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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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Preparation
A few words on how this trip came to be.

Week One—Four Corners

Day 1: Saturday, September 20, 1997—Farmington, NM
Aztec Ruins and rainbows.

Day 2: Sunday, September 21, 1997—Chaco Canyon
Driving Mud Slide Sue to a strange place.

Day 3: Monday, September 22, 1997—Hovenweep, Shiprock
Another mud slide and an interesting contrast.

Day 4: Tuesday, September 23, 1997—Mesa Verde
Up a ladder, then along a trail to meet the Whipping Kachina.

Day 5: Wednesday, September 24, 1997—Zuni Pueblo, El Morro, 
Albuquerque
More local crafts, and a fascinating palimpsest of inscriptions.

Day 6: Thursday, September 25, 1997—Transfer to San Francisco
A frustrating exercise in travel mixups. Yo is OK.

Table of Contents

Week Two—Northern california

Day 7: Friday, September 26, 1997—Transfer to Donner Lake
A red machine takes us to Baby Siggy. Yo is sick.

Day 8: Saturday, September 27, 1997—Back to San Francisco
By a scenic route, with a murder along the way.

Day 9: Sunday, September 28, 1997—Pool Day
Wherein Bucky proves himself useful.

Day 10: Monday, September 29, 1997—City Day
Libraries, crazy people and Chinatown.

Day 11: Tuesday, September 30, 1997—Coastal Drive
Munchkinland, divine surf and a tarantula.

Day 12: Wednesday, October 1, 1997—Winery Drive
Again into wine country where we shut down one.

Day 13: Thursday, October 2, 1997—Return

The Rocks in Our Heads
 Another Beautiful House

The Rocks in our Heads, intimations III: Driving Yo  •  Table of Contents



◀ Table of Contents

4

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, intimations III: Driving Yo  •  Preparation

Preparation

Why exactly I had been looking for King Dietz I can’t now remem-
ber. Maybe, back in 1997, it was still pretty cool to be searching 
for people on the Internet. I had finally managed to locate my old 
school pal King (King is short for Kingdon), who was, as rumor 
had it, living in Scotland. I had found a reference that I thought 
might be for King’s father. It was King’s father, and after surprising 
the heck out of him with a phone call, I was soon speaking to King 
himself in Scotland!

We were happy to have found King again, because this gave us an 
idea. 

Here might be a chance to visit an old friend and at least drive the 
Stone Age a bit. It was difficult making plans with King, as his work 
took him from home for weeks at a time, and often on short notice. 
But we all persevered. Transatlantic phone calls proliferated. Loie 
began to check her schedule at work, and it seemed that we would 
be able to travel abroad in the late spring or early summer. We even 
decided to forgo our customary beach vacation in favor of Driving 
the Stone Age.

Then our luck seemed to desert us. There were a few weeks in 
May or June that seemed to work with King’s schedule, as far as he 
knew it, but Loie had to be at work to supervise a big renovation 
project. The date for the project began to be pushed off farther and 
farther, and King was going to be busy, and the weather in Great 
Britain would be worse as the year wore on. After weeks, then two 
months of being forestalled again and again by the uncertainty of 
the start time for Loie’s big project, we finally had to give up. There 
just wasn’t any time when we all could get together.

“And now we have no beach house,” said Loie. We knew that 
since we hadn’t signed up for a house earlier, there would be no 
good houses left for rent so late in the year.

“Phewph,” I said. “This just didn’t work at all! I don’t know if we’ll 
have a trip this year or what.” But of course, we should have trusted 
in our Lovebunny luck, and had more faith.

My mother, known affectionately to all of us as Yo,* was anxious 
to travel to Donner to see our Sister Amy and her husband Frank’s 
new baby, Sigfreid Wohlfart.

“But I’m afraid to go up the mountain all by myself,” said Yo. 
“What would happen if my angina acted up?” Knowing that our 
travel plans had fallen through, leaving us without a beach vacation, 
Yo asked if we would go to Donner with her. She wanted to go in 
September, after her beach vacation with our Sister Sarah and her 
husband Kent. 

