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A Word on the Trip Diaries and Their  
Odd Titles

Loie has always taken notes on our trips; I used to struggle with a 
lot of gear and took pictures. At some point she got a small camera 
and took over the photography. Before digital photography and 
personal computers, Loie and I used to make picture albums for 
our trips. Now we’ve gone digital!

As you may have read in the Introduction document and the 
diary for Driving Yo, we’ve been taking trips we call Driving the 
Stone Age. That’s a long story, but we’ve both been interested in 
old stuff for a long time, so we took one trip in 1999, to the Scottish 
Highlands and out islands, looking for what we thought would be a 
good introduction to the beginnings of Western Civilization in the 
Neolithic monuments so prevalent there. We decided we weren’t 
seeing the beginning, but that it was fun nonetheless. (See The Rocks 
in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands.) And 
we got the Europe bug, so went to Italy and France, sometimes on 
trips that were mainly Driving the Stone Age, sometimes not.

So as the trip diaries and albums accumulated, and when we 
created a Life List of prehistoric sites, I started to name the trips. 
We had DtSAs, and Interludes: trips with few or no prehistoric sites. 

Then, I started to write an essay based on our thoughts garnered 
driving the Stone Age, and a whole lot of reading. Loie didn’t like 
the working title, so I changed it to The Rocks in Our Heads. When 
the Trip Diaries went digital, I decided to munge the two projects 
by including a serial version of the essay at the ends of the diaries.

So now we have The Rocks in Our Heads: DtSAs and The Rocks 
in Our Heads: Interludes, both of which may end with an essay 
installment.

Documentation Notes

In the beginning, Loie wrote out her Trip Diaries in longhand 
in notebooks. For our trip “Driving the Stone Age X, The Oldest 
Stones” she bought a netbook computer and began to write her 
diaries with it. That made formatting the diaries a lot easier!

But there were a few trips since that one where lugging the net-
book was less than congenial, and she went back to hand-written 
notes. 

Her handwriting is beautiful, and I wanted to preserve some 
aspects of it. In the Trip Diaries it has a few short-hand style 
shortcuts. So, when you see + meaning “and,” or @ meaning “at,” 
or “w/” meaning “with” you will know that I have transcribed a 
hand-written diary.

Navigation Tips

These interactive PDFs include… 
a Bookmarks List for Days and their individual events,  use 
the Bookmarks; we hope your device will make that easy; 
a clickable/tappable Table of Contents, and; 
various hyperlinks.

You may also just page through by… 
scrolling, clicking Page Down buttons, or; 
right side tapping/right left swiping; 
depending on your viewing device.

➧  Zoom the pictures to examine details.
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Preparations
A few words on how this trip came to be.

Day 1: Monday, May 20, 1991—Departure
And arrival.

Week One—Northern California

Day 2: Tuesday, May 21, 1991—Transfer to Lone Pine
Detoured by Mule Days.

Day 3: Wednesday, May 22—Bristle Cone Pines
Venerating the world’s oldest living individuals. From afar.

Day 4: Thursday, May 23, 1991—Transfer to Truckee
To Sister Amy’s.

Day 5: Friday, May 24, 1991—Walk Along Lake Tahoe Shore
Amy takes us on a walk ’round.

Day 6: Saturday, May 25, 1991—Transfer to Bodega Bay
The birds do not threaten, and our hosts provide.

Day 7: Sunday, May 26, 1991—Exploring the Coast
The Rhododendron Park, harbor seals at the Russian River, 

Rivers End restaurant.

Day 8: Monday, May 27, 1991—Russian River Valley Wine
Touring wineries in a lesser-traveled area.

Table of Contents
Day 9: Monday, May 27, 1991—Ano Nueva, Watercourse Way

A seaside park with elephant seals, and an uber-spa.

Week Two—Flagstaff

Day 10: Wednesday, May 29, 1991—Transfer to Flagstaff
Including birding in Sedona.

Day 11: Thursday, May 30, 1991—Meteor Crater, Petrified Forest
With the Newspaper Rock petroglyphs. 

Day 12: Friday, May 31, 1991—Hopi Reservation, Dinosaur Footprints
We find a kachina and meet the keepers of the fossils. 

Day 13: Saturday, June 1, 1991—Sunset Crater, Wupatki National 
Monument, Lomoki Ruins

Day 14: Sunday, June 2, 1991—The Grand Canyon
Tourist stops along the southern rim are spectacular.

Day 15: Monday, June 3, 1991—Transfer to Phoenix by Sedona
With local Crafts shopping at the Trading Post.

Day 16: Tuesday, June 4, 1991—Return

The Rocks in our Heads
 Intimations

The Rocks in Our Heads, Intimations I: honeymoon  •  Table of Contents
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Preparations

Loie and I have both been long fascinated with the ancient mega-
lithic monuments of the Americas and Europe. One of the many 
things that attracted me to Loie when we were first meeting was 
her saying she wanted to visit Stonehenge. So did I, and had since 
childhood. But how many beautiful women a guy might meet have 
Stonehenge on their minds?

We’ve all been taught that a great change occurred when pre-
historic people discovered farming. Our school lessons called this 
change the Neolithic (New Stone Age) Revolution. It was these 
Neolithic peoples who erected the stones Loie and I wanted to visit. 
We’ve been taught that this farming revolution was the beginning of 
our modern culture, and Loie and I have always felt that by study-
ing these beginnings—which would include going to see Neolithic 
monuments and villages—we could better understand how and 
why our culture has become what it is. Kind of a “deep background” 
approach for the terminally curious.

Our explorations of the Stone Age began on a low key. Without 
specifically meaning to rummage around in prehistory, our trips 
together seemed to end up at stones. The earliest intimation of what 
was to become a deliberate theme was our honeymoon, in 1991. The 
first week of it was spent in northern California, visiting friends 
and seeing various natural wonders, scenic places and tourist sights. 
Our second week plunged deep into the past, and taught us a lesson 
in traveling.
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Day 1: Monday, May 20, 1991—Departure and Arrival

Left Baltimore late (6 p.m. instead of 5:30), but arrived on 
time in Phoenix at 7:45, Phoenix time. (Arizona does not 
observe day light savings time, so we were a little confused 
at first). Left Phoenix a little late but arrived on time (woman 
pilot) in San Francisco at about 10:30 p.m., SF time. Our 
luggage was nearly last to come up (I gave an elderly foreign 
women 4 quarters for a cart) but we got off to the Alamo shut-
tle fairly quickly. Alamo did not have the compact we wanted 
(to get a trunk) so we had to take a station wagon overnight. 
Finally we got the car and headed to Kinley & Paul’s house in 
Redwood City. We made a few wrong turns & asked for direc-
tions once (at the gas station, a man was paying for a can of 
Slice with a credit card). We drove up Palomar Drive looking 
for number 669. We looked & looked & looked. We turned 
around & looked some more. Finally, we gave up on look-
ing & drove down, down, down to Sequoia Hospital. Bucky 
phoned Kinley, who told him her house number was 609. We 
got in at about 1 a.m. (4 a.m. our time). We talked for a little 
while and went to bed.
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Day 2: Tuesday, May 21, 1991—Transfer to Lone Pine

We woke up at about 9 a.m. & everyone was gone. We got 
up, had breakfast, called Lone Pine for a reservation at Best 
Western & saw a jay. The lady at the Chamber led us to believe 
(incorrectly), that we had two choices for getting to the 
Bristlecone Pines—go north to Reno or south to Bakersfield. 
Also, she confirmed (or maybe it was the best Western lady) 
that hotel/motel rooms in Bishop, where we wanted to stay, 
were booked up due to MULE DAYS! We left at about 11, drove 
to Alamo and changed the car. We then missed the San Mateo 
Bridge, turned around & drove over. Getting out of the San 
Francisco and Oakland area was nice—too congested & also, 
like everywhere else. We missed one of our routes—actually, 
we were on it, but somehow, mysteriously, lost it—but the 
alternate was OK & quite scenically beautiful. We’d stopped 
in Sacramento—a beautiful clean city—to get film, a bird 
book & lunch. Lunch was excellent—piroshki (breaded/deep 
fried spinach & cheese), smoked turkey salad & agnoletti salad 
(pasta “pockets” with veg. like bokchoy & salami).

Sacramento is the state capital & we got to see the capital 
building. We also bought a small cooler & I got some ice 
from a friendly deli man. When we got into Sacramento, we 
stopped a messenger on a bicycle to ask if he knew where 
a camera store was. He did & we parked our car nearby. He 
caught up with us on the corner to tell us the store had 
moved & he didn’t want us to be searching fruitlessly.

We continued on, passing around Reno at about 5 or 5:30 
p.m. Dan Fogelberg was playing at Caesar’s Tahoe. We 
passed through Carson City & near Virginia City…dum de 
dum de de dum dum…very flat, dry, dusty, with mountains 
surrounding. After Carson City, we stopped by Topaz Lake 

to look at birds. We saw our first common loons, Western 
grebes, American white pelicans, and an old friend, common 
mergansers. Almost forgot, earlier we saw, & continued to see, 
black-billed magpies. We continued on, stopping by Mono 
Lake at Nicely’s restaurant for coffee. By now it had become 
nearly dark.

We arrived in Lone Pine (pop 2,060) at about 10:30 p.m. We 
got a nice, brand-new room & a small bottle of wine because 
we’re newlyweds. We ate our turkey sandwiches from Kinley’s, 
a bag of “tater skins” and drank our wine.
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Day 3: Wednesday, May 22—Bristle Cone Pines

We woke up with our 8 o’clock call. Got up to another 
beautiful, warm, sunny day with some picturesque white 
clouds. Bucky went foraging to the complimentary European 
breakfast. He came back with an interesting report.

