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Christmas is a’coming and the goose is getting 

fat...which means that it is time, whether anyone 

likes it or not, for the second annual edition of the 

Weissler Holiday Gazette!  Once again, it has 

been a busy year for us, and we thought we’d try to 

fill you in on our comings and goings.  So...read on 
and enjoy! 

 

1  Hi Ho, Hi Ho... 

Yes, we still work, having not won the lottery (at 
least, not yet).  We’re both still at RAND in Santa 
Monica, California, part of the road crew on the 
Information Superhighway.  (Hey, we were on the 
Internet back when it was the Arpanet; how things 
have changed!)  If you can send/receive email, 
please write to us; our addresses are: 
 

Liza liza@rand.org 
Robert weissler@rand.org 

RAND is a nifty and rewarding place to work.  
Most of the time.  But on to more interesting 
topics... 

1  Earthquake 

Yep, we had a big one in January.  Not The Big 
One, which is supposed to knock California west of 

the San Andreas fault into the ocean sometime this 
epoch, but one big enough to cause quite a bit of 

damage and injury to many people.  We were very 
lucky, being far enough from the epicenter (about 

20 miles) and on very solid ground; our only 
casualties were a few items on the floor and some 
shattered nerves.  Having the whole house noisily 

rattling about, and waking up from very deep sleep 
to find yourself in absolute darkness, is definitely a 

disconcerting experience. 

Things were much worse at our fifth floor offices in 
Santa Monica; tall bookcases had their contents 

flung across the room, and everything breakable 

and mobile demonstrated those capabilities (except 

for our computers, thankfully).  It took Liza several 

hours of cleaning simply to see the floor tiles. 

Even as bad as that appeared, we were still very 

fortunate, considering the terrible damage at other 

parts of the city – collapsed buildings and sections 
of freeway, freeway interchanges reduced to rubble, 
and many of our friends’ homes had structural 
damage.  We certainly cannot complain.   

1  New Arrival! 

No, not our own – we’re happy DINKs (double 
income, no kids) – but we want to brag anyway.  
Our newest niece Margaret Luci Lenker arrived 
shortly before the January earthquake, and we were 
fortunate enough to see her and her happy parents 
Luci and Steve minutes after her birth.  Little 
Maggie joins big sister Maureen as being the 
“apples of our eyes”. 

1  Travel 

Travel – dreaming, thinking, planning, doing – 
continues to be our Big Pursuit in life, and we 
pursued it very actively this year. 

We once again skipped out of Southern California 
shortly after Christmas and rung in the New Year 

with some friends at Whistler Mountain in beautiful 
British Columbia, Canada.  The weather wasn’t the 

greatest, but the skiing was fine (although the 
reader should note that Liza is a cheerfully bad 
skier, so what does she know?).  And being in a 

snowy locale with a roaring log fire is always fun – 
provided you can get the fire lit, that is. 

We were able to get a little more skiing in a bit 

later in the spring, joining friends for a few days in 

Salt Lake City.  The Salt Lake area certainly is a 
jewel of a place to spend a winter holiday!  Such  
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beautiful scenery and great winter sports areas all 

within easy reach. 

Early spring also found Liza in Washington D.C. on a 

business trip, again giving her a chance to visit with 

the Deichmeisters (aunt and cousins and families). 

In May we undertook a highly-anticipated trip to 

eastern Europe, specifically to Berlin, Prague, and 

Budapest.  Such a trip was not originally in the 1994 

travel plans, but after Liza’s dim prospects for a 

business trip to Delft, The Netherlands were 

extinguished, she twisted Robert’s arm into making 

the journey. 