“We could visit Cousin Patsy and Bill in Albuquerque and go 
to see more Anasazi ruins,” said Loie. “They’ve been asking us to 
come out and see them for a long Time.” So we began planning a 
western adventure.

At first, I wanted to travel about to find medicine wheels. That 
might be something like Driving the Stone Age. I searched the 
library and the Web to find out places to go.

* All our friends ask how my mother, whose given name was Audrey, came to be 
called “Yo.” Rest assured the nickname had nothing to do with the Rocky movies. 
When my sister Sarah had her first baby, Natasha, one of Yo’s best friends Ebba 
von Saleski decided Toshie should be taught to call Audrey “Oma,” a German pet 
name for “grandmother.” The plan didn’t quite work out. 

I’d have to ask Sarah just how old Toshie was when she first said “Oma.” But 
the relevant bit here is that at first, Toshie couldn’t say “Oma.” What she said was 

“Yoyo.” So for a while, our mother was Yoyo to Toshie, and soon just Yo.
Mother and Ebba thought that was cute as a bug, and until the end of her life, 

everyone called Audrey “Yo.”
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“I’m having no darn luck at all,” I told Loie. “The folks who know 
about these places are hiding them.”

“I don’t blame them for that,” said Loie. “Those are fragile things. 
It would be so easy for a few vandals to destroy them. I know what 
we can do. We never did get to Chaco Canyon on our honeymoon. 
Let’s go there.”

“Terrific,” I said. “There are all kinds of Anasazi ruins to see. 
That’s just what we’ll do.” So we began to plan in earnest, and soon 
the time had flown and we were on our way!
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Day 1: Saturday, September 20, 1997—Farmington, NM

We’re in Farmington to visit Chaco Canyon, and they’re 
having so much rain the road’s washed out! Go figure. We 
may not be able to get there at all. The thunderstorms don’t 
last long, but it may be enough to make the road too “greasy” 
to drive it.

Uneventful flight, got our car & realized we’d left one of B’s 
bags behind! Somehow we mixed up the count—thinking a 
carryon counted as a checked bag. Went back in and found it 
at lost luggage, sitting right near the office door.

At about 11 a.m., we drove over the Continental Divide. I 
think the elevation was 7,125́ . There’s much more color than I 
ever imagined there would be—desert colors of sage, lavender, 
pale yellows, orange. Many shades of green. We got to Cousin 
Pat & Bill’s house by about 8. 

We went to dinner at Garduno’s along with their son 
Terry, & met their daughter Amy & her boyfriend Jeff there. 
First we had margaritas in huge glasses like Marie Antoinette 
champagnes. It was fine for a first night supper—pretty 
standard Tex-Mex fare.

Pat loaned us a cooler & some ice packs and sent us on 
our way. Driving up to Farmington was wild—a wild land-
scape—arid, scrubby, big sky. We crossed through a f lat 
plains area & it got cool. Then we came back into a “badlands” 
terrain & it got warm, hot even.

We got into our hotel, unpacked & drove to Aztec to see 
the pueblo ruins. It’s very interesting & well taken care of. It’s 
clear no one really understands how people lived there. Signs 
in the pueblo and brochures say “might have” or “probably.” 
Are the closed off, windowless rooms living or storage space? 

This ruin is known for its restored kiva, a huge mostly 

underground round room. Earl Morris restored—or maybe 
a better word would be reconstructed—it in 1934. Of course 
no one knows what it really looked like, or how the roof was 
built.

We’ve seen many rainbows on this trip. Kinda funny con-
sidering this is so much a desert state. We saw rainbows while 
we were on the plane, including one complete circle rainbow! 
We saw rainbows today at Aztec Pueblo—another odd one, a 
band, rather than a bow.

