Travel Diary USA - Canada. 1995.

Diary of a 3 week trip in the US and Canada.

The following travel notes were never intended for public consumption and I will not make any pretences about their literary merit; there is none.  These were hand written notes in a small spiral bound note book, written at the end of each day, which were intended to support the photographs and video footage I took through the three weeks of travel on the North American Continent. This particular trip was planned as our 40th wedding anniversary celebration, which would have been in mid July that year, but was brought forward a month, because of an invitation to the wedding of Nicky, my cousin Evi's elder son. The original plan was a Canadian trip only, but having accepted the wedding invitation we modified the plan twice, also to include a brief stay in LA, visiting some friends there.

The video footage taken through the journey never got edited, the photographs are still in their original folders, as they were returned from processing and these notes were buried and forgotten until very recently, when they surfaced from oblivion, during my search for some more important documents.

As rough notes they have no literary value and would have little or no historical or narrative interest to anyone, yet oddly - in light of my experience in reading numerous Blogs recently, whilst researching a particular subject - I found them at least as revealing as many of the Blogs I've read. Most of my other travel notes are nothing more than "short hand" sketches, hard to decipher even by me, containing "key words" mostly, rather than full sentences.

These notes were exceptional in details and observations and even in "composition", as I used full sentences most of the time, certainly coherent enough to be followed by almost anyone.

I release these notes here with only very minor editing here and there, chiefly to give meaning/explanation to names mentioned in the diary. These additions will occur in brackets within the text with various random numbers of asterisks (*) added, in order not to be confused with other remarks in brackets, which were original comments within the text. 

Place names occurring in the diary were not checked for correctness when copied from the original hand written notes. At the time of writing the diary I had maps and leaflets at hand; regrettably I could not find any of them now and therefore I could not verify the accurate spelling of place names. Unfortunately my handwriting is not always easy to read, hence the possibility of "typos". I apologise for any possible inaccuracies.

However, I make no apologies for any potentially "politically incorrect" remarks; these notes were written when political correctness was not yet mandatory and as I stated they were intended for private use. At any rate, I regard political correctness as a "straitjacket", that only serves the purpose of the political establishment, to enforce their view on the rest of us about what is, or is not correct. Hitler and Stalin tried to impose it, as well as other tyrants. It should never be acceptable in a democratic free society! Not that we have a truly democratic and free society any more! Therefore I will not submit to "political censure".

If you wish to shoot me for these last remarks or for my political "incorrectness" I will not jump about… I'll stand straight and firm to improve your aim…

And now to the "Diary"… If you are still expecting a literary piece, stop reading right now!…

Wednesday  7/6/95            London-New York.

Typical. Minutes before leaving from home the telephone rings. Someone wants emergency treatment. Hardly put the receiver down, another call. Someone wants to join Quorum.** What else?

( **Quorum was an MLM program a patient of mine persuaded me to join. Big mistake!) 

Finally managed to leave around 10 a.m. and drive to Heathrow. Valet car service. Good.

Inside terminal building… alarm bells ring for half an hour… not so good…

Flight is on time… but… 20 minutes delay, because someone managed to mix some luggage up. So, we are sitting inside the aircraft, waiting for all baggage to be removed and then reinstated.

Finally off… Flight smooth…

Arrive N.Y. J. F. K. surprisingly on time. Evi loses her way at the airport trying to get out. (Peter** [**Evi's younger son] wrecked Evi's car; she is now driving a hired car. Is that a good enough reason for getting lost?)

At Evi's home. New boy friend arrives for dinner (No. he is not the food!.. but who knows? It might have been better if he was…) He stays the night… fortunately not in our room…

Thursday 8/6/95



New York

Drive with Evi to Jenny's*** flat. Meeting Sophie***… she is gorgeous…(***Jenny is Evi's daughter, Sophy is her granddaughter) We are dropped off at Central Park. Visiting the Zoo briefly, then on to F. A. O. Schwartz… where else? Onto Morano's about a necklace. Walking down 5th Avenue to Trump Tower. Lunch at the Top. On to Rockefeller Centre. Up Empire State Building. Back to Evi's by 5 p.m.

Guests arriving: Pam and Ian with T. J. (Thomas Jacob a 10 month old baby with 10 tonnes parents each!) Ian is Nicky's school friend. He has massive tattoo on upper right arm: a Grizzly Bear. (His Kindred Spirit?) A tattooed Jew?… Well, better than a tattooed number starting with the letter A… but only just!… T. J. is lovely… his parents ???????…

Ian's mother Erica the actress arrives with Pam… Pam is Erica's living in lover… the "scenery" is getting more interesting by the minute… I figure that after three of Erica's failed marriages, and her three kids and a grandchild, a lesbian relationship must be the safest bet… After all this is America… and she lives in L.A.

The telephone rings non-stop all evening. Evi's flat with the assorted visitors is just like an asylum… This is New York… After guests leave, evening drive through Down Town…

Friday 9/6/95         

New York - Amenia

We are told that we shall leave for Amenia by 12 - 12.30 noon. Evi wakes with a headache.

