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  On the Road


  with


  Gardner Dozois


  Travel Narratives 1995–2000


  Traveling Incognito


  by Michael Swanwick


  Here’s the way this introduction originally began:


  Gardner Dozois didn’t drive. Or, rather, not since his Army days when a sergeant gave him all the driving instruction he would ever receive by barking, “Dozois! Drive that jeep to Erlangen!” The fact that his late wife, Susan Casper, is commonly at the wheel in all the adventures chronicled here contributes to the dreamlike sense of his being carried along, of passing lightly over the world, commenting on its virtues and absurdities, without the obligation to make any lasting impression on it.


  Not that he hadn’t had his effect on the world, as attested to by the many awards he casually accepts in the course of his travels. Before he gave most of them away, Gardner’s collection of Hugo Awards for Best Professional Editor—fifteen, I believe—was unsurpassed in its vulgarity. The collective trophies looked like a display in a sex shop. But the hard work of earning those awards happened elsewhere, at home and in the office. Here, he is on vacation. So you don’t see him encouraging new writers and promoting their work, suggesting the changes that will make an unpublishable story award-worthy, luring writers out of retirement, drawing attention to brilliant but neglected work, and so on and on. However, his friends being drawn largely from within the field, there are occasional glimpses of people you may know: yours truly singing a Brecht/Weill song with Gardner and Susan or George R. R. Martin driving a rental car ten times around a roundabout just for the hell of it.


  These essays are part diary entries and part con reports. (Earlier essays focused more on the con report part, I suspect. We will never know, however, because they were posted on the GEnie or Delphi bulletin boards in the early days of the Web and when the platforms disappeared, the essays went with them. Gardner being anything but an archivist, he hadn’t kept printed copies. Let young writers take this lesson to heart when dealing with future media!) At the time, there was no intention that they would ever be reprinted. He was simply sharing with friends the pleasures and discoveries of his travels. Unlike his fiction, which was painstakingly crafted, these reports were written in a gently colloquial manner and without serious literary intent. They flow as a river flows, easily and unhurriedly.


  Gardner was, as you will discover, a genial travel companion, both good humored and perceptive. But that doesn’t mean you’re under any obligation to accept him at face value. The Gardner Dozois people commonly saw at science fiction conventions and similar public events, the one Isaac Asimov habitually referred to as “Chestertonian,” the amiable trickster and josher at pretension, was every bit as much a construction as was the rather similar public persona of G. K. Chesterton himself. Like Chesterton, he was a serious man with depths he seldom let outsiders see. But if you look sharply herein, you will get glimpses of the man behind the mask. Men, rather, for like everyone else Gardner was a Swiss Army knife of personalities. There is the pessimist for whom every trip to Pittsburgh must necessarily be his last. The cat-lover, always ready to interpret a local tom’s casual glare into English. The class-conscious man of blue-collar origins. The former child, standing awestruck before the grandeur of existence. The melancholic who could read the extinction of humanity into a hill of ants. The social creature who had a particular gift for friendship. The sensitive soul capable of describing John Brunner’s newly widowed wife—Brunner was the first science fiction writer to die at a Worldcon—clutching his hand, weeping, but not his feelings when she did so.


  Best of all, perhaps, every now and then Dozois the Literary Artist erupts onto the page with an extraordinary image or passage or turn of phrase. Does God really speak in sparrows? To find out, you’ll have to get into the car with him and let Susan drive you both to places you’ve never been before...


  And there, after a jaunty “Enjoy the ride!” is where this introduction originally ended. Alas, Gardner died, suddenly and unexpectedly, before this book could be published. I have spent the day revising this introduction—changing verbs to the past tense and adding a new beginning and end but mostly finding ways of putting off this sad chore—just two weeks after he passed away.


  Gardner was a modest man and would have been astonished at the outpouring of grief from his many friends, not all of whom had actually met him in the flesh. But after he got over that, he’d be the first to tell you that a writer is never completely dead so long as someone is reading his or her words. So let me recommend to you his wonderful novel Strangers and his brilliant short fiction. Also, this book. Preserved herein is Gardner’s voice, exactly as he spoke, and his vision just as his friends understood it. Take a journey with Gardner Dozois and watch him come vividly back to life, laughing and wisecracking, making wry observations, mourning the follies of the world. Those who have traveled with him will attest that, yes, he was exactly this way. Those who have not will get some sense of what they missed.


  Enjoy the ride.
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  PREFACE


  by Gardner Dozois


  These trip reports were written between 1995 and 2000. I wrote several more of them (I can remember whole paragraphs from a trip report about our trip through France on our way to the Worldcon in Holland), but they were serialized on either my or Susan Casper’s threads on Genie and Delphi, and when those websites died, the trip reports were lost and could not be retrieved. The only ones that survived were those for which I had print copies in my files—perhaps a useful lesson for society at large.


  After 2000, I got busier with work, and my wife Susan Casper began her long slow slide into her final years, requiring an increasing amount of care, and so I didn’t have the time for trip reports any more. Several more accounts of our travels together, told from Susan’s viewpoint, can be found in her posthumous collection, Up the Rainbow: The Complete Short Fiction of Susan Casper.


  This book, of course, is dedicated to Susan Casper, my travel companion on many trips all over the world for forty-seven years. Now that she is gone and my travels are over, I at least have the memories of those journeys together—memories that I’ve shared with you here, in the hope that you enjoy them, as we enjoyed the trips that made them possible.


  Memories of Gardner


  by Robert Silverberg


  It was Easter weekend at the end of March 1970. I lived in New York, then, and my wife and I had driven up to Boston to attend Boskone 7. Saturday night there came word that a vast, wet low-pressure area out of Texas was about to collide with a cold air mass in the Northeast and hit New England with a huge late-season blizzard. We decided to make a quick exit from the convention ahead of the storm, and on Sunday morning we headed to New York, collecting a few New York-bound passengers in the process: Gordon R. Dickson, the convention Guest of Honor, and Judy-Lynn Benjamin, the future Judy-Lynn del Rey, and a new, young writer from Philadelphia named Gardner Dozois, from whom I had recently bought an extraordinary story, “A Special Kind of Morning,” for the first issue of an anthology called New Dimensions that I was editing.


  Gardner was an extraordinary sight: skinny to the point of gauntness—yes, Gardner, SKINNY, a lean and haggard guy—with full hippie regalia: long, straight hair cascading down past his shoulders, a headband, bizarre striped clothing of various colors, granny glasses, and a woebegone raccoon coat that looked as though it went back to the Jazz Age. By mid-morning, when we hit the Massachusetts Turnpike, the snowstorm had already begun, and by the time we reached New Haven, the road was icy, visibility was almost nil, cars were skidding and crashing all over the place, and traffic came to a complete standstill while the highway patrol tried to sort things out. There we sat: ten minutes, fifteen, twenty. Gardner, restless, got out of the car and wandered back up the road to inspect the people in the cars behind us. They must have found inspecting him an unusual experience also, because when Gardner came back, he had a thunderstruck expression on his face. He pointed to a car about four behind us in the row.


  “That cat took my PICTURE!” he exclaimed. Gardner was stunned. Evidently, the driver had never seen a real hippie before. Gardner was pure anthropology for him, apparently.


  Eventually the traffic jam broke up, and many hours later we reached New York where the storm had not started, and we distributed our passengers hither and yon. The next time I saw Gardner, he was married to Susan, had lost the raccoon coat somewhere, and had gained about a hundred pounds.
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  England/Scotland/
 Isle of Skye—1995


  Intersection:


  53rd World Science Fiction Convention
 Glasgow, Scotland: August 24–28, 1995


  Sunday, August 6th



  Packed, did last-minute stuff.