What we don’t expect to find here is very good food!
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Day 2: Sunday, September 21, 1997— Chaco Canyon

We drove to Chaco Canyon, despite threatening weather. 
We were advised to take the southern route, on account of 
the other route being washed out. It was about 19 ½ miles, 
hilly, muddy & rutted in places. When a little rain fell, the 
clay road became extremely slippery, as if it was greasy. 
The road was rutted & like corduroy, making, in all, for a 
long & nerve-wracking ride. B drove our rental car behind 
a bigger wagoneer that was definitely slipping and sliding. I 
could feel our car sliding a bit, but we didn’t go as far from 
side to side as the lone car ahead of us. I asked Bucky if we 
should go back. He said we’d come far enough that the drive 
back now would be just as bad as going on. So we continued, 
and eventually got to paved road near the park.

And it was cold! The TV news in our hotel room said we’re 
having the remnants of a hurricane that has come up from 
the Gulf of California. Apparently this area has gotten almost 
an entire year’s worth of rain in the few days before we 
arrived. There was lightning and thunder Saturday evening. 

But the park was worth the terrible scary drive. Chaco 
Canyon was interesting, if very dead. It was highly organized, 
more like a beehive than anything else. These people were 
very busy, very resourceful. As the afternoon wore on, the 
weather improved, and we ended up with a very nice day. As 
we left Chaco, and got back onto Rte. 44, we saw a brilliant 
vertical spire of rainbow on the horizon to the east, with a 
paler, broader band to the left.

On our way out, on the advice of some people we spoke to 
in the park, we took a slightly different route that avoided the 
muddy road. We got to a place where the road went across a 
big concrete patch through an arroyo, a dry riverbed. A sign 

warned of the possibility of flash floods through the arroyo. B 
looked ahead and decided the concrete patch seemed intact, 
that we wouldn’t get stuck in it and be washed away by a flood.

It was, and we weren’t.



Through the Bisti Badlands…





…to the mudslide road to Chaco Canyon.
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Day 3: Monday, September 22, 1997—Shiprock, Hovenweep

We began our drive to Hovenweep with a side trip to 
Shiprock. The Indians called it Winged Rock because they 
escaped an enemy by being flown up on wings to the top of 
the rock. Shiprock, & other monolithic rocks, are the cores of 
long dead volcanoes.

We didn’t quite make it to the base of Shiprock—the road 
got too muddy for our little Nissan Sentra, which B has 
named Mud Slide Sue. MSS is certainly muddy! We had to 
give it up, or risk being stuck in the gravel/dirt road leading 
to this very sacred place. Luckily there was a graveled pulloff 
area where we could turn around.

Shiprock can be seen for many miles—it would have been 
an easily located landmark for travelers of any nation.
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Hovenweep

We made it to Hovenweep shortly after 12, having driven 
from NM thru 2 other states before reaching Utah. Bucky 
liked Hovenweep best of all. He thinks it was the Anasazi’s 
artist’s colony, the place where all the stoned hippies lived. 
Chaco Canyon was huge, with several huge pueblos with their 
associated kivas. Hovenweep is tiny by comparison. In places 
you could almost throw a stone across the little “canyon.” 
The houses here were round (archeologists think they were 
defensive towers—ha!), D-shaped, square, oval. Much more 
like individual houses than the big beehives of Chaco. It was 
like a Disney version of Anasazi culture. We both felt very 
much at home there.

We also fed a begging squirrel some of our picnic lunch. 
He liked grapes & melon. Then we saw our Doppelgangers 
go by! He: Ponytail, tan hat & shorts, blue shirt, camera bag, 
hiking boots, beard. She: wearing purple & fuschia, sneakers, 
a baseball cap, carrying snapshot camera, reading every sign 
while he walked on. I practically had to restrain Bucky—he 
desperately wanted to know if she was a librarian.

We drove a little ways up towards Mesa Verde, enough for 
us to decide to go there tomorrow instead of back to Chaco 
Canyon. We drove home by way of Durango, CO, buying a 
couple of tee shirts & a silver ponytail holder for Dave, our 
cat sitter. We had dinner at Lady Falconburgh’s Pub. Pints of 
draft beer, including Guinness, were $2.00! My cup of coffee 
cost $1.50. B’s ready to move to Durango just to get the cheap 
beer.