“There’s a gigantic mountain outside. It’s amazing.” We 
had arrived in the dark, and completely missed seeing Mount 
Whitney, the highest mountain in the 48 states! I made coffee, 
ate strawberries & read my book while Bucky showered.

We got out, grabbed a doughnut at the office and headed 
up the road. In the crystal clear air, the White Mountains 
to the east and Sierra Nevadas to the west were beautiful. 
Snow capped Mount Whitney crowned the view. It was a 
glorious morning. We stopped in town to buy cheese, bread, 
nuts, juice & granola bars, then went over to Lloyds (western 
apparel) & bought Father hats & 2 big red bandanas. We also 
stopped at the Ranger Station, but the people there were not 
very helpful or knowledgeable about seeing the bristlecone 
pines. We continued on our way & drove thru Independence 
(county seat & 15 mi. above the larger Lone Pine) & on up 
another 26 miles or so to Big Pine & the Ancient Bristlecone 
Pine Forest.

As we drove we noted interesting things along the way. 
Route 395 runs down a valley between the Sierra Nevadas & the 
White Mtns, so the scenery is huge & spectacular. Everything 
looks DRY & appears to have been this way for a very long 
time. We passed mining sites, lava rocks, mules & cattle, 
plus Tinemaha Reservoir & the LA Aqueduct. The vista is 
difficult to take in, because it is so grand. Nothing grows on 
the White Mts. & the Sierra Nevadas look pretty barren as 
well. The valley flats are covered with a wide variety of desert 

plants & flowers, almost all small and low. They smell (when 
crushed) pungent—sweet & spicy & very strong.

We reached Big Pine & Rte. 168 & began our drive up into the 
White Mountains. We began at 4,000 feet elevation & drove 
steadily up, winding through changing mountain terrain. 
First the “foothills,” which were huge mounds rising one 
after the other as we drove through. There was some scrubby 
vegetation, but the overall impression was one of barrenness. 
There is, though, plenty of life: we stopped to look at wildflow-
ers and heard insects, saw birds in the distance.

The road narrowed brief ly, passing through steep rocky 
cliffs, black on one side & green lichen covered on the other 
(down) side. We passed many interesting plants & flowers on 
this lower part of the drive. We rose rapidly, going to 5, 6 and 
7,000 feet of elevation. Signs by the roadside kept us informed 
of that.

About half way or a little further on the trip up, we felt we 
were getting closer to the top. We began to see snow covered 
peaks & more trees on our mountains. Still rolling up, there 
seemed to be more larger flora—trees—but fewer wildflowers 
in bloom. We drove through Grandview (also a campsite, no 
services) and to Sierra View, where the road up to the pines 
was closed by a barrier pole across it. We parked the car, 
pointing down & got ready to walk. We felt like we were on 
top of the world, because we were getting level with the top of 
the Sierra Nevadas in the western distance across the valley.

 The walking climb began at 9,000 feet & rose another 1,000 
feet in 2 miles. The walk was on a paved road & we soon began 
seeing snow in patches. The road wound around the moun-
tains & we were constantly confronted with incredible scenes 
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of beauty. I picked up a piece of red quartz & placed it by a 
tree to pick up on the way down. We walked up & up, passing 
a few bristlecone pines. Finally, we reached the visitor center, 
having passed large patches of snow on the road & mountains. 
The station was deserted (we saw a total of about a dozen 
people going up & down) & we started on the hike through 
Schulman Grove to the Methuselah pine. Unfortunately, 
the trail soon became snow covered & was on the side of a 
steep mountain. Looking around a bend, we saw the snow 
even deeper as the trail headed into the shade of the woods. 
Trying to hike along the trail—a 4.25 mile trip—seemed not a 
good idea, starting as late as we were, and with no idea what 
conditions we might meet further along. Naturally we were 
disappointed at not getting to see the oldest trees. Bucky said, 
“The oldest ones aren’t marked any more. We wouldn’t know 
which were which anyhow. Let’s just say we venerated them 
from afar.”

It didn’t matter, because the pine forest was still wonderful. 
We sat, took a few pictures, looked for birds. Then we started 
back down the mountain. We found a perfect bristlecone 
pine cone, unopened, to take with us. The hike down was 
easy, naturally, & we stopped a few times to listen to the quiet, 
take photos, look at birds & scenery. By the time we reached 
the car, it was about 4 or 4:30.

The car started & so did we, down the mountain. Shortly 
after we started, we began smelling something burning. 
Bucky stopped the car and walked around, sniffing. He 
decided the brakes must be going bad. We had to go on, and 
Bucky was trying to use the brakes as little as possible, but of 
course he had to brake some. Otherwise we would have just 
careened off the steeply descending road! The worst sign was 
when the wheels started giving off huge puffs of white smoke. 

We were really irritated that the car wasn’t working very well, 
that is, not at all.

We drove down in low gear to avoid totally destroying the 
brakes—they already felt spongy. Finally back in town, we 
pulled into a gas station & talked to Dave who assured us 
that everyone panicked coming off the mountain because 
they didn’t know how to drive on the mountain. He said the 
brakes would feel spongy (they did) & that we should have 
kept the car in low gear, with a steady, slight pressure on the 
brakes. Which is kind of what we tried to do after we smelled 
the burning, but maybe not quite correctly.

He recommended that we let the brakes cool down, so we 
went across the hall to the local (& only) bar in town! There 
were three guys inside, including the bartender, & us. They 
watched the ball game on big screen TV & we looked at the 
contour map on the wall. Waiting while the brakes cooled off 
seemed to be the solution, because they were fine after that.

We drove back to the motel & showered. We called a restau-
rant called Merry Go Round (a steak house) to find out if we 
could get a table. The waitress said she was very busy & could 
we call back in half an hour? We decided to just walk in, so we 
did. The restaurant was tiny & round, dark, with fake leather 
chairs & benches in gold & red. There was one waitress & one 
cook serving the whole crowd. The waitress seemed negative 
about our getting a table, but finally seated us in a small booth 
next to a speckled gold mirror. We did get a real carnation on 
the table.

We ordered steaks & salads. The best part of the meal was 
the potatoes which were baked hard & crusty. The skins had 
become sweet. Bucky says the starch has turned to sugar 
which has then gently burned. He claims the same thing can 
happen to bread crusts when you make toast. I wonder if we 
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can figure out how to reproduce this at home?
The poor busy waitress was abrupt & non-talkative. By the 

time our dinner was served, we were the only people in the 
restaurant. Our waitress sat down in the booth next to ours 
(marked “Reserved”) & smoked a cigarette while she chatted 
with the cook. Then she made a phone call & disappeared for 
about 5 minutes. Turned out she went to get her 75 year old 
mother to help with cleaning up. We started to chat with her 
about Lone Pine & Mule Days. She didn’t know how old Lone 
Pine was, so she asked Mom, who said “Oh—years & years.” 
The waitress really began to perk up, telling us that for about 
an hour early in the evening she was cook and waitress. She 
said she had an invitation to see Clydesdales, something to do 
with Mule Days & Bucky encouraged her to go. And then we 
did. 

Home, bed & sleep.
IDs: Clark’s Nutcracker; Mountain Bluebird pair, near the 

turnaround on the walk down.
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Day 4: Thursday, May 23, 1991—Transfer to Truckee

We woke up to another beautiful morning. Bucky got up 
at 7:30 & went out for a Danish & I woke up at 8 p.m. We 
bought a few more postcards & paid our bill. The office staff 
were as friendly & helpful as the night clerk had been. We 
said goodbye to Mt. Whitney & Lone Pine & headed up to Big 
Pine Canyon Creek. We were on our way to look for Palisades 
Glacier in the Sierra Nevada. Amy’s book led us to believe we 
might be able to walk to it. The drive up was steep, but not as 
long as the drives on previous days. We passed a few houses, 
passed the Mule Pack Station (closed) & reached the trail head, 
at Glacier Lodge. By that point we had figured out (by looking 
at the map) that we weren’t going to be able to do that hike, it 
being up 8.5 miles one way to the glacier. Instead we decided 
to walk the south fork about a mile into the canyon—beauti-
ful! We passed lots of zippy little lizards, including one very 
brave fellow (on the return walk).

We stopped for a while by the canyon river, looking for 
birds & enjoying the view. We finally identified the swallows 
we’d been seeing—violet-green swallows . There was a little 
shelter which we thought might possibly be for lightening 
protection. We saw a wren zipping in & out & sitting on a 
branch dangling down. He flew away before we could posi-
tively identify him. He might have been a Canyon wren. We 
hated to leave, but we wanted to get to Amy’s. We still hadn’t 
gotten through to her because her phone wasn’t working. 
Bucky had called her office that a.m., but she wasn’t in & the 
woman who was there didn’t know Amy’s schedule.
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The drive up seemed to go much faster. We passed along 
the small towns on 395 quickly, once again seeing lots of 
black-billed magpies. Stopped at Topaz Lake and saw: Bald 
Eagle in creek, Bullocks oriole, avocet in breeding plumage!

We reached Minden, where we wanted to turn onto 207 
to cross the mountains to South Lake Tahoe. We couldn’t 
find 207, but we did find 206, which we took. All these roads 
headed straight out to the mountains so we figured that any 
road out would connect. We reached the intersection & found 
ourselves in the town of Genoa, which claims to be the oldest 
settlement in Nevada, dating from 1851. It also claimed to 
have the oldest saloon in Nevada. We didn’t think till we got a 
half mile down the road that we should have stopped in for a 
beer. (We also passed up the “Bucket of Blood” saloon—we’re 
poops.) We passed 3 bicyclists being chased by a white dog 
who wouldn’t give up—one cyclist kept squirting the dog, but 
he kept running.

