Innocents Abroad

By Yanda (
Preface
In which Yosefa and Arkee start their trip by Arkee's inability to find his passport, near hysteria and despair appear and Shaul saves the day by finding the passport folder in his Dad'sbriefcase.  We arrive at BG airport in time and the rest is the history that follows, as recorded in a series of email messages.

Winnipeg MB 3.12.04
Adventures of Yanda 
Hallo all you people from "Winterpeg," this is the second episode
of yanda travelogue (yosefa and arkee to you). Where is the first
episode? lost in the limbo of computer world-between-worlds. So
now I am using Hadass's e-mail to contact you, and update you as
to our adventures, and will start with a summary of the previous
section. However, access to me is still by my own address, which I
can pick up. Despite the various little problems we have had so
far, we are surviving and thriving. We started off, for those who
do not know, by almost canceling the trip because of misplacement
of Arkee's passports. These were retrieved safe and sound from the
depths of a dark briefcase (having been camouflaged in a dark
travel wallet of course) at virtually the last minute, but as our
seats had been reserved we even had time to exchange my cellphone
and look around the duty-free and the only damage was to our
mental health... ask Dina!
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The new terminal and Air Canada took over at this stage and made sure we got straight into the welcome hug by Hadass and Shira-in-arms at Winnipeg airport, tired but happy.

The weather was (really!) at minus 14 C, but the snow was glistening and crispy under brilliant blue skies and sunshine. My nose started stinging immediately, but otherwise I was appropriately dressed with Amira's coat and gloves. We drove
through the oh, so flat  countryside and town - very much like a
far-west township with low, well spaced buildings,

single-occupancy double-story wooden houses on their own plots and
wide roads all decorated with cake-icing like forms in snow. We
warmed up and lunched and then went to pick up the boys from the
Jewish educational campus where Arkee was of course very warmly
greeted. My efforts at photography were frustrated by tight
embraces and winter clothing.. Yesterday most of our day was spent
at the campus, where we ate lunch, used the swimming pool

(us)and gym (Hadass), leaving Shira with baby-sitting facilities
provided on the spot, collected the boys and waited while Rafy
took a racquet-ball lesson - which we watched through the glass
wall. Then we went grandparent shopping.... The evening was
somewhat spoiled by the death of both Arkee's Palm and the new
memory card I had put into the camera - luckily there were only a
few pix on it, I shall try to get it resurrected but may have to
buy another new one. Also failed - efforts to download other
photos from the other card onto Hadass's computer,despite having
brought the software with me.  We are still both relatively
jet-lagged, fall into bed early at night and wake after midnight,

but this too will pass. This morning we are joyfully baby-sitting
three children while their parents go to talk to teachers - and
keep counting them to make sure Shira hasn't disappeared or Rafy
really made away with Ari or only virtually on the  playstation.
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We managed to make our own breakfast despite the coffee-maker
flooding  over for lack of release of the filter valve - all
rebbe-gelt. When the parents return we are going to the University
where Arkee is giving a talk on comets to justify his trip, and we
will go to look for postcards and another memory card. I hope to
keep up with correspondence, although I may have trouble in SF
without a friendly host serve

Love to everyone
y-and-a
Winnipeg MB 6.12.04
adventures of yanda (cont'd (

Hi, people
as I cannot send letters to multiple adressees through my internet access e-mail
box, I am using Arkee's site, to which you are welcome to reply at the address
above.

Shabbat and Sunday are over and tomorrow the children go back to school.

Meanwhile we are getting used to the weather - naniach.
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One well-chilled Y
 The thermometers on the
windows read 10 or 15 - minus, Celsius, depending on which side of the house
they are, and we say gaily "katan aleinu". The tekes of leaving the warm house
consists of sweater, wrap-around scarf, double-lined and triple-seamed coat
with hood and collar, boots and heavy gloves. On occasion the scarf is also
used as a mask, as on yesterday evening, when once Shabbat was out when we went
to a restaurant. The car was parked across the road. The twenty or so meters
walked from door to door almost froze my nose off and thoroughly chilled my
fingers to the bone in a few seconds. On the other hand, in the daytime I
walked with Arkee to synagogue ( for company mostly) and would have survived
better had I been able to walk fast. But the ice on the road and pavements made
this impossible, and I slipped and sat down twice.. One gets used to walking on
the snow on other people's lawns where there is traction.
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YandA trying to keep warm