Off in the distance from Hovenweep, and as we drove to 
Durango, was Sleeping Ute Mountain, part of the end of the 
Rockies. We have had to stop for cows (road to Chaco) & horses 

(road to Cortez)—and they don’t seem too worried about get-
ting out of your way.
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Day 4: Tuesday, September 23, 1997—Mesa Verde

We drove to Mesa Verde (not to forget to mention along 
the edge of Sleeping Ute Mountain), which was a spectacular 
drive up & up to the top of the mesa, & the valleys in between. 
These Anasazi were cliff dwellers, building many pueblos into 
the cliff walls. We toured Balcony House, which required a 
climb up a 32́  ladder & a crawl thru a 12́  long tunnel, plus 2 
other smaller ladders. The pueblo was named Balcony House 
for its enclosed porch. No one really knows just how the 
Anaszi lived.

One thing we noticed in our driving was the cows & horses 
on the roads—they didn’t like to get out of the way.

At Mesa Verde we also hiked to Petroglyph Point to see 
petroglyphs. Here we found Bucky’s favorite Anasazi story. 
Some Hopis, about 40 years ago, interpreted some of the 
glyphs as being the story of the emergence of the original 
Anasazi onto this Earth, and their subsequent migration to 
the Four Corners area.

The petroglyphs are big, and the supposed story takes up a 
cliff face bigger than the walls of several rooms of an average 
house. The whole cliff is like a mural. There is a line scratched 
along, with most of it in long straight sections going up and 
across and down and across. Petroglyphs along the line sup-
posedly represent tribes breaking away to settle. Then along 
comes Lizard wizard/tribe or some kind of trouble & a section 
of the line is wavy. Meaning the remaining tribes go nearly 
crazy, wandering aimlessly. The whipping Kachina comes 
along & straightens them out, pronto!

That’s B’s favorite part. He says Yo is like the Whipping 
Kachina, and can’t wait to tell her the story of the aimless 
wandering tribes.
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Day 5: Wednesday, September 24, 1997—Zuni Pueblo, El Morro, Albuquerque

Today we started our drive back to Albuquerque via 
Zuni & Gallup. (9:30 heading toward Cortez—land formations 
reminded us of pictures of the temples at Angor Wat—mesas). 
12:45 near Zuni, stopped to look at Feather Rock—detoured 
a bit to see it. Not big, but it looks like a feather. This was 
in lieu of seeing Mitten Rock. B really wanted to see Mitten 
Rock—we saw it from a distance, & it wasn’t such much, says 
Bucky. “Definitely didn’t look like a mitten!”

We visited the Zuni Pueblo “Guild” craft shop, where we 
bought a small seed pot and B got a bolo for himself. The 
pot is white with four frogs perched on top, and it’s made by 
Agnes Peynetsa. The bolo is a stylized kachina face, about the 
size of a quarter or a little larger.

Our last stop before Albuquerque was El Morro National 
Park, where we saw the cross country reliable watering snow-
melt & rain hole, and a long wall of inscriptions, made by 
travelers who had to follow local tradition & mark their pass-
ing. There were also petroglyphs—pecked & carved. The latest 
inscription dated from before the railroad. Even a guy from 
Baltimore put his name on the Rock. E. Penn Long—said to 
be the most beautiful inscription—in flowing script, & beauti-
ful it was. One petroglyph looked like a catfish, another like 
a long skinny rabbit with no front legs/kangaroo! One that 
looked more modern, sort of like an angel. The ground was 
higher in the past, so the petroglyphs & some inscriptions 
seemed too high.

We left at about 4:15.
We again crossed The Continental Divide, at 7,882 feet, 

near El Malpais National Monument, outside of Grants. 
Picked up Rte. 40 in Grants heading for Albuquerque, about 5 

p.m. The speed limit is 75 MPH!!! And, tons of lava rock, with 
sagebrush, far as the eye can see.

We had a relaxing dinner of salmon with Pat & Bill. 
Tomorrow: SF. 
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Day 6: Thursday, September 25, 1997—Transfer to San Francisco

Our f light was due to leave at 1:23 & we got there plenty 
early, just to be safe. It turned out to be the travel day from 
hell. At about 12:45 p.m., we were informed that our plane 
which had just landed had blown a tire, whereupon a brake 
overheated & locked up on account of being overloaded. They 
fiddled around with trying to locate and get parts & special 
tools, & were trying to re-route passengers. Those of us going 
west were basically screwed—not enough f lights go out of 
“Albuquirky” & west is a popular direction. We were bumped 
back & forth from United to Delta, given incomplete info, etc. 
etc.