  Bob Walters and Tess Kissinger come over, giving us a lift to the airport, dropping us at Terminal A a bit before five p.m. We check our bags with British Airways, go upstairs to the coffee shop and wait for an hour or so; finally go through the security gate, visit the duty free shop, look at the Rube Goldberg-like kinetic sculpture in the waiting room near the gate. On to the plane, a 747, and we settle into our seats. Susan is asleep almost at once. A long delay ensues, during which the plane taxies out to the runway and then has to come all the way back to the gate because the internal PA system (as they inform us through a bullhorn) is not working. Then, after that is fixed (sort of; we never can get the sound to work right on the audio channels for our earphones, which, since the movie they’re showing is Tommy Boy, is no great loss, and may even be a benefit), there is another long delay because a plane ahead of us has run over a dog on the runway, and we must wait while they clean up its remains—what a strange death that must have been for the poor dog, death falling suddenly from the sky; I wonder if he had time to think in angry protest that he’d never seen a car coming from that direction before?


  Finally airborne. Uneventful flight during which I read and doze fitfully, although I get little sleep overall; after we’re airborne, Susan wakes up and can’t get back to sleep, so her plan to sleep all the way to London is frustrated. Nice sunrise over Europe, deep sullen red below with bars of black over it, later changing to orange that ranges up into peach and lemon. They turn on the lights at what is about 1:30 a.m. by our body clocks and feed us a croissant for breakfast. Land about 8 a.m. local time.


  Monday, August 7th



  Get off the plane, long walk down the corridor at Heathrow, then wait in line to show our passports. Waved through customs, then into the terminal, where we find out that we have to pick up our Heritage Passes downtown near Piccadilly Circus. Take a traditional black taxi into the city, winding through Hogarth and Earl’s Court, past Hyde Park, seeing the Horse Guards go by in the middle distance, then by the top of Soho and past the British Museum to Russell Square. It’s overcast in London, but not actually raining. It strikes me during the early stages of the cab ride how many horses we see grazing in fields within only a mile or two of the airport, something that certainly would not be true within a similar distance from the Philadelphia airport, where only oil refineries and other similar examples of industrial desolation would be found; the horses don’t seem to pay much attention to the huge airplanes roaring overhead—I guess they get used to it, although what they think the planes are is, I suppose, unknowable.


  Check into the Hotel Russell, but find to our dismay, since we’re both staggering with fatigue, that our room is not available yet. Leave our two immense suitcases (which will grow ever heavier and ever more of a logistical problem as the trip progresses, particularly as mine came down the luggage carousel with its handle broken off) with the concierge, take a short dispirited walk, buy some postcards, and sit in the bar of the Russell, familiarizing ourselves again with how bad most English coffee is, filling out postcards, and halfheartedly talking about what shows are in town. Finally get into our room about an hour later, dragging our suitcases behind us down labyrinthine corridors of a sort of faded shabby-genteel grandeur. Our room is small and very hot, but we go to sleep immediately and nap for about two hours.


  When we awake, we grab a disappointing lunch at the Night and Day coffee shop (a place that attracts me because its name reminds me of the night and day joint in John Myers Myers’s Silverlock, showing you that you should never allow literary resonances to guide your choice of eating establishments) in the Imperial Hotel next door, take a cab to Lower Regent Street to the British Tourist Authority Office, the cabdriver mentioning in passing that he had been born in 1968, the date of my first visit to London (God!). Looking out of the cab window, I note that London has been taken over by more American fast-food joints than it had been during our last trip here in 1988. When I first came to London in 1968, you couldn’t have found a slice of pizza in London if someone had held a gun to your head and threatened to kill you unless you guided him to one—now, American fast-food places are everywhere, and it seems like every street corner boasts a freight of Pizza Huts, Burger Kings, Kentucky Fried Chickens, Baskin-Robbins, and, especially, McDonalds. There must be hundreds of McDonalds now in London alone, and we were to encounter them almost everywhere else we went in Britain, except for the very smallest of villages.


  Having eaten what passed for fast food in London in the old days, where the best you could hope to find was some moderately palatable fish-and-chips or pub grub, I can understand why the American fast-food chains have filled this particular ecological niche so explosively, but that doesn’t make it any more tolerable to see one of them every few hundred feet along the street. Compared to the hamburger I had here in 1968, this is the closest English equivalent of the time to a McDonald’s (the Wimpy burger chain, where the hamburger was charred black all the way through, like a charcoal briquette you were supposed to eat, and the milkshake was warm chocolate milk with no ice-cream at all in it, the food at McDonald’s is a treat fit for the gods). As a tourist, I want foreignness, something different and exotic and strange, and it’s hard to maintain the feeling that you’re really in a foreign country when the streets are filled with McDonalds and Pizza Huts.


  (As an unfortunate side effect, the success of the American chains also seems to be killing off the traditional pub-grub such as shepherd’s pie and bangers & mash and steak & kidney pie—very few pubs we went into were serving anything like that anymore, having switched over to pizza and lasagna and hamburgers in imitation of the American fast-food fare. The word “chips” may be dying out, too, as several pub menus listed “fries,” instead. It may be that the younger generations of English people, because of the popularity of McDonalds, will grow up calling them “fries” instead, which I suppose is not a great tragedy but which is yet another part of their cultural heritage gone.)


  We stand in long lines at the Tourist Authority and finally get our Heritage Passes, then take a cab to the Tate Gallery. Susan and I tour the Turner exhibition there—Turner having been one of my favorites since the days I used to stand slack-jawed before the immense canvas of Rain, Steam, and Speed at the National Gallery, when I was a skinny, callow, teenage bumpkin, instead of a fat old callow bumpkin—then go to see the Pre-Raphaelites. Leave Susan to commune with Elizabeth “Lizzie” Siddal as Ophelia for a while (Susan is writing a book about Elizabeth Siddal) while I explore the rest of the museum.


  After the inevitable visit to the gift shop where Susan buys lots of Pre-Raphaelite stuff, we leave the Tate about 4:30 p.m., and walk slowly up the Thames embankment toward Westminster, passing the Houses of Parliament. We notice how brown and seared the grass everywhere in London seems to be, worn almost bald in places by foot traffic—unusual since London is usually very green and lush. It is my first inkling of what a severe drought London has been going through; the overcast day has fooled us into thinking that the weather has been normal London weather, but in fact, as we find out as the trip progresses, many parts of southern England have not seen any rain since March.


  We tour Westminster Abbey. A religious service is in progress as we walk around, and as always (I had similar reactions to similar circumstances in Notre Dame in Paris and in several other cathedrals), I am appalled by the fact that the Church will allow crudely irreverent people with purple hair and nose-rings, young girls chewing gum and giggling nosily, and bellowing tourists in T-shirts with cameras to wander around laughing and taking photos and shouting obscene jocularities and blowing their noses on their sleeves while, a few feet away, grim-faced devout people are trying to worship. I’m not religious, yet this strikes me as extremely tacky, and I always feel very uncomfortable when joining the milling crowd of tourists just outside the velvet ropes (because, after all, I’m part of the problem, aren’t I?). I try to be as non-intrusive on the worshiper as I can, feeling that when some poor old woman is in the process of lighting a candle for her departed husband, she really shouldn’t have to listen to someone a few feet away shrieking jokes about the incontinence of someone on their bus tour. I suppose this is old-fashioned of me.


