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So about the third week in 
August, I started looking at books 
for various tours of Europe. At the 
time I was also considering a safari 
in Africa. I soon decided against it. 
Europe was cheaper & there were 
more things that I could see with 
less money.  The big question was, 
Did I want to do a tour or should I do 
the research and just fend for myself? 
The tour would be a little more 
rushed, because they had a specific 
schedule and you would have 
limited amount of time in each 
place.  But at least you know you 
will get to see the major sites.  Going 
on my own might actually be 
cheaper, but I didn’t have the time 
to do research and I didn’t know 
any languages. So I decided on an 
18 day tour which would take me 
through London, France, 
Switzerland & major parts of Italy. I 
was set to leave on September 18th, 
about 1 month away. 

I also called a mortgage 
broker. And over the phone we 
went through my finances to see 

what I could qualify for. What a 
difference a year makes! Last year, I 
had MUCH more debt, 3 - 8% to put 
down & I was closer to some credit 
problems. This time my car was 
paid for, ALL credit cards cleared, 
four years of clean credit, and I had 
a whopping 20% to put down. I 
could hear the broker salivating 
over the phone! She said we could 
close on a place before I left for 
Europe! Well, we started 
looking at places, I fell in love 
with the first house I saw. I did 
look at about 10 others, but my 
heart was set. Life was great. Then 
came Black Friday! (actually why 
does it have to be Black?) How about 
Orange Friday? 

Anyway, I come into work 
one Friday & the walls of Jericho 
come crashing down. I get a call 
from my travel agent, she says that 
France needs (LOTS) more time to 
process my VISA because I am a 
Jamaican citizen. I needed to catch 
the next tour on October 3rd! I get 
my credit report back and there is a 
period of about 8 months that reads 
like the Iran-Contra hearings. On 
top of that, I found out that I had 

overestimated the value of my 
Microsoft Stock (& thus my down 
payment) by 25%! All this before 
I even got my morning coffee. 
Needless to say I left work sick, 
early in the afternoon. 

I was feeling like a 
disgruntled postal worker, but 
my Uzi was in the shop, so I 
decided to go home & relax. But 

lo and behold, out of the 
ashes, life springs forth. For a 
couple days I had had major 

writer’s block. My script needed a 
major conspiracy and it just 
wasn’t coming to me.  I sat 
down by the water and 
started jotting some notes. A 
few hours later I had the entire 
script written. I think some of 
my best creative moments 

have come from depression. 
Hemingway was like that. (Of 
course he blew his brains out, so 
he might not be the best person to 
follow.) 

So the following week, I 
was back on the ball. I kept 
pushing on the house. And 
worked on getting my VISA for 
France.  But a few days later my 
travel agent told me that France 
would need 2 months to process 
my VISA & decide IF they would 
let me in. At that point I decided 
to bag France & stay longer in 
London.  

The seller accepted my 
offer & my paperwork went 
through like a breeze. They 
wanted me to close  before I left, 
but I decided to wait till I got 
back. So I set things up to close by 
Tues. October 24. Four days after 
I returned. 

I devoted my last few 
days to packing (for Europe & for 
the new house), practising with 
my camera, and reading up on 
the various cities I would be 
attending. 

On Monday October 3rd. 
I headed to Sea-Tac airport for 
my European adventure. 
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Monday at approximately noon, I 
boarded a plane from Sea-Tac airport to 
San Francisco. There I would wait for about 
5 hours, go through customs and then board 
a plane and fly directly to Heathrow Airport 
in London. I couldn’t help wondering if a 
plane really had enough fuel to fly from the 
West Coast of the US, across the US, and 
across the Atlantic. They told me to rest 
assured, the plane takes a shortcut over the 
Arctic. Naturally, this made me feel much 
better (NOT!). I now wished I had read the 
Time-Life: How To Build An Igloo In Case 
Your Plane Crashes In the Arctic series! 

The flight to San Fran was short & 
boring, I didn’t have to do any INTL check-
in. Check-in in through customs  at San 
Fran was quite exciting. Until then, my 
passport was collecting dust with that 
application for the Iraqi army, so every step 
was filled with excitement. I tried not to look 

too dangerous or demented as the guard 
looked me over and looked at my passport. 
Rumour has it that if they see something 
they don’t like, they just shoot you and drag 
you to some shallow unmarked grave. But 
everything checked out. Not only did they let 
me on the plane, but because I was alone 
and coach was filled, I got bumped up into 
business class! Yup, things were looking 
good. (’Wait a minute, don’t people up front 
die first?’’) 

Business class has extra wide 
and soft seats, a TV for each chair, free 
booze, better meals, real china & utensils & 
lots of personal attention from the flight 
attendants. The only thing missing is a 
separate engine, so that if the plane is going 
down we can say ’Adios!’ to the losers in 
coach.  The flight was going to be about 10 
hours!! In 10 hours I could read a book, 
drink, watch a couple of movies, sleep, 
recover from a hangover and still have time 
to kill. I knew that God was with me, not 

(Continued on page 3) 
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So I get off the plane into 
the crowded airport. Once again I 
make my way to the customs desk. 
This time I am more relaxed. When 
the agent asks for the purpose of my 
visit. I blurt out "To assassinate the 
Royal family of course! You got a 
problem with that?" (OK, I 
chickened out at the last minute.) 