It will get worse during the day.  We are requested not to go out, so that we can leave on time. (Ha! Ha!) Another friend, Kate, arrives by car from Washington DC. 

Brunch: Bagels with cream cheese, capers, smoked salmon and tomatoes... plus Kate brought some strawberries… Tom should be arriving with a car… the arrangement from the previous night is that Ian, Pam T. J., Erica and Kate will leave in Tom's car with Ian driving.

Evi should drive us and Tom in her hired car…. However, Tom is having an "important" hair cut, so he is delayed… Evi is having an important nervous breakdown… so we are all delayed… Pam and Erica (the actress) leaves with Kate… Eventually after 3 p.m. Tom arrives. Ian, Pam and T. J. are driven by Evi; we leave with Tomi in his clapped out Chrysler New Yorker.

We suppose to follow Evi. Two blocks further down the road Evi shoots through a fast changing traffic light. We have to stop. Evi and Co. disappears. The instructions to find "Troutback" [** the country inn where the wedding takes place] some 100 miles north of Manhattan are somewhat nebulous… Tom has a few minor fits. We find out that the previous night he had a car accident… with the car he is driving now… I pray quietly, sitting at the back, whilst Tom and Erika up front are having a non stop, 100 mile per hour conversation, whilst he is driving (in built up area) at an average speed of 70 miles per hour. For good measure Tom chain smokes, holding the cigarette in one hand, whilst gesticulating with the other. Occasionally the car mounts the curb as he misses the bend, at other time he misses other cars by a hair's breadth. Will God hear my prayers in this madhouse? I'm not quite ready to die…

By some miracle (God must have heard my prayers!) we arrive intact… not necessarily mentally intact, after all we are now in the good old USA.

We arrive before Evi, whom we supposed to have followed and who disappeared from sight in front of us.

Meeting the "Gang". Several hundred Lefkowitzes,** [**the bride's family name] a dozen or so Blaikies,*** [***Evi's ex-husband's family name] and countless other inmates of the biggest gathering since "the one flew over the cuckoos nest".

"Troutback" (a Country Inn in upstate N.Y.) is a lovely, charming place… the "inmates"… well…

The place is run by a tall Irish-American and his same gender lover… what else?… I quietly pray again, this time so that I may be allowed to sleep with my wife and will not be forced instead to sleep with a strange male.

Cocktails and small talk at 7 p.m. Dinner and "big talks" at 8 p.m., conversation and speeches at 1000 decibels… I only hear the noise… it's safer that way… But the food is good!…. 

Saturday 10/6/95              

Troutback
Down for breakfast 9.30. Hardly anyone downstairs, just a few kids and Mrs Lefkowitz.

Fruit-salad, followed by American breakfast. I have just toast and tea. No lemon. I asked for and was assured that I would get a slice. "No problem Sir!"… Never arrives…No problem, I leave the tea…

Stroll through the surrounding land. 12.30 barbecue lunch at the poolside. Afternoon siesta followed by a short stroll. Wedding scheduled for 7.30 p. m… or there about… time does not seem to matter around here. 

Around 8 p.m. sky gets overcast, with threat of rain… The scene is set in the open air for the wedding.  The gathering of the Lefkowitzes, Blaikies and other assorted schlemils starts in earnest. The "Direction", scenery, etc. beats everything Woody Allen might have ever produced… including the characters… Ladies Dresses? Hollywood eat your heart out… Parade to the accompaniment of the "Virginal" String Quartet (I doubt there are any virgins amongst them!) playing a mixture of "Yashiva" Vivaldi, cum Bach, cum Fiddler on the Roof, cum waltz, cum schmaltz… cum what may…

The ceremony is… well...Jewish… with generous sprinkling of more schmaltz…

After ceremony, cocktail on the terrace and inside. Conversation at 5000 + decibels… each… The Virginal Quartet is now positioned inside for added decibels. Round Tables are laid in the Banqueting Hall… only just redecorated…. The paint is still wet… for added entertainment…

Call for dinner at 9 p.m. Soup arrives to our table 9.30 pm. The band starts up before the soup is served and the dancing begins. The soup is cold. The cooking is Kosher. The band is Kosher Black!… The singing is anything but Kosher… it's bloody atrocious… at 10,000 decibels it intended to blow your brain…

The rest of the food arrives at about hourly intervals. The main course arrives just after midnight… cold and indifferent, but neatly dressed… not so some of the ladies, who in true Jewish tradition, dress like a spoilt princess's sofa… frilly and padded… some of the padding is of course natural…

Dancing continues to the small hours of the morning… I fade out at 2 a.m…. Hava… Nagila… 

Sunday 11/6/95          


Troutback - New-York

Up at 7.30. Sit around till 12.30. Sky overcast. Brunch at 12.30. Long farewells (too long!) from 1.30. till 2.45. Leave Troutback 3.15 in Tom's car. He is half asleep. We are almost fully asleep. (best strategy for survival in Tom's car!) It is safer for us to sleep so we do not get a heart attack every 5 minutes as Tom nearly drives off the road or nearly misses the car in front.