I was furious and upset about all the backing and forth-
ing and basically bad service. B as usual took it all in stride 
and tried to cajole me out of my bad mood. Perhaps more 
experienced travelers get to know how to handle these kinds 
of mixups. Or perhaps, given the inefficient service, there just 
is no good solution.

One flight, a Delta, which we re-booked to, kept getting 
delayed due to Hurricane Nova—1st Pacific hurricane to hit 
west coast since 1976! We were finally scheduled on a flight to 
leave at 7:35 p.m. That flight didn’t take off until nearly 7:50 or 
so, to allow United flight attendants to come aboard as pas-
sengers. We sat in Garduno’s having drinks purchased with 
complimentary vouchers 3 times!

The upshot was we didn’t get to SF until nearly 11 p.m. their 
time & then we had to find 2 missing bags. We got to K & P’s at 
about 12:45 Pacific time.

Yo had made it safely to K & P’s and was asleep.
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Day 7: Friday, September 26, 1997—Transfer to Donner Lake

At about 10:30 a.m., B, Yo & I left for Donner to take Yo to 
visit baby Sig. We have a red Grand Am “ticket mobile.” A 
less appropriate car for us would be difficult to imagine, but 
everything and everyone fits.

At about 12:45, we blew into Sacramento to have lunch at 
the River City Brewing Company, and at 3, took off again for 
Amy’s. We made it fairly early & had an enjoyable evening 
with the Wohlfahrt’s except Yo got sick—maybe from eating 
a big greasy burger at lunch. B & I slept in the unheated trailer 
out back, while Yo roughed it on Aslan the cat’s futon bed.
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Day 8: Saturday, September 27, 1997—Back to San Francisco

We got up fairly early, ready to head back down to San 
Francisco. The drive back was more scenic, by way of 89 & 49. 
Going that way was Amy’s suggestion, to see the countryside. 
It took longer, but we traveled through gorgeous scenery and 
had lunch at the bakery/café in Downieville. B wants to move 
there & make his living panning for gold in the Yuba River. 
Up, up, up on Rte. 89/49.

In Downieville we saw a plaque about a Spanish woman 
named Juanita/Josephia (Josepha). Some local citizens were 
carousing late at night on, or the day after, Independence 
Day & one broke into her & her husband’s house. The next 
morning the culprit returned to “apologize,” an argument 
ensued, & she stabbed him to death in the heart. A lynch mob 
went after her, and as she climbed the scaffold, she put the 
noose around her own neck, saying “I would do so again if I 
were so provoked.” This all happened in 1851 and is apparently 
one of the town’s great claims to fame.

We arrived back at K &  P’s, had foraging supper & 
conversation. 
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Day 9: Sunday, September 28, 1997—Pool Day

We’ve had a pool day—K & I went shopping for food 
at Draeger’s & P & B put up screen on the deck to prevent 
Kell from going over. Now, we’re preparing to go into San 
Francisco for supper.
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Day 10: Monday, September 29, 1997—City Day

We arrived at Fisherman’s Wharf at about 10:30 and parked 
in the Anchorage parking deck. (Some poohbah about $7.00 
to park if you had your parking stub validated by spending 
at least $3.00 in a participating store). We walked around 
Fisherman’s Wharf a bit, then called Yank Sing to find out 
where to get Dim (Deem) Sum. We rode the cable car from its 
start in Fisherman’s Wharf at Hydes all the way to the end of 
that line at Market Street. While we waited to board the cable 
car, we were “entertained” by two musicians and a black man, 
wearing a strait jacket & wrapped in chains & “locked” to a 
pole, who pretended to be crazy. He had a buddy search his 
knapsack for the key to the chains, and of course the buddy 
couldn’t find it, so he wriggled out of the chains and the strait 
jacket. The musicians were pretty awful, but the street theater 
was fun.