Today we got to the Manitoba museum, an extremely interesting exhibition of all
aspects of the province's history and geography, ethnology and culture. The
children came with us and were not bored although they had been there before,

there was a visit to a replica of a ship that explored the Hudson Bay in the
17th century and a fishing boat from which they could fish with
magnets.
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Both this morning and on the way back from the museum Rafi (8) 

[image: image6.jpg]



cajoled me to come and play playstation with him, despite my protestations that there was absolutely no chance I would make him a worthy opponent. This morning I was quickly thrown out as incompetent. This afternoon he condescended to give me a tutorial, but when that was over I was no better at it and he gave up. I hold my own, however, with the other two children (aged 5 and  2)
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 and am on my way to
being accepted as part of the furniture. Arkee says I should add that Rafi
forgives me for being incompetent....
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Getting to know you…

Tomorrow we will get to go shopping for minor items like a new
memory card for the camera (the previous one died on me),

postcards, maybe wool and shoes. We are quite content to have no
real adventures to tell you - adventures in this weather are no
joke. Love to all yanda
YandA marching on.. San Francisco CA 11.12.04 

First of all thank you for reacting to my letters and photo, it is good to get
feedback. We continue our wanderings - Arkee goes to his scientific/social meetings and I go walking around SF. The Aquarium was beautiful and walking along the front and what is called Pier 39 - an upscale and interesting shopping centre (that was Thursday, after I had written to you). Actually, with a ticket
to the Aquarium in my pocket and a few yards to walk, I heard barking and went out to visit the amusing sea lion colony at the end of the pier.
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 It seems they settled there after the earthquake
and have been a local attraction ever since.  I take the buses
around the city for the wonderful sum of 35 cents as a senior ("high
school senior?" enquired one letz) and they take me most of the
places I could have gone on a $20  bus tour. That evening we had
a social dinner with 30 people in the cellar under an Italian
restaurant, hung with curing hams... The first course was lobster
and prosciutto, poor Arkee, but the continuation was OK. I meet
some old friends of his and got to put faces on some of the many
names he mentions. Yesterday I went to the Academy of Sciences
which also has many exotic creatures which I did not see at the
Aquarium,  a much smaller exhibit and more scientific, but equally
interesting. Then I decided, as above, not to take a tour bus and
instead climbed under my own volition up Telegraph Hill. Luckily
there was a lift to the top of the tower. "We don't charge extra
for the haze" says the same letz, so pictures are not as good as
they should be (despite my forking out for a wide-angle detachable
lens which I hope Dafna will also be able to make use of). I came
down the hill on the other side by more steps and steps and steps

(where was Boaz when I needed him to count them?) and walked on
and on till I found my bus. Then we went Indonesian and had a
rijstafel which brought back memories of Holland. I am trying me
best not to overeat, but it is difficult. Michal, tell Batya to
prepare a special programme for me when I get back! It is now past
1 pm and we are not out yet, but as it  is Shabbat, we get to do
things together, so who cares? Talk to you all sometime, promise
to continue the saga in day or two. Love to you all YandA
YandA @ work San Francisco CA 13.12.04
Hi, Here we are in SFO,

Monday . The weather is good, but not yet good enough to go out to
the Golden Gate bridge and get a fogless photo We are at the
conference centre' which is huge and full of thousands of space
scientists - where do they get all the money from?. We had a good
Shabbat - I went through Chinatown on a local bus and felt I was
having a hallucination- the bus was full of Asian faces, none of
them young enough to get up and give me a seat - for a while I was
the only white on the bus! In the evening we had dinner with
friends of Arkee's at a Persian restaurant, good food and good
company. Sunday was a very lazy day, by the time we had had
breakfast we could have stayed at the cafe for lunch' but decided
to walk around the block first.. then we went to an organ concert
given in a magnificent modern church by another friend - Vytenis ,

originally from Lithuania. He speaks good English and three other
languages, but his English sounds like Lithuanian and is only
marginally more comprehensible. Then we had a very good fish
dinner with him and his loquacious sister, who is happily easier
to understand. We went to register at the conference centre, and I
was provided with a guest badge which is why I am here using the
computer now. The rest of the day will be spent here and in the
surroundings, maybe we will get to the local Moma. I apologise to
you Auntie' and anyone else who may think I was hinting about
feedback, you need not feel pressured, but it is good to have
contact. I am also happy for anyone who has managed to decipher
the YandA codeword - it was quite clear from the first missive
that disappeared into limbo, but then I was so annoyed at the
computer that I decided to take it out on you lot - I hope all is
clear by now. Love to everyone