After getting through 
customs I switched my 
American dollars to the 
monopoly money that the 
Brits use. I got directions 
for my hotel and jumped 
on The Tube (pronounced 
’tyyyuuuuuube’), which is 
simply a subway. In 
about 45 minutes I was at the 
Euston Station stop. I got off and 
started walking to the Kennedy 
Hotel. My first brush with danger 
was crossing the street. I would look 
carefully to the right, see no cars 
and then start to step off the curb. 

I woke up bright and early the 
next morning, ready to attack London. By 
the way, I should mention how this tour 
works. They give you a bargain basement 
price on the package, because most of the 
things to do over there are optional 
"excursions", which you pay for 
separately. (Yes I did know this!) The tour 
package price includes hotel, 
transportation between cities, some food, 
and a few tours.  Being resourceful (and 
cheap) I decided to blow off the Cosmos 
excursions in London and just fend for 
myself. So I asked the concierge how to 
take the Tube to Buckingham Palace, and 
off I went. 

Buckingham Palace was not 
nearly as impressive as I expected. I 
guess I could keep it as a summer home.  
They weren’t offering tours and I didn’t feel 
like standing around for two hours waiting 
for the Changing of the Guard. So I 
walked over to Big Ben, Parliament and 

the Thames, all of which was very 
impressive. 

Then I walked to Westminster 
Abbey and took the tour. This was 
probably one of the most enjoyable things 
I did on the whole vacation. In case you 
don’t know, it’s one of the oldest churches 
in England, the site of the Royal 
Coronations, and burial place of royalty 
and other famous Brits. There was 
something eierie, yet electric about 
walking around in this building with people 
tombs all over the place and some people 
buried right in the floors and walls. Buried 
in one section called Poet’s Corner, there 
is Geoffrey Chaucer, Jane Austin, Charles 
Dickens, (& several other great English 
authors), a monument to Shakespeare, 
and the very last person buried in the 
Abbey, Sir Laurence Olivier! 

After the Abbey, I hopped on a 
Double-Decker bus, which I could have 
sworn was going to tip over and got off at 
the British Museum. The British Museum 

(Continued on page 4) 
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An angry honking sound would 
come from the left! "Oh yeah, the 
do everything in reverse here!" I 
could see the headlines: Stupid 
American Tourist Dies During 
First Five Minutes in London! 

In less than five minutes, I 
was at the Kennedy. I go to the 
special Cosmos Tours desk (I was 
feeling like a VIP). I got to the desk 
and gave my name to the nervous, 
acne covered teen behind the desk. 
He went down the list & then gave 
me that Uh-Oh look. He ran to 
another teeny bopper in a bright red 

Cosmos uniform and 
whispered something. 
She got the Uh-Oh 
look too. I did keep 
my cool however and 
in about five minutes 

they came to me with a set of keys 
and some gibberish explanation. I 
just said, "Yea, yea" and went up to 
my room. 

In case you didn’t know, 
Tourist Class rooms means that you 
open the door and your bed is right 

there. Bathroom & sink are 
optional. In this case there was both, 
and even a TV. I turned it on and 
there was some fuddy-duddy being 
very pompous & then it hit me, I 
really was in England!  The time 
was about 1PM and London was at 
my finger tips! I was going to take 
the town by storm. But first, I had to 
sit down and collect my thoughts...  

The next thing I knew, I 
woke up and my room was dark. It 
was 5PM! Oops! If I didn’t move 
quickly, the whole day would be 
down the drain. I contacted a 
Jehovah’s Witness that I had been 
communicating with over EMAIL. I 
met him and his wife for dinner and 
we saw each other face to face for 
the first time.  I told him about all 
my plans & he highly advised 
bagging Stonehenge. ("It’s a bunch 
of rocks!  What’s the point?") Due to 
my tight schedule, I would be 
unable to see them again, so we said 
goodnight afterwards.  

I walked in the cold London air 
for a minutes and then went back to 
the hotel and crashed.  
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because the flight was smooth, but because I 
didn’t get stuck next to some weird smelling 
person who wanted to talk to me for the whole 
flight! But ’the Lord giveth and the Lord taketh 
away’, as you shall see later.  I ended up 
watching a movie with O.J. Simpson in it! I did 
make sure that he wasn’t on the plane before I 
went to sleep. 

A few hours later, light was shining 
through the windows of the plane. We were 
closing in on the British Isles! They turned on 
this British Tour video, lots of Castles, and 
other British scenery with pompous Royal 
music in the background. I was psyched! The 
flight attendants served tea and little cakes.  

In a few more minutes we touched 
down at London Heathrow International 
Airport. Tally Ho! The adventure begins! 

