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October 9 to 13,  2015

ams to london
Mitch has decided to get a cab to the airport in the morning, and then take the train from Gatwick to London. We get our 
bags through weight restrictions--just!  We had priority boarding so we get to go through a fast security line, but we get slowed 
down by a small nail file in my carryon.  I swear, could they give photos of what isn't acceptable? I have had the nail file in 
the same place in my carryon through every airport.  I haven't tried to get knitting needles through as it is unclear if they are 
allowed going into London.

For this leg of the trip we fly to Gatwick which is the fifth new airport we've used this trip.  The Gatwick Express is great to 
Victoria Station.  Once again, Mitch's patience makes these transitions painless--for me.  From Victoria Station we get a cab 
to our hotel.  After dropping our bags we go off to the Tube to find theatre tickets.  We choose a play that is three hours 
long, but sounds really good.  Before the theatre we get Indian food.  We haven't eaten since breakfast (and I had fruit and 
a croissant), so I am practically cross-eyed with hunger.  But it works because otherwise I would never have agreed to eat so 
early!  We walk around a little bit between the theatre and dinner.  In our seats I chat with the slightly-older-than-us couple 
who become interested in me after I pull my knitting out.  The woman and I agree that knitting makes watching TV feel like a 
purposeful activity.  The play is very well acted and interesting, but we end up leaving at the first intermission because there 
is no air in the theatre and with nearly bench seats it becomes fairly unbearable for Mitch and his knees.  At least we had 

inexpensive tickets. 

We take the Tube back to our neighborhood and 
stop at the cute market we passed for sparkling 
water, olives and vodka on the way to our hotel.  
The market doesn't have vodka, but does have 
lots of gin.  The person helping me sends us up 
the street to a bottle shop, but looks online and 
tells us we have 15 minutes before they close.  
Almost to the bottle shop we hear someone say 
Mitch's name and there is a colleague of Mitch's.  
This is not as unusual as it sounds--only that it was 
this far into the trip before we see someone he 
knows.  We stop to chat, then I remember our 
mission/timeline and pull Mitch away.  We barely 
get in the door in time.  The proprietor says they 
are closing.  I say we'd like the bottle of vodka 
right behind the counter, we pay, and leave.  
Back at the hotel I am directed to the bar to get a 
bucket of ice.  I will do this every night, and return 
the bucket on the way to breakfast.
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a full day in london
Our first full day in London starts with breakfast in the hotel, then off to the Underground.  Mitch is masterful at the logistics, 
but I think I could figure it out.  Instead I knit and write my travel diary while he does all his map research.

We head off to Sommerset House to go to the Courtland Gallery which Mitch noticed in the Rick Steve's book last 
night.  This is the first time we are asked, very gently and sweetly, if we might be over 60 years old.  We agree we are to take 
advantage of the discount of 1.5£ each.  An intimate collection of Renaissance and Impressionist art.  The special exhibit is 
of a 20th Century artist inspired by Seraut: Bridget Riley: Learning from Seurat, which was interesting and made a connection 
to modern art I would never have thought about.  The Impressionist collection is impressive, including Van Gogh With a 
Bandaged Ear.  Not too shabby for a private collection.  I'm afraid I love the Impressionists more than anything else--in any 
museum.

From Sommerset House we go to the tate 
modern.  The crush of people combined with 
Modern Art in a very industrial setting is enervating.  
I like a lot of the work, but I really wish it was hung 
in a more user-friendly way.  We go into a room of 
Gerhardt richter pieces called the Cage Series 
(for John Cage the composer, he was listening to 
his work while he painted). Six pieces, each three 
square meters, that are amazing.  There is a sign 
that there will be a 10-minute talk by a docent in 10 
minutes.  We do not usually wait around, but agree 
it is something we are both interested in, so do.  The 
docent gives a perfect amount of information and it 
is nicely presented.  I am, as always, interested in the 
process as much as the product.

We go back across the bridge in search of lunch 
because I have reached the end of my rope.  As we 
cross Mitch points out two restaurants on the river 
and we walk to check them out.  We choose the 
Spanish place where we have a wonderful lunch and 
a glass of Spanish red.   We have over-ordered so 
I ask for take-away as what remains is mostly cheese 
and meats and we can have it for lunch tomorrow 
with some bread from the market.