YandA
yanda's events

San Francisco
CA 15.12.04 

 Hi, again finally got myself into this site without
Arkee's help, although with difficulty, seeing as I did not want
to type out all your addresses separately once again. I left you
on Shabbat, after writing the letter we went to meet friends
standing around posters and met up with a dear friend named Margy
(for those who know her) of whom I had already heard much. We went
to a sandwich lunch with her and a French lady named Renee whose
name-tag identified her as being from the Observatoire de Paris. I
perked up immediately to ask if she knew Jacques-Emil - Yossi's
boss in the halcyon Paris days. Not only him, but Yossi too,

having worked at Verrieres since 1967, and immediately recognised
the photo I had in my handbag. It was an emotional moment. From
lunch we played hookey and went to the SF MoMA, small but
interesting. The main exhibition was photographic, which I
certainly prefer to Mondrian and Pollock...

 With Tom (also known
as Stamatios) Krimigis and his interesting wife Maria we had dinner at an
Eastern restaurant, nothing like an Israeli Misada Mizrahit, but a
selection of Indian, Indonesian, Thai and Chinese dishes which
made you want to go back and taste something else. In general this
very cosmopolitan city offers you really everything. Yesterday we
took the bus to the end of town to the Maya exhibition - very
beautiful. Again the bus was mostly Mongolian, but the street was
occupied by Russian, Vietnamese, Korean, Ukrainian, Thai, Chinese
and other establishments for food, massage, medicine, dentistry
and every kind of what-have-you, all advertised in their various
scripts. A bus full of schoolkids showed mostly eastern and
Spanish faces, and the exhortation to give up your seat to elderly
persons (which doesn't always get obeyed) is also in Chinese and
Spanish, as well as English. We went back to the convention centre
where we lost and found our respective scarves, bought rocks (at
the centre for you lot) and socks (at Macy's for Arkee) and had a
quiet evening. Today Arkee is REALLY working and I am going off to
tour the city by "motorised cable car" for want of other
interesting transport 
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Clowns galore… 
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Finally the bridge without fog

This evening there is an official reception
for which we will DRESS UP! Glad to talk to you all Please excuse
the typos - I have plenty of excuses but will not bore you with
them.   Love YandA
yanda myandas San Francisco CA 17.12.04 
 Yes, we are continuing to meander. Well, actually, Arkee got 

serious and did some real scientific work yesterday as well, 

presenting his rather iffy (because as yet raw) data to anyone who was interested. It seems
quite a few people were and he got some good feedback and promises to continue. The rest of the day he was with friends until I
caught up with him in the afternoon and we went to dinner with
Mike. This place is wired to a great extent. There are "only" 15
internet terminals for public use, everyone else has a laptop and
the upper floor of the convention centre is wired. Arkee prepared
his presentation and went to give it to the relevant authorities
before his lecture and they said they  could accept any form of
media (through something called a memory stick) - except paper..

We went to an Italian restaurant called the "Stinking Rose" -

where everything is flavoured with garlic, even the ice-cream. We
were seated in one of many differently decorated, all-curtained
booths along a corridor some distance from the kitchen. Taking the
orders for our drinks, the waiter was transmitting them directly
to the bar, and they arrived while he was still counseling us
about the choices for dinner! I also got onto the phone to Fedex 

(having left something behind in Calgary) and the whole automated
interaction was done by voice recognition. Technology marches on.

