London, England

Saturday-Wednesday, 7-11 October 2017

Fancy
Meetin’
You ‘ere

As the sun sets on this part of the British Empire,
guess who Emily and I ran into beneath Big Ben?

Burying the lede
In journalism, burying the lede is when
you write a story but don’t include the
most important and interesting stuff
until the end.
“Joe Schmoe, 84, mayor of Schmoeville
died Sunday.
[many paragraphs]
Bullets found in Schmoe’s body were
traced back to a .38 caliber pistol owned
by his 30-year-old girlfriend.”
Westminster Abbey is not just a big,
fancy church where kings and queens
have been crowned with lots of flying
buttresses and a ceiling up there just a
short flight of stairs from heaven.
You can’t be a major European capital
without one of those.
What struck me the first time Emily
– Continued overleaf

They weren’t married inside Westminster Abbey, but the location meant enough that they came here
afterward for pictures. And they posed for me, too.

Burying the lede
– Continued from previous page
and I visited 25 years ago was realizing
whose grave you’re standing on when
you look up at the stained glass, organ
pipes and arches. More than 3,300
people are buried or memorialized here.
Right off the bat there’s Sir Isaac
Newton (gravity), Charles Darwin
(evolution), Charles Lyell (geology,
tallest mountain in Yosemite National
Park and one of its glaciers), David
Livingstone (I presume).
You’ve got your unknown warrior from
WWI, who stands in for all Britain’s
unknown battle dead and is the only
one on which you’re forbidden to walk,
writers and musicians like Geoffrey
Chaucer, Charles Dickens, Henry
Purcell, George Frederick Handel, Ralph
Vaughn Williams, Rudyard Kipling, a
long list of kings and queens including
Liz the First, and a selection of Henry
VIII’s wives.
– Continued overleaf

Truly one who needs no introduction. He stands now in Parliament Square, Westminster, facing the
Palace of Westminster, where Parliament sits, its clocktower and the bell inside we know as Big Ben.

Burying the lede
– Continued from previous page
And there are in one cluster what Emily, a
chemistry major in college, called “all the
major measurement guys:” Michael
Faraday (electromagnetism), James Watt
(steam engine, standard unit of power),
James Joule (thermodynamics) – Newton
(physics) again.
Some of the dukes and duchesses are
people nobody but a PhD in British history
would remember. Some certainly bought
their way in or rode in on a spouse’s coat
tails. I thought I’d found the inventor of the
plastic ski boot when I found Johann Peter
Salomon until I read up on him (Germanborn violinist and composer).
But there is no other collection of famous
dead people in the world that I’m aware of
– certainly in the English-speaking world –
like this. Of course, they’ve been burying
people here since for nearly 1,000 years.

Londoners enjoying a fall walk through Hyde Park, Buckingham Palace’s back yard.

A class of schoolboys and their teacher visit the British Museum.

Fun with flags
+
England
Cross of St George
(includes Wales, united with
England in 1284, before this
flag was adopted)

+
Scotland
Saltire (x-shaped
cross) of St Andrew
1606

=
Ireland
Saltire of St Patrick

United Kingdom of
Great Britain and
Ireland
1801
United Kingdom of
Great Britain and
Northern Ireland since
the Republic of Ireland
founded in 1922

Since William the Conqueror built the White Tower here in 1078, Her Majesty's Royal Palace and Fortress of the Tower of London has
been a palace, a prison where heads rolled and now the Queen’s jewelry box.

On the streets where we live
We’re living in this Mary Poppins-looking
neighborhood called Earl’s Court while we’re visiting
London.
It has the underground station we arrived at from
Heathrow Airport that was finished in 1869 and
turned this rural crossroads into a London suburb.
Now it’s a 10,000-resident neighborhood of the city
itself.
When William the Conqueror arrived here in 1066,
this was part of the manor of Kensington under the
lordship of the Vere family, who were descendants of
Aubrey de Vere I and whose male head was the Earl
of Oxford. It’s all listed in the Domesday Book,
published in 1085, down to every cow and sheep the
Earl owned.
We came to love our tube station on East Brompton
Road where Diana – before she married the Prince,
lived – and our two tube lines, Piccadilly and District,
that took us to the parts of central London where we
could walk to the places that Gordon most wanted to
see: museums, monuments and the landmarks tourists
around the world associate with this place.
And I came to love the names of London’s
underground stations like Phlegm, Phlegm Court,
Upper Phlegm, West Phlegm, Phlegm Gardens and
Phlegm-upon-Thames. At least that’s what the lady’s
voice on the train PA sounded like.
Mind the gap.

Emily and Gordon wait outside the Harold Pinter Theatre in London’s West End for the doors to open
for the play “Oslo” – last year’s Tony winner for best play on Broadway – which our actor son picked
to see. It’s about the Norwegian diplomats who negotiated a peace accord between the Palestinians
and Israelis.

Some of the Queen’s ducks swim in one of the Queen’s ponds beneath one of the Queen’s willow trees in one of the Royal Parks.

Gordon’s choices
Emily and I have wanted to take Gordon on
a trip to Europe since he was very young.
We both had traveled to Europe on business
trips and, for the 1992 Barcelona Olympics,
Emily joined me in Spain toward the end
and we shared a vacation afterward in
France and England.

In planning this trip, Gordon said his first
two choices for destinations were London
and Paris to see big museums and
monuments.
So here we are.

Gordon examines a suit of samurai armor in the British Museum.