A l it t le  f ur t her on &  we came to 207/K ingsbur y 
Grade & headed up the mountain. It was a slow, steep climb 
of about 11 miles & we had to let a few locals pass us. We were 
careful coming down & did not smell any burning brakes. 
At the bottom we found Rt. 50 & Lake Tahoe. We drove 
around the wild side, passing Harrah’s & Caesar’s Tahoe & a 
bunch of other casinos. We found the turn to go around the 
lake & started. We didn’t mind driving slowly because we 
could see the lake—immense and spectacular.

It took us about an hour to reach Tahoe City, passing little 
shacks & large, beautiful beachy type houses with a view of 
the lake. In Tahoe City we stopped to call Amy. It turned 
out that she had been having phone problems that had just 
been fixed! She had been worried that we decided to not visit 
because of not being able to get in touch & was now waiting by 

the phone—lucky for us, because we needed her instructions 
to find the house. She had marked the turn with balloons & a 
sign which said “BUCKY.”

We pulled in & were greeted by two happy yin yang dogs: 
Teufel & Lucille, whom Amy calls Lambchop. It took a while 
to figure out that Teufel wasn’t “Toyful,” as we had thought. 
Instead, he is Teufel, German for “devil.” What a name to 
give a dog!

Amy, Frank, Buzz & Marnie live in a small A-frame on the 
Truckee Trickle, as they call it, which borders a national forest. 
It’s pretty rustic, with a lovely view up the river & of the moun-
tains surrounding the lake. Amy had made some mushroom 
soup, but we were very hungry & went out for a burger at the 
local place: the Bridgetender restaurant by the Fanny Bridge. 
The Fanny bridge so called because people stand along its 
side, leaning over the railing to watch the water & look for fish, 
thus presenting the world with multiple & apparently constant 
views of fannies. But not at night, when we were there. These 
people are silly-fun!

The burgers turned out to be pretty good, but the fries were 
great—crinkly slices with spicy coating, served with blue 
cheese salad dressing for dipping. Amy works at this restau-
rant during the summer. By the time we got home, having 
had beers & a bottle of chardonnay at Amy’s & beer & wine at 
the restaurant (Bucky had his 1st bottle of Sierra Nevada Pale 
Ale), we were ready for sleep on the futon bed.
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Day 5: Friday, May 24, 1991—Walk Along Lake Tahoe Shore

At about eight we woke up. Buzz got up 1st & then we 
did, Marnie still upstairs. Bucky said he had had a funny 
dream—that Amy had come downstairs & was making coffee. 
What had happened was that at some time during the night 
she came down & got water for the dogs. I think. Then Amy 
said she hadn’t slept well because she kept having nightmares 
about our being lost and deciding not to visit. Fortunately, 
that was one of those dreams where you wake up & find out 
it’s only a dream.

We decided to hike from D. L. Bliss park to Emerald Bay, 
intending to park a car at both ends. However, when we got 
to D. L. Bliss we decided to leave both cars, because some 
people told us road destruction was causing long delays. They 
did give up a map though. We paid our $5.00 per car (self-
service) & started on the trail to the light house. We decided 
to do this trail because the lighthouse was historic.

 The first part was uphill, but then we had a lot of steep 
downhill & we were thinking we’d die on the way back. We 
saw some huge pine cones—from redwoods?—but didn’t 
pick up the perfect one because of course, we didn’t want to 
carry it. (Later we found out these were the cones of sugar 
pines.) We trudged on to the “lighthouse”—less than memo-
rable; more like a lightshack. But historical. We identified 
our first new bird near the lighthouse—mountain chickadees. 
They looked somewhat similar to ours, but sang a different 
song—clear & strong. Next we saw another new bird—a 
white-headed woodpecker. The trip on the lighthouse trail 
was steep & we finally came to the end.

The next part of the hike was much more level/rolling, 
going down to Emerald Bay. We kept getting lake views & on 

a portion, walked through woodlands which gave the impres-
sion of our woods, except for the tall redwoods. We began to 
go down, seeing little coves with round gray boulders & clear 
teal blue water. We saw pairs of common mergansers and 
then, another new bird—a red-breasted woodpecker.

But even though the new birds were exciting, one of the 
most wonderful parts of the hike was seeing nesting ospreys—
we saw 3 nests & another 3 flying/ sitting in trees. Amy took 
some photos of one mother flying overhead piping at us to 
go away. We reached Emerald Bay & sat on the sandy and 
pebbly beach for lunch of bread & cheese. An osprey f lew 
overhead. A breeze was blowing & it looked like weather was 
coming. We sat for a while & then, thinking we had a 3 or four 
hour walk back, thought we better get going. We saw another 
common merganser pair & a pair of mallards. We hiked along 
wondering how far along we were & suddenly, about an hour 
later, reached the shortcut back to the car. We stopped for 
smokes & drinks, because Bucky thought the last jaunt would 
be steep. Two minutes later, we saw the road!

At the parking lot, I started whining about not getting 
a mongo pine cone, so Bucky suggested I hike back up the 
lighthouse trail. I did, & found one beat-up cone I didn’t bring 
back. At the parking lot, I looked pitiful again, so Bucky said, 
all right, lets all hike back the way we came. We found a nice 
large cone & Amy will mail that one & the bristlecone home.

We drove back to Tahoe City & stopped at Lucky’s for 
supplies—a great store, with a full selection of beers, wines, 
etc; a couple of dozen bulk coffee beans (we bought hazelnut). 
Bilt cigarettes cost $18 a carton plus tax! We came home, 
showered & took off for “La Washmatique,” populated by 
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Spanish speaking women & children & young & old wasted 
men. As they turned their laundry out of the machines we 
were neatly folding ours & hanging wet clothes on plastic tube 
hangers.

By 9:15 we were on the road. Heading to River Rd., we passed 
two hitchhikers who turned out to be Buzz & Marnie. Amy 
had just started the grill, had made the salad & was warming 
the soup. She opened a bottle of Korbel champagne which she 
poured into tall flutes Kinley had given her. We started in on 
a delicious, elegant supper: grilled knackwurst with country 
Dijon, salad with eggs & cheese & Maria’s blue cheese dressing, 
warmed sourdough bread & delicious mushroom soup from 
the Moosewood Cookbook. Kinley called & Bucky got direc-
tions to the beach house (our 3rd phone communication on 
this topic.)

It’s now bedtime. We’re fed, wined & dopey. The animals 
are in & we’re ready for bed. Amy leaves for work at 7:45 & we 
leave for the beach house. Night night.
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Day 6: Saturday, May 25, 1991—Transfer to Bodega Bay

Another beautiful day & our last in Tahoe City at 
Amy & Frank’s rustic cabin. Amy had to go to work, but 
being on time was not a priority, as she was the last to leave. 
Buzzy, Marnie & Buzzy’s boss flew out earlier, ready to cash 
in on the tourist trade pouring in for the Memorial weekend. 
Amy was dressed Tahoe/CA style—black f lats, black ankle 
length tights & a mid-thigh length tee shirt. We chatted for 
a few minutes over coffee & hugged Amy goodbye—however, 
she wasn’t gone long because she forgot the office keys. Gone 
again, we got ready to leave.

After packing up our bags we had breakfast, giving treats 
to Teufel (granola & milk) & Lucy (toast & butter), who eagerly 
accepted them. We hit the road for Sugarpine Point Park. 
General Phipps built the first cabins on the lake there, but 
the Ehrmanns built a large estate overlooking the Lake on 
hundreds of acres. There were boathouses, cabins, a pump 
house, a mansion, etc., all overlooking Lake Tahoe. Today 
the lake looked especially beautiful, sparkling blue & green 
in the high altitude sun. We walked along the beach & onto 
a pier. The water looked absolutely clear, so we couldn’t tell 
whether it was deep or shallow. Except for a few people & the 
occasional motorboat it looked, we assumed, much as it must 
have looked in the 1800s.

There was a ¼ mile walk which we took. It was a good bird 
walk, but the first flying creature we saw was a bat! We saw lots 
of Stellar’s jays, of course (& earlier, jays & a chipmunk being 
fed by tourists near the pier). We also saw a yellow-rumped 
warbler, but Audubon variety, a brown creeper & a white-
breasted nuthatch. We also saw a gnat catcher, but couldn’t 
ID it. Reluctantly, we left Lake Tahoe at 12:30 for Bodega Bay. 

Near the parking lot we saw a sign warning of plague. Do 
not make contact with chipmunks, squirrels, etc. Pets could 
become infected via fleas from wild animals. It warned that 
if symptoms appeared, go to a doctor immediately because, if 
treated early, plague is curable.

The drive was quick & we arrived in Bodega Bay at about 5 
p.m. Driving through the wine growing country was interest-
ing, and near Tomales & after, it became very beautiful—green, 
rolling hills with rocky bits, dotted with sheep. These hills go 
right to the edge of the Pacific Ocean (which Bucky saw 1st). 
The ocean looked wild & cold, with constantly rolling waves 
on rocky shores; also misty, though clear sky. Also, it was 
very windy & cold! We found the Ranger Station & checked in 
with an extremely tall Ranger. He sold us a map which said 
that harbor seals could be seen at the mouth of the Russian 
River. We (of course) decided to drive there & lo & behold, 
there they were—COOL! There were dozens sleeping in a 
heap at one end & a smaller bunch at another stretch of island 
shore. About a dozen were playing in the water. We saw many 
cormorants (probably double-crested), ospreys overhead (a 
beautiful, close up view; one caught a fish) & a new bird, a 
Western gull. We saw mature & 2 year old’s (& probably others 
in other stages of development). But the neatest thing was the 
seals. We’re going to go back tomorrow.

