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I have learned the hard way 
that if I don't record things 
as I go I will soon forget the 
details.  This may be more 
detail than you want, but 
here are the entries I made 
while Mitch and I traveled 
in Lisbon, Portugal, San 
Sebastian, Bilbao, and 

Madrid, Spain, and London, 
England.

We mostly ate and looked 
at art; rode the Metro and 

walked a lot.  I practiced my 
photography skills, part of 

which is remembering to take 
photographs!

I think I had enough photos 
that I didn't repeat anything 

here that I used online.

Tr
a

v
EL

 D
Ia

r
y

 S
P

r
In

g
 2

0
17

D
es

ig
ne

d 
by

 J
ill

 W
ol

co
tt



Page 2 of 11 Tr
a

v
EL

 D
Ia

r
y

 S
P

r
In

g
 2

0
17

Copyright © 2017 Jill Wolcott Knits LLC 
All rights applicable to downloaded patterns

www.JillWolcottKnits.com

Travel  Diary:  March 27 to Apri l  11 ,  2017

Leaving Seatt le to Heathrow
March 27-28
Leaving at 6 pm on a Monday takes some of the drama out 
of getting out of town.  We’ve both been working to bring 
projects to a conclusion or logical stopping place for the past 
month.  We're ready to go on vacation, and need one!

I have something to get in the mail before we leave so Mitch 
drives me to the post office to get that out of the way.  I am 
unplugging my office electronics when the car arrives to pick 
us up at 3 pm. [The expense of a car or cab to the airport in 
each City is balanced throughout our trip by our use of public 
transportation!]  Our perfect timing continues as we are checked 
in and on our way to the gate ahead of our plan.  If you travel 
with a natural risk manager as I do, timing has been calculated 
ahead of time.  We hang out at the gate until Mitch gets to 
board for first class.  I follow shortly after; this is the inaugural 
flight for Virgin Atlantic from Seattle to London.

After boarding and getting settled into our seats (empty center 
seat!  Yay!), I ask the man in the aisle seat if he sees how to turn on the reading light; we decide that it must be 
buried in the electronic system.  I ask the flight attendant.  Of course it is part of the electronic system and not 
available until we push back.  Now I have to engage in some conversation which I politely do.  I’m ready to read 
and knit, so I disengage as I soon as I can.

Lisbon (via London) March 28 to March 31
March 28

Mitch and I meet as I deplane at Heathrow and we hit the 
expedited customs line. We do the walk to Terminal 2, 
which is all familiar from previous trips.  Our flight to Lisbon is 
delayed (also familiar!) and I see two middle-aged couples that 
I am certain we saw two years ago.  Mitch is slightly skeptical. 

At the Lisbon airport, we get on the Metro into the City.  
Mitch has figured it out so it is easy except for all the stairs we 
have to navigate with our luggage.  We get off at a stop that is 
three blocks from our hotel.  Our hotel room is cool, but small.  
We figure out how to make it work and I find some likely 
dinner spots.  We decide on one up the hill from us which 
gives us a chance to get some cash, let me to snap a couple 
of photos, and get a tiny feel for Lisbon.  Tagide bar has great 
views from its perch on a hill, as well as tasty tapas and good 
wine.  Our waiter is helpful and speaks perfect English (the 
other waiter is a French speaker, so they switched us).  

http://www.restaurantetagide.com
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We are moved to a table with a view when another couple leaves.  After our dinner and bottle of wine are 
complete, we crest the hill and go back to our hotel.  We're ready to call it a night.

March 29
We’ve decided to do the museums at the park today. Mitch 
makes a beeline to the Metro and I whine a little bit about 
Portuguese pastries. We settle on starting with something at 
the museum cafe.  It is just warm enough to sit outside with 
the smokers.  There is a delicious but very plain scone to have 
with our espresso drinks.  The art museum is interesting. There 
is a notable Sargent and thankfully very little Church art.  The 
second museum is a contemporary; it gives us a good political 
history as well.  I do not think that dictators breed happy artists 
[dictatorship of the Estado Novo under António de Oliveira 
Salazar] and they certainly seemed to be deprived of happy 
inspiration. 