Fortified we walk back to the Tube and head to 
Trafalgar Square and the National Gallery.  It is africa in the square this weekend which is both festive and well managed.  
We have a mutual laugh about the Hay Wain on the square the first time we visited London.  Next trip was the fourth 
Plinth, but I'd forgotten that one.  We pass through the square, but head to the national Gallery.  You guessed it, more 
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impressionist art.  But it is really crowded and more than a little annoying.  We get through the galleries we want to see just 
about in line with my patience.  I snap a photo of Van Gogh's crabs which I have never seen to email to my mother.  It is 
hung near the Sunflowers, and I am the only person who notices it.

We head to the underground which is also massively crowded as the matinees have just let out.  I realize that years ago I 
made the proper choice to not live in a truly large city.  I lack the patience required.  We get off a stop early to get the lay of 
the nearby neighborhood but end up in the midst of afternon shopping so head to our hotel to enjoy some quiet and space.

We determine this is a simple pizza dinner night and after much-to-much time spent finding our options, once we limit how 
far we are willing to go, we have relatively few choices.  We decide on a place called De Marco which is within easy walking 
distance.  We have a decent pie and a caprese salad, and of course red wine.  I decide we should end with the Zabiogne 
crema dessert.  We are walking back toward the main road when Mitch realized that the reason he is so cold is that he has 
left his scarf.  We hurry back to the restaurant although I have very low hopes of recovering it.  He goes into the restaurant 
and returns with it!  We are both happy because it is a really lovely one I got him for Christmas last year.

this is the Hay Wain by Constable. the most loved 
piece of art in Britan.  to the right is the result of 144 
artists each paining a piece of it.
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tHe viCtoria and alBert
Today is our victoria and albert museum day.  It is right across the street from our hotel, but we will end up walking 
about 3.5 miles in the museum.

We start with the fabrics of india special exhibit.  We are there before it gets really busy, which is a good thing because 
the way the exhibit is laid out it is already virtually impossible to see some of the exhibit due to the crowds.  I am increasingly 
annoyed with exhibits that are hung without proper attention to logical flow, access, readability, space, etc.  Many perfectly 
lovely exhibits are ruined by the lack of thought put into how crowds are going to impact viewability.  All of my irritation 
is magnified in this exhibit where there is too little space, low lighting, difficult to read text, all in oddly shaped areas which 
prevent people from moving easily through the exhibit.  I am glad we went because we saw fabulous things, but it is kind 
of the culmination of all the irritations we've had in museums lately.  There is a statement in the exhibit that says that Muslim 
women can't wear silk next to their bodies.  I have to wait until I can consult Wikipedia because it is never explained in the 
exhibit.  There are some excellent maps which show trade in different periods, which ties back to the Viking Museum, so I 
am quite pleased how this dovetails together.

Mitch then navigates us through the VandA to see a wide variety of things.  All interesting. None earthshaking, but again, 
helping to fit pieces of things together for us.  We leave and walk down the street to the Market and I thank the young man 
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who sent us down the street for vodka on Friday.  Again, he is very gracious. We buy bread and nuts and return to our 
hotel room where I put on a lunch spread from our take-away from yesterday's lunch.  We settle in for some quiet time: I knit 
and read and Mitch reads and looks at his devices.  We decide on a walk so head to Kennsington Garden.  We do a little 
walking there (it is massive!) and reconnoiter our dinner spot.  Mitch decides we won't have time to walk there after he has 
his conference call.  This turns out to be good information to have because even with taking the Tube we are a tiny bit late for 
our dinner reservation with Tove and Brecht.

Tove has brought her friend Brecht to the needlework show over the weekend.  I have decided against attending with them 
in favor of museums.  We have a nice French dinner.  Mitch is the only non-knitter.  Brecht, now in her 80s, was an SAS 
Stewardess before she married and had children.  We all exchange travel stories.  Mitch and I take the Tube back to our 
neighborhood and Tove and Brecht take the bus to theirs.  I make martinis to use up the last of the vodka.

museum rounduP
We get up late.  Mitch's alarm fails to go off and 
all the horrid things I have been laying in bed 
thinking about our neighbors and housekeeping 
have to be mentally rescinded.  We go down for 
a light breakfast and coffee.  I really want a scone 
and espresso drink so we decide to stop at one 
of the neighborhood cafes; the one we choose 
is loud and annoyingly inefficient.  To paraphrase 
Gwen Ifil, "for the love of god, just bring me my 
coffee."  Different context, but really?  I have 
become convinced there is little caffeine in the 
coffee served at the hotel and I am dying for a 
quick jolt of caffeine.  The espresso comes eventually, and then, finally, my scone which I thoroughly enjoy.  We get on the 
Tube and head to the tate Britain.

