Argentina – Day 2

Refreshed and ready to go, we had breakfast at this boutique hotel (adequate breakfast, but nothing special for sure) and then at 10 a.m. boarded the bus for our 3-hour city tour.  The tour consisted mostly of sitting in Washington-during-the-height-of-rush-hour traffic, better known as gridlock.  We moved or inched along slowly traveling the one-way streets and mostly going in circles.  We covered a very small distance in a great deal of time, seeing the pink house (their President’s and Cabinet officers’ work areas, like our executive offices and White House combined) and the offices where the Argentinean Congress works, the waterfront, the Cathedral (where there was a demonstration so we couldn’t get off the bus – I’m not surprised, this pattern seems to follow us), and other sites as we crawled along the city streets.  The highlight of the tour, at least to me, was the visit to the Recoleta cemetery where we saw Eva Peron’s crypt along with lots of other crypts.  This is a graveyard unlike any I’ve ever seen.  There are no headstones here.  Instead these are all family crypts, each containing remains of several members, and ranging in age from a couple of hundred years to more modern in construction.  The cemetery is like a maze.
The tour guide today was our tour director’s 18-year-old niece, who skipped school to lead this excursion.  She was delightful and really did her homework so she could give us great information.  She loves practicing her English, which is already quite good, and we enjoyed her company.

We returned to the hotel around 2 p.m. or later and then went across the street to eat at the same restaurant where we had lunch yesterday.  We figured that we’d have a big lunch and then not need dinner.  We were right. Yummy tenderloin.
After lunch, we went, by taxi, to the Ethnographic Museum where we saw exhibits of artifacts and costumes from different parts of Argentina.  From there we walked a few blocks to Plaza de Mayo, the main square, where we intended to photograph the sites and then catch a taxi back to the hotel because it was quite a distance from where we are staying.  We took photos of the pink house and visited the cathedral and sites around the Plaza, but hailing a cab was all but impossible.  So, we walked down Florida Avenue through all the vendors who were setting up their wares (junk) for their night market on the pedestrian thoroughfare.  We stopped for some great ice cream, reminiscent of the gelato we had at Darling Harbor in Sydney, Australia, and we shared a cup for “dinner.”  It was a long walk, but we returned to the hotel early evening so we can now pack for our plane ride to Salta tomorrow where we begin, in earnest, our wine tasting experience.  We have a very early flight to Salta – 9 a.m. – so we need to leave the hotel no later than 7 a.m.   All the rest of the days start at a more civilized time. 
Notes and observations:  Buenos Aires is a big city.  The city and its environs are home to 13 million people – yes 13 million - and endless automobiles.  The city is crowded, rather dirty in some parts, and there are some lovely and very high end sections.  We were not taken through the slums, although last night, we saw people rifling through garbage bags on the sidewalk to find “treasures.”    

For the most part, Argentineans are lovely people. They are friendly, and many speak English.  My poor, unused Spanish is coming back to me, so we are able to communicate in two languages and with lots of gestures. 

Argentineans, though, speak their own brand of Spanish and tend to pronounce words differently than the Spaniards in Spain or in Mexico or from the Spanish we learned in high school. The most startling example is the pronunciation of the “ll”, which I learned was pronounced like a “y” as in llama (ya- ma) but in Argentina, it’s pronounced like an “sh” as in sha-ma.  Calle (cay-yeh) is ca-shay, etc.  It’s harder on the ear than the eye.
We get to spend one more entire day here in Buenos Aires at the end of our trip – unless we have a “happening” like in Egypt.  We will find other restaurants to go to and museums to visit as well.  Argentineans eat rather late – dinner is around 10 p.m.  We Americans will eat earlier, though, so it may be difficult to find really good restaurants that open at our “early” hour.