  We can’t see Poet’s Corner because of the service, which several people are complaining about in loud voices, but we tour the rest of the Abbey, which is full of people doing brass rubbings (for a price) and shops selling key chains and toy tour buses. Next we see the grave of Lloyd George, and I’m tempted to tell someone, “Lloyd George knew my father, father knew Lloyd George,” but I do not. Nearby is the grave of that Peabody who emigrated to Massachusetts and for whom the town of Peabody (a grimly Dickensian factory town where my father used to work) and the Peabody Museum in my hometown of Salem, Massachusetts, are named. We are both seriously tired by this point and take a cab to the Gaylord Indian restaurant, recommended by my Michelin Red Guide, which, however, turns out to be closed. We wander around the neighborhood and end up eating at an outdoor table in a Greek restaurant called Andrea’s, which pleases me because it is on Charlotte Street, which is where the spy has his offices in Len Deighton’s The Ipcress File, Horse Under Water, Funeral in Berlin, and The Billion-Dollar Brain, four of my favorite novels... and because you can see the strange edifice of the Telecom Tower from here, like an immense surreal ice-cream cone wrapped in winking lights, which I recall nostalgically from my first trip to London when it was known as the Post Office Tower.


  While we eat, we are entertained by street buskers playing Somewhere Over the Rainbow and a selection of old Beatles songs on the guitar and accordion. We walk slowly back past Tottenham Court Road, through Bedford Square, and then past the back of the British Museum under the sleeping stone gaze of the lions, through Russell Square. Susan and I have dessert in a little outdoor Italian cafe in an alleyway a few blocks down, just off Southampton Row, very Left Bank and bohemian in its English way. Then back to the Russell.


  Tuesday, August 8th



  Up early, about 6 (much earlier than I usually rise at home, but this was to become the pattern of the trip for me). I sit and catch up with this diary while Susan sleeps. We go downstairs about 8 and have the usual Trusthouse Forte breakfast, which we had every morning on our last trip here; I have sausages, toast, and croissants. Meet Walter Jon Williams and his wife Kathy Hedges in the lobby of the Russell, by prearrangement. We buy theater tickets for that night’s performance of The Importance of Being Earnest, and then cab to the Tower of London where we catch a boat up the Thames to Greenwich.


  We all tour the Cutty Sark, a famous sailing ship now sunk in concrete, which is adorned with a masthead of a bare-breasted woman clenching a horse’s tail in her hand (she’s supposedly a witch who was trying to catch a passing rider but missed and got only the horse’s tail, but she does get to go bare-breasted in public in London, proving once again that only Evil Women are permitted to have nipples... or show them, anyway), and which features, up on deck, a box of fake chickens, complete with a continuously playing tape-loop of chickens clucking. Seeing the sailor’s bunkroom, it strikes me once again, as it did when I was here before in 1968, how small the bunks are—I’d have to sleep in them almost doubled in half. There’s also a fake plastic pig with a tape loop of it grunting, and the tour guide, talking about the livestock they kept aboard for long cruises, is saying “On British ships, the pig was always called Dennis.”


  Have a quick lunch in a pub called The Gypsy Moth, which features an electronic Monopoly game; wonder how it works but don’t play it. We walk up through Greenwich toward the Royal Observatory. Walter is amused at the number of Mexican and even “Tex-Mex” restaurants in town; why in Greenwich, of all places? (We don’t see another Mexican restaurant for the entire trip, by the way.) Walk into and across Greenwich Park, Susan and I stopping to rest at the foot of the very steep climb up to the Royal Observatory itself, while the hardy Walter and Kathy press on ahead. Spend a pleasant five minutes looking out across the park, which falls away from our bench in a long, rolling hill, watching a man playing with a small child in a stroller by letting the stroller go racing away down the hill; looks kind of dangerous, but when the stroller gets to the bottom, the child eagerly pushes it back up the hill so that his father can send him careening down the slope in it again.


  It’s a long steep climb up the hill to the Old Royal Observatory. See the Prime Meridian in Meridian Courtyard, take the obligatory tourist photos of us standing with our feet straddling the Meridian—a metal line in the concrete—then tour Flamsteed House. In the Octagon Room, a peek through a long telescope there gives you a look at “Pluto”—the Disney character, that is, whose likeness they have pasted over the end of the tube. I also find the “Dog Watch” idea interesting, a proposed sympathetic-magic system for telling time at sea, from before the days of precision timepieces—the idea was that at noon a knife would be plunged into a pile of magic chemicals in London, making the dogs aboard ship, who had previously been pricked with it, all howl at the same time, thus telling the sailors asea what time it was in London. Also interesting, although a bit gruesome, was a time-lapse film of a dead rat rotting.


  We finish first and wait for Walter and Kathy outside while crows squabble and fight and call harshly down through the tangled trees of the hillside. Outside the Observatory, I point out the holes in the statue there; when I was here in 1968 with a group of fans that included Alex and Phyllis Eisenstein and Steve Stiles, I remember Atom Thompson, the old British fan artist, pointing out the same holes and telling us, his voice quivering with passion and indignation, that the damage to the statues had been caused by Luftwaffe planes strafing the Observatory during the war.


  Walk down the long hill and across the park to the National Maritime Museum where we go to see the Titanic exhibit, which is quite engrossing. Strange to see the restored items, plates, glassware, uniforms, that had been sitting on the bottom of the ocean under two miles of cold water for seventy years, including tobacco in good enough condition to smoke—which made me fantasize that a cigarette made from tobacco brought up from the Titanic would be a nicely decadent luxury item for some future multimillionaire to buy. Stop for scones, then back to the pier and catch the boat back to the Tower of London.


  As we cruise down the Thames, it strikes me that almost all of the industry is gone from this stretch of the river, which once bustled with commerce. The river is now lined with former warehouses that have been turned into luxury condominiums—which makes me imagine sardonically that a hundred years from now the tour guide will be pointing out all the buildings that used to be luxury condominiums but which have now been transformed into warehouses.


  We get off the boat at St. Katharine’s Dock, one stop shy of the Tower, because one of the boat crew has recommended an Indian restaurant there, and we are running out of time for dinner if we want to get to the theater. Have a hurried so-so dinner there, literally opening the place up, going in a step behind the man with the keys, and then cab to the Old Vic, where Susan and I, still jet-lagged, nod out and jerk awake fitfully through an excellent performance of The Importance of Being Earnest. We have a quick drink afterward and then say goodbye to Walter and Kathy and take the tube from Waterloo to Russell Square, with one transfer, the only time we use the Underground this trip.


  It’s a lovely night, and the streets around Russell Square are thick with students heading for one sort of party or another. Ah, to be young in Russell Square at night, pushing through the excited crowds with the eager darkness all around you, with the air like velvet and a yellow moon overhead, and all time and possibility opening before you! But instead we are old and go upstairs and watch an episode of Star Trek: The Next Generation in German. Go to sleep to Captain Piccard barking something guttural in German in a voice that makes him sound as though he has a bad head cold.


  Wednesday, August 9th



  Up at 6, work on my trip diary. Susan, who had a fitful night, sleeps until about 10. Too late for breakfast, we go out of the Russell and walk down to the British Museum, having coffee and scones at a little sidewalk place on a side street near the Museum. Later, we look through the Scottish Woolens place across from the Museum, buying some inexpensive gifts, mostly Celtic jewelry, for people back home. Then we catch a cab to Harrods department store. Long bout of shopping there, then an awful lunch that neither of us is able to finish, then another long bout of shopping, during which Susan comes very close to buying a stuffed Obelix doll but decides not to; we also admire a stuffed plush alligator which is too large to fit comfortably into our living room and which costs more than a thousand pounds; must be very rich parents indeed who can afford to buy that toy.


