began showing me the cooking and baking area which lies underneath the coffe room, I was not aware of the necessity of spelunking gear.  The basement has a basement, which has a subbasement, and we stopped there.  Whether or not we arrived under the level of the river is the question I ask myself now, looking back on my amazment this journy to the center of the bakery brought forth in me.   


New on top of the old.  Then there are the stories of the people in the basements who holed up there hoping not to be bombed.  I don`t think Gelene, a russian lady, had much pity for them; at  least she didn´t show it.  That the same occured to her folk did not seem to be one of her thinking priorities, so forgiveness works.


Whether forgiven or forgotten, life continues with smile and a hope.  


The historians are now the ones who will have educate those hungry for the past, and for the vengence.  


Older ladies visit day in and out the same table, order the same slice of sugar, and drink the same amount of coffee as the day before.  The rituals of the ages have not changed much.  The Friday and Saturday nights are still filled with the sounds of hooting students, and non learning Foreigners, who find life at the bar better than running the gauntlet with the leaders of tomorrow; where the vocabulary is not the mainstay, but rather the company and the socialness the major theme.  


Having lived in a place where tourists are the life blood, those that arrive here by busload seem to be a small number.  There will always be the local name for them, be it “tousrist” or brighter.  Bu