(Continued from page 2) 
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is world renown for having great Ancient 
works, including those of Greece, Rome, 
Egypt and Assyria.  There are 
several pieces from the 
Parthenon in one room set up to 
feel like a Greek temple. They 
also have a selection of 
rare and ornate Bibles.  I was 
walking around in this area 
and I overheard 
someone say the word 
"Jehovah".  I tracked 
the voice and I found 
out it was a JW from 
San Fran! Small 
world... 

As I 
continued to walk 
around the museum, 
a strange sensation 
was 
overtaking me: 
PAIN.  I had walked 
miles and miles in one day & my feet were 
cramped beyond belief. Travel Hint: Boat 
shoes (Dock Siders) do not provide arch 
support! 

I hobbled back to my hotel, 

(Continued from page 3) watched the latest on Princess Di, and fell 
asleep for the night. 

(By the way, at this point, 
according to the tour 
schedule, I should 
be leaving London 
in the morning for 
France, with the 
rest of the tour. 
But because *&^% 
France wouldn’t let 
me in, I had to fend 
for myself for 2 days 
while the rest of the 
group left for Paris in the morning. I also had 
to check out of the hotel I was staying in 
because they would have charged me a ton 
of money to stay there an extra two nights.  
While walking around London, I saw a hotel 
that had rooms for approximately $20 a 
night. I knew that the rooms couldn’t be 
great at that price, but so long as there 
weren't severed heads in the lobby, I would 
manage.)   
 
 

civilization, culture, blah, blah. 
Those medievals were some of the 
most bloodthirsty, grotesque, 
death obsessed people ever to live! 
HUGE ravens still live all around 
the Tower, waiting for a the head 

of someone executed to 
be placed on a stake so 
they can snack away. 
The crown jewels were 
beautiful. (In a gaudy, 
Las Vegas sort’ve 
way.) 
I walked across the 

Tower Bridge and 
London Bridge and then 
along the Thames for a 
while. Then I went back 

to the Rat Trap and changed to go 
to a Kingdom Hall in downtown 
London.  As I stood in the train 
station in my suit & tie, I looked 
out of the corner of my eye & saw 
little gray objects scurrying 
around: MICE, Eeeeeyyy! 
Anyhow, the Brothers & Sisters at 
the Kingdom Hall in London were 
nice, but not very warm. When we 
the meeting was over, I prepped 
myself for going to back to the Rat 
Trap for the night. 

I got back and barricaded 
myself in. The lock looked pretty 
flimsy, and I could’ve sworn I saw 
Yassir Arafat in the hallway. My 
feet were absolutely never going 
to touch the floor! And I would 
never use the tub. I had bought a 
huge bottle of mineral water at a 
supermarket. I used the water to 

brush my teeth & wash 
and clean all sorts of things 

you don’t need to worry 
about. I then tucked myself in, 
without letting the 
"comforter" (a moth eaten rag) 

touch me. The bed was 
actually pretty comfy. 

I heard some story of a 
woman who found a dead body 
under the bed in her hotel. I didn’t 
bother checking. If he was dead, 
then he could keep till morning. 
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At 6:30 AM, there was a 
loud knock at my door! "Sir we are 
ready to take your bags 
downstairs!" Groan. I told them 
(again) that I wouldn’t be leaving 
with the rest of the tour. Back to 
sleep I went. 

At 9:30ish, I woke up, 
packed, checked out and walked to 
the Royal Hotel just a few blocks 
away. I paid for a room for the 
night. The elevator was broken 
(bad omen) and so I walked up 
the stairs. I opened the door 

UGH! To say the room was 
grungy would be an 
understatement. It consisted of a 
bed, a sink (the water from which 
I would never ingest), and a 
chewed up, half-broken dresser. 

Maybe they should call this place 
The Rat Trap Arms. Toilet and 
showers were (way) down the 
dimly lit hall. Perhaps that park 
bench wasn’t so bad after all. 
But I will say this, the 
sheets were as clean and 
fresh smelling as can 
be. So I just looked at this as 
part of the adventure and 
brought my luggage in. 

I caught the Tube 
to the Tower of London. The Tower 
holds the castles that were the 
original home of the Royal family. 
The Crown Jewels are kept here 
now. The Tower was also the sight 
of the weekly executions that the 
people would gather around to see. 
It’s funny, you think of England as 
being the birthplace of all this 
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Hours before the sun rose, I bid 
adieu to the Rat-Trap, & caught a double 
decker shuttle to Heathrow Airport. I hopped 
a shuttle flight to Zurich. At least I was able 
to fly over Paris. It looked pretty nice from 
10, 000 ft up. 

My hotel was in Fluefen & the city 
we would be touring was Lucerne. This is all 
on the German side of Switzerland and 
German ain’t my specialty. It must be the 
world’s harshest sounding 
language! Walking through the 
airport, everything sounded 
like "Ich blein 
gwiurtz und staag sig heil 
Deutchland!". I had to catch a train out of 
Zurich, switch to another train and ride for 1 
1/2 hours to Fluefen. An English speaking 
attendant at the airport told me which trains 
to catch. I had to sit at one station in the 
middle of nowhere for an hour waiting for my 
second train. Meanwhile German was being 
shrieked across the loudspeaker. I felt like I 
had just stepped into the middle of 
Schindler’s List. I wonder how you say, 
"There is a Black Man in this station!" in 
German? 