How did we manage to get back to Evi's place in one piece? There must be a God watching over me, only God knows why…

6.15 Vera* (* she is an ex-girlfriend of Laci, a school-friend from my youth) and Ivan** [**her husband] arrives. A most pleasant surprise. I've found more in common with Vera now than 40+ years earlier when she was Laci's girlfriend. Mind you, we both are grandparents now. Evening finishes with a Japanese meal at a restaurant 3 blocks away from Evi's flat on 3rd Avenue. Tom stays behind, he is too exhausted from his atrocious driving… Just as well… he probably is not safe on his feet either…

Monday 12/6/95         


New York - Toronto

Up at 6.30. Pack and leave 8 a.m for Newark. Check in very smooth. We have tea and croissant with Evi, then farewell and we depart on time for Toronto. Very smooth flight, arriving on time. Take a bus to Hotel, the Holiday Inn on King's. Dropped off at hotel. Perfect weather. 

Check in and have a non-memorable meal at the Coffee Shop at the hotel. Hotel very good. Room 1705 on 17th floor. Swimming pool is on the same floor (I'd hate to have our room under the pool!) Visit CN Tower. Quite fantastic. Trying to find a sightseeing tour after having an ice cream at Moevenpick. No luck. All sightseeing tours finish at 6 p.m. We are just late.

Back to hotel after a short walk. Visit China Town. Noodle soup and Ho-Fun for supper.

Tuesday 13/6/95          


Visit to Niagara

Breakfast at Coffee Shop, set off to Niagara with Executive Coach; a small 12 seater Ford mini-coach, driven by Bob. He has a nice personality, informative on local interest as well as history. Pick up around Toronto from various hotels. Eventually we have 2 people from Brazil, two from Switzerland, one couple with two kids from New Zealand, a couple from Hong Kong, and Peter from Edinborough.

Stop at Niagara town on the lake for 30 minutes. Lovely little place, it would be worthwhile spending more time there. Brief stop at Niagara Escarpment for photos.

Stop at a hotel by Niagara Falls for lunch on the 10th floor Restaurant with fantastic views over the Falls.

Visit Table Rock Tunnels under the Falls, then Maiden of the Mist boat trip right up close to the falls. Fantastic!

Back at Hotel in Toronto 10 to seven, quickly buy tickets at the Royal Alexander Theatre for 8 p.m. to Gershwin's "Crazy for You" musical. Superb performance; magnificent staging.

Quick dinner at Moewenpick after the show.

Back at hotel 12.15.  Erika left a newly purchased T-shirt on the coach.

Wednesday 14/6/95               


Toronto - Vancouver

Wake up at 7.00. Fitness room for 10 minutes on bike. (now I'm completely unfit!)

Walk about Down Town for about an hour; Erika goes for last minute T-shirt hunting… so, what's new?…

Strawberries for breakfast, whilst waiting for limo to airport.

Flight on time. Wide bodied jet; 8 seats across… We are out at the Airport one hour and 20 minutes before take off and there is no window seat available. Flight 4 hours and 40 minutes. Very smooth, apart from food and in-flight entertainment, which is mediocre.  Arrive at Vancouver around 2 p.m. Erika is on a saving spree (2 T- shirts instead of one, as one was lost!) so we take the bus instead of a taxi to the hotel. Very bad choice, as we have to walk a long way from the drop of point to the hotel, dragging the luggage along… Hitch No. 1.

Hotel is not in best location. We discover that we are booked for one night only in the first instance, before going on to Victoria. Hitch No. 2.

Asking about booking for Victoria. They sell us a tour for $83 each; this after a lot of hassle about which would be the best way to go. Hitch No. 3.

By now I have the "humps". By the time we finish with the arrangements it is 6 p.m. Going for a short walk to "feel" the place and looking for dinner. This side of the city has a mixed "feel". Not as clean or organised as Toronto.

We have a very nice Chinese meal, with very large portions. A bit more walk after dinner, then turn in around 10.30.

Thursday 15/6/95        


Vancouver - Victoria

Wake up at 5.30. Erika decides to go for a swim. Coach expected for 7 a.m. Erika returns from swimming 6.45. Leave luggage at hotel, except an overnight case, check out and leave by mini-coach to pick up point. Pay by travellers cheques at office. We are told that return is not possible by coach, if we stay overnight at Victoria. They cannot guarantee a return and, at any rate, there is nothing returning earlier than 4.30 p.m. Too late to cancel the trip, we shall have to find alternative return… but what?

Coach ride to ferry; good crossing…Snack breakfast on boat. At other side first stop at Butchart Gardens, which is magnificent. A riot of colours and a riot of Oriental visitors.

Whites outnumbered by approx 3 to 1. Most Asians seem to be under 40; most whites seem to be over 60. Interesting. At every turn the view is blocked by eager Japanese taking photos of eager fellow Japanese, usually in groups of 30-40 in front of the best sights. Lots of protruding front teeth, framed within wide brimmed frozen smiles, stealing the show from the flowers. Walk around the gardens for about 1.5 hours. Light snack at cafeteria.