We drove back to the Ranger Station at about 6:30 
p.m. & found Paul, who told us how to find the house—easy! 
We unloaded, chatted, ate cheese & bread & then had sup-
per—chicken/apple sausage with pasta agnoletti in sun-dried 
tomato sauce; also a bottle of Merlot. After supper Bucky & I 
put on our heavy coats & walked up to the beach. It was very 



◀ Table of Contents

39

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in Our Heads, Intimations I: honeymoon  •  Day 6: Saturday, May 25, 1991—Transfer to Bodega Bay

windy & cold, but we got warm quickly with the walking. 
Because the moon is near to full, stars were blanked out, but 
some were visible. We saw three fires on the beach & huge 
dunes. No houses (that we could see) were built in front of the 
dunes. After a short hello to the ocean, we walked back.

Now I’m writing while talk about computers is going on. 
Bed soon.
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Day 7: Sunday, May 26, 1991—Exploring the Coast

Another beautiful day. Sunny and windy, so it felt cool by 
the coast. Kinley brought out coffee and biscotti for breakfast.  
Bucky went out for muffins & croissants. After breakfast 
Paul & Kinley drove us up the coast, stopping first at the 
mouth of the Russian River to see the harbor seals again. 
There were more this morning, & we noticed that there were 
people down on the beach fairly close to them, but behind 
ropes on the sand. Rangers were also there to keep people a 
safe distance away. After some seal watching, dressed in our 
coats on account of the chilly breeze, we decided to drive to 
The Kruse Rhododendron Park.

Before leaving, we saw a brown pelican, a blue heron, 
double-crested cormorants & a new cormorant, the pelagic, in 
breeding plumage (white spot on rump).

We drove up the coast, seeing beautiful, wild scenery all 
the way. The hillsides were steep, running down to coastal 
cliffs & poomy beach. The ocean still looked fierce, still formi-
dable, with waves crashing far out from the shore & rolling in. 
There was an albion haze near the horizon, with blue above 
it, then the clear sky. Looking out, the ocean did not look 
perfectly flat, but seemed to show a faint curve. We passed 
a few people determined to have Memorial Day weekend 
on the beach. (The beach is darker here than the Atlantic, 
with coarser sand.) We had on warm clothes & they were in 
shorts & tank tops (shivering). Paul pulled over from time to 
time to let other cars pass. The road is narrow & curvy. We 
were going slowly, gawking and holding up traffic. It’s appar-
ently a California thing to courteously pull over.

Before long, we reached the Rhododendron Park, which 
had a lovely walk through redwoods & pink rhododendrons 

growing wild. There were many wildflowers, just as we had 
seen many driving the coastal highway. It’s too bad we didn’t 
have a wild flower book with us, but of course, had we had a 
book, we’d still be there! We didn’t see many birds, but we saw 
big redwoods & the huge stumps of gigantic redwoods which 
had been logged about 50 years ago. From one bridge which 
crossed a mountain stream, we saw two tadpoles, or perhaps 
salamanders clinging to underwater rocks. We found the walk 
to be very enjoyable because it was sunny, yet cool & bugless. 
The hike went quickly because we rarely stopped, except for 
one place where the trail had a closed off side trail. Naturally 
K wanted to try it, so we walked about a 100 yards & sat down 
for a rest. As we continued our walk, Bucky & I kept looking 
for anther specimen of the yellow orchid-like flower we had 
seen, but we never found another one.

We did see lupine, Canola (?) violets (yellow), wild f lags, 
some kind of anemone & many more we couldn’t ID. But the 
best part of the day was the next part. We drove back to the 
Russian River, to Goat Rocks, to see the harbor seals!

There were lots of people at the parking lot & beach, but 
fewer on the seal lookouts. We could get fairly close to the 
seals as they were lying on the beach. These guys have refined 
beaching to perfection—an occasional scratch, raising of 
flippers or slight repositioning. They were like blubber tubes 
piled on the beach. But some of the younger ones were fishing 
in the surf on the coast to the left of the river mouth. These 
guys almost came right up to us—some were no more than 30 
feet away! Overhead there were at least 3 osprey, also fishing. 
Bucky & I saw ospreys dive straight into waves to catch a fish. 
The seals were also catching fish, possibly shad, according to 
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the ranger. We also saw a new bird—surf scoters—a pair. We 
stayed for about an hour watching, but we could have stayed 
all day! Goat Rock was also a dramatic sight, with a big hole 
on one side.

We came home (after K & I made a side trip to a poopy gro-
cery store in search of supper—no luck), all had baths, cheese, 
bread & champagne. (Our 1st wedding anniversary: one week!). 
Then we went in search of a restaurant. The first choices were 
either closed or too greasy. One Tex-Mex place I checked 
out & we were considering while we waited for Paul closed 
as we were discussing it. We decided to drive up the coast to 
Rivers End restaurant (Paul’s suggestion), which turned out 
to be lovely. We had a little bit of a view, and the food was 
great—an appetizer of galantine with currants, I think they 
were, and lingonberries. Salmon stuffed with spinach & baked 
in a phyllo-type crust with creamy mustard sauce. Spaetzle, 
snap beans, carrots & asparagus; also a salad of greens with 
hazelnut oil dressing. Bucky had “Quackers”—orange duck. 
Also, a delicious bottle of Russian River Vineyards chardon-
nay, followed by decaf & brandy—very nice! P.S. On the way 
to River’s End, Bucky almost ran over a skunk!
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Day 8: Monday, May 27, 1991—Russian River Valley Wine

Less windy this morning at Salmon Creek, so it seemed 
warmer. And of course, anther brilliant, blue sky day. We ate 
leftover pasta & chicken/apple sausage for breakfast before 
heading for wine country. Our first stop was a hilltop by 
the coast where we saw a Savannah sparrow, specific variety 
unknown, but possibly the dark “Beldings” form (coastal 
CA). We continued driving through California countryside 
to the (tourista) town of Occidental—big on cafés, stores 
selling New Age wares & expensive gas, not to mention “Big 
Foot To Noah’s Ark” (a school fund raiser). We saw a lady 
holding a rabbit named Buttercup. The lady pulled fur from 
the rabbit & was spinning it into thread. The rabbit sat on her 
lap with its head buried under her arm while she worked. I 
wonder what Buttercup thinks of it all.

Continuing to wind through the countryside. We 
stopped at three wineries—Hopkiln (reds & whites), Piper 
Sonoma & Rodney Strong. At Hopkiln (an historic winery) 
we saw hummingbirds at feeders, possibly Anna’s hum-
mingbirds, and some mallards. We didn’t buy any of their 
wine because it seemed a little thin & light. There were lovely 
plantings there, though—a fig tree, for example, and a small 
duck pond.

Our next stop was Piper Sonoma for champagne. On the 
way there we passed Belvedere vineyards—theirs was the 
chardonnay we bought for our wedding! At Piper Sonoma we 
bought a sampler of 3 champagnes, liking the Brut Reserve 
best, but at $21 a bottle, we passed it up. Paul says most of the 
wines can be purchased at the Safeway for about ⅔ the cost 
at the wineries. So you sample at the wineries, where you can 
taste a lot of things without having to buy whole bottles, then 

shop at Safeway. Good system.
We left P. Sonoma’s lily ponds (with bull frogs) & walked 

over to Rodney Strong. The building was huge, as were the 
steel vats & oak barrels, which smelled wonderful. At the 
back door at the top of the concrete “stadium steps” was a 
huge, drooly dog—a mastiff with a silly purple flowered cap 
strapped to his head. Paul gave him some water—he was a 
very nice & friendly dog.

Inside the winery tasting room, we did a “vertical” tasting—
the same grapes (Cabernet Sauvignon) over several years: ’81, 
’82, ’84, ’85, ’87. We deviated back & forth & finally bought 2 
small bottles of the ’84. Kinley got to take home 2 glasses 
with cobalt blue stems. We walked over to the grassy picnic 
area to have goat cheese, oregano bread & hard, crunchy sour 
cream & onion chips. A little sign told us this was the wedding 
lawn, whatever that is.

By now it was close to 5, so we headed home. Near San 
Francisco, on highway 101, we saw a new bird, a black-
shouldered kite, hovering over the freeway. Except for the 
beautiful & interesting sights along the way (San Andreas Lake, 
Golden Gate Bridge—everyone going through the tunnel 
just before the bridge honked their horns like CRAZY!—the 
Golden Gate Park, etc) the ride home was uneventful.

Right now we’re just schmoozing—K & P doing some 
watering, laundry, feeding the cats, Bucky out to pick up 
some Chinese carry out (sesame Chicken appetizer, meatless 
family style bean curd, garlic chicken with pine nuts, walnut 
shrimp and Szechuan beef) for supper.

Supper was OK—not great, but good company.
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Day 9: Monday, May 27, 1991—Ano Nueva, Watercourse Way

Our last full day in California. We decided to drive down 
the coast to Ano Nueva to try to see the Elephant seals. We 
were both tired in the morning, so we got a slow start—having 
avocado & bread for breakfast, doing some laundry & getting 
organized. Kinley made arrangements Monday night for 
us to have a California experience—hot tub & massage at 
Watercourse Way on Channing Ave. near Stanford. Our 
appointment was for 5:30 PM, so we had to get going, so we’d 
get to see as much of the coast as possible & hopefully, the 
seals. K said she’d take care of supper.

As we left the Redwood City area & reached the coastal 
highway it started getting overcast, a first for this trip! We 
drove quickly down the coast, taking only about an hour. Just 
as we reached Pigeon Pt. (lighthouse there), the line of cloud 
cover ended abruptly. We could see a line across the cove: on 
one side gray water & on the other, the cove side, bright, blue-
green & sparkling water. The sun continued to Ano Nueva.