We walk back towards our hotel, ending up at a plaza on 
the hill for lunch outside.  I'm disoriented, but Mitch guides 
us back to the shoping area we saw after dinner the previous 
night to Ulisses, to buy gloves.  We were most struck as we 
walked through the shopping area last night by how much was 

Portugeuse, not stuff you see everywhere.  When we saw the glove shop I took a photo so we could find it again 
(and several of street signs).  

We went into the tiny shop--literally enough room for the two of us in front of the counter.  I am slightly tipsy from 
my wine at lunch, but we try on gloves.  The selection is always limited in my size, but the sales person is much 
nicer than they have ever been in Italy.  I find two pairs to purchase--one a sporty camel and cream, and the other 
a red with buttons at the wrist.  Mitch is delighted by the process: Gloves are removed from packaging, powder 
is shaken into them, a wooden tong is used to open the fingers.  Then, with my elbow on a pad, my hand is held 
aloft while the glove is fitted onto my hand.  We agree that the size isn't quite right and we try again.  Perfect.  
Mitch has the same selection problem I have, but finds a pair too.  The price seems about right and we leave with 
our gloves in their satin bags.

For dinner we go back up the hill to find Mini Bar.  Without a reservation we will need to wait a bit.  We order 
a cocktail while waiting on a table and they deliver martinis to our exact specifications.  The restaurant is in an old 
theatre and we admire the updated decor and watch other customers.  We have the All In which is fun because 
they just bring you dishes.  Wonderful substitutions are made for me where raw fish is the choice.  It is a delicious 
and perfectly portioned meal.

March 30
We brave the waterfront trolley to the architecture museum.  The trolley is jammed; Mitch observes a pickpocket 
trying to ply his craft.  The Museum building is stunning but closed.  We decide on an alternate plan, taking 
the funicular up—you guessed it—The hill.  I adore riding Funiculars.  Mitch finds the Contemporary museum.  
More unhappy art.  The design museum is undergoing renovations so we walk to the Fado museum.  We break 
our usual habit of eschewing the recorded tour (this is all about music!) and do the circular tour.  Finally, I kind of 
get Fado!  We both like the music, and Mitch’s "it's Portugal’s blues" is not wrong, but has not been quite all the 

http://www.luvariaulisses.com
http://www.minibar.pt
http://museudofado.pt
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background I wanted.  I am determined that we should see Fado 
on our last night here. 

After an early start (I blame the hotel who said we needed 
to be there early to get a seat) we get our Fado.  It is an 
experience; we get wine and bread and cheese, then order 
dinner in a restaurant empty except for the proprietor and the 
two fado singers.  I am relieved when more people begin 
coming in at 9:30.  The singer had tried unsuccessfully to get 
Mitch and I to do a response−Hah.  We buy CDs from the 
two singers; this is not a glamorous deal for them.  The female 
singer also works as a wait person.  The male is blind.

San Sebast ian & Bi lbao March 31  to Apri l  3

March 31
Travel day.  Lisbon to San Sebastian via Madrid airport.  I am 
tired from a poor night's sleep so the day might as well be used 

up in transit.

San Sebastian is in a wonderful setting and the rain and clouds 
have not taken over as predicted.  Beautiful views coming 
into the airport.  The wind is going pretty nicely by the late 
afternoon when we hit the promenade.  I get us a 9 pm dinner 
at narru.  That is as late as I feel I’ll be able to do today.  We 
spend a couple hours reading and looking at what to do before 
we dress up for dinner.  Mitch eats the sardine amuse and we 
enjoy Galacian clams followed by lamb for me and entrecôte for 
Mitch.  Dessert is an amazing creme Anglaise concoction.  This 
is my first reminder that we are in a place that values and delivers 
on dessert.