Arrive at Victoria around 2 p.m. Dropped of at our hotel, which is brand new and excellent and is overlooking the bay. Check in and leave on foot to visit the town.

Sightseeing on foot all afternoon. Stop at the Empress Hotel for tea and scones. Tea is too weak for traditional "English" afternoon tea, so we ask for lemon and convert to lemon tea.

More sightseeing, ending up in China Town for dinner. Making the first mistake by choosing the wrong restaurant. The cooking is a close imitation of Chinese… but not close enough…

The waitress is not Asian… compensation: she has legs up to her armpits, which are located at first floor lever… of the Eiffel Tower… Instead of skirt she wears something that would qualify as a pelmet… but no curtains… therefore she generously shows the "sights"… up to the armpits… her knickers don't cover much either… I am undecided whether the sight adds to or takes away the appetite. I ask Erika's opinion. She kicks me on the shin… that settles the issue…

The waitress is also generously offering doggy bags for the left-overs, which I decline on the grounds that I don't have a dog and even if I did have one I would not wish that food on him…

The fortune cookie has a little note in it, which reads: "Give it time and it will work out." Sounds ominous after a meal like we had… it was bad enough first time round…

We drown the food with a generous size cappuccino in an Italian café nearby, then hang around town, near the bay, until sunset and light-up time for more photos.

Back to hotel by 10.30 

Friday 16/6/95                  


 Victoria - Vancouver

Wake up 6.30  Erika goes swimming… where else…

Walk to BC Air Terminal in Bay Side, Down Town, to buy  flight tickets to Vancouver.

Breakfast at Murchies.  Flight at 9.55 by small sea-plane. Fantastic!. Clear skies, perfect views over the archipelago of islands, which form Vancouver Islands. Just a 35 minutes flight direct to Down Town Vancouver. Taxi to Hotel. (Coast Plaza) Check in then off to lunch at Café Paris. Very good meal. Afternoon sightseeing, using the hop on Trolley tour. Off briefly at China Town, then walk to Gas Town, then back on Trolley to complete round trip to English Bay.

Back at hotel by 5 p.m. to have a brief rest, then off again at 6 p.m. for evening tour of Capillano Suspension Bridge and Grouse Mountain. Suspension bridge is suspenseful… Grouse Mountain with its multimedia "Theatre in the Sky", presenting "Our Spirit Soars", is just a bit on the pretentious side, and all for a commercial effect…

Back to hotel by 11 p.m. Snack at Bread Garden, in same complex as hotel. Back in our room by 11.30.

General observations:

Most Canadians and Americans tend to finish every spoken sentence with a "Question Mark"; with other words every sentence sounds like a question, rather than a straight statement.

Japanese people punctuate their spoken sentences with frequent short affirmative nods of the head.

We have a full suite at the Coast Plaza, with a built in kitchenette, with fridge, but without a single cooking utensil, cutlery, or crockery of any sort, or even a cup or a drinking glass. Strange! Do they expect the guests to bring all cooking utensils with them?

Saturday 17/6/95         



Vancouver

Wake 7.30. Erika off to swim. The weather is out to prove that rain is not a British invention.

Change of preliminary plan in view of the downpour.

Leave hotel at 10 a.m. and walk to False Creak Ferries to cross over to Granville Island.

Have a fresh ham and cheese baguette sandwich on the move. The island is just one gigantic market of "superstores". Boring; even Erika gives up on it. Take bus to Gas Town. Make phone call to Andrea,*(*our daughter) then walk length of Water Street and back plus most of the shopping malls from Pacific Plaza to Eaton and back.

End up on Robson Square after a short cappuccino and muffins break. Attend exhibition of Native Indian craft in the Forum under the Square, with Indian dancing and singing. Bought a "Dream Catcher" from Ayla, a charming Indian lady and also a "Humming Bird" silver ring for Andrea. Erika bought a few more other items; and previously on Water Street she bought 2 "Canned Moose" and 2 "Canned Black Bears." Wonder what the grandchildren will make of it. 

Walk back on Robson Street. Coffee at Murchies, then back to hotel briefly. Have Chinese dinner at the Yangtze Restaurant on Robson, then walk back to Robson Square.

In the Conference Centre there is a Hungarian Dance show. Too late; performance is already half way through and entrance by ticket only, with all tickets sold. We see some of the participants and the audience in the break. Walk back on Robson, stop at Cow's for ice cream, then back to hotel.

Weather was mixed all day, with short bursts of showers, some clear periods, even brief sunshine.

Retire at 11 p.m.

Sunday 18/6/95     Vancouver - Kamploos  with Rocky Mountaineer Sightseeing Train

Day 1 of a two-day train trip, through the Canadian Rockies.

Wake at 5 a.m. pack and leave hotel by taxi to Pacific Central. Easy check in; we've beaten the crowds. Hot choc, with muffins at McDonalds in the Station. (I think I have to find a Rabbi to confess my sins!) Phone home to mother. She is still dying… or is it again?  Board train 7.40 and off at a slow speed (almost like walking) at 8 a.m.

