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AUGUST 5

Went to Athletics (track & field to you and me, mate) again last night. This is really a treat for a dozen reasons.
First. with our credentials, we get great seating and a nice visit to the “Olympic Family Lounge™ (read: VIP
suite) which includes a light dinner, wine/beer and a chance to sit next to someone from one of the 204
countries represented at the Games (last night was Argentina and Sweden, the night before was ST Vincent and
the Grenadines, fun guys). But, talk about the seating! Last night we were three rows in front of Will and
Kate, just about as far as one of my four-putts. Got some great pictures, and began to wonder how anyone
could tolerate having 10,000 pictures taken of them every five minutes. You could never risk getting naked.

The highlight of the night was the premier Athletics event, the Mens 100 meter race. It was won, of course, by
Jamaican Usain Bolt, probably the fastest human being who ever lived. Insane Usain. Interestingly, unlike
most of the other great sprinters, he is a big guy, I'd guess maybe six foot two and well over 200 pounds.
Wonder if the Bengals have considered looking at this guy (although his ego and personality could make
OchoCinco look like Mr. Rogers). The highest highlight (can you have a higher highlight?) was the 3000
meter Steeplechase (jumping over things and splashing through water traps like Wetherington’s afier a rain),
Now, Steeplechase isn’t exactly my thing but the end of the race was what the Olympics are really all about.
After crossing the finish line the huge French competitor (about 6° 37), the second place finisher, ran over to the
winner, a tiny guy from Kenya (probably about 4* 6™ seated on a camel), and hugged him, then hoisted him up
over his head in joy. Huge smiles, a tidal wave of adulation from the crowd of 75,000 . . . a wow moment.

AUGUST 6

One thing that surprises many North American visitors to London is the language. Forget the many languages
and dialects of the languages of immigrants to Britain, the biggest surprise is the range of dialects among even
the native Brits themselves. [ won't try to play linguist here, but British English ranges from conservative
"public school" (what the Brits call their upscale private schools) English to docklands Cockney. Public school
English is essentially "the King's English". and is pretty understandable to North Canadians. It's what you hear
the Queen , Tony Blair and Margaret Thatcher speak. Cockney is an altogether different kind of animal and can
be almost unintelligible to English speakers from outside the UK. For example, it seems that the train
conductors are having a contest to see who can most befuddle riders, and you may hear "naychst stup id puddy-
muh-laan", and you need your map open in your lap to know that the next stop is Pudding Mill Lane. And, you
know how intelligible train announcements are on trains to begin with. Lovely.

The English love their cheeses and their sausages. At a buffet dinner last night were offerd 6 different kinds of
sausage. And, a typical cheese tray may have dozens of cheeses, all made from different blends of cow's milk,
goat milk, sheep milk and probably mouse milk. The stinkier the cheeses are, the more the Brits love them.
Now I know where the phrase "cutting the cheese" came from.

We have a very nice restaurant in the upscale high-rise flat complex we are living in, and our servers there are

from all over the place. We gave the young Lithuanian waitress a Lithuanian pin a few nights ago and now the
servers queue up to serve us.

AUGUST 7

I continue to be amazed by how expensive everything is here. It almost doesn’t matter what the item is, from
toothpaste to sneakers, it is almost uniformly 30 — 40% more than in Cincinnati. You’d think that after being



here for over three weeks, and having traveled here before dozens of times over the years, we would be used to
this. But, I still have the same OMG reaction when | get the dinner check. You can go to a supermarket and
find prices on some things that resemble those in the US, but those items are inevitably “private labels” that are
pretty raunchy, like TP that evaporates in your hand and orange juice that has suspicious dark sludge at the
bottom. And the beef. Two decades ago, there was a big difference here between various kinds of beef,
nglish (cheap and gristly, low end), Spanish (a bit better and much pricier) and Argentine (a lot better and a lot
pricier . . . not as good as what we are used to, but nearly). Over the last several years, a lot of money has been
spent on upgrading the image of “British Beef”. Unfortunately, most of that money was spent on slick
marketing, and not on the cows. The local dairy products, however, are wonderful, with lots of real heavy
cream in stuff, very tasty but you can hear your arteries jangle.

And, then there is Marmite, the English version of Vegemite, a paste made from fermented yeast. Lovely. If
you go out for breakfast, there is this ubiquitous jar or pudding cup of black muck that accompanies every meal.
And, I always think, “Oh, Marmite. They still eat that here? It can’t possibly be a yucky as I remember.”