We drove in & had no problem getting a permit to see the 
seals. The ranger said we might also see California sea lions 
on the lighthouse island. The walk to the beach was about 
1½ miles along a clearly marked path (until we got near the 
beach) through coastal vegetation. We saw lots of beauti-
ful wildf lowers & violet-green swallows. We saw another 
Savannah or Beldings sparrow & a new bird: White-crowned 
sparrow. A bird we 1st assumed to be an osprey was actually 
a male Northern harrier—we’ve only seen females before. As 
we walked along, we began to hear the seals making a lot of 
noise. There were a lot of birds in the vegetation, but it was 
so dense that finding them was impossible—they just drive 
us wild singing & hiding a few feet away. Especially strange 

sounds in the Cattails.
When we neared the beach, we reached sand dunes & lost 

the obviously marked trail. We wandered around a bit, then 
found it. As we walked up to the viewing spot, we saw a large 
elephant seal to the left. A passing docent told us that he was 
just an adolescent 3 year old. Well, the seal looked big to us!

There were two small pups near him. The colony, which 
consisted of hundreds of seals, was on the beach on the other 
side of the dunes. Most of them were sunning themselves, 
occasionally throwing sand over their backs or changing 
position. The docent, Dave, gave us a little information about 
the wildlife & invited us to use his spotting scope. The seals 
were molting & during this time they stay ashore, basking in 
the sun. Their blubber usually keeps them warm, but during 
molting season their blood circulates to the skin surface 
and they cool off. So they like to stay warm in the sun. The 
adolescent male to the left had a lot of neck scars. He acquired 
these & will acquire more in “play fighting” with other young 
males. We saw a couple fighting in the water—pushing each 
other like Sumo wrestlers. In the water they have more 
mobility for fighting. They fight a lot, practicing for the real 
fighting that comes later, in their adulthood. As they practice, 
their necks get cut & they gradually build up a thick shield of 
scar tissue that protects them during the real fighting. They 
honk thru their nose bladders.

Despite their scars, real fighting is apparently quite a 
gory scene, with blood & skin f lying. The winner becomes 
the alpha male who gets to breed with & protect the females. 
However, being alpha male is not necessarily such a great 
deal. According to Dave, only one alpha male was even 
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recorded returning for a 2nd year of alpha-male-ship. No one 
knows what happens to these males—do they go somewhere 
else? Are they so exhausted from breeding that they are too 
weak to survive predators? None of the adult males were with 
the colony—they were all out at sea, feeding to acquire fat. 
During breeding they do not eat. 

The elephant seals had been hunted down to small num-
bers, but after being protected, they made a strong comeback, 
re-establishing themselves in their ancestral nursery on 
the lighthouse island. There are about 3,000 there & so 
well populated that they’ve started a new colony on the 
beach we observed, with about 2,000. The elephant seals 
are counted & the census posted weekly. On May 24, there 
were about 700 females, 400 males, 5 weaners and about 70 
yearlings. The adolescent males made some noise while fight-
ing, but there was a lot of barking coming from the island. 
California sea lions have a characteristic bark, so, while 
they were too far for us to see them clearly enough to ID, we 
thought that’s who must be making the noise. They were also 
much more active, we could see many of them in the water. 

While we were observing the first seal, 4 young ones came 
through the dunes & past the trail. Two passed outside the 
trail & reached the beach, but one young female crossed right 
over the trail, stopping in front of us. State law requires that 
people maintain a distance of 20 feet from the seals, so we 
had to back up. Her eyes were very large & myopic looking, 
constantly tearing for protection against the drying sun. Their 
salty tears are like sea water, to which their eyes are adapted.

We also identified a new bird, a Caspian tern, which flew by. 
There were lots of cormorants (Dave said 3 kinds—double-
crested, pelagic & Brandts, which we didn’t see) & brown 
pelicans plus Western gulls. Sadly, we had to leave, to allow 

enough time to return to Palo Alto for our massage. We 
drove back up the coast to the winding road over the coastal 
range. We saw eucalyptus trees & 4 (3 male) California deer. 
They were chubby with short black tails. We also passed 
Stanford’s linear accelerator & near the University, a couple of 
fields populated by prairie dogs.

We got to Watercourse Way a little early, so we walked 
around to St. Michael’s in the Alley for a snack. I had cicol-
linno (sp?)—cocoa & espresso. Then back to Watercourse Way. 
Turned out to be an old factory building renovated into a spa. 
We had an hour in a big tiled room equipped with shower, hot 
tub, cold plunge, wet sauna & classical music—all one open 
space, with a skylight. Wonderful. Next, an hour long massage, 
mine with Terry & Bucky’s with Jonathan. Lovely & relaxing, 
for $52.00 each. We got back to Kinley’s by about 8:45. She 
had dinner just about ready—Caesar salad, artichokes, avo-
cados with lemon, grilled salmon with dill & fresh asparagus, 
accompanied by a bottle of Dehlinger Chardonnay, 1989! She 
also gave us a bottle to take home. Their roommate Dave 
arrived & stayed long enough for supper & a visit. By 10ish, 
Paul was in bed & we were tired & planning to get up at 4:30 
a.m. K loaned us another collapsible suitcase, because we 
were running out of room.
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Day 10: Wednesday, May 29, 1991—Transfer to Flagstaff

It almost killed us getting up so early & Bucky is starting 
a cold. We were really tired, but with a 7 a.m. flight, had to 
get going. Our flight was uneventful & we arrived in Phoenix 
at about 9 a.m. We made a hotel reservation for Monday 
night & picked up our loaded Buick Skylark. We had a little 
trouble orienting ourselves to get onto to Rte. 17, but we’re 
finally headed out, driving (with cruise control on) through 
flat, dry territory. The drive was fast—the speed limit is 65—& 
by 2 we were in Sedona.* We had a quick lunch & continued 
on to Flagstaff, staying at the Fairfield Inn, A Marriott Hotel. 
We’ve decided, over dinner at Alamo Grill, that we’ve been 
moving around too much. We’re going to stay here for the rest 
of our visit & do day trips. This means that Canyon de Chelly 
is nixed, but we can’t do it all & still enjoy ourselves. We ended 
up taking a two hour nap after arriving in Flagstaff! This way 
we’ll enjoy more fully what we see. Tomorrow—the Petrified 
Forest.

* Perhaps because it made more of an impression on me, Loie forgot to write 
about one very important contretemps that occurred on the drive: my wedding 
ring coming off, and almost being lost in the vast desert. My ring is an heirloom 
of Loie’s family: originally worn by her grandmother, then by her father before he 
left for the War. 

I had my elbow on the car’s window frame bottom and my hand on the top. I 
pulled my hand in to hold the steering wheel or something. My ring caught on the 
molding outside the window and just got pulled right off. Time almost stopped: I 
was watching the ring move downward, slowly down, f loating in the window 
frame, then suddenly pick up speed and fall between my seat and the door. Inside 
our car. Had to pull over and have a spastic adrenalin reaction.

Imagine losing an heirloom wedding ring on your honeymoon! Phewph.
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Day 11: Thursday, May 30, 1991—Meteor Crater, Petrified Forest

Both of us slept late & felt as if we could have contin-
ued sleeping. I almost began to feel as if I had slept too 
much & couldn’t wake up. We made ourselves get up & on 
the road. We stopped by the natural foods store—I got a 
guacamole, hummus, sprouts, tomato & havarti cheese sand-
wich—yum! The wind was blowing pretty hard, so it felt cool. 
We headed out Rte. 40 east to the Meteor Crater. Bucky was 
mildly concerned that the road to the crater had no name on 
the map & we might miss it. His fears were unfounded—more 
like the signs alerting you to the fact that Luray Caverns are 
only 4,332.5 miles away!

By the time we reached the crater, the wind was blowing 
fiercely. Up on the rim, it was gusting up to 80 miles an hour, 
according to the ranger—enough to lift you off your feet. The 
trail around the rim was closed. It was hard to believe that we 
were looking across ¾ of a mile (4,100 feet) because it didn’t 
look that far. A tiny little rock on one side of the rim, the 
pamphlet told us, was the size of a small house! We could see 
the original drill spot & the 2d drill spot down in the bottom 
where scientists searched for the impact meteorite. Now it is 
believed that 80% of the original meteorite vaporized & was 
80-100 feet in diameter. The floor of the crater is 560 feet deep 
(= 60 story bldg) & the rim is more than 3 miles in circumfer-
ence. The first person to believe that the crater was the result 
of a meteor was Daniel Moreau Barringer who acquired the 
land & spent 25 years trying to find the meteor. He died just 
after his belief was proven to be true. His family still owns 
the property even though, in 1968, the Dept. of the Interior 
designated the site a natural landmark. In scientific circles 
the crater is called the Barringer Crater.

In the museum there were exhibits concerning the crater—
its creation, Barringer’s work, etc. There were also photos of 
all the astronaut crews because Apollo astronauts trained at 
the crater. Especially interesting were the series of paintings 
depicting the creation of the crater 49,000 +/- years ago, from 
just before impact to 10 minutes after. Every living thing for 
miles around must have been killed instantaneously.

Our next stop was the Petrified Forest, just beyond the 
town of Holbrook (we also passed by Winslow & Winona). 
The Petrified Forest & the painted desert are protected so that 
visitors won’t carry out any petrified wood. As we drove in 
we almost immediately began seeing portions of tree trunks, 
some quite large & looking just like…tree trunks. These were 
not trees as we know them, but probably more like giant 
ferns which lived 225 million years ago in the Triassic Age. 
Dinosaur fossils have been found here & others. The area 
was forested, then a freshwater lake & then pushed up again! 
Erosion revealed the petrified wood.

Visitors may not freely walk through the park, but drive 
through, stopping at pull-offs, some with short paved trails to 
see ruins or views. One of the most interesting sights was the 
petroglyphs. There were some at Newspaper Rock, but also at 
the Puerco Indian Ruin. (We met a young German there who 
was walking through the park.) One petroglyph was a bird 
with a big bill eating a frog. Some of the petroglyphs looked 
as if they were modern.