  We buy a bag of assorted kinds of bread to feed to the birds and walk over to Hyde Park. Cross Rotten Row, covering our shoes in dust, and walk up the Serpentine—a 40-acre lake—in bright sunlight, almost the brightest of the trip so far, looking in vain for someplace to sit in the shade. There seem to be fewer water birds in the Serpentine this year, and we see two or three dead fish washed up on the bank. This and several large “NO SWIMMING” signs make me wonder just how bad the water quality is and if the relative sparseness of water birds this trip is another effect of the prolonged drought. Finally, we get tired enough to settle for a bench not in the shade, and we sit there feeding bread to Canada geese and pigeons. A father comes strolling up with a little girl, a toddler, who is completely naked. We lend her some bread, and the little naked girl feeds it solemnly to the geese, who are almost as big as she is. I think that this would be a good photo, but hesitate to take it for fear of offending the father. They walk off without a word having been spoken, and I end up wondering if they were French; the little girl’s nudity was a little too casual for the English, I think—in the States, they probably would have been arrested. We walk on to another bench in front of the Peter Pan statue and feed bread to coots and ducks, wondering sentimentally if one of the ducks could be the duckling we’d seen there in ’87, all grown up.


  Susan gets tired and wants to go back to the room for a nap, so we walk up past the Italian Fountain to Lancaster Gate. At the last moment, I decide that I don’t want to go back to the room, so I put Susan in a cab on Bayswater Road about 4:00 and then go sit on a bench in Kensington Gardens. The smell of burning leaves is heavy, and there are lots of dogs, some being walked on leash, some running free across the park, some barking in the distance, too far away to see. Small groups of tourists go by, speaking in French or Spanish or German. Try with indifferent success to feed bread to ravens, who keep hopping nervously away (although they do want the bread and come sneaking back as soon as I get far enough away), then walk on. Settle the great controversy over whether there are squirrels in England or not—which we had been discussing on the plane—by seeing one, make it run like mad for cover by going over for a closer look (squirrels can’t be as common here as in the States, though; only saw one more during the entire trip, where in similar country at home we probably would have seen dozens). Walk down to the Round Pond, which, it turns out, is where most of the geese and ducks and swans have been hanging out. Stroll around the curve of Round Pond, throwing the rest of the bread in the water for the birds, who end up following me in swarms as if I were the Pied Piper, particularly the aggressive and nasty Canada geese, who will crawl right up your pant leg if you let them. Someone sailing a model sailboat on the Round Pond, just as people had twenty years ago, when I used to walk around this pond as a young man. Drifted slowly over to the Broad Walk, sat on a bench, and reflected sadly on how little this haunt of mine from years ago has changed and how greatly I have. Is there really any connection between that boy who used to stride excitedly around here so long ago and me, except that we share some continuity of memory? Perhaps I just think that I used to be him, and that belief, taken on faith, is the only real connection.


  Walk up to Queensway. Finally manage to put in a call to the Gay Hussar for a reservation by the expedient of buying a phone card since I can’t seem to get any of the coin phones to work; notice that the phone booths along Queensway are still festooned inside with advertisements for massage parlors and prostitutes, although the discretely worded advertisements of my youth—“Madam Colette gives lessons in French”—have been replaced by MUCH more explicit solicitations of the “Want a spanking?” “Like hot oral sex?” kind that leave little or no room for misunderstanding. Walk along the Bayswater Road for a while then catch a cab back to the Russell. Wake Susan up, and we catch a cab to 2 Greek Street to the Gay Hussar, a Hungarian restaurant just south of Soho Square. Dinner alone there in the upstairs room, the waiter dividing his time between us and a private party in the room upstairs, whose footsteps we can hear clomping around over our heads from time to time. I have roast duck with red cabbage, Susan has chicken paprika. Two out of the three paintings on the wall behind Susan are clearly a matched set, scenes from Little Red Riding Hood, but the picture in the middle is of a maddened gorilla attacking a party of armed men, which makes a curious addition to the story of Red Riding Hood. Little Red Riding Hood meets Congo, perhaps? All the pictures up here appear to be old magazine illustrations. Always forget how tiny the Gay Hussar is until I eat here again. It’s not much bigger than a Trinity house back in Philly.


  Walk back to the Russell by way of Oxford Street to Great Russell Street, past the sleeping Museum, to Southampton Row. Stop at a Garfunkel’s on Southampton Row for some tea and some peculiar-tasting vanilla ice cream, then back to the hotel. The room is stiflingly hot, as it has been every night so far this trip with not a breath of air coming in, even though the night outside is relatively cool by now; our windows look out on the internal courtyard of the hotel, and no breeze ever comes in although we have every window wide open. As we try to get to sleep, snap briefly around the dial on the TV. British TV has become much more like American TV than it used to be, which, from my perspective as a tourist, is too bad, another piece of local color lost. Soon London will be just like New York City—and then, why bother to go? When I finally fall asleep in the smothering heat, Susan is sitting up on her bed, still industriously filling out postcards.


  Thursday, August 10th



  Up early, pack. While Susan finishes getting ready, I go downstairs and consult with the concierge about the feasibility of getting to Highgate Cemetery (where Lizzie Siddal is buried), which, without a car, doesn’t look to be very feasible. We have breakfast, buy theater tickets for Crazy For You, and check out, leaving our bags stored with the concierge. We give up on Highgate Cemetery and instead take a cab to Cheyne Walk in Chelsea where we look at the house where Rossetti used to live and where he kept a wombat in the front yard until, not surprisingly, it sickened and died. Walk around the neighborhood for a while then catch a cab to Little Venice where the Jason’s Trip canal boat tour starts. Sit on the canal side and have tea while waiting for the boat to arrive, then get on it for a pleasant ride down the Regent’s Canal, past the zoo, past banks lined with moored canal boats, past the two-story floating Chinese restaurant, to Camden Locks. Get off at Camden Locks, walk around and look at the little craft shops, and then take the waterbus back to London Zoo. We are really a little too hot and tired to really appreciate the zoo by this point, but we trudge around anyway, dutifully looking at elephants and white pelicans and marmosets, and stumble unexpectedly on a demonstration of falconry that freezes us in our tracks, the great bird swooping overhead, huge wings beating, seeming to almost brush the tops of our heads as he sweeps past to get his piece of dead rat from his handler.


  Take a cab to Leicester Square, which is totally jammed with tourists, students, buskers, street bands, mimes, and jugglers to a degree that makes Times Square look nearly deserted by comparison. Watch the plastic glockenspiel at the Swiss Center then walk around looking for a restaurant, gradually realizing that we are on the edge of London’s Chinatown, and we basically have a choice of Chinese food or American fast-food places such as Pizza Hut and Burger King and the ubiquitous McDonalds. Finally settle on a restaurant called Poons, which I recognize from the Michelin Red Guide, not without some trepidation on my part, since, although I love Chinese food, I have never had a good meal in a Chinese restaurant in England... and some of them have been memorably awful, like the hideous Chinese meal we had in Stratford-Upon-Avon eight years ago. The food turns out to be actually pretty good, though, to my relief, and one of the cheapest meals of the whole trip. After dinner, we stroll around Leicester Square for a while, in places having to force our way through the shoulder-to-shoulder crowds and then head up Old Compton Road to the Prince Edward Theatre where we see Crazy For You. The show is shallow but entertaining with good dancing, great sets and costumes, some good effects, and a brisk pace which helps keep us awake this time; the female lead is not really up to singing some of the standards such as “Someone To Watch Over Me,” and does an uneven job overall—she may have been a stand-in, though. On the whole, as good a way to kill two hours as any, although by the end I am beginning to get nervous about catching our train.