And, of course, | try some, and it is.

AUGUST 8

Some of the US Basketball players were roaming the Athletes Village yesterday and it was fun to watch. Kobe
Bryant (with his ever-fresh smile) was wandering with James Hardin and Tyson Chandler, very good players
who are not household names yet.  The three players immediately drew dozens of clusters of other athletes
(who shouted “Ko-Beee!) and sought autographs and photos. Kobe, despite his reputation of being a bit bristly,
responded graciously. Chandler and Hardin were ignored and stood back patiently, amused. Younger females
gave Kobe the full rock star treatment, screams, shouting, the whole scene. But, the funny part was the reaction
they gave Chandler and Hardin. A fairly large group of female Caribbean athletes, Jamaicans and Dominicans
looked Chandler and Hardin over, and they were pretty noticeable as very tall black guys, the instant profile of
“famous basketballers”. I heard the comments from the crowd like . . . “Ooooh Kobe, ain’t he so beautiful” . . .
“I love you Kobe!!” . . . “Who dem other black dudes, dey wid Kobe? Maybe they famous too?”. Chandler
who isn’t even 20 yet and barely out of high school, stood back amazed with a sort of “what the hell is this?”
kind of a look on his face. Cute.

The Olympic Park are, just under 3 square km of land in East London, was a manufacturing and warehousing
center in the mid-19" Century. It slowly aged and disintegrated over the next century, turning into a dilapidated
industrial slum with a lot of abandoned buildings and lots, sort of like Detroit. (It’s OK, I grew up there).

When London was awarded the Games in 2005, this site was chosen for the project. It is fairly close to Central
London and represented one of the few urban spots where so much land was available in a single chunk.

Today, this site is the largest new urban park in the UK, home to 8 Olympic venues, and a handsomely
revitalized community.

AUGUST 10

The British Army Band is marching around the Athletes Village today. Right now they are in the International
Zone Mall playing Beatles' songs. Yup, that's right. GBig 50-ish guys (and gals) with big walrus-style
moustaches (not gals, or most of them anyway) in '‘Beefeater style' red and black uniforms uniforms
playing"Hey Jude" and "Yellow Submarine". Now, THAT is something you don'e see everyday.



We are part of the Team contingent of a small African archipeligo (only two islands actually, so I guess we can
call this an archipeligette) named Sao Tome & Principe (STP). The islands were inhabited by Poruguese sugar
barons and their slaves in the late 15th Century, but today are known more for cocoa. At just under 60,000
inhabitants. it is one of the smallest countries in the Olympics. It is kind of fun because no one has ever heard of
this country. The conversation goes something like this: Them: "Where are you from?". Me: "Sao Tome".
Them: "Where?". Me: "Sao Tome & Principe, that's ST Thomas and Prince in English". Them: "Where's that, in
the Virgin Islands?". Me: "No, it is a small country in the Atlantic Ocean, a hundred miles south if Nigeria and
west of Gabon." Them: "Man, [ ain't never heard of that place. Are you kidding me or what?" Me: "No, I'm
serious, it's an African country, an ex-colony of Portugal. They grow cocoa there." Them: "You don't look like
no African. You mean cocoa, like in hot chocolate? Well, I ain't never heard of that place. In fact, I ain't never
heard of Gabon neither. What's the name of your country again?". You get the picture. It's a small place.

AUGUST 11

One more day to go. Lots of the Teams are leaving the Athletes Village and that is always a sad time. Lots of
hugs. Some tears between newly-minted lovers. Lots of sleepy faces, some facing two days of air travel home
(London is almost exactly half the way around the world from, say, Sydney). Fortunately, this was an incident-
[ree Games. Again. No swearing or mean-spirited incidents. Just the way the Games should be, and almost
always are.

Great Britain won far more Medals than expected and the usually vitriolic British press is almost ecstatic. The
home team usually does far better at the Games than originally predicted, which says something about the effect
of emotion on performance. In the next 24 hours the US plays for gold in Womens Volleyball and Mens
Basketball. But we will be in Athletics both nights, our favorite. Our Games have been great, which underlines
our oft-used saying about the Olympics (and some other things), "the worst we ever had was excellent”. While
our experience has been superb, there are some things we will not miss . . . broken toilet seats and escalators . . .
0500 to 2300 days . . . the choice of instant coffee or tea for breakfast . . . escalators which load from the right
side which deposit you in front of doors that you enter from your left side, making you feel like a salmon as you
try to get to the doors from the unloading escalator . . . bank windows and Port-O-Potties that are 50%, or more,
out of order or closed. Lovely.