We drove on to the painted desert, but were a bit disap-
pointed because it looks much like other desert scenery. I 
thought it was going to look different. It was still quite inter-
esting, just not as expected.
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 We bought a few souvenirs—some Arizona petrified wood, 
a Mokoi marble (from Utah—no one knows how they are 
formed; surmised that Indian children may have used them 
as toys). We ate a snack in the car at about 6 p.m. (it was 
too windy to sit outside) before heading home. The weather 
forecast called for increasing clouds, continued wind, cooler 
temp & possible rain on Friday. As we got closer to Flagstaff 
we could see a line of clouds on the horizon. I kept the car on 
cruise control all the way home, having to step on the brakes 
only 3 times. We had another tex-mex dinner.

P.S. We saw one new bird in the parks, but we could not 
positively ID—perhaps a towhee (not our kind).



◀ Table of Contents

51

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in Our Heads, Intimations I: honeymoon  •  Day 12: Friday, May 31, 1991—Hopi Reservation, Dinosaur Footprints

Day 12: Friday, May 31, 1991—Hopi Reservation, Dinosaur Footprints

We got a late start on the day, even for us. The weather was 
cooler & still windy, perhaps not quite so bad as Thursday. 
It looked as if there had been snow in the mts.—the San 
Francisco peaks had a top dusting heavier than the day before. 
Our car was covered with spotted dust—due to rain on the 
dust covering?

Our intention was to drive back roads out to Second Mesa 
in the Hopi Reservation (in the middle of the Navaho reserva-
tion!) to buy a Kachina doll for a local craft.* We stopped 1st at 
an in-town store to do some comparison shopping. The lady 
there was very friendly, explaining that some of the Kachinas 
were carved from balsa, not the traditional cottonwood. The 
prices began at about $90 & went up. We decided to drive on 
to Second Mesa to check out the Hopi Cooperative Guild.

Almost immediately, we got off track (my navigation error) 
so we drove around for a bit before getting directions. We 
actually had gotten back on 89, the right road, but weren’t 
sure if we were past the turn, the road we were to turn on 
petered out due to a bridge closing. Rather than take the 
detour & go on back roads without a map (ours isn’t detailed 
enough) we decided to travel out the highway, particularly 
since it was late.

We took 87 north at Winslow, a straight (oh boy, is it ever!) 
shot to Second Mesa. The landscape, always vast, kept chang-
ing. Except for landmarks like towns, there was no indication 
that we were entering the Navaho reservation. We passed 

* This was the inauguration of the tradition of bringing home a craft item. We 
can’t now remember exactly what gave us the idea. Almost every trip has included 
research about and shopping for a “local craft.”

areas of gently rolling land with huge volcanic? mountains 
black against the sky. Navahos & Hopi do some cattle ranch-
ing, but mostly sheep farming. Every once in a while we’d 
pass a tiny, ramshackle house or farm back off the road. The 
villages were small & looked poor. Even the dogs had a scruffy 
look. As we drove, we could see straight ahead for miles. We 
crossed the line of weather (could see it forever, coming to 
meet us) & finally came up under the cloud bank. We began to 
see rain—miles of it—falling out of clouds in the distance.

Second Mesa is actually an area which encompasses several 
small, run-down little villages. Finding the Hopi Cultural 
Center was consequently a challenge. We stopped at the Post 
office to mail Sarah a postcard & the worker was out to lunch. 
We got directions at a store which basically were “Drive up the 
mesa till you see it.” Driving up the mesa was both fascinat-
ing & sad—seeing the incredible beautiful, harsh terrain & the 
hovels the Indians live in. Amy’s house begins to look pretty 
ritzy.

Finally we found the Cultural Center plus a museum & some 
shops. We decided to buy a Kachina doll—Corn Wolf—for 
$102—about the same price as in town. However, we felt bet-
ter about buying directly from the Hopis. No wedding belts, 
but perhaps when we get home we’ll order one. I also bought 
Hopi earrings (bear claws for power) & a pin (roadrunner—a 
clan name; our saleswoman belonged to the Roadrunner 
Clan). The saleswoman showed us on our map where we 
were & explained a little about Second Mesa & the village 
arrangement. She told us about a spot near a corral on Rte. 2 
where there were roadrunners. Unfortunately, we didn’t have 
time to search, because we wanted to find dinosaur tracks—a 
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site we saw marked on our map!
As we drove toward Tula City & through the reservation, 

it began to rain & hail on the mesa, sometimes heavily. We 
even saw a few slushy drops hit the windshield. We could see 
curtains of rain falling to the left & beyond it, sun. Looking 
around a full 360 degrees you can see different areas of 
rain & sun! There wasn’t a lot of traffic, which was good, 
because we thought the roads might get slippery. It didn’t 
take long for rainwater to collect on the ground, even start-
ing to run in small gulches. We could see all types of cloud 
formations; probably for hundreds of miles.

We got to Tula City at the junction of 264 & 160 & continued 
on towards 89. We soon saw a hand lettered sign which said 
“Observe Small Dinosaur Track.” A little further down the 
road was a sign saying “Dinosaur Tracks” & pointing down a 
dirt road. There were two ramshackle constructions out of 
which came two smiling young Navaho men. (Bucky said 
later that there was also an old woman in the shelter.) For a 
donation (amount our choice; we paid $5), one young man 
threw a plank over a puddle while the other led us to the 
tracks. Everything was red, hard & filled with depressions. 
Even the rainwater was red. Almost immediately the young 
man bent over & started scooping out water from tracks that 
look like this:

 There were many such tracks all over the place 
plus one huge print which was, so the Navaho said, 
a Tyrannosaurus Rex print. He said many more 
prints were probably covered up. He also said that 
supposedly, about 2 miles away, there were dino-
saur prints associated with human foot prints…

He asked us some questions about where we lived & said 
he lived in the village up the road. Before we left, he tried to 

sell us some of his sister’s jewelry & a motel room—guess he 
thought we looked prosperous—or gullible! We pulled off, 
thinking the actual dinosaur tracks site was on 89. We drove 
down, then up 89, 17 miles to The Gap, a one horse town in 
the reservation. Finally, we re-examined the map, read the 
legend & decided that the Navaho operation was, in fact, the 
site. We drove back to Flagstaff, confident that we had seen 
what there was to see in the way of dinosaur tracks.

We had dinner at the Cottage Inn, at the end of Humphrey’s 
St., next to a table of country club golf buddies. They live in 
Phoenix & have second homes in Flagstaff. They were in town 
on a golf tournament weekend & were having boy’s night 
out. The big yuck of the evening for them was telling one of 
their pals that the door into the kitchen led to the bathroom. 
They were pretty civilized, a white wine crowd. Our dinner 
was OK, not great, but the servers were all young & very 
polite & friendly. One young fellow overheard us talking to 3 
ladies from Vermont about wildflowers. He suggested a trail 
near Slide Rock where we could see lots of flowers. We had 
a bottle of Rutherford Hill Merlot, ’87, which I believe K & P 
brought to the beach. The restaurant price was $24–26; in 
the Safeway we saw it priced at $17.69. We also found out that 
there are 2 types of liquor licenses restaurants may have: just 
wine & beer or a full license.

And I forgot to note that on 89, we picked up Hitchhiker 
Boyle, heading home to Texas.
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Day 13: Saturday, June 1, 1991—Sunset Crater, Wupatki National Monument, Lomoki Ruins

For the first time on our trip, we woke up to rain. We’ve 
been doing so much running around that we weren’t highly 
motivated to get on the road, considering the weather. We 
lazed around & watched a good portion of a hilarious movie 
about a young woman who gets married & what happens to 
her, her family and friends. It starred Dolly Parton, Sally 
Fields, Shirley MacLaine, plus the fellow who played the older 
executive on Cheers that Rebecca lusted after pre Robin; 
also Michael Dukakis’ sister. It was filled with corny lines 
that you couldn’t help but laugh over, like, “If you can’t say 
something nice about someone, come sit by me.” At the wed-
ding reception the cake was a red velvet cake in the shape of 
an armadillo.*

We decided to do a short drive to Sunset Crater & Wupatki 
National Monument. Turned out to be an excellent choice! 
Both places offer self-guided tours. Oh, but first, I forgot we 
stopped by a meadow (called a park here) to look for birds, 
elk & other wildlife. We didn’t see any. However the meadow/
park was lovely, with pastel shades of pinky-red, pale yellow, 
tans, browns, a little light green. Sunset Crater was right in 
front of us. As we watched, a little sun came out & mist began 
to rise from the meadow.

We drove up to Sunset Crater, past the Ranger Station to 
begin our walk. At the Visitor Center, Bucky stopped to get a 
map (got the self-guided tour pamphlet) & we saw a little dog 
named Buster. He was black & white & had hardly any tail. He 
was running around the parking lot & headed into the Visitor 

* Of course, considering that by then Steel Magnolias was two years old, everyone 
else in the world had seen it long ago. Only Loie and I could have not known it.

Center before his people called him back & put him into their 
camper.

The trail was only a mile, but very interesting. We walked 
through lava fields, saw bubble craters, spatter cones, squeeze-
ups, an ice cave and lots of cinders. Many of the desert 
plants were identified by small signs: rabbit brush, Ponderosa 
pine, quaking aspen, Apache plume, wax currant, one-seed 
juniper & Pinyon pine. The volcano erupted over a 200 year 
period, beginning 1064 or ’65. Its eruption caused the local 
Indians to f lee, but apparently, they had some warning. 
Excavations revealed that the dwellings had been stripped of 
valuables. The crater is part of a 2,200 square mile volcanic 
field which includes the San Francisco peaks. Sunset Crater 
is a cinder crater & while it is possible that there could be 
another eruption somewhere in the volcanic field, Sunset will 
not erupt again.