The train follows the Fraser River first, then the Thomson River. Scenery, landscape varied and dramatic. Needs to be seen to believe…

Arrive Kamploos for overnight stop around 5 p.m. Transfer from train to Hotel Stockman by antiquated coach. Check in, then brief walk through a town absolutely bristling with…death?… well certainly not with life… I've never seen a town more dead than this one… not a soul or even a moving vehicle to be seen anywhere… Hello!… is anyone alive here?… With some difficulty we find an open, but empty, imitation Italian restaurant, where we have an imitation spaghetti dinner… served by ghosts… or Zombies? (definitely no imitation here! these were the real articles… ) Return to hotel and to bed by 7 p.m.

Seems to be the safest bet… maybe the only bet…

Monday 19/6/95                        

Kamploos - Banff
Day 2

Wake up at 6; leave hotel 7.30. Train leaves 8 a.m.  Slow but steady journey all day with breakfast, snacks, lunch and more snacks provided on the train. Magnificent views, alternating from one side to the other. Train slows down to almost zero speed at selected beauty spots. Difficult to capture views on video through the windows, partly because reflection on the glass, which are fixed and cannot be opened, partly because the platform at the back and the front of the coach, where the windows can be lowered, from time to time gets very crowded with fellow photographers, trying to outsmart each other. One chap, the only German in the coach, seems to be everywhere all at the same time, with his toy camera in his hand, hogging the best views, without ever taking a single photo. I suppose it is his way of "placing his towel", marking his territory, establishing the superiority of the Arian race… Bloody annoying… and he won't budge an inch…

This kind seem to be the same no matter where you encounter them… a real pain in the…

Am I prejudiced?…. Neeehy!… just hopping mad… damn them all!…

The weather is mostly fine, a little drizzle here and there… we are high up in the mountains after all…

Arriving at Banff around 8 p.m. in perfect sunshine, but heavily overcast and ominously grey over one side of the mountains. A glorious and perfect rainbow over the horizon, adds colour to the dark grey. Shortly before our arrival, people sitting the other side of the train from us, spotted a bear with two cubs, walking just by the railway line. Great excitement… I missed it… Erika spotted a mountain goat. I missed it… I spotted a field mouse. Erika missed it… Ha. Ha.

Banfff. Very pretty setting. Longish wait for luggage off the train. "Brewster" Coach to drop us off at the hotel on the "Strip". By this time it is pouring with rain. Good old mountain weather. From the coach we spotted four elks calmly walking on the road towards the station… are they trying to catch the train back to Vancouver? This time nobody missed spotting them… only, because of the rain running down the coach windows, it is unlikely that it will come out on my video…

Check in at hotel. No bell boy. Not so much a hotel, more like a glorified motor inn. Room 115 allocated to us at the far end of covered parking, on the ground floor, is the proverbial "Black hole of Calcutta". From our window magnificent view of parked cars… real close up too… It is just like having a room with a view to an underground car park, except one can spot some rain falling through a ventilating shaft… Great!…  Never mind… The bathroom window opens to a back street…. The bathroom has more natural light than our room and we can claim that at least we have some view… only you have to step up on the edge of the bath to look through the window… so this is what a room with a view is like in Canada? Consolation: the beds are the narrowest we encountered so far on this trip…. No matter, the mattress is lumpy anyway… Happy holidays!…

We decide to retire early. Big mistake. Room is hot and stuffy in spite of leaving windows open, which is not the best idea on security grounds and petrol fumes flooding in, each time a car arrives or leaves. I contemplate three choices for dying… suffocate behind closed windows, carbon monoxide poisoning from the fumes, or being clobbered to death by intruders through the window… Whilst I contemplate Erika snores hear head off…

I suffer agonies through the night… until I fall into a shallow sleep… until… final happiness… I wake with toothache around 3.30… Sit up and "will" the pain away… fall back into shallow sleep…

Tuesday 20/6/95




Banff
… and finally wake 9.30….  Room has no natural light, except through open bathroom door.

Still pouring with rain. Erika off to swim…. I am off to the dentist… that's me… a little careful flossing and Eludril eases the pain. This is going to be fun… a dentist with toothache on holiday with another dentist, who doesn't want to know…. So, flossing and self hypnosis for the rest of this holiday?… Just what the dentist ordered…

Put waterproofs on to go out discovering Banff. Visit the tourist office after "breakfast" at the food court in the shopping mall. By this time it is 11.45 a. m. so the breakfast is a bowl of soup and thick sandwiches, washed down with a cappuccino. I may eventually leave my hart in San Francisco or LA, but would someone please tell me where my stomach and guts are left… I also wonder where I shall leave my wisdom tooth… I go back to the hotel to try to find my guts…. Erika follows, then back to main shopping area again. Erika found something irresistible to buy.  I try to resist paying for it… absolutely futile… She wins…

We book a car through Avis, a brand new Toyota Camry. From now on we shall walk by car… At least we can dry out inside… Drive to Lake Minnewanka and have a short walk along lakeside. Warning signs warn: "You are in Bear Country". "If you encounter bear, report to park warden." Great! I hope the bears take notice too… Does the bear know that an encounter must be reported?… I mean do we get a chance to report, or will the bear has to check in with the warden saying: "That was a tasty tourist, please send more!"