The cable car ride was great—crammed into the car with a 
bunch of other tourists. City hills are pretty scary to drive on, 
and they’re scary in a cable car. Some of those hills are nearly 
vertical. People park their cars sideways on the hills—you’d 
be sliding out of your seat! It’s crazy. The streetcar driver 
has to be very alert—watching for cars, pedestrians, and of 
course his passengers who are generally either ultra terri-
fied & clinging to their car; or hanging off to take photos, and 
oblivious to the danger of being sideswiped by other cable 
cars & vehicles, or road poles & such.

At Market Street we walked north to find Yank Sing. At first 
we didn’t understand how dim sum worked, but we quickly 
figured it out. Servers carry or push around trays & carts with 
various selections of foods and you pick what you want. They 
stamp your ticket which becomes your bill. We got two kinds 

of steamed dumplings, a delicious asparagus/broccoli type 
vegetable, shrimps & green onion wrapped with bacon, deep-
fried bars of tofu & seaweed. I felt as though we were stuffing 
ourselves, but I guess we really weren’t.

Next we walked east/south along Market Street, through 
the Tenderloin district, to find the San Francisco New Main 
Library. It’s quite large, very busy, lots of books, very elec-
tronic. Computers were in heavy use on a Monday afternoon; 
and people were checking out books. I bought a postcard of 
the library at the gift shop & wrote it out to library while B ate 
a chocolate biscotti & I drank a cappuccino in the library café.

We made our way back to the Market St. cable car & waited 
in line to board to go to China Town. We walked around 
China Town a bit, looking for & finding the gate to China 
Town. We didn’t have as much success in finding the “Painted 
Ladies.” Without knowing where to look exactly, they eluded 
us.

Our final San Francisco plan was to drive part of the scenic 
49 mile drive, which we picked up at Fisherman’s Wharf. The 
drive took us mainly around the coast, but also through the 
Presidio, which was interesting—lovely & well-maintained. 
We passed the Palace of Fine Arts, which is also spectacular.

As we were trying to figure out how to stay on our route 
through the Presidio where part of the drive was closed, it 
looked like the weather was blowing in. We thought the 
wind & alleged weather might be a good thing—maybe it 
would blow away smog. As we got on Lincoln Blvd, it looked 
like there was a fog machine hidden in the roadside bushes, 
frantically pumping out clouds. We were laughing to see the 
daily San Francisco fog rolling in. Very dramatic. We stopped 
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at Cliff House to see Seal Rocks, but it was too smoggy to see 
much. There were people on the beach, and lots of surfers in 
the water. K says the ocean water is cold.

We continued our drive thru some ritzy neighborhoods. 
But we noticed the eclectic mix of architectural styles—some 
houses were big, Italian style mansions, some looked like 
shacky big beach houses, some were from or a combination 
of architectural elements—no two alike. We drove around 
a lot of ocean front, but it was too smoggy and foggy to see 
much of the ocean. We passed the Legion of Honor build-
ing—another impressive, monumental structure.

We ended our portion of the Scenic 49 mile drive at Sloat 
Ave, following it to 101 and then 280. We decided to stop 
at Draegers on San Mateo, and B did a great job of finding 
it, after driving for miles. We got a little mixed up leaving 
Draegers, but we managed to get home & find K & P having a 
casual foraging super. B ate his traditional cheese sandwich 
with potato chips, EXCEPT that we had a very delicious 1982 
thick, sweet, cherry red wine to accompany our meal!
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Day 11: Tuesday, September 30, 1997—Coastal Drive

We decided to drive south along the cost, as far as Big Sur. 
This involved driving down the coast to Santa Cruz & Monterey. 
About noon we stopped along the way for car breakfast, 
having delicious muffins. I had a wonderful nonfat carrot 
muffin & one of the best cappuchinos I’ve ever had.

It was very misty/hazy, but still a beautiful drive—the 
coast & ocean are very dramatic, especially further down the 
coast, beyond Monterey. (At the bakery I also got exquisite 
artichoke and garlic/cheese rolls—yum!)