We head out to walk on the promenade on the way back from 
dinner but are soon chased inside by dime-size raindrops.

aPrIL 1
We decide to sleep in on Saturday and so don’t get out into the world until close to noon.  Always thankful for 
my traveling French press which allows me to make coffee in the room to get us going (thank you for tea kettles in 
hotel rooms!), I still like a double espresso and a croissant or other suitable pastry.  We go off to explore a bit; 
the weather is iffy, but no downpours.  Mitch asks me to go into a restaurant he tried to get us into before we left 
without success.  My in-person query coincides with a cancellation for 2 pm. 

I snag the table for lunch at restaurante Kokotxa and we go to the San Telmo Museo for some Basque history. 
A very good museum in an old church.  It keeps us so occupied we have to dash off to get our 2 pm lunch.  

We decide to do a la carte since the prix fix options not only look huge, but have too many things that we don’t 
enjoy (we will try stuff, but I can’t eat raw fish and Mitch isn’t a fan of very odd textures and flavors).  We have 
an amazing lunch.  It starts with a tiny brioche with tiny shrimp and a potato/leek soup with feta served room 
temperature.  Our appetizer is a shared crab (soft-shell) fried tempura style on a mound of kimchee which sits in 

http://www.narru.es
http://restaurantekokotxa.com/en/
https://www.santelmomuseoa.eus/index.php?lang=en
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a large tapioca.  I would have licked my bowl if I could have.  The kimchee is put into perspective later when the 
chef steps out of the kitchen.  He is part Korean, sporting a blond top knot.  My main is Hake in sea broth, with 
2 rigatoni stuff with creamy pimento.  Mitch has the venison with bacon potatoes.  There is just nothing not to 
like.  An amazing lunch.  For dessert we have red fruits with chocolates—and some liquor.

We wave off the offer of a cab back to our hotel.  Not very far from the restaurant it starts raining and the wind 
picks up.  After about 3 blocks the rain is in sheets and the wind is gale force.  By the time we get to the hotel 
(1/2 mile) my wool pants and Mitch’s jeans are soaked from hem to mid thigh.  My raincoat is soaked through 
and our shoes feel like swimming pools.  We get everything hung in the tub and crawl into bed.  We have a very 
nice nap: wine, lunch, liquor, rain. 

I am able to dry my coat to about 80% dry (mostly damp at the bottom and front) with the hair dryer. I put the 
liner into my coat to keep any damp away from me and with dry clothes we head back out for pintoxes and wine. 
We bypass a couple spots because they are Saturday-night crazy, but in two stops we have about 6 pinxotes and 
some fried calamari, all with red wines (they pour out 2 oz at a time).  We're full again after our lunch, and really 
don't need to drink more.  We check out a jazz club and have another glass of wine, then return to the hotel 
where I finish my book.

aPrIL 2
Sunday we get on the bus to Bilbao. Once we get to Bilbao, Mitch has figured the out the Metro so we hop on 
that then walk to the guggenheim museum.  We make a bee-line to the cafe for espresso and croissant and are 
just beginning to look at the museum when the skies open.  We 
take some photos of the building in the rain.  We look at a lot of 
abstract expressionism (can I say that the females are really good 
and grossly under represented here) and I feel I broadened my 
horizons.  The Serras are amazing.  It is a lot to take in, but really 
not an extraordinary collection.

We walk from the museum to the funicular.  I’m not sure why I 
am so amused by them, but I feel slightly giddy whenever we ride 
one.  This one goes really far!  We check out the views at the 
top, then snag a seat on the return and begin our walk to the Fine 
arts Museum.

This museum has a Renoir exhibit, but kind of nothing new for us.  
It is called Intimacies, but when we talk about it later, neither of us 
really felt that.  It seemed a lot like art that he was doing because 
it was well compensated.   The permanent collection is filled with 
impressionist and abstract expressionist work from Basque artists.  
Many are really good, some a little odd to my eye, but it is an 
interesting afternoon.  We have a late lunch and eat some candy before our bus arrives.  The bus is late; Mitch 
cannot believe it as he doesn't plan for that (and is ready to leave).  We finally leave about 12 minutes late.  The 
trip back is always longer than the trip there, regardless.  It starts to rain as we are walking from the bus station, and 
we scurry along so we don’t get caught again. We venture out for dinner, but don’t want to eat standing.  We 
eventually find a restaurant and have a satisfactory meal.  The portions are huge and we were about due for a not 
earth-shaking meal.

https://www.guggenheim-bilbao.eus
http://www.museobilbao.com
http://www.museobilbao.com
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aPrIL 3
We pack our bags and head out to the San Sebastian Funicular, arriving 30 minutes before it starts running. Mitch 
is a) unwilling to wait, and b) unwilling to come back before we get a cab to the airport at noon. I'm a little 
peeved, but he is probably right.  We walk back on another route and have a not-so-good croissant (which is 
tasty, just not the best) and espresso.