Fortunately there are only a few birds (the feathered kind!) and some squirrel like "ground-hogs"... I can cope with that… Drive back to Banff and have dinner at "Kentucky Fried Bear"… followed by an iced yoghourt somewhere else and a cappuccino yet somewhere else… This is our way of feeling one with nature… it's called an "Espresso Crawl"…

Drive up to the Sulphur Mountain gondola and upper hot springs, then visit the monstrous Banff Spring Hotel. A quick tour inside with a map. There is more chance to get lost inside here than in the wilderness… Here the "wildlife" inside is really wild and noisy…

Outside we spotted more elks. Perhaps the same ones from yesterday? They might be on contract with the Tourist Board to give the visitors some thrill…

Return to hotel by 9.30; Erika is off to sleep with loud snoring, I stay up and watch my own video taken the last few days. Off to sleep at 1 a.m.  Had another lousy night. The trains blow their whistles about every 20 minutes all through the night… The bed is bloody awful…

I blow hot and cold…

Wednesday 21/6/95



Banff - Lake Louise

Wake at 6. Erika grizzles. She says this is not supposed to be a concentration camp. Pardon me! Nobody informed me of that yet!

Drive to Sulphur Mountain hot springs for a dip. I am fully sulphurated. 

Take gondola to top of Sulphur Mountain and have breakfast and a brief walk about. Views colossal! Spotted some mountain goats; also probably on contract with the Tourist Board…

Back to hotel briefly, then drive on Trans Canada Highway to Lake Louise. Spotted a black bear and some more elks. They all posed obligingly for photographs and video…. Even smiled!… I am beginning to believe that they are all remote controlled, or locals dressed in animal skins…  Lake Louise is magnificent. Have lunch at Chateaux Louise. Not so magnificent… Take chair lift to ski area above Lake Louise. Still some white patches up there. Magnificent views.

Drive back to Banff on the same route. Back at hotel by 7 p.m. Have a brief rest, then out for a stroll. Erika grizzles… must finish the day same way she started… All in all a satisfying day!

Back at hotel by 11 p.m. 

Thursday 22/6/95



Banff - Columbia Ice Fields.

Get up around 7.30. Breakfast at the hotels café then drop dirty linen of at a Laundry. Tried booking Helicopter Tour.

Drive on Trans Canada Highway (No 1) to Lake Louise, then the Ice Field Parkway (Highway 93) Beautiful scenic route. Spotted a bear and mountain goats. Stop at the Saskatchewan River Crossing for fuel, then drive on to the Ice Field. Arrive around 12.30 p.m.

Get a transfer coach at 1 p.m. and then onto snow coach. Bumpy but magnificent drive onto the Athabasca Glacier. Have hot dog for lunch… tasted like a … hot dog… Poodle?

On way back stopped at Bow Summit to have a look at Bow Glacier and Peyto Lake. Magnificent! (I could use another word if I knew one, but I left my thesaurus at home!)

Back at hotel by 6.30, pick up laundry then back to hotel again. Erika goes for a swim.

I go for a snooze..(I earned it!) Wake for a power cut. The whole town is out. We walk into Centre in case anything is open and functioning. Nothing open. Ready to turn back accepting that we would go without dinner, when lights come back on. Saved! Shops open, we go down to the food court for a quick Chinese snack. Edible… just… Back to hotel after a short stroll to endure another uncomfortable night… Watch second half of a film on telly about the Canadian Quintuplets of the early 30s, late 20s… sleep inducing…

Friday 23/6/95




Banff - Lake Louise

Get up 8.30. Breakfast at a nearby family restaurant. Quite good. Quick shopping at Safeways for fruit and suntan lotion. Set off by car to Buffalo Paddock. Interestingly, there are buffalos there (without Bill!) Drive up to Mt. Norquay.  Spotted a herd of mountain goats (stuffed?) Drive on to Johnston Canyon and had 1.5 mile walk to upper falls. Great. Round trip on foot approx 2 hours. Drive on slowly towards Lake Louise, with frequent stops at various beauty spots. Weather is great, the views magnificent (Please God, give me another word, even I am getting fed up using the same adjectives time and again!) Spotted some elks and dear, several times both ways en-route.

Reached Lake Louise around 5 p.m. Brief walk on lake side then drive slowly back with frequent stops spotting various wild life.

Stop at Baker's Creak for dinner. Very good food, served by a charming waitress. However, the dinner was quite expensive. (approx $62) Back to hotel - after slow drive and encountering more wild life - by 9.45. A very good day.