  After the show’s final curtain, we scoot out of the theater and scramble to get a cab, finally catching one after some difficulty. Go back to the Russell, pick up our bags from storage, and then have another hassle trying to get another cab. One cab stops for us, but when the driver, an old Russian (I think) man, gets out, he is obviously drunk, staggering and swaying and almost unable to stay on his feet. I tell him, bluntly, “You’re drunk. I’m not going anywhere with you.” He screams “Fuck you!” and I devastate him with my wit by making the brilliant, Oscar Wilde-like retort of “Fuck you, too.” Unwilling to push this any further—being Large does sometimes have its advantages—he staggers back to his cab and screeches away. (I make a point after this of only catching the traditional black cabs, if possible, since the only bad and/or unfriendly drivers we run into seem to be driving the non-traditional sort.) We finally do get another cab, drive to Waterloo Station, find our way to the Night Riviera train to Cornwall, and find our sleeping car and our adjoining rooms. I go up to sit in the Night Riviera lounge car, have a cup of tea, and catch up with this diary. I must say that the British sleeper trains are much nicer than Amtrak’s with the equipment much more modern and in much better condition. A British traveler used to these cars must feel that he’s in a Third World nation when he takes a sleeping car in the States, where most of the equipment, east of the Mississippi at least, is broken-down and shabby and at least thirty years old.


  By this time we are underway, sliding by the sleeping industrial suburbs of London by night. Go back to my room. Goodbye, London. On to Cornwall!


  Friday, August 11th



  Wake up about six with the green Cornish countryside sliding by the window. Hassle-filled morning, first hurrying through the breakfast brought by the brusque room steward, a woman who looked like the warder in an old prison movie, and then hurrying to get ready before our stop, On the platform in Truro, things start to go wrong immediately—there are no cabs; the car rental place is all the way across town, and when I try to call a cab, I find that my recently acquired phone card seems to be depleted although I only made one local call with it... and, of course, we have no change. When we finally do get a cab, he takes us up a maze of hilly back streets and drops us in front of the car rental place—a small garage on a quiet residential street, which is tightly closed. There’s no one around at all after the cab leaves, and who knows how long it’s going to take for the car rental place to open. We loiter restlessly in front of the garage for more than an hour, grouchy and dispirited. Just before the car rental place does finally open, an elderly lady comes out from the house next door and offers to bring us out a cup of tea, and the kindness of this simple human gesture cheers us up a bit.


  Finally, we do manage to get the car—a kind we’ve never seen before, a South Korean car called a Daewoo—and hit the road, aiming for and finally connecting up with the A39 toward Tintagel. Drive past several wind-farms stretched across the crests of the rolling hills, their huge plastic windmills whirling away like children’s whirligigs grown mutated and huge and strange; I had expected not to like these, to find them an ugly intrusion upon the rural countryside, but they add such a surreal touch to the landscape, like driving into a Dali painting, that I actually find them attractive, somehow not an intrusion at all—besides, their lines are so clean and simple and functional that they are intrinsically pretty in their own right as objects, and the flowing smoothness of their motion somehow fits in well with the long rolling lines of the countryside itself. We continue past fields full of cows and sheep and horses, the roads getting smaller and the hedges on either side of the road higher the nearer we get to Tintagel, until finally the smallest road of all takes us from Trewarmett, a tiny hill town overlooking the sea, to Trenale, an even smaller town, and we find our inn, Trebrea Lodge, set just off an extremely narrow lane, barely wider than the car.


  Our room isn’t ready yet, but the proprietor, John, gives us a brief tour of the main house, a lovely old stone mansion. Then we drive into Tintagel, park at the park-and-display, walk up to the Old Post Office, hitting various little shops on the main street along the way. Tintagel is much hotter than London had been, and the sun is stinging and fierce, strong enough to make me feel the need for sunscreen for the first time this trip; I buy some at the local chemists. The drought has obviously had an effect here, too—the rear garden at the Old Post Office, which I remember as one of the most beautiful gardens in England from our last trip, is wilted and sparse with the snowballs on the snowball bushes burnt brown.


  Hit some more craft shops and gift shops, wilting somewhat ourselves in the oppressive heat and the relentless sun (this actually will turn out to be the hottest day of the trip). The streets are full of men wearing nothing but bathing suits or men without shirts, giving Tintagel something of the air of a town on the New Jersey shore in summer. We look around for a restaurant, finally settle for one that smells good because of the on-view bakery in the front. Eat in a field in back at tables with umbrellas, both of us having Cornish pasties, which are heavy but very good.


  We drive out to the 14th Century Norman church on top of Glebe Cliff, and park in the lot next to it. Walk over the cliff-tops to the ruins of Tintagel Castle, Susan being nervous about the height. This time, I decide to walk down the extremely steep and winding staircase to the bottom and up the other side onto Tintagel Head itself, where the rest of the castle ruins are, something I had wanted to do last time, but had talked myself out of because of the effort involved; I tell myself this time that I won’t have too many more years when I am physically capable of doing stuff like this. So, if I want to do it I’d better do it now while I have the chance. Susan going along is out of the question, of course, because she has a mild touch of acrophobia, so she stays behind on the walled terrace of the ruins while I set off. The climb is quite strenuous; on the way down the very steep staircase with its eroded and uneven stone steps, I immediately rub a big blister on my right palm from bracing my weight against the wooden railing as I descend and then tear it open bloodily as I haul myself up the stairs onto Tintagel Head.


  The return trip is even tougher, especially the return leg back up to the mainland side of Tintagel Castle where the stairs are so steep that I end up practically hauling myself up them hand over hand, like Batman walking up a wall with a rope in the campy old TV series. This is probably a dangerous level of exertion for someone of my age and weight, especially in the smothering heat. But the views from the top of Tintagel Head, headland after headland opening up down the coast until they are swallowed by the haze, are glorious. It is strangely serene up there on top of the headland, a sort of vibrant, singing, white silence, lonely and splendid. Probably not much different from the way it had been when the Celts and the Romans lived up here.


  The constant pressure of the sun, like a hand on top of your head, the keening of the wind and the screaming of the seabirds wheeling above, the occasional cannon-like booming of the surf hitting the rocky cliffs below—all would have been the same on any afternoon for thousands of years back into the past as they are today on this afternoon in August 1995, toward the end of a troubled century. You could have come up here during the reign of Hadrian or Ethelred the Unready or the first Elizabeth or Queen Victoria and found it all exactly the same.


  The wind and the birds and the sun are indifferent to what kind of man walks around up here, or whether any do at all. As are the insects, who have their own intricate ecologies going down around the grass roots and the mosses and the heather, and would have been doing exactly the same things they’re doing now when Stonehenge was being put up away across Salisbury plain to the east and would be doing exactly the same things whether humankind existed on the planet at all—and who probably will still be doing the same things up here on a sunny afternoon long after the last human has vanished from the Earth.


  When I finally haul myself back up onto the terrace on the mainland side of Tintagel Castle, I’m sweaty and staggering and exhausted. We go back to Trebrea Lodge, where we finally get into our room, Number 8, which turns out to be one of the nicest rooms we’ve ever had—it’s set in a small, two-story stone structure that probably was once one of the outbuildings, and we have the entire structure to ourselves, bedroom on the top floor and on the ground floor a bathroom that is far larger than our whole hotel room at the Russell had been. We have dinner at the Lodge, salmon and boiled potatoes. Walk out front afterward into the tiny country lane that winds past the Lodge, listen in the dark to sheep baaing, watch the flocks of startled crows who periodically burst up from the forested hill behind the main house, wheeling behind the gabled roof of the Lodge and crying out harshly as they fly. Meanwhile, the black-and-white lodge cat is sitting in the dark by our feet, looking out across the edge of a farmer’s field and thinking of mice.