I did manage to make it to my 
hotel in one piece. I was pretty anxious to 
meet the rest of my tour group. I blurted out 
to the woman at the desk that I was with 
Cosmos Tours & I needed my room. The 
gist of our conversation was: 

Woman: "Ich FLuugg blik 
aaaggg?" 

Me: (at top of my lungs) 
COSMOS! (making key motion with hand) 
Room! 

FYI, don’t bother yelling at people 
who don’t speak English. 

After some adieu, I did get my 
room. The rest of the group wouldn’t be in 

for three more hours. I could shower, 
appreciate the scenery & then sleep. The 
view was beautiful. The hotel was a little 
chalet nestled between mountains and a 
crystal clear lake. It was all so typically 
Swiss. 

Later on in the evening, I got to 
meet the rest of my group and my tour 

guide 
Rosie. Most 

of the people in 
the group were 

older, with a few young couples and kids 
thrown in. Tomorrow was going to be a full 
day. We would take the bus to Lucerne and 
sight-see. I decided to do the optional Ski-
Lift excursion up Mount Tittlis. It was 
supposed to be gorgeous. 

I went back up to my room, 
stepped on the balcony and watched the 
moon shimmy off the lake, with snow 
capped mountains in the background. This 
and a disinfected room was about all I could 
ask for in life... 
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On the way back, one of the 
older gentlemen on the tour began 
singing. We were about to throw 
tomatoes, when we realised something: 
He was amazing! It turns out he was an 
Opera singer when he was younger. He 
was a native Italian who left when he was 
in his twenties and hadn’t been back in 
forty years. So this trip was a celebration/
homecoming for him.  Nat managed to 

pilfer several extra bottles of 
Spumanti. We passed them 

around and he 
serenaded us as we 
sailed back to the hotel. 
This is living... 
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We said good-bye to our Swiss 
Chalet early in the morning. We were 
going to ITALY! By the end of the day 
we would be in romantic Venice.  But 
first we would drive across Switzerland, 
through the mountains, to the Italian 
side & stop for a few hours in the city 
of Lugano. We could see the 
architecture change as we drove along. 

It was amazing how the people 
changed as we went from German to 
Italian. Much warmer & friendlier. But 
they were still Swiss, so there was an air 
of aloofness. (Not to stereotype or 
anything.) Finally we crossed the border 
for Italy. Immediately we began 
screaming for pasta & wine. We 
stopped at a restaurant along the 
highway and changed our Swiss Francs 
into Lira. (1500 Lira = $1) By this time 
I had changed money so much, I was so 
clueless, I could have paid a billion 
dollars for a pack of gum! An irritating 
thing throughout most of Italy is almost 
all public toilets are pay toilets! 500 

Lira. Anyway the wine & spaghetti was 
great. 

A few hours later we pulled up 
to a building, in the middle of nowhere 
and stopped. Our tour guide said, 
"Here’s our hotel." I looked around, 
"Um, excuse me, but I don’t be seein’ 
no water!" It turns out that Venice is 
more than just the area on water.  We 
were staying on the outskirts of the 
town. The Luxury Tour stays 
on the water. But it was only 
a ten minute drive to the 
boat which would take us to 
old Venice. 

So I unpacked, 
showered & slept. Tonight 
we were going to see a show 
in Venice (the part with the 
water). It was traditional Italian songs, 
violins, pianos, the works, all performed 
live. Spumanti was free. (Uh, oh.) 

Later in the evening, we 
caught the boat into old Venice. Even at 
night it was breathtaking! Just like what 
you see in the movies. The show was 
spectacular.  Afterwards we walked 
around St. Mark’s square. We would be 
coming back in the morning. 
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On this morning, we were 
going to make a 4 hour drive from 
Venice to Florence. Also we would 
make a pit-stop at the Square of 
Miracles and see the Leaning Tower 
of Pisa. On this day we were to see 
some of the most exquisite 
architecture in the world. Little did I 
know it would turn into HELL DAY! 

The drive started out well. 
We were winding our way through 
the Apennine Mountains of Northern 
Italy, when suddenly we hit a 
HUGE fog. I was just thinking to 
myself, "Gee I hope these #*%^ 
Italians slow down their crazy 
driving or else...", when the bus 
came to a complete stop. Traffic 
was stopped. We sat there for 
about an hour & we found out 
that there was a 14 car pile-up 
up ahead. We moved in stop-
and-go traffic for another hour 
until we passed the masses of 
wreckage.  

At last we were on our way 
to Pisa. We got into town & dined at 
a little out of the way placed. 
Afterward, we followed, Rosie, our 
guide down a side street and around 
a corner...  BEHOLD!  There it was, 
three breathtaking white marble 
buildings! The Leaning Tower looked 
like it could drop any minute. We 
ran around like madmen snapping 

pictures. 
There was so much to see & 

so little time. We had to be back in 
the bus in a little over an hour. I 
needed to sit in the Square for a 
week! With a heavy heart I climbed 
back on the bus. 