On the other hand, you can hire a bicycle, ride it over the GG
bridge, put it on a ferry to come back - or even hitch it to the
front of a bus and ride back. I also had terrible trouble finding
a post office to post cards in an envelope. the hotel shop's
machine was out of order, the  hotel  was not helpful, the only
bureaus were a long way away, the shop on the pier only sold
stamps for postcards themselves for an exorbitant profit. Finally
someone directed me to the basement at Macy's, which of course
does a roaring business around Christmas time. It was not yet open
but there were seven people in line before me. However, when it
opened there were five clerks and everything went fast. I bought
an extra stamp just in case. Wednesday I finally got out to the GG
bridge - it was a beautiful day with perfect visibility - so rare
here. We rode around the city, it was quite fun. Yesterday I went
walking through the GG Park - a separate entity entirely - where I
visited the tree garden, the Japanese tea garden and the flower
conservatory – 
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I saw some Venus fly trap plants, but was assured
they didn't need to feed them, there were enough bugs around. One
had its lid shut - obviously digesting. I told you about Tom
Krimigis - the point was that he has been elected to the Greek
Academy of Sciences (you will have guessed he is Greek by his
name) and will be moving back to live partly in Athens and partly
on Hios where he has an ancestral home. This island near the
Turkish shore is a holiday resort to which he has invited us, and
we shall certainly take him up on it sometime. I wandered
Haight-Ashbury yesterday too, Hippy-land incarnated though
somewhat decadent by now. I added Hebrew and Ethiopian scripts to
my list. Here at the convention the mix is mostly European -

Mongolian types with a few Indians thrown in, a large percentage
of women and not a few babes-in arms, strollers or slings. A very
friendly atmosphere, and a wonderful petrology exhibiton (where I
bought the rocks). Today Arkee is hanging with friends ( I am
instructed that that is the new slang) around posters and working
on other people's laptops..I am going out to lunch with a cousin
of Baruch Karlin and this evening we move to Arkee's cousin in San
Mateo (never heard of it but am assured it is nearby). Monday we
return to the REAL cold on the East coast and wil be in touch from
there if not before. Meanwhile we have a HUGE laundry to do ,

courtesy of the cousin.! We keep our energy level up by overeating
and caffeining, as Galia suspects I may be enjoying myself too
much - hope I am not incurring debts on that account other than
caloric ones - tfoo, tfoo, tfoo! Love to you all 

YandA
 peregrinatios of yanda 

San Mateo CA 20.12.04 

It seems an eon since I wrote to you all, but this will be the
last message from the West coast. I am writing from San Mateo,

where we arrived in Fred's car on Friday evening. Friday I had
lunch with Baruch's cousin, and went to pick up Arkee from the
convention centre where he was finishing up with seminars,

head-to-head sessions and goodbyes. Arkee corrects me about the
"Mongolians" - who should of course be designated Asiatics - that
probably 75% of them are now citizens of the US of second and
third generations and not foreigners. Fred came to fetch us from
the hotel and we spent a Friday evening among Minnesotans - a
neighbour, a couple on their way to Florida, and our hosts - Fred
and Mariel. Most of it was old-town gossip, but not all, and the
stories were mostly humorous. We had also heard that the US
government was now offering $15,000 for a five-year enlistment in
the reserves (as against 5,000 previously) and started working out
what we could do with the money and how we could present ourselves
as necessary to the service - the youngest of us coming up to
seventy - while avoiding being sent abroad and getting all the
health benefits involved.. Yesterday the couple went off to
Florida in their car (both well over seventy, she driving all the
way) and our hosts took us off shopping and to see "the People's
Republic of Berkeley". This is, as most of you will know, a
university town, well-known for its left-wing politics and various
ructions during the Vietnam days. Ecology and vegetarianism are
the rule, but we found some very nice shops, including a crowded
Restoration Hardware (as a general rule, in San Francisco as in
other towns here there are few enclosed shopping malls and so
people are to be found walking the streets and window-shopping if
not buying, especially before Christmas). On the streets of
Berkeley peculiar types and dress are still to be seen, as well as
street fairs and music - more than at other locations. Pedestrian
crossings are marked by signs at street level and when a
pedestrian breaks a light beam, lights flash at the driver.. In
other places the "walk" sign is replaced at traffic lights by a
count-down of 15 seconds so you know how fast to run! From
Berkeley we went on around the bay, crossed several bridges to the
wine country which we reached after dark, and came back via a road
through the marshes and the Golden Gate bridge to a pub dinner in
SF. Today we set out rather earlier (10 am) to Monterey to see the
aquarium. This is some two hours' drive from San Mateo, and we
were due to meet a friend of Arkee's named Jeannette at the
aquarium. 