Saturday 24/6/95



Banff
Get up 7.30. Walk to down town and have breakfast at Cascade Mall. Phone Andrea on way back to hotel. Book flight with Canadian Helicopters for the afternoon, then drive to Lake Minnewanka. Short stroll on shore, then take a boat ride to Devil's Gap and back. Approx. 60 miles trip each way. Spotted a bald eagle on a treetop on the shore from the boat. (our attention was brought to it by announcement from the "bridge") It sat there very obligingly for photographs. I am slightly suspicious that it is stuffed and moves by remote control, just to please the tourist. After all, how come the chap at the helm spotted it and slowed the boat down, when his eyes should have been on what was in front of the boat, and none of us watching the scenery noticed it, until after the announcement? Am I cynical, or is the wildlife indeed in cohort with the Tourist Board? Nonetheless, the trip and scenery is brilliant, majestic, breathtaking, unforgettable, dazzling, gorgeous, awesome, spectacular, radiant, fascinating, stunning… to use just a few of the adjectives borrowed from the official leaflet describing the boat journey… Ha!… and of course it also promises an encounter with a bald eagle. How bloody convenient! Thank you Minnewanka Tours!… they obviously had at hand the thesaurus I forgot to bring with me on this journey… What joy… at last I could use words other than… now what was it?… Ah, of course: Magnificent!…

On the boat we met a young woman from Lancashire (England) who is hitchhiking from LA and back with his 4 years old son. She is a single parent. She chats to us openly… it is absolutely amazing what can be done on social security payments, plus a small compensation from an insurance company, for a minor motorway accident. Long live the Welfare State! She never been in employment, having had an illegitimate child before leaving school, yet she can fly to LA from England, take a long hike to Alaska and back to England via LA with a 4 years old kid, on money contributed by the tax payers!

I, and millions of others must be absolute bloody fools! But I must admire her guts to do a trip like that alone with a young child… so like a benevolent bloody fool, we give her a lift back to Banff… she is just a kid herself as it turns out, just twenty years old… Amazing world we live in…

Back in Banff, after a short stroll and an iced yoghourt, having treated the young girl and her kid to the same, we get back to the hotel, where we get picked up in a mini coach by the Helicopter Tour Company. Here we meet up with more English people, all from the London area. One couple (the woman is originally from a German speaking part of the world) is from Worcester Park. At the Heliport, after briefing, we meet a young newly wed couple who married just an hour earlier in Banff… The woman is Scottish, the man is from South London.

The flight over the snow capped mountains is incredible… I am not going to borrow adjectives from the dictionary or from a thesaurus, nor from the flight brochure, to describe it… It has to be experienced to believe and to describe… It is on my video! I had the good fortune to sit next to the pilot. Fantastic?… no, more than that…

Dinner at the Edo Japanese quick food restaurant at the Cascade Mall. Tariyaki  chicken for two and drinks for around £4.00. Not bad! Incredible… but true… and the food was good too…

Sunday 24/6/95




Banff - Calgary.

Wake at 7.30, pack and go to Cascade Mall for breakfast. Back to hotel then start off by taking the Tunnel Mountain Drive out of Banff. A very nice scenic route. We have short breaks, shopping, short walks and generally enjoy the views at various places.

Drive to Canmore, where we stop to change the T-shirt that Erika bought previous day from Canadian Helicopters. Lunch at Boston Pizza. (Stromboli sandwich and salad).

Drive towards Calgary. Take a 7 km. detour towards Kamanaskin Country Barrier Lake.

Stop at the lake for taking in the views, then drive on towards Calgary. Stop at Chief Chiniki's Rest (a native Indian reservation) to buy more souvenirs. I feel uneasy and sorry for the Indians… this cannot be the right life for them… they are on "exhibition" for curious tourists…

And I am one of the tourists… I feel guilty and I don't even know why, knowing that I would have been on their side… Damned human nature… the miseries and indignities we are capable of inflicting on others…

On outskirts of Calgary we stop at Olympic Centre for information. We are given instruction and a schematic map to help finding the Best Western Hotel near the Airport. Eventually, after unintended detour and several near misses, we arrive at Hotel around 4.45 p.m.

Check in and then phone Beryl*** (*** a friend's daughter, who after a failed marriage (where our daughter Andrea was one of her bride's maid) moved to Calgary from England, married a Canadian and lives there with her children and hubby) and we also phone Avis to  arrange the drop off for the rented car.

Beryl arrives around 6.15 to pick us up and leads us by car to the Airport, where we drop off the car. We sit in Beryl's car and drive off.  I discover that I carelessly left the video camera in the rented car. Panic station. Turn round and dash back to Avis. Camera still in rented car…. Sigh of relief… Finally on our way with Beryl to their home, where she introduces us to hubby Carter and two daughters. Barbecue dinner planned on the terrace, as weather is fine.

They discover that the barbecue is out of Propane gas, so Carter sets off to find and buy a full canister. Returns and starts the barbecue going, when sudden high wind drives us inside.

A power cut adds more flavour to the barbecue… Eat by candle light and chat. Past midnight, after a very pleasant evening and farewells, Carter drives us back to the hotel.