And an interesting journey it was!  Liza had never 

been to Berlin, and Robert was last there in 1976; 

both were eager to see the former and again capital of 

a united Germany without the spectre of the Berlin 
Wall.  Virtually all traces of the Wall were gone, save 
for a small memorial stretch near one part of the 
infamous River Spree, and for the chunks of painted 
concrete (of doubtful authenticity) hawked on every 
street corner.  So complete was the removal that it 
was difficult for a first-time visitor to imagine the city 
divided; the lack of barriers was more apparent to 

Robert, who vividly remembered Checkpoint Charlie, 

the checkpoint at the Friedrichstrasse train station, 

and the emptiness of the eastern streets.  The 

memorial stretch, opposite the former “death strip”-

turned-park, was particularly sad; several persons 

were killed within only a few months of the Wall’s 
falling, trying to escape across the river.  Interestingly 

enough, we were in Berlin the day the “four powers” 

(US, UK, France, Russia) officially returned 

jurisdiction over the city to Germany. 

Other memorable sights in Berlin included the 

Brandenburg Gate, the Pergamon Museum, and the 

stately Unter den Linden boulevard, all in the former 

East Berlin.  We very much enjoyed a visit with Loni 

Hagelberg, a good friend of Robert’s father from his 

days in Berlin in the late 1930’s.  And the 

Schlachtensee suburb where we stayed was green, 

leafy, and idyllic compared to the bustle of downtown 
and the endless graffiti along the S-bahn (subway). 

From Berlin we journeyed via train to Prague (with a 
quick side trip to Dresden and Halle an der Saale, the 
latter being where Robert’s father grew up, and where 
his grandparents Otto and Margaret, and great-
grandparents Adolf and Augusta, are buried). 

Prague was an incredibly charming city, even more so 
to be there during the “Prague Spring” music festival.  
Whereas Berlin was largely destroyed during World 
War II, and uninspiringly rebuilt, Prague retained its 
character, charm, and history, especially in the Mala 

Strana (where we stayed), Stare Mesto (“old town”), 
and Jewish Quarter districts.  Our little corner of the 
Mala Strana, known as the “Venice of Prague”, was 
particularly beautiful. 

From Prague it was onward to Budapest, via train; 
once in Budapest we rented a car and hurtled around 
the countryside for a few days.  Budapest was a 

lively, modern, very cosmopolitan city, and walking 
along the Danube (which bisects the city) was very 
pleasant.  Trying to find our way through the hills 

outside the city was confusing, but interesting 
nevertheless.  The great Hungarian puszta (steppe, or 
plain), part of which is preserved as Hortobagy 

National Park, was beautiful and a little haunting too 
(if you could ignore the people trying to get you on 

their hayrides!). 

Back at home, we continued our “where to live, 

Oregon or Arizona” competition by spending the 
Independence Day weekend in southeastern Arizona, 
at the very homey Ramsey Canyon Inn, with friends 

and California expatriates Russ and Linda Wiles.  
The inn is in a wonderful setting, right outside the 

entrance to the Ramsey Canyon nature preserve; you 

 
Robert in Budapest along the Danube, with the 

Parliament building in the background, May 1994. 
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can enjoy excellent homemade fruit pies and coffee 

while sitting on the porch and watching the 

hummingbirds.  (You can guess this was Liza’s 

approach; Robert prefers a little more activity.)  And 

in October, we used USC football as our excuse to 

visit pals Tom and Diane Mosher in Salem, Oregon.  
College football fans should note that our attending a 

game at Oregon State University in Corvallis means 

that both Robert and Liza can say they’ve been to 

every stadium in the Pacific-10 Conference, for 

whatever that’s worth. 

That should have well been enough for one year, but 

restless souls and bird lovers that we are, we wanted 

to make a big birding trip.  And we did – to Australia, 

the land Down Under, in late October.  What a trip!  

We can both honestly say that Australia was, hands 

down, the easiest and most thoroughly enjoyable 

country we’ve visited.  The combination of British 
civility with an openness reminiscent of the American 
West made everything seem familiar, yet there was 
plenty to remind us that we were far from home – 
driving on the left, the absolutely wild and different 
birds and their calls, and the distinctive Aussie 
accent.  The almost complete lack of O.J. Simpson 
news was a big clue too (Princess Diana rated most of 
the front-page tabloid coverage). 