  Saturday, August 12th



  Wake about 6 as usual but manage to get back to sleep for an hour or so. Breakfast at the Lodge; pat the lodge dog, whose name is Sam, a black mix of flat-coated retriever and spaniel who seems to take our attention as his due, a tithe every guest is obligated to pay, and then hit the road, taking the A39 to the A307, heading for South Cornwall and the ruined Iron Age village of Chysauster. Drive through a brief spot of rain, our first this trip, and manage to avoid a traffic jam down around Truro, but both traffic and rain have thinned by the time we hit the top of the peninsula that leads at last to Land’s End. We ignore Paddy Hancock’s advice from the BBC Travel Show and do by necessity drive in St. Ives, but only until we can cut through the edge of town and on to the B3306, a winding, narrow road that hugs the coast.


  A while later, we stop in rolling hill country above the sea, at a roadside cutoff somewhere east of Zennor, get out of the car, cross the narrow road, and stand by the edge of the hill looking out and down to the sea. In some ways, this is one of the best moments of the whole trip. The sky has mostly cleared, with the sun breaking out of the scattering clouds. The hill-country silence is vibrant, a cool breeze has come up, and below, away down the hill, are stone farm buildings and fields full of cows, and then the sea, bright and tossed with whitecaps, with a big boat moving out near the horizon. On a hilltop nearby you can see the ruins of a Neolithic hill fort with the clouds rushing by it. When a big cloud comes up and hides the sun for a minute, you can see the crisp edge of a line of shadow sweeping down the hill in front of us over the farm houses, over the fields, until it reaches the sea. There’s very little sound, except for the whoosh and whine of a car rushing by every once in a while or occasionally the lowing of a cow coming up from the fields below (I check through my binoculars and can spot three different kinds of cows: black with white markings, white with black markings, and brown ones; they all seem to moo the same, though).


  At last we press on, looking for the unnumbered road that leads to Chysauster. It turns out to be unmarked, too, and we miss both turnoffs for it at Zennor and Porthmeor, and we get all the way to Morvah before we realize we have to turn back. Finally find the unmarked turn just past Porthmeor Beach and drive a few miles inland to the site of Chysauster. Park at the inevitable car park (every ancient monument in Britain, no matter how small or obscure, seems to have one), climb up some steep stone stairs and then up a steep gravel path to the ticket kiosk (every monument in Britain also somehow manages to be uphill both ways... and have a ticket kiosk), then on up the rounded swell of the hill to the ruins of the old village itself.


  Mostly only the outer walls of the ancient houses are left standing, gray stone walls thickly overgrown with weeds and purple flowers, although you can see the interior divisions that marked off the rooms, and where the hearths once stood. Strange to think that we are walking through someone’s house, and I wonder if, thousands of years ago, they feel the air stir and look up and faintly sense our passage, ghosts of the future? I spend as much time looking at the ruins as I spend watching a hawk soaring over the valley, sometimes at our level, sometimes above, swooping way out across the valley toward the sea, finding a thermal, riding an invisible elevator of air up into the top of the sky, circling, swooping again. Yes, of course, it’s hunting—but I wonder if at the same time it’s also playing, enjoying riding the rivers of the air? On the way back, see the sign on the ticket kiosk that warns you that adders may be sunning themselves on the rocks—a sign I’m glad I didn’t see on the way up! Would have been much more careful climbing around in the ruins—as it was, we enjoyed the bliss of ignorance and tromped around in a perfectly carefree manner, unaware that there might be adders all around us. A good metaphor for life in general.


  Continue around the peninsula to St. Just, the day clouding up and growing gray, and then on to Land’s End, stopping just beforehand at the Wrecker’s Inn for a mediocre lunch, Susan ordering chicken salad. To her surprise, instead of getting what you’d get in the States, getting instead a piece of cold chicken and some salad; what you have to ask for instead, we discover, if you want what we would think of as chicken salad, is a chicken mayonnaise. Proceed on to Land’s End. The end of the peninsula is covered with an incredibly tacky Fun Fair, but once you get beyond all that, the view from the cliffs out over the Atlantic to the offshore sea stacks and islands is still beautiful and worthwhile. (I don’t understand the English tendency to huddle in holiday camps and fun fairs and theme parks and caravan sites and huge soulless camping grounds, ignoring the natural splendor of the landscape all around them, but they do; some of them spend their vacations in rigidly organized Holiday Camps, which are sort of like concentration camps you pay to get into, surrounded with barbed wire and with Jolly British Muzak coming over the PA systems all day and most of the night, and they never venture outside into the surrounding countryside at all. I’d pay to get out of having to go to one of these places, which I imagine is like taking your vacation in a Basic Training camp, with DJs and tennis laid on.) While we’re looking out over the cliffs at Land’s End, we have our first serious, discomforting rain—not a downpour but a steady moderate rain, fading fitfully in and out of a drizzle. (It will turn out to be just about the only real rain we get until we reach Skye.)


  Drive in to Penzance, get out and walk around for a while in the center of the town, but it is still drizzling and we’re getting tired, so we have our first real cream tea of the trip at the Penzance Buttery (it’s almost as difficult to get real clotted cream in London or Scotland as it is to get it back in Philadelphia) and then drive home. Dinner at the Lodge (chicken paprika of a sort) during which we consume between us an entire bottle of wine. Retire unsteadily to bed.


  Sunday, August 13th



  Breakfast at the Lodge, during which I muse about all the old sites of environmental rape we’ve seen here in Cornwall that are now tourist attractions with people paying money to get in to see the old tin mines and slag-heaps and quarries. Wonder what the old miners who slaved their lives away there would have thought of that?


  After breakfast, stop for petrol (the attendant washes our windscreen and then says “Lovely job!” to himself in congratulations as he finishes and saunters away) then head north on the A39 toward that area where the Cornish coast turns west into Devon. Huge gray clouds sweep overhead, alternating with patches of bright blue sky and brilliant sunshine. We drive through a rain shower, but it is over in a few seconds, and then the sun is blazing again; this pattern persists for the entire day. We pass over the border into Devon and arrive at the town of Clovelly after about an hour’s drive.


  We park in the lot at the top of the cliff, pay to get into the town (for Clovelly is entirely privately owned, and you have to agree to a long list of regulations and be approved by a board in order to live here; the entire town is run as one big tourist attraction), and pause to watch a group of donkeys and mules that are kept on hand to haul tourists and their luggage up and down the hill from the hotel (prompting Susan to comment later, “Donkeys always look so sad. I suppose that’s because they have to be donkeys.”). We then slowly walk down the steep cobblestone paths, which lead to the very steep but wide cobblestone steps that go down through the town. The street, which is made up entirely of steps, is so narrow, especially through the “Upalong” and the “Downalong” in the upper part of the village, that the houses on either side seem almost piled one on top of the other so that you get the feeling that you could jump from one roof to another all the way down the hill. Apparently it is possible to lean out of one upstairs window and shake the hand of someone leaning out of another window in a house across the street. Most of the houses fronting the street have tiny bright gardens, and it seems that every other garden has a cat sitting in it. We see more cats here in ten minutes than we’ll see anywhere else in Britain by far, and Susan speculates that maybe people here tend to have cats because there’s really no place in these steep narrow streets to walk dogs. The streets are so steep and so narrow that the only way to get supplies down them in winter is by sledge, and most of the houses have one leaning up against the wall outside.


