Yo, ho, ho & a bottle of rum.	Late 1996


(Oops, I meant Ho, ho, ho.)	In your Nation’s Capital (well close to it)





This year (1996 that is) saw no signifcant life events at the Beck household (no births, deaths or other natural disasters), other than getting this letter out (rejoice, rejoice).  


The BIG events this year were vacations.  In spring we went to Death Valley (its HOT), Las Vegas and scenic Barstow (Route 66 went through here).  Death Valley really is desolate - a very interesting place to visit (but not in the summer).  While in the valley we say Scotty’s Castle (mansion of a millionaire), climbed down a volcano cone (well Alex & Gerhard managed this feat), climbed a forested mountain to the snow line (the desert is in the valley, not in the high mountains to the West) and generally saw the sights.  From Las Vegas we saw, well, Las Vegas.  The newest gambling casinos now resemble amusement parks (Gerhard still thinks gambling is evil, the family had fun).  Barstow is host to many scenic sights including as a McDonalds.  In fact, the McDonalds was listed as Barstow’s only signficant attraction because it is in a railroad car.  OK, we didn’t go to Barstow for the McDonalds.  From Barstow we saw other desert attractions including the highest sand dune in America.  Naturally, Alex (and reluctantly Gerha