[image: image14.jpg]



To this end she had been given the number of Fred's
cellphone, and we had hers. They charged the phone for this
occasion and made sure to take it with them (this is not their
usual habit, as you will gather, nor are there cradles in American
cars). We get to Monterey, and the lady is not at the meeting
place. We wait a few minutes, and then ask Fred to phone her, to
find out where she is, the usual Israeli habit. Oh, says Fred, I
left the phone in the car. Arkee goes with him to the car and the
phone, turned off, is extracted from the glove compartment. The
lady is contacted - Oh, says she, I have been trying to get you
for the past half-hour! Anyway, we had a most impressive visit to
the aquarium, which is very educationally and ecologically
oriented (yes, this was my third aquarium, I could go to one every
day.
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    Y has an affinity for marine life 

   Monterey itself is a prettified seaside town with coloured
bungalows and cute touristy restaurants and the remains of Cannery
Row, also artificially made-up. And lest Galia protest I am
enjoying myself too much, we were stuck in a traffic jam for one
hour on the way home! It turned out that power lines had fallen on
the road and traffic was backed up for something like 20 miles
both ways. At one point we thought we could see a sign-post for
San Francisco sightseeing, hope for a side-road on which to get
off the main road, but it moved and turned out to be on the back
of a bus in front of us, stuck as we were. We had supper in San
Jose, Ruti, but I don't know if you would recognise the upscale
shopping centre we drove around in - it seems all to be new.

Tomorrow we go back to the cold. The jacket Dafna gave me has
served me very very well in winter California, also the scarf I
bought on the spur of the moment at the supermarket, now I go back
to the eiderdown coat. All about us are Christmas decorations,

people love to light up their houses and gardens with Christmas
trees, Santas and reindeer and snowmen (even without snow) and the
suburbs are almost as well lit and decorated as the shopping
centres. We are warmly received by Arkee's friends and family,

feted and dined and taken around - quite decadent idleness.
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 I suppose we shall have to get back to the real world sometime soon.

Looking forward to it all the same.  Love to you all 

YandA
anti-migration of yanda 
Chatham NJ, 22.12.04 
Well, here I am in Chatham, New Jersey, awaiting yet another initiation
ceremony, this time with East Coast friends and colleagues of Arkee. (he has
gone off to hobnob with space scientists at Bell labs where he will be fed
his usual carnivore meal)(no, I am not complaining, see below.)
We took off yesterday morning in the fog from SF airport. The fog delayed us
somewhat on the road to the airport, also a railway crossing where a train was
given right of way (now, really!) and took an enormously long time to appear
and cross. We got to the airport by a detour with 45 minutes to spare and a long
walk to our check-in - everyone else had electronic tickets and little luggage.

Once through that we were thoroughly searched by security - it seems there was
a special warning out that busy Monday morning - and finally were the last ones
on the plane and placed separately in the middle of two opposite rows. This was
a shame, as I could barely see out of the window where the view was terrific:

the fog had completely dissipated and the sight of the snow-covered Rockies in
the sunlight was magnificent. We could see the ground all through the flight,

which is unusual.

We arrived at Newark at 5 pm in temperatures of 15 F = -8C, dry and breezy. We
will never, but never, fly to Newark again. Dina will remember the trouble we
had schlepping three suitcases back from Galia in Pittsburg when the elevators
were all arriving at our floor full and we could not get the cases up to the El
Al check-in in time and nearly missed the plane. This time we went downstairs
to collect our luggage (yes, I have a very heavy case with me, and Arkee's
aren't light either, as well as hand-luggage). Then we had to get back upstairs
to the air-train in order to get to Avis. The air-train is not running, sir,

please take the elevator up to the next floor and get a bus at door 2. Traipse
along the corridor again to the elevator at the end, get to the next floor and
find a huge line of people all waiting for the shuttles to replace the
air-train. Two - but two- of the shuttles go to Avis, the rest take people to
hotels and parking lots. Wait outside (because by the time you have discovered
this is not your bus, or that there is no room on it, you are already outside
and do not want to move your stuff back inside), only 45 minutes until you are
definitely permafrost and the bus finally stacks you in on top
of other frozen passengers and their baggage - and who wouldn't let her frustration out at the ground hostess? Avis, of course, were all smiles and sympathy. How long has the air-train been out? Oh, since this morning, but it happens quite frequently - every time the temperature goes down...!!Who was so crazy as to leave mild,temperate California and migrate to a COLDER climate??