Although the Indians left after the eruption, it is believed 
they returned later to reap benefits from it. Soot on the fields 
may have helped cultivation by retaining moisture & extend-
ing the growing season. The name of the crater comes from 
Powell, who described the red cinder top (in his diary) as 
looking as if it were on fire, even from miles away.

The tour pamphlet described the 3 types of volcanoes: 
composite, cinder and shield. Fujiama, Vesuvius & Mt. St. 
Helens are all the same type, composite & create beautiful 
volcanoes, with a symmetrical peak rising to a cone. Mauna 
Loa f lows steadily, erupting with thin, runny lava & slowly 
builds up impressive mounds beginning below sea level. The 
lava erupting from the other volcanoes is thicker & cooler 
(composite) with more minerals, or more gaseous like Sunset. 
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There are also two types of lava flow Pahoehoe (pa-hoy-hoy) 
is smooth & ropey like Mauna Loa. Aa (ah ah) is rocky, like 
Sunset Crater.

From Sunset Crater we continued on the drive to Wupatki 
Ruins. We stopped first at Wukoki which was smaller. It was 
interesting to see how the stones had been taken from the red 
sandstone. The Indians built the pueblo on top of an outcrop-
ping of sandstone, which you can walk up on. The ranger 
stationed there said that when it was first discovered, there 
were whole pots lying around. For protection, the pueblo was 
high up on the sandstone, which also afforded a commanding 
view of the buttes and mesas in the reservation. We could see 
an incredible view in all directions for 50 miles at least. Two 
or more story pueblos were entered via holes in the roof, no 
doorways into the 1st story. The rooms were small. We saw 
one bird, some kind of unidentifiable flycatcher.

We continued on to Wupatki, which was a much big-
ger & more elaborate village. It was only occupied for about 90 
years, from 1120 to 1210 AD and was added to throughout that 
time. A circular structure near the apartments is called the 
amphitheater, its use uncertain. It may have been a kiva, but 
apparently lacks some of the key features. An enlarged door-
way in one of the apartments was created by sheepherders 
who improved the entrance way during their occupation of 
the ruins. The original doorways were in the shape of tees 

and small to squeeze through. One theory is that the top 
part was covered & the bottom allowed air to come in.

Earlier preservations tried to reconstruct these ruins 
but modern preservations work only to stabilize the struc-
tures. The ball court, further down, is an oval shape, open 
at both ends & a reconstruction. Ball courts this far north 
are relatively rare & show the influence of Mexico. They are 

associated with trade & ritual, helping to indicate that this 
pueblo was on a prehistoric trade route. There were probably 
about 200 inhabitants. Along the other side of the wash, other 
ruins could be seen.

The other most natural phenomenon was the blow hole 
near the ball court. It was sucking air in because due to the 
clouds, the air pressure underground was lower than above 
ground. According to the sign, the air can blow as fast as 
30 miles an hour. It’s covered with a grate so you can’t lose 
things down the hole! Back at the visitor center we asked 
about petroglyphs. The ranger said that there were some at 
the Lomoki ruins, so we drove there. It was starting to rain 
as we walked up to the “beautiful house,” so called for its 
fine stonework. It was in a beautiful, picturesque spot, with a 
canyon/wash on one side. At that time, in late afternoon, with 
its beautiful view, a light rain falling yet sun in the distance; 
it seemed peaceful & serene. The rooms in the house & the 
doorways seemed larger than at Wupatki.

We  s aw  t wo  more  sp e c ia l  s ig ht s — a  jac k r abbit , 
skinny & tough with big ears, and at the junction of 89, 
another complete rainbow. As we looked back, it appeared 
as if we had driven under the rainbow, because the left side 
came down on rock on the side of the road.

Before we came home, we stopped once more at the meadow 
park & had some bird luck with 2 new birds: a male Western 
bluebird (to complete the bluebirds) and Cassin’s kingbirds, at 
least 4 of them. We also saw chipping sparrows & mourning 
doves but no mule deer or elk.

Back home, did laundry, had burgers, fries, mush-
rooms & salad at Bun Huggers, then up to the Museum Café 
to check it out: $4.00 cover to hear a lame band, Mogollon. 
Not for us, but apparently it was for everyone else in Flagstaff.
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P.S. Forgot to mention: An older couple stopped us as we 
drove into Sunset Crater parking lot. They wanted to know 
where the crater was. We were looking at it directly in front 
of us. We pointed to it & they turned in surprise, asking if you 
could drive to it. Bucky said, “Oh, you mean the caldera. You 
want to look inside it.” We said you couldn’t drive up. The lady 
said could you walk up & Bucky said no, because of the fragile 
ecology. The lady pointed to some hikers nearby & we said yes, 
there were some trails, but none to the caldera. They left!



◀ Table of Contents

56

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in Our Heads, Intimations I: honeymoon  •  Day 14: Sunday, June 2, 1991—The Grand Canyon

Day 14: Sunday, June 2, 1991—The Grand Canyon

Imagine our surprise: it’s 8:15 a.m., Bucky is washing 
up & I’m writing (yesterday’s postscript). We must both be 
feeling more rested—this stay in one place system is working! 
The rain is gone, but it looks as if it left some more snow in 
the mountains. For our trip to the south rim of the Grand 
Canyon, the day is once again sunny & beautiful. Don’t know 
the temp yet, but no kids are in the pool. Two weeks ago at this 
time I was getting into the shower at Stronghold while Bucky 
was still downstairs talking to people before the wedding.

9:45 on 180 just north of Flagstaff found prairie dogs on 
the roadside & in the field next to the road. I thought Bucky 
was going to drive over one! He (the prairie dog) scampered 
into his hole & kept bopping up & down like a toy, checking 
to see if we were gone. The next stop was a dirt road with a 
sign saying “Red Mountain Geological Area.” To reach the 
mountain a hike was required, & we didn’t have the time. 
We did have a good view of the mountain, also seeing holes 
where birds obviously lived. We walked a short distance on 
the trail, seeing animal tracks (deer?), a big burrow, an ant 
hill, various-sized holes in the ground and a crested bird we 
did not ID—possibly some type of cardinal or waxwing.

Back on the road, we drove on to the Grand Canyon 
through a part of the Kaibab Forest (twice). We saw few cars 
once out of Flagstaff, even on the road into the G.C. There 
are only two roads into the South Rim. Our first stop was 
the Visitor Center, already a madhouse on June 2. The West 
Rim had already been limited to shuttle buses only, so we 
just did the South Rim. We had gotten a park map and the 
Canyon Guide on the way in. We decided what we wanted to 
do & headed for the first overlook, Yavapai Point. Describing 

the Grand Canyon is impossible so I won’t even try, except 
for saying this time we were NOT disappointed. We looked 
down & around, saw rafters on the Colorado, which from 
our vantage looked like the Truckee Trickle (the river is 
300’ wide & 50’ deep), saw a campsite with a few cabins & a 
dome tent, saw hikers walking the steep switchback trail to 
(?) Cedar Point, saw ravens flying above & below, & looked at 
the millions of years of earth’s history before us. We bought 
2 books here & postcards. You could look out windows at the 
various peaks in the Canyon which were identified by name 
on maps under the windows. Some geological history of the 
Canyon was also noted. The oldest layer, Vishnu, is 2 billion 
years old. In some places, the Colorado River has cut through 
to this layer. Altogether, scientists have recorded at least 40 
different layers in the Canyon. Many of the formations have 
been given names like the Isis Temple or Ishtar because of 
their exotic shapes. Erosion has terraced them to look like 
step pyramids of the Mayans. Indians lived in the canyon in 
the summer, farming, and foraged on the rim in winter. Many 
different groups lived in the area, intermingling cultures.

At Yaki Point there was an overlook, but also the trail we 
had seen from Yavapai. You could walk as little (steep with 
many switchbacks) 1.4 miles to Cedar Point or 20.8 miles 
across a bridge going over the Colorado River to the North 
Rim! We were not even energetic enough to walk to Cedar 
Point & back, but we did walk a little way down the trail. The 
geology was fascinating, but we knew very little about what we 
were seeing. We looked for fossils in the limestone & may have 
seen one in a boulder by the trail. At the place we stopped to 
turn around & ascend, there was a squirrel begging for food. 
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It came right up to me, no more than a foot way & stood on its 
hindquarters, looking up beseechingly. It also put on a little 
show of washing its paws, making itself adorable. But the 
park says “DO NOT FEED THE WILD ANIMALS” & besides 
we had no food.

On the way back up, we were passed by a mule trash train: 
about 8-10 miles in two strings with two drivers. They let the 
mules stop periodically on the switchbacks to rest. The mules 
were bigger than I imagined mules to be & they pooped a lot. 
We drove on to a pull-off for lunch of Safeway chicken, cheese, 
bread & moldy strawberries. Chicken bones & moldy berries 
were left as a gift for ants & begging squirrels. I guess we 
figure they are hardly wild life any more.

From about 3:15 to 4:15, we sat at Grandview (and it is). 
The Colorado River is visible winding north. Bucky heard a 
cracking noise in the trees when the wind started, perhaps 
the trees moving in the wind? Bucky was sitting up, but fall-
ing asleep & I was relaxing in the view when we hard a steady, 
strong whoosh, whoosh, whoosh sound—like a scythe rhyth-
mically cutting through grain. It was a raven flying almost at 
eye level about 10 feet away. Their feathers do look beautiful, 
coal black & shiny.

