albert already has his*“Passionspiele 2010” pot, and upstairs, you can find his
dad’'s 1970 pot (his Dad died sometime ago, and | eft Albert this pot, and the house that came withiit.
Albertwaslivingin Stuttgart upto thispoint. Thereisalot of custom craftsmanshipinthishome—if | had
to guess, I’ d say that Albert’sfather spent hisentirelifefixing thisplaceup. Hisfather’s passion for
woodworkingisapparent).