We stopped at Natural Bridge St. Park—a hole cut through 
the rock, & saw western gulls, cormorants, Heerman’s gulls. 
We ALMOST left our bird book on the rail overlooking 
Natural Bridge. We decided to do the 17 mile scenic drive 
recommended by Yo, specifically to look for sea otters. This 
area is a closed community that the public can drive thru, 
on a specified route for $7.25 a car. There are numerous 
stops, including scenic stops, golf courses & natural spots. 
We stopped at Seal-Walk Spot—there were hundreds of sea 
lions on the rocks in front, all barking & hollering & talking. 
Some had climbed all the way to the very top of the rocks, 
and some were splashing around in the water. The smell was 
exceedingly pungent.

There were lots of “beachy ground squirrels,” fat little pos-
ers with short tails & glossy spotty/stripey backs. They would 
sit a couple of feet from you with paws pressed to their chests, 
looking very cute and very ready to receive treats. Signs said 
“Do not feed the wild animals.” Paul had warned us they 
should have signs around their necks saying “I’m not wild. 
It’s OK to feed me treats!”

There was a mile-long nature hike nearby. We started down 

it & as we walked along, saw a side trail down to the beach. 
There were tons of kelp on the beach, with tubey-like strands 
piled up. As we walked down to the beach, we saw gulls 
attacking a picnic lunch left out on a picnic table on the beach. 
The gulls were hopping all over everything yanking at stuff, 
trying to find food. The couple who had the picnic noticed 
the gulls & started back up the beach towards their food. The 
woman was running, hollering at the gulls & shouting “The 
chips! They’ve got the chips!” Her husband was laughing.

The ocean water was clear, but ful l  of kelp &  sea-
weed & anemones—lavender & pale green. The sand was 
white & quick-sandy, and the water was warm enough to swim 
in. Paul says the water temp is about 10 degrees higher than 
normal, due to El Nino. There were also strange oval shaped 
things on the beach—couldn’t tell if they were animals or 
plants. They were flesh/pink colored—kind of like lady crabs, 
but no legs, eyes, etc. Gulls were pecking onto the backs of 
them & eating them. We decided not to do the whole nature 
walk, as there were many more things to see. The ocean was 
very blue, and it was calling us.

As we neared our last stopping point on the 17 mile scenic 
drive, B was growing disappointed at not seeing sea otters. 
Finally he said, “I want to see sea otters.” We pulled into 
Pescadero Point, walked over to the cliff edge, pointed our 
binoculars down and saw…SEA OTTERS! B was ecstatic. 
There were many otters, in groups, and alone. Some were on 
their backs, with a stone on their chests, cracking open shells 
for food. One group just tumbled in the ocean. There was a 
lot of bobbing kelp that was easily mistaken for otter heads, 
but we could distinguish an otter from kelp because the otter 
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moved. B said, “Thank you, Yo!” We also heard an otter call-
ing out to other otters which then came to her. It sounded like 
a bird—“wheep! wheep! wheep” but we could see her mouth 
moving.

We left the scenic drive via The Carmel Gate—what a goofy 
place Carmel is! It’s kind of a combination of Disneyworld, 
Hansel & Gretel, & The Wizard of Oz. I was positive munch-
kins live there. Clint Eastwood is or was the mayor of Carmel. 
I said, “Looks like Hansel & Gretel brought their friends from 
the Wizard of Oz to live here!”
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Big Sur

We left Carmel by the Sea & began our drive down the coast 
on Rte. 1—and what a spectacular drive it was! All along 
the windy coast road, looking down cliff walls to the ocean. 
Big Sur is particularly beautiful, but all along the coast it’s 
just one magnificent view after another. It reminded us of 
Hawaii. We turned inland at Nacimiento Drive, to take us 
over towards Pinnacles.