As we made our way to 
Florence, we found that the fumes 
from the exhaust were leaking into 
the bus! Headaches and extreme 
nausea was turning a nice bus of 
tourists into prison rioters. But 
before we could start torching 

things, we arrived in Florence 
and drove to the Piazza de 
Michaelangelo, a Square that 
overlooks Italy’s most 
picturesque city. A gigantic 
statue of David stands in the 
square and overlooks the city. 
We took a group photo here.  

Florence is know for it’s fine 
leather goods and jewellery. We 
went down the Piazza de Santa 

Croce & toured some shops 
and then saw the church 

of Santa Croce. Tomorrow we would 
come back and see the inside. 
Unfortunately, Florence is also 
know for pickpockets & bands of 
youths on mopeds who snag items 
from unsuspecting tourists. Rosie, 
warned us to be careful and no one 
was robbed. 

So now it was time to head 

(Continued on page 8) 
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to our hotel for the evening. Rosie 
said it was ’just a few minutes’ away 
from downtown Florence.  To make a 
long story short, we drove so long that 
we were expecting to see the 
pyramids of Egypt along the way. We 
were a wreck when we finally got to 
our hotel. I didn’t even bother to 
unpack, because we would be 
checking out in the morning. 

We downed more wine & pasta 
and took our carbon monoxide filled 
lungs to bed. 
 

(Continued from page 7) 

�����+��"���#���



Page 9 

�����������	
��	�
�
���	��
���

�
����������������
������
��
�
������	��
��
�
������
���
��
����������
�
��
�
�
���
��
���������
�
��

����	�����
�


���	���
���
���

������
	�
����	������	���
�
���	�	�������	���

�
�����
�����������	
��
������	��������
�
����
�	
���������
�����
��

��������
�������


��	������
�	�
�	
������
���
��������

���
��
�


�����
	���
��
 �	�����
���� ��
��
�
� �������
�
��
������
�
�����	�������������

�	����
����������������������
�
������
�	

�
������
� 
�
��������
��
���

�������
�����������������������
�
� ����
�������	����
	�����
��� �����
�
��
���	�
�	
������
������	����!
�
�
�
��

��������
���"�������	������
���
�

�
���	
��
	������
�����
�����
��#����
$	�%������
������������
��������
����
 �	�������	�����
�����

�����
���
��
��
���
��� ����	
������������	��	��
���������� �����
����

���
���	����
���
�����
��������������
����
	���
&� '��
�����
�����
��

	�������(�

���������������	������
���	�
 ��
�����
�����
����
����	�����
�	 �
	�����
��������
���
�
��
������
�
 �


����
�)�
�	�
�*�����!
��
	�������
�
#���������
	��
������
�������
�
*�
��
����+	�����	��

�����
������	�
,�
	
��
������
,����������������
�
 ��
�	-��
	�
�����������	
����
����
��
���
�

����
�����
�
������
�����
�
�
,�
	
��
������
�,��	����
���
���
����
�������.���	
��� �
��������	�����
����
 ���
��/
��

�0������������	���	���
���
��������
�����11����2�������
���������
���������
��(�

�	������
�
	������0������
�
������
��������������

��#������
�
�
���	����
���
�������
���	������������
 ����������	�����	�������	�����
� ��
���
��
���
����� 
��
�����
�
����
�����	
�����

������	��	 �
	��
*�������	��
�	������������������
���
��	������
��
�������
�
��	���
������	����������	���	���
� �

��	��

����
�����������	����
��	�������	�����
�
���������

������������
������
��	���
�"��
���	������

���	���	����
	���
�
'�
��������
����	��������(�

��
	��
�����
������
�
������	��������������
�3��� �	�*��������

�	�������
�
���	��(���
�
�

�����	������	�
�
���	��
�������
����
��	����	-������
��
��	�
���	�
������	��
����
���	�	���	���
���
����
��������
�����������

%�
 ��	���

�������
�����0����
�����������
� ������
��
��� 
�������
�
�����	������

����
���
���	
�������
'445���
����
���
�����	�������
	��
���
�������	���
�
��	�
���
���
 ���
�������
��
	
�
���
����
�
��"�
������
�������

��
��
�������
�
3��� �	���
��������
�
����
�������	������
�"�����

����
���	�
����	����
� �	 
���������
�
� ���

����


��������-���
���	����	��"����
�����	���
�����������"���/
�
�-����

�	��
�������� �������	����	������
��� �
�
�������
�	������
���
���

����
 ��
����
��	�����
����
��
�
� �	�� ��	����������������
�3��� �	��
"�
�����
�)	�
����������������������
���
��	��  
	����� ���

�
�����
�
6���
��	�,�,������
�
	�����������

��

�
�����	�

���������
�
���
���
�
	�
	 
����
�����	��
��
�����7�
,����������
��
�����������
��
����
�

���
���������������������������
���
��
��
��������
�
���� �����!������"����,�
.
�
���


�����
��
�
���

�������
����
�	�����
�3��� �	�&��
��������������
��� ���

8
���
�����
�
	��
��
�	���
�
�	
�����
�"����	
�*���

��
��
�
���
��	 �
���

�������������
�	
�
 ��
�����
���������
��������4	
������
�
����
����������9::��
����
�����
����
��
�����������

����
�
� �	���	
��
� 
	
�����;
������������������

���
��
�
��
�
�����

�������	��	����

�
��
�����
�������
�����	-�����
��	��
�����
����
����
���
���
�
��
��
�
 ���
��
��
�
�����	%��������
�
�������
�"����	
�*���

��
!
��
����

�	�����	������
�������������
��
����


�	��
�
��
�
��
���	�� 
��
������
����

�
������
�����	��
���
�
���

, ����#��������������


���������������#�����
�����������
�
���
�
�

������������$�!
����
����
	�
��� 

�������
������<=���	��
������
�����������	�������������

�	����
���
�
��
,��!��������������
���
�

������������
�����������������%�������"�
�
�����$��
'���	��,��
������������������������
����������,�

8�����	�

����
�
	�
�
����
�
���������

��� �	������������	
������
�
��������
���
�
%�
��
	 
���-�
�
�
��
�����������
�
�����	�����-�
��
�����	��
���
��>�����
	-���

��
��������
�
�� ���
���	���
�
���������
���
��

�
�	� ����
���	������ �
�����%���������
��������
�
�
������������������
�����
���	����
����������
��	
����������

	�
�?@A���	��
�����������	���
����
	

�
�����
����	������ �����������
�	��0��������
���������
� 
�
�	���8�����
���	-��
�
	�����
������
���	���������

�
�
��� ���

#������
�
���
�
���	���"���
/
�
�-��*���
���
����
�
���
��� ��� ��
�	���
����
���8����������
���������

	�
��������	�����
����	��
� ��� �
���
�������	����	�����
��
�
������
����
�
����	��!��	�������������� ��
�	-���
����
��	�

��	���
���1
��8�����
	��
�

���
�������
��
�����	������	��
�����
���
��
���
� ��� �
�������
����
���
#������
��������
�
���
�	��
������
�����
����	��������
�
������ ��� ��
�	
��
���
������
	�
���
���������>���
 ��
�������!
����	��
�����
���	���
�
�������	�����

����
������������������

�
���
��

8����
����
����������
�����
�
�

�����	-���	��������������	���4	�
��
��	
���	�����������
���� �����
���
������
���������1�	��������
�
��
��	
��������	���	����4	���
����
��
��	����� ��
�	-���

���
����
�����
�
��
�
�������
��	�

�
���

���������
�
�
��������

	 
�����	�������
���	��
�
��

�������
��������������� ��
���
�
�
�
��*��
��������
�

���
������;
����
�����	���	�B�&��
	���
��
���������
�
������	�
����
��
������	�����	����
����	�
%���
	 
��!������������B�!����

��
��'�����	���������B�!����
���
�����
�
��B�

��
����
�


���		
���������	��
����
���	������&���������
��
��

�

�
�
��
���	�����
���
�	
%��
��������������
����9�����

%�
	���	���������"����
�	�
���
���������C����
���
��

�

(Continued on page 10) 

����� �%�����+,�!�0�1��



Page 10 

As I drove away from the hotel, 
was still singing "Arrivederci Roma" . 
Things felt so much more relaxed as we 
made our way down to Sorrento. We would 
be at one hotel for four nights.  I wouldn’t 
need the wet towels by my door in Southern 
Italy. There were just a few of us on the bus, 
so there was plenty of room for all. 

The drive along the coast of 
Southern Italy was simply splendid. As we 
made our way through small towns I felt like 
I was rediscovering Italy. While the 
Northern sections were historical & 
beautiful. The small Southern towns were 
relaxed, like the Italy that you see on 
Spaghetti cans. People wandering casually 
on tiny cobblestone streets, old men sitting 
and playing cards, women working on their 
gardens and children playing songs. (I felt 
like sitting at an outdoor restaurant, eating 
some pasta & making someone an offer they 

couldn’t refuse.) 
I checked in at the Hotel 
Majestic & unpacked. My 
room was on the top floor 
with an amazing balcony. I 
handwashed a bunch of my 
clothes & hung them out to 
dry. Two women from 
England, Shirley & Katy, 
were staying in the rooms 
next to mine. We shared the 
big balcony.  
I went with the seven 
remaining members of my 

group for a relaxing walk through downtown 
Sorrento. It was a walk just for walking’s 
sake, no tours, no sites to see & nothing to 
accomplish. Yet there was something so 
satisfying. I was tempted to call home & tell 
my sister to sell all my stuff because I wasn’t 
coming back.  Don’t ask me why I didn’t! 