Even the ducks know better than that.

Anyway, once in the car with the heater on we felt better, and drove easily (Arkee) to the house of the Latzer family, Bob and Julie, who gave us a very
warm welcome. We also got ourselves easily into Eastern time by eating and
going to bed at the correct time, and spent a lazy morning chatting over the
breakfast table. The ambient temperature was 20 in the sun – I was very happy
until I realised this was Fahrenheit! Then Arkee went off to his union meeting
and the Latzer's took me to see the Great Swamp bird refuge and frozen rivulets
and puddles - quite a new experience for me.
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The weather has promised to be warmer tomorrow. This evening there will be a dinner for local friends and
tomorrow we will cross the Hudson for shopping and family, probably a few
museums as well. It had better be warmer! Arkee keeps apologising for
schlepping me out to the cold wastes of Canada and New Jersey, but I have a
suspicion he is not really sorry.

  Love to you all 

YandA
 home stretch of YandA Ardsley NY, 25.12.04 
Hi, everyone this may be the last missive from the US of A - unless I
awake early on Sunday morning - so make the best of it Freda, we shall
have to get back to exchanging jokes again. And while I am on the
subject, thank you girls for your feedback, Yael and Ruti, Michal and
Freda. It gives me the feeling of talking to you all. I left you while
I was awaiting a dinner with friends in New Jersey. Poor Arkee came
back from Bell Laboratories hungry - it seems they have closed down
most of the offices and facilities and there were only sandwiches. He
was compensated by the evening with what proved to be a very
interesting group of people (Hadass and Zohar - the Baraff's and Nusha
and the Stangers) - we had avid conversations and exchanged political
views - well, most of us shared them -and insights. It was a warm and
intense evening, enjoyed by all. Arkee reveled in renewing contacts
with his old friends and I enjoyed meeting them. Some will come to
Israel next year, hopefully. The next day we packed up. The weather
was much warmer and sunny and we took ourselves off over the Hudson
)or rather under it) and parked where David had recommended. By the
time we paid for taxis, the sum would have been the same had we
ventured right into town with the car, but the traffic was
pre-Christmas, so the price was not really a factor. We went and
lunched in the cafeteria of the Met (Museum, to you, as against the
Opera of which shortly).We went to visit old friends, but by the time
we had shaken hands with the Impressionists and started looking for
the Dutch, we were told that "the Rembrandts and Vermeers are in
transit" - from the second to the first floor or vice versa for some
unknown reason and were left with the others. We decided not to come
back the next day when the R\&V's would be hung, and take our revenge
on the museum. Retrieving the car (it was a beeeautiful day!) we
started off north. After a wrong turn or two we got ourselves into the
right traffic jam on the right freeway (well, it was only a police car
holding up the traffic) and found our way to Ardsley proving I had not
forgotten the roads. David (my brother)and (his wife) Naomi received us
joyfully and warmed us up despite the snow on the ground (there had
been none in Jersey). Thursday we managed to pretend we were
exercising by walking for twenty minutes around the houses. By this
time the snow had mostly melted and the streets were a bit wet, but
this did not discourage us. We took off to the railway station around
midday and ran through the rain to the train to Grand Central. From
there we walked along Fifth Avenue past the Rockefeller centre and all
its lights, white wire and fluff angels and the traditional Christmas
tree, mostly red, with skaters on their backs below it.

 People (including us) took pix of one another on digital cameras.
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 Meet Fred…

Continuing in the rain in Naomi's very welcome raincoat, we bought lunch and got
to MoMA - newly opened and pretty crowded. However, the lines moved fast and we did as advised and went straight to the top floor for the19 th century. then Arkee insisted on visiting his friends -Pollock, Rothko, Mondrian, and I dragged along behind.