Madrid Apri l  3  to Apri l  8

aPrIL 3
The flight to Madrid is delayed due to weather, but once we get on board it is just an hour until we land.  We 
walk from one corner of Terminal 4 to the other, which is very long, beating our bags by just minutes.  The Metro 
is undergoing renovation but the information kiosk tells us there is a 5E bus outside that will take us to our Metro 
stop.  It is a 25 minute bus ride until we are walking to our hotel.  Mitch, realizing we are outside the Post Office, 
suggests that he wait with our bags while I run in to mail my post cards.  [One of the post cards to my mom arrived 
in San Francisco this week.  While we are talking on the phone she commends me on the amount of information I 
can legibly get onto a post card.  This compliment is seconded by my Godmother, whom I talk to the next day.]  

Walking past the Naval facility enroute to our hotel, I wonder why the armed guards are wearing sand-toned 
camoflauge. Not blue, or gray (which would at least fit in a city).  Our hotel room is a bit-tiny town, but they have 
a desk and chair for Mitch so he is occupying familiar space.  We walk out for mineral water and a snack (we had 
no lunch), plus a bottle of vodka.  We do quite a neighborhood search looking for decent vodka at a good price.

We have had fun memories from our 2002 Spain trip with my mom. Her contribution was a small bottle of vodka 
and establishing a nightly cocktail hour while waiting for restaurants to open.  I would go knock on her room when 
it was time for cocktails and then make them.  She loves a vodka-tonic.  The bottle she brough didn't last long 
before we had to replenish.

I have a near repeat of my first Madrid martini experience.  I have gone to the front desk to ask for ice, a martini 
glass, and a tumbler.  They bring me a glass of martini vermouth instead of the requested tumbler, a martini glass, 
and ice.  I take the glass and ice and refuse the Martini vermouth (perfectly poured over ice).  The poor room 
service guy nearly has a coronary trying to figure out what to do—I send him away and he eventually returns with 
2 water goblets and ice. I give him a 5 Euro tip which settles things with him.

Mitch finds a restaurant on a list of recommended places (and we find a couple of others on the list along 
the way) where we sit at the counter to have dinner. We are both kind of stuffed so we try two things on the 
appetizer list.  Huge portions, but delicious.  There is a large group having a celebration at one end of the 
restaurant as well as a few tables, so we mostly people watch.  We take the Metro back to our hotel, but still have 
a bit of a walk from the Metro, topping off an 8-mile day.

aPrIL 4
Our hotel has an included breakfast so we go down in the hopes of finding fresh fruit which has been too sparse.  
We have forgotten the large buffets they offer for breakfast. We have Nespressos (no tea kettle in the room 
here−I figure it takes about five shots to get me where I like to be) and fruit, plus tiny croissants. Mitch also gets 
OJ and samples some of the sausages and meats.

The metro gets us near the Museo Sorolla recommended by our next door neighbor, David Dwyer. Although 
they are transitioning exhibits the rooms that are open are full of lovely Renoir-style works.  After our tepid 
response to the Renoir exhibit, these are a revelation.  Light (as in not heavy or over worked), affectionate, and 

http://www.mecd.gob.es/msorolla/inicio.html;jsessionid=4DCB16CF0694425DD66BFBBC253D7DD0
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intimate.  We metro back a couple of stops then we walk to the Thyssen Museum.  A very interesting collection.  
Artists I’m not familiar with, and work I’ve not seen by those I know.