This is finally a museum laid out in a user-friendly manner.  
It has recently been remodeled, so we have never 
been.  We start with the special exhibit of the artist frank 
auerbach.  I have never heard of him, but love the work 
and the exhibit.  Feeling quite uplifed both by the work 
and the way the exhibit is hung, we make our way to the 
Collection.  Here you step through the decades smoothly, 
guided by subtle, but effective signage.  Lots of pre-
raphaelites.  I read a book about them years ago after 
having a tour by the then museum director at Seattle Art 
Museum.  Nothing like someone knowledgable to make you 
want to know more!  We see Lucien Freud, Francis Bacon, 
JMW Turner (I am becoming interested in how museums 
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present names differently), Constable, and many other Brits I'd never heard of.  We decide to skip the pre-Raphaelite 
sketches and make our way back toward Trafalgar Square to go to the Royal Academy and National Portrait Gallery.

We grab lunch. Just better than bad.  We go to the royal academy and the only exhibit is ai Weiwei.  I am somewhat 
bemused and probably don't know enough about his work to make knowledgable judgments.  His work is conceptual (he 
has an idea and other artisans execute it).  I kind of hate art that tells you what to think or what your take-away should be.  I 
don't find it all that compelling, but my inner rebel has kicked in and there isn't a lot of room for enjoyment.

Portraits are what you get at the national Portrait Gallery. These are both enlightening and make me want to put my eyes 
out after a while.  A few standouts:  T.S. Elliot , women (not many except for the odd Queen), Queen Elizabeth I, some of 
the self-portraits, and any of them lucky enough to be done by Sargeant.

We go off to the pharmacy to get something for what we believe is acute sinusitus.  We have an interesting and informative 
interaction with the pharmacist.  The combo drug we have (Mucinex DM) is not allowed in the UK, but the ingredients 
are sold separately.  We buy one of them which comes only in liquid form.  I will take it after the current medication cycle is 
finished.  I had horrible sinus pressure and pain during the night and I am hopeful for some relief before the flight home.  We 
return to the hotel because I am kind of done in.

We sort through restaurant options and finally choose 
a Thai restaurant near the hotel.  I had previously 
rejected it because it is so expensive (welcome to 
London!) but it feels like what we want tonight. We 
have an interesting if not delicious dinner.  Back in 
our room we do some remaining packing to make 
it easier in the morning.  We had a couple of beers 

i love this piece by ford maddox ford (a pre-
raphaelite).  it is unfinished and is perhaps more 
striking because of it.  

Called take my son, sir (or sir, take my 
son--depending on the source) it is believed it 
remained unfinished because the model was his 
pregnant wife, and the son she was pregnant with 
died 10 month after his birth.
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with dinner, but for us this London party is mostly over.

lHr to sfo 
We both wake up ahead of the alarm.  Mitch has some pressing work thing that he turns his attention to as soon as he is out 
of bed.  He looks up about 30 minutes later and asks when I am going to shower.  He had come into the bathroom while 
I was in the shower, but when I step out of the bathroom to say I am dressed and putting on my makeup, he asks me why I 
didn't shower.  This is the power of concentration and devices.

After a small breakfast at the hotel we gather our things to meet the car to Heathrow.  Mitch has made arrangements to be 
delivered by our taxi/car to Virgin Atlantic Upper Class.  This is the benefit of having him in first class (I am allowed to join 
him as his travel companion): we are issued boarding passes and our bags are checked on arrival at the special entry.  We go 
to a designated security line where I, for once, get through without notice.  We go on to the Upper Class lounge where we 
get a second breakfast and espresso drinks.  Soon it is time to board and he steps to the head of the line and I board with 
everyone else.  The plane is a 747 so I have put him in the upper deck; I have purchased an extra legroom seat.  As on the 
flight over, I am in a row by myself.  Bliss!  Then, Virgin opens up the seats for purchase.  I am joined by a couple and we 
are cheek by jowl the entire flight. 
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