Back at the hotel & I found out 
where the  "Sala de Reino de Testimoni de 
Geova" was. (Kingdom Hall of JWs) The 
Hotel Clerk called an Italian Brother who 
would come and pick me up for Sunday 
meeting. I asked the guy if this was an 
English Hall. He waved me off "English, Si, 
Si".  The meeting would be at 6PM 
tomorrow. 

I went out on the terrace and 
thought about the rest of the week. 
Tomorrow lounging, Monday a day 
excursions to the Isle of Capri, Tuesday 
Pompeii & Vessuvius, Wednesday back to 
Rome & Thursday back to Seattle. 

Viva Italia! 
 

�
�
����	���"���
��
	���� �����
��
����

���
��
���������

�����
	�
�����
����������		
���

8
���
���		
���
��
	�����
��
�"��	����"�
������
��� ���

��
���
���
�
��������������"���	�

% 
����������
�"��	����
�������
������	���
����

���!
���	�

��
���	����
�����	�������	������
�
�����	����������
��	
���
�
 ��
�	-�����������	����
	���	���
��
����������9� ����
��
�
��!
�
�
�
��
�
	��
���������������
�
��
�
���������	�
�������	
������
���
��	
�
���

����
������
�
�
�
��

�����	����
���	�
���
��
��
,����������������,����
���	���	��
��
������	���!
��
���������
�
,������%�#�
���
�������������&�
�����
��������������

�,����	��
�����

4	 
�����	��
�
�
	������������

����� �
���
�����
����	�����
����������
�
���	
��������	�	���	������

�
������������ �������
������� ���	��
��
��� �����
����� 
��
�

(Continued from page 9) 

�������'�����+,����
0�1��'��������

����� ��"���#���

�����!�'�����$����
'��������

My body was still used 
to rising at the first sign of 
sunlight, but at least there was 
no place to go.  I lay in bed for 
another hour, just trying to 
digest the many things that I 
had seen in the past two weeks. 
I rubbed the "’pasta gut" that I 
was developing.  Eventually I 
went out onto the balcony and 
watched women in the houses 
down the road hanging their 
clothes out to dry. 

Shirley & Katy came out 
onto the balcony & we chatted 
for a while. They had breakfast 
sent up. Now what was a good 
breakfast without champagne? 
We decided to do the 
unspeakable: have something 
from the mini-bar. You know 
the incredibly well stocked mini-
bar that exists in some hotel 
rooms where you pay $100,000 
for a bag of potato chips! Each of 
us had a tiny bottle of 
champagne the size of a Dixie 
cup. (I won’t tell you how much 
it costed.) 

The rest of the morning 
& afternoon consisted of 
lounging, and more lounging. 
Then we walked around 
Sorrento got some spaghetti 
bolognese & lounged some 
more. 

By 5PM I was dressed to 
(Continued on page 11) 
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go to the Kingdom Hall. I stood in 
the hotel lobby at 5:30 waiting for 
Angelo to pick me up. When 
Angelo & his family arrived, I 
found out that they spoke 
virtually no English at all. So I 
wasn’t going to an English 
speaking congregation.  

When I got to the Hall, 
everyone was excited to see me. 
Fortunately there were a few 
young people there who were 
taking English in school to serve 
as translators. The whole process 
was exhilarating. I would slowly 
say some English words combined 
with pantomime to some teenager, 
they would take a second to 
"digest" it all, then they would 
turn to the other person & 
converse with them in Italian. The 
answer would come back to me in 
English & more gestures. I felt like 
I was in Dances with Wolves!  

I sat through the whole 
meeting not understanding a 
word, but happy to be there 
nevertheless. It is amazing to be a 
part of something so international 
& united!  Next time I will make 
sure I learn some Italian first. 

I went to bed with my 
faith feeling strengthened. 

(Continued from page 10) 
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Nineteen Hundred and 
Ninety Four has probably been my 
toughest year emotionally since 
leaving college. After working on a 
very tough, stressful project at 
Microsoft for 2.5 years, we finally 
completed things on a sunny 
Friday in June. We popped 
champagne & celebrated. For once 
I wouldn’t have to work on a 
weekend. I was going to lounge 
around all day Saturday.  

Saturday morning, I got a 
call from my Mom in NJ. (Some of 
you may know the story from 
here.) My cousin John, 20 years 
old, had taken his life. It’s funny 
how in the twinkling of an eye 
things change. I threw some 
things in a suitcase and caught 
the first plane home. As I sat that 
there on the plane, I felt a 
whirlwind of emotion, and yet 
complete nothingness at the same 
time. In the last 10 years, I could 
count on one hand the number of 
times I’ve had to deal with death. 

I remembered that last fall 
(1993) a friend of mine, Lisa, early 
thirties, had a stroke and died. I 
hadn’t seen her for a few weeks & 
decided to give her, and another 
friend Lori a call. I happened to 
call Lori first & she told me that 
Lisa had just "died" the day before. 
Life support was just keeping her 
heart beating. We all went to the 
hospital and sat with her mother 
as she made the decision to pull 
the plug. Lisa had been sick for 
years, yet she fought valiantly to 
hold onto her life. How could John 
decide to give it away? 