AUGUST 12

Went into the City to get our Closing ceremonies tickets this afternoon. Sat on the Four Seasons hotel outdoor
terrace adjacent to Hyde Park nursing a $15 beer across from an old Arab prince resplendent in a white robes
and surrounded by his trophy wife and a retinue of beautiful people. | was in my jeans that hadn't been washed
all week, and the Princelings were all Armani & Prada 101. I felt like Cinderella at five minutes after midnight.
I wonder if my left Reebok (the one my grandson Nico dribbled ice cream on) will pass for a glass slipper.
However, this is a prince not even a frog would want to kiss.

Hyde Park is a great place for people watching. It is the home of Speakers Corner where dozen of poorly
dressed, underfed neer-do-wells stand on soapboxes telling you to (take your pick) either: a) repent; b)relent; c)
resent, or d) refurnish (probably a carpet salesman). And, there's the guy who shouts warnings about the World
ending next Saturday. One wonders how he finds the courage to come back every week.

A sunny summer day in London just sparkles. Big Ben is bonging (bonking is something different here). The
Westminster Abbey is gleaming. The London Eye is whirling. Delightful. It's almost unfair that within a stop or
two on the Underground in any direction you can find arguably the World's best/biggest/most Museum, Art
gallery, 10th Century cathedral, theaters and dead celebrities.



After three weeks of talking with prople whose first language is not English. you find your self talking and
thinking in pidgin English. "When you go home, man?". "Hey, when you come back?". And, it makes you smile
when you hear some young girl from. say. Mongolia. talking in Valley talk that she probably learned on
"Friends" reruns, with "like" and "you know" in every sentence.

FINAL LONDON OLYMPIC BLOG

Finally the spectacle has come to an end. The Closing Ceremonies were entertaining, although, other than the
Who and the Spice Girls, I never heard of any of the performers. The fireworks were a burp compared to
Beijing (LA 1984 was still the best by FAR, easily the most extraordinary fireworks display ever). But, with
our superb flat location, we were home by 1250 (which matters at our age).

There are many highlights from London, and I will list some of the more unusual ones:

1) Best TV announcement - “Ding Ning is winning the ping pong”.

2) Best athlete — Sure, Usain Bolt was spectacular, but whatever his performances, nothing in history can
top Michael Phelps’ 22 Medals, 18 of them Gold . . not even close.

3) Best whining — Emily Seebohm’s disappointing performance in the 100m backstroke trials, stating that
she had stayed up too late the night before fooling around on Twitter and Facebook. After working
more than 2/3 of her young life training up for the Olympics, the Games get secondary priority to social
media? Too bad there isn’t a Medal for stupid.

4) London’s hosting the Summer Olympics a third time — Three times more than Africa, Latin America and
Central America COMBINED.

5) Sao Tome & Principe — Just because.

6) Reaction to winning a Gold Medal — Danish rower Mads Rasmussen after winning one, “No feeling like
it, same as the first time I held my new baby™.

7) Self-analysis — “They picked me for a doping test . . they couldn’t believe that such a great body could
be built without (using) banned stuff”. Hungarian water poloist Zoltan Szecsi. Passed the doping test
but failed by being a dope.

8) Realist assessment — Micronesia’s weightlifter Manuel Minginfel (who [ met). I expected to do better,
but the weights were too heavy™.

9) Double-tasking — Japanese equestrian competitor Kenki Sato, who is also a Zen Buddhist monk (and
probably not too kinky).

10) Assessment of British cuisine — Hungarian canoeist Attila Vajda. “For me the meals in the UK are quite
monotonous. | wanted to find something which is at least close to Hungarian dishes. And the closest
thing was bread and butter.” Oooh, you Hun you.

11) Look to the future — Mario Balich, executive director of the upcoming Summer Games in Rio in 2016.
“We do not feel obliged to throw our President out of a helicopter”. In a dress, yet.

12) Long-term thinking — Claressa Shields, US boxing Gold Medalist who grew up in Flint, Michigan.
“When I used to go running, I used to see all those crackheads and drug addicts. I didn’t want to be like
them”. So much for her career as a publicist for the state of Michigan.

13) Silver Medal for realistic assessment — Czech canoeist. “Our opponents were better than us, and we
must congratulate them. Now, we need to prepare for our next race . . . to the pub! You gotta love the
Czechs!

See you in Sochi!