Some paintings by Van Gogh I recognize from listening to Letters to Theo.  Mostly earlier pieces done as he 
worked to find his own voice.  Very cool to see how truly his work transformed; hints of the style to come, but  
clearly even he did not know where he was going at the beginning of his accelerated journey.

Our tour of the Thyssen ended with a room of Francis Bacon & Lucien Freuds.  Lighter pieces by both, but 
definitely not light fare.  On to lunch at Parades de Madrid.  Incredibly delicious but not much you can do but 
siesta afterwards. More fruit and the most amazing creme brulee ever.  I send a photo to David to let him know 
we found it and how much we enjoyed the Sorolla Museo.

After a rest and recovery from the earlier part of the day, we go out to window shop and to dinner. We have a 
couple of appetizers and split an order of clams, then finish with another for dessert. The Spaniards know their 
sweets and I am determined to make the most of it!

aPrIL 5
Today we do the reine Sofia.  I realize this is the museum that nearly broke me 15 years ago.  It is poorly laid out, 

with poor signage.  The beautiful new addition has merely 
provided more space to wander around in trying to follow the 
plan.  The line is huge and getting longer for the Guernica.  
We’ve seen it.  We skip it.  

Next stop is the caixa Forum.  Good exhibit of Ramon 
Cases Carbo, an artist we were introduced to in Barcelona.  
He was an early technology adopter (bicycle, autos, etc.) 
and did a lot of commercial art.  There are some amazing 
nudes.  The exhibit is called The Desired Modernity.

We go to the Latin Quarter and Mitch guides me to the 
steak restaurant I’ve been trying to contact for Friday dinner. 
In I go to get a table at Julian de Tolosa.  I make it for the 
wrong night, so I go back in and redo it for Friday.  They are 
very gracious (as am I).  We have lunch nearby, then walk to 
a department store so I can buy more socks which I woefully 
under packed.  Metro takes us to the Banco de Espana stop 
and we go to the post office so I can mail more post cards.  

We have a dinner reservation at a restaurant called Bistronomika.  This is a type of restaurant in Barcelona which is 
based on a rethinking of Bistro food, with an eye on the Gastronomica movement of desconstructing flavors and 
presentation.  This food keeps drawing us back to Barcelona.  This restaurant is likely quite good, but it doesn't 
suit me.  We have an interesting meal, but it is not delightful as we had anticipated.  The people at the adjacent 
table are speaking English too loudly, and are a group of digital consultants who could not be more enamored 
with themselves.

aPrIL 6

I awake feeling fuzzy around the edges.  This doesn't improve, and although we have an enjoyable day, I am not 
interested in food.  I cannot bear the thought of eating anything I ate in the previous 24 hours.  I am always an 

https://www.museothyssen.org/en/
www.restaurantparadismadrid.es
http://www.museoreinesofia.es
https://www.esmadrid.com/en/tourist-information/caixaforum-madrid
http://en.juliandetolosa.com/restaurant/
http://bistronomika.es


Page 8 of 11 Tr
a

v
EL

 D
Ia

r
y

 S
P

r
In

g
 2

0
17

Copyright © 2017 Jill Wolcott Knits LLC 
All rights applicable to downloaded patterns

www.JillWolcottKnits.com

avid eater and this is unsettling to both me and Mitch.  As a break from downtown Madrid we take the Metro 
out to their City University campus and go to Museo del Traje, the clothing and textile museum.  It is a very well 
put together historical collection, with a small Fortuny exhibit.  It is well worth the trip.

We calculate we have spent about 25 Euros altogether for all 
the Metro trips in Madrid.  We will use the last trip on our 10 
trip pass tonight.  Mitch downloads maps via guidebook and 
he figures it all out using his iPad Mini.  I guess that is what he 
does at the desk.

We go to the location of the Mary Halvorson jazz concert 
for tonight, so we can figure it out (no one speaks English, 
but we confirm that it is at 8 pm and is free, that we should 
arrive an hour ahead).  We walk by the Palace and through 
the adjoining neighborhood (where we stayed in 2002).  We 
finally go back to our neighborhood and Mitch has a burger 
and I eat a spinach salad.