Monday 25/6/95



Calgary - LA

Wake 6 a.m., leave hotel by courtesy shuttle at 7.30. Check in after some confusion. US visa and custom check is in Calgary. Flight smooth, with very interesting and varied scenery, flying over mountains and deserts. Some very fascinating features, some natural and some man-made.

Arrive on schedule at 11.40 a.m. Kati and Laci**** (****Kati is Erika's school friend, Laci her husband) are waiting at arrival. Baggage check after meeting them… unusual for us, as we are accustomed to getting baggage first and getting through customs, before meeting anyone. Laci drives us to their home, then after lunch I go with Laci to his office, where he "shows off", showing around the office, then around Kinko's copy shop, proving how important his work is. Interesting; back in our youth in Budapest he used to teach Russian language at middle school.

We have a coffee at Jerry's Deli, a brief visit to Fry's Electrical super market, then back to base for a swim and Jacuzzi. Down to Encino for dinner at an Italian restaurant, where the portions are enormous. 

Back to base. Thea***** (*****a mutual friend from our University days in Budapest, who now lives in LA) telephoned us.

We retire just after 10 p.m.

Tuesday 26/6/95




LA

Get up 7.30. Erika out in the swimming pool imitating a duck. I sit and imitate being awake…

Laci off to his office imitating work, Kati and Erika are off to Toys R Us, imitating being adults. Why not? … we of course "never heard of Toys R Us" in England. I wonder what kind of toys they are after?

They are all back just after 11. a.m. and we all set of first to Malibu. Have light lunch at Sand Castle, then drive through the coastal road to Santa Monica beach and then to Venice beach.

Walk on promenade, dodging  kamikaze roller-skaters, skate-boarders and other assorted maniacs, local weirdoes and plain lunatics, then drive back through Hampshire Boulevard to base. Back at base by 4 p.m. Siesta. Erika "ducks" again.

In the evening we drive to Hollywood Bowl for a concert. Laci goes into heated argument about parking with the attendants. We get in and have pick-nick in our "Box". Atmosphere relaxed and casual, most of the audience are stuffing their heads, including us. Part of our food is the now cold pasta from yesterday oversize dinner, at the Italian restaurant, left over by me alone. Now, even four of us cannot finish it! More than half of it will be thrown away later on. I shall never look at another pasta dish again!

8.30 p.m. the concert starts with the US Anthem, followed by Wagner's overture to the Meistersingers, then Beethoven's Violin Concerto, with soloist Itzak Perlman. 

At the interval Jenny** (**Kati's daughter in-law) introduces us to Perlman, who signs our program.

After interval Dvorak's Symphony No 8.  

Give me a suitable adjective! I'm right out of any!…

Laci drives us home and we retire around midnight.

Wednesday 27/6/95





LA.

Wake up 7.30-ish. Erika ducks. Thea arrives after 11. am. Still the same as I remember her from University days. Amazing, almost 40 years on… She takes over and drives us around LA.

First stop the old Mexican part, where the original founders of LA first settled about 200 years ago. Colourful atmosphere around there. Next we visit down town LA, which is just like any other big US town. Next stop Beverley Hills, Rodeo Drive… very chic and slick… just like in the films, like Pretty Woman.

Thea takes us to their home. Very!… After a short chat and brief rest we all go out for dinner in an elegant Italian restaurant, somewhere in Beverley Hills. Also very!…  Must be very expensive, the portions are normal, almost on the "short" side… After dinner we drive on Sunset to Hollywood Boulevard, where we stop at the "Chinese Cinema", where the "Stars" left their paw-marks. Another stop at Tower Records, then driven to Thea and Ervin's place, where we stay the night. Retire around midnight, after reminiscing about our University days.

Thursday 28/6/95




LA

Wake 7 a.m. Early breakfast. Thea drops us at Universal Studios around 10. a.m.

We take tram ride through back-lot and some stages. Interesting Visit.

Next, "Back to the Future" ride. Very interesting. Visit the "Flintstones" show. Very loud.

Visit E.T. Very interesting… also very stupid… but also very interesting… stupid… interesting…

I am getting dizzy just from queuing for each attraction… never mind the rides that are very interesting… but also very stupid…

Have snack and finish by 3 p.m. Thanks heavens!…

Laci picks us up and takes us back to their place. Their grandchildren arrive… getting noisy…

We break away and have a rest.

Dinner party in the evening, with Thea, Ervin, Daisy***** (*****another school-friend of Erika and Kati) and her husband as guests. Very nice dinner, very nicely served by a nice black guy. Party finishes by 11 p.m. Are we getting old?…Neh!… just tired…

The dairy ends here. Next day, early evening, we took our flight back to England.

Footnote: 

This "Diary" could fit in better within a Blog. However, as they were written 12 years ago they are "out of place" in a contemporary Blog, too long as a single entry, and it is for that reason I release it here as a "Short Story".

© P. J. Oszmann (1995 - Edited 2006) 

© Illustration created in Photoshop (2006)
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