I got home and hugged my 
parents. It was unnerving to see 
my Dad, a man who has seen so 
much, and is always the rock in 
times of trouble, be knocked 
speechless. There were no answers 
or explanations. Without their 
even saying a word, I could see my 
parents comfort each other with 
just a casual glance from across 
the room. We went to my Aunt’s 

house, John’s home, and we all 
comforted each other. At this 
time, I remembered that 
memorials aren’t for the dead, 
they’re for the living, who must 
continue. 

So many things still bug 
me about it all. Most of all is just 
that we’ll never know what was 
on his mind that final morning. 

When I returned to 
Washington, Elain and I sat and 
talked for a while. I did one of 
those Big Brother "If You’re Ever 
Depressed Come and Talk To Me
(tm)" things. And we moved on. 
Or so I thought. One night, weeks 
later, Elain & I watched this 
movie that dealt with the grief 
that survivors of a plane crash 
were feeling. as we watched the 
end credits roll in the dark, I 
could hear Elain crying. We 
stayed up half the night talking 
about birth, death and everything 
in-between. I knew for sure at 
that moment, we would never be 
quite the same again. 

As I shared my feelings 
with people, I realized that so 
many people had faced this with 
a friend or a family member. 
These last few months, have been 
times of deep reflection, taking 
stock, examining faith and 
cleaning out emotional closets. 

All my life I’ve believed 
that Jehovah God has something 
much better in mind for man 
than this life here. A world where 
"death will be no more, neither 
will be mourning nor outcry nor 
pain anymore." {Revalation 21:4} 
Yet, if we are to make it to that 
world we must make ourselves 
stronger now, or their won’t be a 
tomorrow.  

In the last year I’ve seen 
a lot of pain in people that I care 
about. Now more than every 
before I am acutely aware of it. 
Marriages of some have fallen 
apart. Chronic depression has 
driven some over the edge. 

Before you strap on the 
violins, good things happened too. 
One of the foremost is a friend 

fighting off alcoholism & being 
sober for over a year and a half! 
Friends my age are married, some 
on the road to parenthood. And all 
along the way through 1994, good 
friends have provided fun & 
support. 

This year has been tough 
on a few of my friendships/
relationships (or whatever 
annoying words we have for 
things!). There have been some 
real roller coasters. Feelings are so 
gentle. When they are injured, 
they can heal & maybe even get 
stronger, but they aren’t as they 
were before. Then of course when 
you throw romantic interests into 
the Potion of Life, you get 
something that can be sweet and 
life-sustaining if done right, 
painful & crippling if done wrong. 
It’s frustrating to find yourself 
going down a road & realizing that 
there isn’t an easy U-turn to take 
you back. I’ve seen tears & been 
reduced to them myself. 

Perhaps 1995 will be a 
better year in that regard. 
Something that feels right will be 
there. But until then, I am 
committed to living my life to the 
fullest, honoring my Creator & 
fitting everything else in around 
that. 

1994 will be remembered 
forever by me as a year of  
triumphs and tragedies. But then 
again isn’t every year? 

Most of you will be 
receiving The Journal around 
late December, early January. Try 
not to get to depressed around the 
holidays.  It’s just the "Same Auld 
Lang Syne". For each of you out 
there, please find something or 
someone you love, and hold on to 
it! 


�	�7�������8�������
'��		�



Page 15 

Met my old lover in a grocery store 
Snow was falling Christmas Eve 
Stole behind her in the ????  
And I touched her on her sleeve. 
 
She didn’t recognize my face at first 
But then her eyes flew open wide 
She went to hug me and she spilled her purse 
And we laughed until we cried. 
 
We took our groceries to the checkout stand 
The food was totalled up and bagged 
We stood their lost in our embarassment 
And the conversation dragged 
 
We went to have ourselves a drink or two 
Couldn’t find an open bar 
We bought a six pack at the liquor store 
And we drank it in her car. 
 
She said she’d married her an architect 
Who kept her warm and safe and dry 
She would have liked to say she loved the man 
But she didn’t like to lie. 
 
I said the years had been a friend to her 
And that her eyes were still as blue 
But in those eyes I wasn’t sure  
If I saw doubt or gratitude 
 
She said she saw me in the record store 
And that I must be doing well 
I said the audience was ?????? to me 
But the traveling was hell 
 
=========Chorus================ 
We drank our toast to innocence 
We drank our toast to now 
Tried to reach beyond the emptiness 
But neither one knew how 
 
We drank our toast to innocence 
We drank our toast to time 
????? in our eloquence 
Another Auld Lang Syne 
=========Chorus================ 
 
The beer was empty and our tongues were 
tired 
Running out of things to say 
She gave a kiss to me as I got out 
And I watched her drive away 
Just for a moment I was back in school 
And felt that old familiar pain 
As I turned to make my way back home 
The snow turned into rain... 

“Same Auld Lang 
Syne” 
 
Copyright Dan Fogle-
berg  