The building is an ideal
setting however, there is an atrium from which one can see people
ascending and descending stairs to other floors which are part of the
plan, and the subjects are very well lit and displayed as against
other places we have been. We could not resist the museum
shop.. Coming out we were caught in driving rain and soaked below our
coats to our socks. Everybody in the street was running for shelter,

although a few hardy souls braved the weather and walked fast. We
popped in for a coffee to a tiny Starbucks where two people got up to
give us seats and then schlepped on to Grand Central and our
train. Naomi and David gave us huge, tender steaks for
supper. Today we had planned to finish up shopping, but there were only a few items to look for and as tomorrow is Christmas, it was a shame to waste
today as well. We had planned to be back by five to meet the Stangers'

daughter Tobie at the house and thought we would not be able to
accomplish everything in that time, but by hurrying ourselves up a bit
- it worked out. We are already veterans of the roads around here,

David gives instructions, I remember vaguely and Arkee drives. So we
went to White Plains, looked for what we could in the Galleria and got
onto the express to North Harlem where we took ourselves down to the
Guggenheim. I was very glad we did this, I had noted beforehand that
there would be an Aztec exhibition while we were here and we both
enjoyed the extensive exhibit immensely. 
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Aztec artifact from exhibition.

We even got a peek at a post-impressionist collection and some beautiful Kandinskis. Today was dry and cold and it will get colder.. We had coffee and muffins in the house with Tobie, who had been given directions, and Arkee will update his family thereupon. She is a very agreeable and interesting lady and
we spent a pleasant couple of hours. Then David rang from Manhattan
where he had gone with Naomi to spend the weekend at the(time-sharing) Manhattan club. We are going to meet them tomorrow evening for dinner and a play, and then once again for lunch on Sunday at their daughter Tali's in New Jersey before flying out.(Yes, I suppose you could say that Jews also celebrate Christmas by
eating..)We had considered going down town earlier on Saturday to look
for something to do before the evening (such as another show) but
decided to play it by ear. And here is David phoning me to tell me he
has obtained two tickets for the Metropolitan OPERA for us! It seemed
that through the Juillard choir, in which he sings, someone bought six
tickets and two of them were offered to David, who had another
engagement at the same time, So willy-nilly, we will celebrate
Christmas at the opera.................................! I am getting
used to the idea that we will soon be home and seeing you all, I must
admit it is beginning to sound attractive. We miss you all and send
hugs and kisses  

YandA
Yanda packing up and returning to the "real world"  Ardsley NY
26.12.04
Hi, This time it is the A in YandA to wind up the tale of the
Innocents Abroad. We are starting to pack up and are about to hit
the road for home and real life, such as it is. Soon we will go
off to Scotch Plains NJ (all this Jerseying supports the Yogi
quote “it’s deja-vu all over again”) for lunch and a visit with Y's nephews, niece and progeny thereof. 

From there we wend our way to Newark Airport
(yuck) and to Air Canada and home via Toronto.

Yesterday we went into the city (with the Messiah on WQXR)and
found to our delight that the tickets to the Met were
complimentary which helped out your various prospects for the
future. We saw Janacek's Katya Kabanova, beautiful music, a super
soprano named Karita Matilla and a story that ended, as these
light romantic comedies tend to do, with the heroine throwing
herself into the Volga. Joey (my grandson who likes Hollywood
endings) would not have approved. After the opera, we repaired to
a restaurant on 46th Street's Restaurant Row for a lovely dinner
with DandN after which we went to a puppet show based on a kinetic
representation of the Berlioz Symphonie Fantastique. Very
interesting, all done abstract in a water tank with wild colors
and lighting. Not for the literal-minded, but worth seeing.
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  newyawk by night
 We then parted from DandN and wandered down Broadway to Times
Square. Y took some digital shots and movies of the wild light
display there, after which we took a cab to David's secret cheap
parking garage, retrieved our Avis buggy and came back to bucolic
Westchester. We arrive at BG Airport tomorrow evening with a fresh
jet lag all eager to see you all.

  Love,  YandA
( Yosefa & Arkee