I have a nap and get ready hurriedly when Mitch wakes me.  
We get to the venue later than planned and are then told 
we can’t go in.  Again, no English.  We finally figure out we 
need a ticket, and that the doors don’t open until 15 minutes 
before the show.  I pull out my knitting.  Still not feeling great.  
Eventually the doors open and we go into a really lovely 
modern auditorium with nice seats and a terrific view of the 
stage.  About midway through the concert I begin to feel a bit 
better!  Mary Halverson and her trio are great.  I think her experimental guitar may have been too much for some 
in the audience, but we loved it.

We return to our neighborhood and go to a swanky Thai meal. It was like being in Thailand except for all the 
Spanish being spoken.  The food was tasty although we did make very unadventurous choices to keep my 
stomach happy.  Mitch admits that he had been fearful that he had "broken Jill", but it isn't that easy. 

aPrIL 7
Today, we tackle the Prado.  We both like more modern art 
so this is a little less pleasurable for us. I end up thinking that we 
should have saved the Sorolla’s for last so we had something 
to look forward to.  They have good cards and overviews in 
all the museums here, so even if you don’t know a Goya from 
a Reubens, you will learn a lot, including some history.  I bog 
down at about Caravaggio and I pass a lot of religious-subject 
pieces I am so not interested in.  Some things are interesting 
because of the artistic motivation, but when the church has a 
hand too deeply in it, it becomes a touch too preachy for me.

We take a walk through the huge park that borders our Retiro 
neighborhood to the Serrano side.  Mitch looks valiantly for 
a restaurant while I look for cocktail olives.  He ends up more 
successful than I.  In a country that seems to eat olives twice 
a day I cannot find suitable olives.  We will have our martini 

http://museodeltraje.mcu.es
https://guidebook.com
www.thaigarden2112.com
http://www.museodelprado.es
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without tonight.

There is nothing left on our Madrid list for now, except our big steak dinner at 10 pm.  It is a little over a mile away 
and despite our olive-less cocktail we decide to walk.  It is slightly more complicated to find than Mitch thought, 
but it is fun to be out watching Madrid come to life on a Friday night.  It feels like there has been an influx of 
people pre-Easter, now ready to enjoy a warm spring evening.

Our dinner is much as we remember it from 15 years ago. All restauranteurs seem befuddled by our lack of interest 
in after dinner cafe' or the’.  We walk home, clocking 7.4 miles for the day, and banking 0.7 for Saturday as we 
pass midnight.

aPrIL 8
Nothing to do but pack and go to the airport today!  I barely get my knitting through security for our flight to 
London. I am glad I moved the approved scissors I always carry into my checked bag after I was questioned about 
them in San Sebastian.

Apparently Easter week is big for travel.  Fifteen years ago on Easter we saw them parade Jesus down the streets 
of Barcelona (kind of freaking non-Catholic me out).  Today it felt like half of Spain was going on holiday.  
London seems well populated by visitors too, so this will be a fun couple days.

We head to Shepherd’s Market which sits behind our hotel.  Gone a bit up-market since we stayed here four 
years ago.  It is Mayfair adjacent, so that makes sense.  We decide to try a Polish-Mexican Bar for dinner. WTF?  
The pancakes were okay; the venison meatballs (I had the Mex version because I don’t like green peppers) were 
fabulous.  A nice Portugal red wine, and now I’m sipping Swedish vodka in our hotel.  We went into every shop 
selling booze trying to find a decent vodka because we were too late for the bottle shop we used last time.

Mitch brought some digital music thing-y so we’re listening to Bill Frisell play Lennon and McCartney.  Mitch 
asked me what time to set the alarm tomorrow (Sunday) and seemed a bit taken aback when I suggested he not set 
it at all.  

aPrIL 9
We wake late without the alarm. By the time Mitch gets his turn in the bathroom he has list of possible activities 
ready.  We go to Picadilly to get tickets to Who’s Afraid of Virginia Wolf for Monday night.