This drive took forever, but it was worth it, as it wound 
up & up into the canyons. We kept seeing the ocean, but it 
got further away as we rose up & went deeper inland. We 
had to stop to look at a tarantula crossing the road, & then 
we f lushed a covey of quail. Actually, the tarantula came 
2nd—quails at 5:30, tarantula at 5:32. We didn’t make it to 
Pinnacles—the drive over the mountains was too slow—but 
it was an interesting & enjoyable ride nonetheless. We drove 
thru a military reservation which was beautiful & desolate—
no signs of any human habitation at all. We got back to San 
Francisco fairly late & tried to eat at a Nepalese Restaurant in 
San Carlos—Annapurna, but it was closed. We just managed 
to squeak into MacArthur Park in San Jose, closing it down. 
By the time we were finishing our meal, the help was taking 
off their ties & hosing down the place. San Francisco is not the 
city that never sleeps.
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Day 12: Wednesday, October 1, 1997—Winery Drive

We woke up to a typical beautiful sunny morning, but at 
9:30, heading north, it clouded over. K said it was sunny all 
day in Redwood City, but we had clouds—even a sprinkle or 
two.

This was our wine country tour day. In Cortez, just north of 
the Golden Gate Bridge, we passed a sign for Lucky Drive! On 
this trip, we realized that while Californians do a pathetic job 
of marking & laying out streets, they do an outstanding job of 
marking wineries. We kept passing poles with signs pointing 
in 4 directions, leading to the various wineries. Our first stop 
was Dry Creek Vineyard, which we actually did have some 
trouble locating—map didn’t seem to relate well to the roads.

From there we went into several other wineries, Murphy 
Goode, Rutherford (lunch on the porch at Auberge du Soleil). 
Mumm’s for nostalgic sparking wine (stopped at Korbel’s 
on our honeymoon) & then Chimney Rock, because on this 
trip we’ve seen so many monuments & window rocks, etc. 
We liked their chardonnay. We closed down Chimney Rock, 
literally arriving just before 5. As we walked out, they put 
out their “closed” sign, and the gates at the entrance to the 
driveway were closed, but they opened before us.

We had a slow rush hour traffic drive back to K & P’s, but a 
pleasant halibut supper with Dry Creek Merlot & one of Paul’s 
1982 Bordeaux, plus more Peet’s coffee.

http://www.aubergedusoleil.com/
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Day 13: Thursday, October 2, 1997—Return

Now it’s around 3 p.m. on Thurs. Oct. 2 and we’re on our 
flight, bound for Baltimore. We took off more or less on time. 
There was a short empty-the-latrine delay, plus a stack up of 11 
planes—only 1 runway being used due to wind. We’re getting 
our drinks & snacks & the movie is beginning. We stopped 
at Peet’s & Draeger’s in Menlo Park on the way to the airport 
for coffee, cappuchino, bread & breakfast. Now we’re heading 
home & due to land 10 p.m.ish EST. (A big fat man is sitting 
next to me on the aisle, drinking diet coke & inquiring about 
when the meal will be served.)
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Another Beautiful House

The Anasazi of North America may have been influenced by the 
great Mesoamerican cultures such as we had seen around Cancun. 
There was certainly trade in feathers and semiprecious stones, and 
aerial photographs show what seems to be an ancient road leading 
from Arizona down into Mexico.

Archaeologists are still arguing about the nature of the pueblos 
and cliff dwellings. Some see evidence of war. Some think the 
pueblos were food storage facilities for regimented societies trying 
to hold on in the face of drought. At Mesa Verde we learned that 
the remains of small pit houses have been identified all over the 
countryside, so perhaps the pueblos weren’t used primarily as 
dwellings.

The Anasazi seemed to be a curious mixture of artistic impulse 
and practicality. Much of the stonework of the houses and pueblos 
was very refined, far more regular and precise than was necessary 
for simply building walls. The pueblos were masterpieces of techni-
cal knowledge obviously in the service of some practical end. Yet 
the houses of Hovenweep were as individualistic as could be, and 
someone devoted time to laboriously pecking the petroglyphs 
found all over the countryside.

When we traveled to our American west we weren’t seeing the 
beginnings of any cultural change. The pueblos and kivas were really 
at the end of a long history of development, abandoned for reasons 
still unknown. But it was fun to see them.

We were just starting to stretch our legs.
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