  We walk on down to the stone quay at the bottom of the hill, walk out along it to the end, look at the ocean, watch the Brits who are lounging on blankets on a stone beach full of very uncomfortable-looking rocks as if they are on the finest sand beach in the Caribbean; their children are playing with sand buckets and shovels just like at home, but since they have no sand to shovel, they are carefully piling up little heaps of stones instead of making sand castles—perhaps this is the origin of the cairn, and it was originally Neolithic children on stone beaches who came up with the idea. We have lunch at the Red Lion Hotel, Cornish pasty for me, ham ploughman for Susan while another brief rain shower sweeps by outside; by the time we finish our last bites, the sun is blazing again—good timing. We pay to take the Range Rover back up to the top of the cliff, seventy pence apiece, and consider it money well-spent; certainly I’ve wasted many a 70 p on this trip on things I’ve gotten much less benefit from.


  We drive through extremely narrow roads bordered closely on either side by high hedges to Hartland Point, on one occasion having to back up a fair way to let another car get past. Park at Hartland Point, which is an impressive headland stretching 350 feet above the Atlantic, and walk down a moderately steep (although not as steep as Clovelly) path that gradually curves around the face of the cliffs and down to sea level where the lighthouse is. It’s still a working lighthouse although automated now. It seems to be low tide, and there is an impressive collection of kelp-fringed rocks surrounding the lighthouse with a shipwreck—the rusting hulk of a tanker, broken in two—resting on some of them. This is obviously not a place where you’d want to be offshore in a boat during a storm. Sea cliffs march away south. Straight ahead is nothing but open sea with North America somewhere on the other side of it.


  Long, tiring walk back up, then drive back to the Lodge, overshooting and ending up in Camelford and having to backtrack. On the tiny road that leads to Trenale and the Lodge, we stop to look at the view down over the fields to the sea, alarming an old lady who lives in a stone hut by the road and who fears that we’re going to take a photo of her house and sell it to criminals so that they can figure out how to rob her. She makes us promise not to do this.


  Back at the room, Corky the black-and-white lodge cat marches inside and settles himself down on Susan’s bed, apparently ready to stay for as long as we are—well, we had joked earlier about getting a “travel cat” for the trip, and now it appears that we have one. Later, when we’re taking a walk around the grounds before dinner, Corky follows Susan everywhere, “following” her by dashing ahead and then waiting for us to catch up in that way that cats have. When he even follows us across the road when we go to look at the horses in the adjacent field, we decide to go back to the “snug”—there are two bars or lounges, the more formal one upstairs and the “snug room” on the ground floor—for a drink before we get Corky run over. Dinner is beef in some sort of sauce, potatoes, and brown-bread ice cream, which is quite good. Split another bottle of wine, stagger to bed, reeling through the country silence.


  Monday, August 14th



  Last breakfast at the Lodge (which proved to be our favorite place to stay on the entire trip, rivaled only by Fallowfields near Oxford). Check out, say goodbye to Sam the dog, who lunges up and snatches a piece of toast I’m holding in my hand (to feed to the birds later), and then trots proudly around the yard with the toast in his mouth for the next five minutes while we load the car. A trophy, perhaps?


  Leave Cornwall behind, drive into Devon, this time heading west. Drive to Moretonhampstead on the A30 and the A382 and then into Dartmoor on the B3212, stopping at the miniature pony center where they had pigs and piglets and some newborn baby ponies, who were not much bigger than a small dog, as well as the adult miniature ponies, which are used for pony rides. (The adult miniature ponies looked at me with suspicion and growing alarm, but I was in a benevolent mood and made no attempt to ride them.) We move on down the B3212. Somewhere just to the north of Postbridge—in the high, treeless country I think of as “the real moor” although I suppose all of it, high and low, valley forest and barren rocky hill, is all officially Dartmoor—we park the car in a cutting by the side of the road and walk up a long rolling hill covered with purple heather and golden gorse. Also covered with sheep-droppings, which are everywhere—not surprising since the sheep themselves are everywhere. Two of them wander up the hillside in front of me on a faint trail that they and their kin have probably broken themselves, not hurrying or alarmed but not letting me close to them either, always staying the same distance ahead of me. There is a wild moor pony off some distance to the left, and he, too, although also seeming unalarmed, moves away in an unhurried fashion when I approach, stopping to graze every few steps in an unconcerned way but still not letting me close. A ruined hill fort is visible in the distance on the ridge line with hikers moving toward it; in the other direction, down the hill past the car, herds of sheep move and bleat, and, as I watch, a party consisting of four riders and two happily panting dogs comes by.


  I spend a contented half hour or so wandering around on the high moor in heather up to my knee, stepping on sheep-berries, bees buzzing by my ears and the wind soughing, looking at the hill forts on the surrounding ridge-lines through my binoculars, occasionally breaking into a whistled chorus of “The Heather on the Hill,” which doesn’t seem to either startle the ever-receding sheep into moving any faster or intrigue them into investigating. I find the high moor country strangely attractive and inviting—odd, since I usually instinctively dislike and avoid places where there isn’t any shade, and here on these bare, rocky hills there is no shelter from the sun at all. Nevertheless, I am strangely happy here and would probably be content to spend the entire vacation tramping aimlessly around over the moors. (I am fundamentally a mountain person, always happiest when I am in high country, and Susan is fundamentally a water person, happiest near or on a large body of water; I later noticed that throughout the trip, whenever I would say “Look at that!” and point at something particularly scenic, I would usually be pointing at a mountain view; when Susan would do the same, she was almost inevitably pointing at a view of a lake or of the ocean.)


  Continued on to Two Bridges, which consists almost entirely of the Two Bridges Hotel, where we have a mediocre lunch (lunch is almost always the meal that the British do the worst job on; breakfasts are usually quite good, sometimes the best meal of the day, and many of our dinners were perfectly acceptable, too, but we had few lunches that rose above mediocre—most of them, in fact, sucked). After lunch, took the B3357 to Ashburton, up and across the high moor again, the narrow road practically lined with sheep, their coats splashed with green or red or blue, some of them lying half in the road, all of them seemingly unafraid of cars, although surely a tourist must hit one occasionally, the road is so winding and narrow, there’s so much traffic, and so much of it drives unnervingly fast. There are also groups of wild moor ponies here and there by the side of the road, usually being cooed at by tourists, all of whom, British and American, are feeding the ponies, of course, although supposedly this is illegal; the ponies, though, don’t seem in the least concerned about participating in an illegal event. We stop again on the high moor somewhere west of Dartmeet. There’s another ruined hill fort visible from here, closer to us on the crest of another hill, and I’m tempted to hike up to it, but the afternoon is dying, and we don’t really have the time. Continuing, stopping at a narrow stone bridge over the river Dart, just as we did eight years ago. At Ashburton, turn off on to the A38 to Exeter, then creep along behind hay-trucks and lorries on the A377, turning off at Morchard Bishop and following unnumbered back roads and then a private road to Wigham, our next inn.


  Greeted by the proprietor, Steve, and two black dogs, one of whom is just a puppy, not much more than a month or two old. Steve helps us up to our room with our immensely heavy suitcases while the puppy, Zulu, frisks about and play bites our hands. Both of us are somewhat disappointed in Wigham, especially coming off of our stay at Trebrea Lodge, which we loved. Wigham is extremely twee with throw pillows and cute little stuffed animals everywhere, a sort of a Disneyfied version of the traditional thatched cottage that it advertises itself to be. I am also bothered by the fact that there’s “no there there”—at Trebrea, we could stroll around the extensive grounds, but all there is here is the main house with a gravel terrace in front of it, everything squeezed in between the driveway/parking area and the fence that blocks access to the “working farm” part, which is private; on the other side of the gravel terrace with its picnic tables is the swimming pool, set down a level, and on the other side of that, down the hill a bit, are fenced-in fields full of sheep. So there’s really no place to go here unless you get back in the car and leave, no place to stroll around. (Susan points out that it’s odd that a place that makes such a big deal about being an “organic farm,” all very self-consciously and piously Green, should have animal-skin rugs all over the floors... but it does.) We go swimming, and the pool is nice and welcome since the sun is still high and blazing, although the pool is much dirtier than a pool even in a small roadside motel in the States would be, full of dead bugs and twigs and leaves. Susan goes upstairs while I sit at one of the picnic tables on the gravel terrace and work on these notes, listening to the almost constant baa-ing of the sheep, counterpointed by the occasional lowing of a cow. A black and white cat comes by, crying as it walks, seeming almost to be answering the mewling cries of the sheep, but perhaps it is only calling its kittens.