Our trip was confined to the southeast, to Sydney, 
Canberra (the capital), Melbourne, and points in 
between.  Sydney with its beautiful harbour and 
famous opera house was enjoyable; driving in Sydney 
was a different matter and is not recommended.  (So 
why we tried at night, jetlagged, with Robert driving 
an unfamiliar car, and geographically-challenged Liza 
navigating, is a question not easily answered.)  
Canberra is a relatively new city and seems somewhat 
lifeless, but has (1) a fascinating and instructive War 
Memorial museum (besides getting a different 
perspective on the world wars, Korea, and Vietnam, 

we learned about Australia’s involvement in various 
British colonial wars and conflicts involving Malaya 
and Indonesia); and (2) a superb botanic garden of 

Australian native plants and trees.  (It’s amazing how 
many plants and trees in southern California are really 
Australian natives.)  Melbourne provided us with easy 

access to the Great Ocean Road on the south coast, 
and an opportunity to see penguins scurrying ashore 

at dusk on Phillip Island. 

But even better than the cities were the little places 

we stayed in between – a cabin in the Blue Mountains 
(so-called because of the blue appearance of the 
eucalyptus trees), a Victorian bed and breakfast in an 

old gold mining town (where we were stuffed silly for 
breakfast each morning), a country hotel in a lake 

district, and a condo at an alpine ski resort (off-
season) in the Snowy Mountains. 

As great as the trip was, there’s so much of Australia 
we didn’t see – the Great Barrier Reef, the northern 
rainforests, the Outback – it’s a big country, after all!  
As they might say there, “we’ve gone troppo for Oz”, 
and hope to return within a couple of years. 

Well, so that was quite a year.  Plans for 1995 see us 
staying much closer to home, with trips planned to 
Glenwood Springs, Colorado this winter, Arizona and 

New Mexico this spring, and Vermont (for a 
bicycling tour) in the autumn.  Liza is probably going 
to a computing conference in New Orleans in January 

and will thus be within striking distance of Arkansas; 
she may return to Washington D.C., too.  And at 
year’s end our quest for new birds may find us holed 

up in Belize, in Central America.  If anyone wants to 
join us, anywhere, let us know and we’ll talk 

itineraries! 

1  Other Stuff 

Believe it or not, we do have time and energy for 
other activities.  We’re both still active in the 
Mansfield Chamber Singers, a 30-voice group that 

gets better each year.  Liza has kept up her cycling, 
covering about 2500 miles this year with Robert’s 

help.  (Joining a local club, the Conejo Valley 

 
Liza in the Blue Mountains, New South Wales, 

Australia, October 1994. 
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Cyclists, helped a lot, too.)  Liza may pursue getting a 

ham radio license, spurred by radiophiles Tom and 

Diane in Oregon.  And Robert spends much weekend 

time puttering in our garden, which seems to have 

become a suburban home for wildlife – although 

personally, we could have done without the nocturnal 
visits by raccoons to our little fish pond! 

1  Ein Stück auf Deutsch 

Herzliche Grüße zu unseren Freunden und 

Verwandten aus Deutschland!  Wir wünschen Euch 

eine frohe Weihnachten und ein echt gutes neues 

Jahr. 

1  I Po-Russki 

Pozdravlqem vas i vsex vawix druzej i sem;q s 
rozdostvom Xristovym, i s novym godom!  "elaem 
vam shast;q i udahi v novom godu.  Shastlivo!  Vsego 
dobrogo! 

1  In Conclusion 

This edition was a bit more longwinded than last year, 
hopefully it hasn’t completely bored anyone!  If 
you’ve made it this far, you’ll know you have our 
very best wishes for a wonderful holiday season and 
for the new year.  And if we don’t manage to see you 
in 1995, we’ll keep in touch one way or another! 

 

Seasons greetings from both of us!  (Photograph 

courtesy of Tom & Diane Mosher in Salem, Oregon, 

October 1994.) 