At 5:30 we reached Tusayan Ruin, a small pueblo ruin 
where a few dozen Indians farmed for only about 25 to 35 
years in the 12th or 13th century. There were remains for 2 
small kivas because one had burned. The rooms, as usual, 
were small, with living rooms numbering the same as storage 
rooms. Supposedly they made the best use possible of the 
meager rainfall through “check dams” which were supposed 
to be observable at one end of the short circuit. We could not 
see any structures that might be dams. On the way back up 
the walk, Bucky helped a young woman who was struggling 

to push an elderly woman in a wheel-chair back up the slope.
As we had walked the trail, I read the “loaner dopy” (Bucky 

said that was the ranger…). One of the most interesting notes 
was that in Chaco Canyon, there was a 5 story “apartment 
building” Pueblo Bonito which, until 1882 was supposedly 
the tallest apartment building in the world. In 1882 a taller 
apartment building was erected. But the “loner dopy” didn’t 
say where.

At Lapin Point, the sun was sinking, making the Canyon 
change in appearance. But then, it’s always changing. This 
stop was especially interesting because there was an exhibit 
explaining “unconformities” which could be seen from this 
viewpoint. Something caused layers to tilt, they were partially 
eroded & other layers accumulated on top. When cut away, 
broken stratigraphy—unconformities—are visible. Also, a 
raven came to visit. He landed very near to me & was very 
brave.

Our last Grand Canyon stop was Desert View. We watched 
from the “Watchtower” (constructed in 1930s as a replica of 
a Pueblo tower; painted by Hopis & with an altar in the 2d 
floor room; also petroglyphs—not ancient!) A saleswoman in 
the tower store tried to get us to buy a Navaho rug to make 
a “Southwestern room.” We didn’t. We saw chickadees and a 
new bird: gray breasted jay. One of the best signs was a three-
pointed sun-bow, which we saw as we walked up to the tower. 
Because we were getting cold & the sun was going down, we 
decided it was time to leave. We drove home, stopping at 
the Safeway for fried chicken, vegetables & dip, potato salad, 
beer & wine. We ate our dinner in our room while we watched 
TV. (After packing).
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We got up at bout 8ish, showered, finished packing & headed 
up to Cameron. After some breakfast we mailed our Grand 
Canyon geology poster, bought replacement locks for knap-
sack & 2 Southwestern bandannas. The drive up to Cameron 
seemed to take forever because we got behind slow traf-
fic & ran into road destruction. We stopped 1st at a store on 
the S side of the 89/64 junction, but only bought a book about 
Canyon de Chelly. We looked at a book about Navaho sand 
paintings & identified Mother Earth/Father Sky as one we’d 
probably like to buy. We drove up to the Cameron Trading 
Post & found it a popular place. The parking lot was filled 
with cars, RVs & tour busses.*

Nevertheless, the store had a lot of interesting wares. The 
sand paintings were similar to others we had seen & the prices 
were similar. Carol showed us several rugs & explained what 
they symbolized. We narrowed down our choices pretty 
quickly to storm themes. Although there were a couple of 
these we liked, we settled on a geometric pattern with the four 
sacred mountains. The price was $900, but with the coupon, 
it was $450. Otherwise, it would have been 33% off, the sale 
price for the day. We decided to buy it, plus a sand painting 
for us & one for my mother.

Driving south seemed to go a little faster. We passed the 
same Indian lady stopping traffic at the “Pilot Car – Follow 
Me” road destruction site. Eventually we passed through 

* Loie didn’t record, and can’t now remember, exactly when it was that we were 
doing some laundry at the laundromat. But while we waited, I had leafed through 
a local shopper paper, and found a coupon for a big discount at a trading post. So 
we decided to have a little shopping expedition.

Flagstaff, heading for Slide Rock State Park. It was about 3 or 
3:30 when we got there, but we decided to stop. As we got out 
of the car, we heard a bunting, which turned out to be a lazuli 
bunting (New Bird) behaving the same way as Indigos. It was 
sitting & singing in a dead branch of a small pine. We walked 
down by the river, which was beautiful, and there were a lot 
of people swimming. A lot of work is being done to improve 
the facility, e.g. steps.

The creek was running swiftly & kids were going down 
Slide Rock. We walked back a little ways & sat. There was an 
old ruin built of the local red rock, but we couldn’t determine 
what its purpose was. A man asked Bucky to take a photo of 
him & his wife while sitting on a rock in the river. We also saw 
some lovely yellow columbine. Unfortunately, there were too 
many people to make birding possible, so we walked back. On 
the way, Bucky spotted a blooming agave on the other side of 
the canyon. We also passed a stiff board-boy who didn’t want 
to leave Slide Rock. His father carried him under one arm.

Around the orchard area, we made an “unmistakable” 
spot: completely yellow head & shoulders with a black strip 
straight down the chin. But NO, not in the book! In the park-
ing lot, we thought for a moment that we had a golden eagle, 
but it turned out to be a common night hawk. He circled a 
few times & then there were two. The second turned out to 
be a red-tailed hawk who chased off the night hawk. (We’ve 
seen a lot of red-tails this trip). There were also swifts flying 
overhead. 

It was about 5:30 or 6 when we arrived in Sedona, so we 
decided to have supper there to watch the sun set on the red 
rock. We went to the Tlaquepaque Mall, no luck. Everything 
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closed, or junky looking. Then parked on the north end of the 
main strip through Sedona & walked. Finding a restaurant 
that wasn’t Burger King or white ties & tails was a challenge. 
We threw in the towel & ate in Rose Buds which turned out 
to be OK because even though inside, we had a great view of 
the cliffs through big windows. We had a goofy waiter who 
spilled part of Bucky’s beer & was preoccupied with fussing 
with tables. Basically a steaks/barbecued chicken/ribs place, 
but the sun going down cast wonderful light on the red rocks. 
We saw a couple of bats circling as twilight drew on.

At about 8:10, we left for the drive to Phoenix. Setting 
BW’s cruise control at 70, we styled down the road, reaching 
Phoenix at about 9:40 & finding our hotel relatively easily. 
Because I’d reserved a king-sized bed & asked for non smok-
ing, we ended up in a suite, all they had available. The front 
desk gave us a few coupons for desserts & wine/beer, so we 
each had a glass of wine before bed. The final packing & the 
last night of our trip.
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Day 16: Tuesday, June 4, 1991—Return

Rising at 7 (I hardly slept at all, probably due to coffee at 
Rose Buds so I’d stay awake for the drive) we left & got to the 
airport by 8ish. The car rental guy was a joker.

“How do we get to terminal four?”
“The fastest way is over the side. The safest way is…”
Our plane was delayed by ½ an hour due to a military 

plane that had just landed with one engine out.
Home again & once Bucky’s truck starts, off to the Pub for 

supper. Poco’s very quiet, sitting on my lap. 
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Intimations

It was on this trip that two travel principles were established. The 
first was what’s now come to be known, decades later, as Slow Travel.

You may remember that early on in this diary, Loie noted I was 
coming down with a cold. We had spent weeks hustling around 
setting up our wedding at Stronghold mansion. We left for the 
honeymoon the day after the wedding, pretty much wrung-out 
exhausted and exhilarated all at once. We packed camping gear, 
photo equipment, clothes for warm and cold weather, spotting 
scope and tripod for birding all in carry-by-handle huge old 
fashioned suitcases. Pilot style rolling bags hadn’t yet come to be 
ubiquitous, and we weren’t seasoned travelers.

None of this immense wealth of baggage could be left in the cars 
overnight. And we were changing motels or houses almost every 
night of the first week. The suitcases had to be hauled in every night 
on arrival and out every morning. We were out walking in the 
magnificent air every day. By the time we got to Flagstaff, I was not 
just exhausted, I was ready to collapse with a truly rotten cold. It 
had already been a wonderful trip!

Local
Our second week wasn’t supposed to have been spent only in 

Flagstaff. We had planned to be there a few nights, then go on to 
Canyon de Chelly. As Loie noted, we changed our minds over din-
ner. Or at least, I changed my mind, and she agreed.

“I can’t do it,” I said. “I’m really sorry, but I can’t hump this lug-
gage in and out one more time. I’m beat.”

“Oh, I hate to miss Canyon de Chelly,” she said. “But there are 
plenty of things to see around here. Maybe if we stay put a few days 
you’ll feel better.” In the event, I did of course feel better immedi-

ately once the weight of luggage dragging was off my mind, and 
especially so after a few nights in the same bed. And we came to 
enjoy very much having a more or less stable base of operations, the 
extra time gained each day by not having to pack up and move, and 
the feeling we were getting to know a particular area. By the end of 
that second week, we were discussing the merits of “a week in one 
place” and deciding we liked it very much.

So imagine our surprise when years later, we found the Slow 
Travel web site advocating exactly the kind of traveling we had 
come to find most congenial. Obviously something was in the air.

Ancient
The second principle was the lure of ancient stuff. I can’t find any 

notes from our honeymoon planning. There was at some point a list 
of things we wanted to do, and one of the most important, I think 
the one that decided our destination, was “venerate the world’s 
oldest living things.” (There’s a reference to “venerating from afar” 
in Loie’s diary.) Now, I ask you, who plans a honeymoon around 
venerating the world’s oldest living things? I know that was my idea, 
but can’t now remember what ever put it in my head. I suppose Loie 
and I had both, and together, always enjoyed natural wonders and, 
in a very low key way, the outdoors in general. We went on short 
trips to do day hikes, and of course you have read about our bird 
watching. But whence this fascination with ancient trees, extinct 
volcanoes, the age of the rocks in the canyons, Native American 
ruins and dinosaur footprints? No idea, really.

Loie was enthusiastic about finding the oldest living things: the 
bristlecone pines. I didn’t have to beg her to include them on our 
itinerary. She thought that was a great idea. We were pointing out 

http://www.slowtrav.com/
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this old stuff to each other in the guide books while deciding what 
to visit around Flagstaff. We’ll probably never really know what led 
us to this interest in the old, but luckily for me, certainly, as Mrs. 
Hammock, our B&B hostess in the Shenandoah said, “You two are 
so compatible.”

Among many other things, we both liked ancient stuff.
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