  Dinner is late because the other guests, a party of eight French people traveling together, are late returning from Clovelly and Hartland Point where we were yesterday. We are offered a free drink as compensation; I have a Tia Maria, and Susan has a gin and tonic. Finally the French arrive, and we are introduced to them, although only one or two of them speak even a word of English; Susan has a smattering of tourist French, but they speak so fast that this turns out to be largely useless. Dinner is served family-style around one big wooden table—rice with raisins, steamed vegetables, with skimpy portions of some sort of sweet-and-sour pork put on the plates first. The French clearly do not like the food, and several of them barely bother to touch it; jokes about the food are made in rapid French, which Steve, who speaks French haltingly, seems to catch and resent. The eight French people, four couples, all late middle-aged, talk loudly and enthusiastically to each other during dinner with much shouting and laughing and gesturing and even a brief outbreak of singing, and this seems to embarrass our hosts, who keep whispering apologies to us for the exuberance of the French, and promising us that things will be “much quieter” tomorrow when there will be only an English couple and us. The black Labrador puppy, Zulu, is clearly very popular with the French people, and he circles the table while several of them call his name, leaping up to have his head tousled and to chew on people’s fingers. I play tug-of-war with him with a napkin, which he joyously shreds into little pieces. After dinner, the French all troop outside onto the terrace and light up cigarettes in defiance of the inn’s strict no-smoking policy. While they’re puffing away, I hear the innkeeper’s five-month-pregnant wife, Dawn, complaining bitterly in the kitchen about the fact that the French people are smoking, saying that if there’s a fire, it will void their insurance. If the French hear her, they either don’t understand or don’t care because they continue to smoke for some time while we go up to bed.


  Tuesday, August 15th



  When we wake, we are socked-in—very foggy, although as yet no rain, and we tell ourselves maybe it will burn off. Susan says that when she first looked out an hour or two earlier, the fog was like cheesecloth pressed against the window. Even now you can’t see beyond the edge of the gravel terrace, and the mournful voices of the sheep rise up out of the fog.


  Breakfast is late because our hostess is busy screaming at her assistant in the kitchen over his request for more time off, and they continue to fight vindictively for quite some time instead of starting breakfast, which makes for a very tense atmosphere which the French, upon arriving, either ignore or are oblivious to. After everyone has been waiting around the table for a while, the hostess and her assistant belatedly notice and pull themselves together, and breakfast begins. Am amused to note during breakfast that Zulu is sticking her nose into the big bowl that holds the cold cereal and is happily eating it. Fortunately, I’m not planning to have cereal here tomorrow.


  Take off after breakfast, miss our turning, and end up taking the “backdoor” route to Copplestone through tiny towns called Oldborough and Newbuildings, along roads so small that the hedges on either side of them scratch the sides of the car as we pass. At Copplestone, take the A3072 to Okehampton, park, walk up to tour Okehampton Castle. On the way to the castle, we explore a few yards down a footpath marked romantically “Lover’s Meet” and find waiting for us there, romantically, a backhoe, which is parked sitting partially in the stream. It is, however, we tell ourselves, a very romantic backhoe. At the castle, Susan buys earphones and takes an “audio tour” of the castle while I, disdaining the earphones, walk around at my own pace, speculating that someday people will be able to take “virtual tours” of castles, seeing projected around them as they walk the castle as it would have looked when it was intact, perhaps not bothering to look at the ruins in the real world at all. I am amused by a sign that says that, while in attendance, the Lord of the manor maintained a retinue that included eight men-at-arms and fourteen lawyers. If he had that much more use for lawyers than for men-at-arms, then I guess that things haven’t really changed all that much since the 14th Century.


  Leave Okehampton, drive to Tavistock on the A386, park in the ubiquitous car park, walk around looking for the tearoom where we’d eaten in 1987, finally give up and have lunch in a place called The Coffee Mill. Toasted cheese and bacon sandwich for Susan, cream tea for me—the Cornish clotted cream and the Devon clotted cream are not quite the same, the Devon variety having a texture more like that of butter; both are good, but the Cornish version has the edge, I think. Shopped in town for a while, trying to determine how difficult it would be to send a bottle of Dartmoor Mead back to the States for Janet and Ricky Kagan (very difficult, as it turns out, so we give up the idea), then drive up on to the moor on the B3212, stopping briefly just before Princetown, somewhere near Merrivale, and stopping again later on somewhere up near Postbridge. The color of the hills on this side is predominantly purple, the color of the heather, which makes them look almost red from a distance. On the other side, where we stopped yesterday near Dartmeet, the hills were much more golden, the color of the gorse, as there was more of it there admixed with the heather. Drive to Moretonhampstead, passing the pony center again, then up the A382 to the B3219, up the A3072 to Copplestone, then home on the A377 and along the network of back roads past Morchard Bishop to Wigham.


  It’s still quite hot and bright, drought weather instead of the more usual English weather, and so we take a swim, joined by the new guests, the promised-to-be “quiet” English couple, who turn out to be a pleasant middle-aged English couple called Eva and Bill (he somewhat older than her; he remembers being wakened as a small child in the middle of the night when the news of VJ Day came in, and hearing all the boats in the harbor sounding their whistles—he was a retail buyer of china, who had bought plates for the Queen Mary and the Queen Elizabeth; she was an English teacher until her recent retirement, blond, still pretty), and later by Steve and Dawn (Steve obviously somewhat apprehensive about the upcoming birth; talks uneasily about the birthing classes they are taking, hoping that the baby doesn’t come until they graduate), and then by Zulu. She splashes into the pool, swims around for awhile, and then tries to get out by the pool ladder, slipping and scrambling and whining but finally clawing her way out (amusing to me that Dawn is concerned about the legal consequences of the French smoking but doesn’t seem to care about the dog swimming in the pool with the guests, which in the States would almost certainly be enough of a Board of Health violation to shut them down). Zulu shakes herself dry and then pounces on the cat when it comes wandering by, biting it ferociously—not really hurting it but obviously annoying it. The cat makes protesting noises and then finally gets fed up when Zulu won’t stop and starts to fight back; they disappear into the distance, still fighting and barking and spitting.


  Dinner is again served at the big wooden table but this time with just us and the English couple: chicken in a brownish sauce with bits of mushroom and bacon, red cabbage with juniper berries, roasted potatoes, squash (or marrows, as they’re called here) in tomato sauce—not tremendously good, but there’s lots of it, served family-style in big bowls, and it’s considerably better than the night before; you get the feeling that they’re trying a bit harder now that the French, who they obviously didn’t much like, are gone. Pleasant dinner conversation with Eva and Bill during dinner and in the sitting room afterward, mostly about the inadequacies of various educational systems. Then to bed.


  Wednesday, August 16th



  Up about 7:20 a.m. When I go down to the gravel terrace before breakfast to write up these notes, Zulu comes prancing up with her food bowl in her jaws and thrusts it into my lap; do you think she’s trying to tell me something? A pleasant breakfast with Bill and Eva over which we linger too long—we’re getting a late start today, and it’s a bad time for it, since today we also face the longest uninterrupted drive of the trip from Devon almost to Oxford.
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