After that we navigated the Tube (Picadilly, Jubilee, and District lines!) to the Fashion and Textile Museum.  But 
by then I was hungry, so we tucked into a French bar for lunch, casse-croute.  We got there in the nick of time, 
snagging a couple seats at the bar.  The menu items sounded delicious, but were more than we wanted to eat so 
we decide to have charcuterie, cheese, and some red wine.  Duck rillette, salami, Comte and cheve cheeses, with 
red wine, made a delicious lunch.  I love restaurants/bars that have "house" sparkling water—which they did.  I 
think our choices and enthusiasm for the house-made duck got us a tiny measure of credibility as the proprietors 
engaged in a bit of conversation with us.  I told the one chatting us up about a duck-only restaurant in Paris which 
he wasn’t familiar with, but said he would investigate on his upcoming trip. 

The Josef Frank exhibit at the Fashion and Textile Museum is really good and worth the trip.  We decide to go to 
the Saatchi galleries which we’ve never been to.  The shows in the galleries are themed portraiture and "selfies."  
After a bit of a walk around, we decide to go back to the hotel bar to get our free cocktails.

I have claimed tonight for cheap Indian food dinner.  Mitch searches for places—without Michelin stars−which is 
easier said than done in our neighborhood.  We have a second small martini while he researches.  We confirm a 

www.ftmlondon.org
http://www.cassecroute.co.uk
https://www.jillwolcottknits.com/4113-paris-3/
http://www.saatchigallery.com
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small, nearby place is open and we decide to try that.  It is fine, but nothing special so we decide to try one of the 
pastry places we’ve passed further down on Picadilly.  As much as they like dessert, I would think the Brits could 
do it better.  Of course we've just been eating stupendous desserts.

aPrIL 10
For our last day we decide to start at the Tate Britain.  I love it, although it is disappointing the wait for the 
Hockney exhibit is so long.  We decide to pass on it.  Lots of good things to see in the permanent collection.

We return to Leicester Square to go to the national gallery where we see a few more Reubens—and add some 
Rembrandts.  We go through the permanent collection and again I see a Van Gogh I’m not familiar with.  Some 
fine Monets, Pisarros (his only night scene), and a Morisette Mitch particularly likes.

I decide French bistro for lunch and we go off in search.  The first one is closing, the second is no longer there, 
but the third is the charm.  Onion soup for both, and we split the mussels & fries.  I have a glass of red.

We follow up with reconnoitering the theatre for tonight’s play, then to the royal Museum.  A really interesting 
exhibit on US art of the 30’s called After the Fall.  Intensely crowded in a small space. We have enjoyed 
considerations (senior discounts) at each museum—not always me, but always for Mitch.  Having done three 
museums and five miles, we go back to our hotel, stopping for pistachios at M & S Foods.  We enjoy those and 
a martini before going off to see Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf.  One really should have a martini before that 
play!  This is an outstanding production so my only complaint is two intermissions?

We stop at a Venetian/Italian place for a snack before heading home.  An excellent small Margherita pizza and 
so-so calamari.  

We’re mostly packed and ready to make final preparations in the morning.  I end up with one day’s coffee left. 
I have moved the remaining Vodka into a plastic water bottle for the flight home.  We have packed well and I 
have worn everything I brought, as has Mitch.  Unpacking will be mostly a matter of separating into laundry or dry 
cleaning.

http://www.tate.org.uk/visit/tate-britain
http://www.nationalgallery.org.uk
https://www.royalacademy.org.uk
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aPrIL 11
Thanks to Mitch’s upper class ticket he has arranged to go to the special entrance; our cabbie has done it before 
and except for not having the proper paper for printing one of my documents (a non-first class boarding pass.  
They have to go somewhere to get it) it is smooth sailing checking bags and checking in.  Having stuffed my 
knitting into my checked bag, I sail through security.

We enjoy breakfast at the lounge.  I love the lounge, but it is too bad we discover the candy jars!  I load my 
bag with an assortment—and we each eat about a half dozen caramels.  We enjoy the lounge until our gate is 
announced and we go off together, parting ways there to our different classes.  The boarding is more efficient than 
usual, but I am horrified when two people sit down next to me and I will not have extra space.  I have plenty, I just 
like not having someone next to me.   


