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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.

Day 1: Monday, May 24, 1999—Departure
Where is the money?

Day 2: Tuesday May 25, 1999—Arrival
Driving on the wrong side. Sharp horned cattle.

Day 3: Wednesday May 26, 1999—Corrimony, Clava, Learable Hill
Cairns and a ghillie.

Day 4: Thursday May 27, 1999—Transfer to Harris
Beautiful drive and rough ferrying.

Day 5: Friday, May 28, 1999—Around Harris to Callanish
Wool; wooly weather. More stones.

Day 6: Saturday, May 29, 1999—Transfer to Thurso
Magnificent coast. Bachelor party.

Day 7: Sunday, May 30, 1999—Transfer to Orkney, Ring of Brodgar
Another ferry. Piping down the sun amidst the stones.

Day 8: Monday, May 31, 1999—Scara Brae, Marwick Head
Truly ancient town. Puffins.

Day 9: Tuesday, June 1, 1999—Maes Howe, Unstan Tomb, The Jolly’s, 
Isbister
Deep in the Stone Age.

Day 10: Wednesday, June 2, 1999—Transfer to Mainland, Temple Stones
Another ferry ride. Nicest visit yet.

Day 11: Thursday, June 3, 1999—East Auquorthies, Castle Fraser, 
Sunhoney, Cullerlee
New types of stone circles: the recumbants.

Day 12: Friday, June 4, 1999—Nameless Stanes, North Stanes search, 
Midmar Kirk, Peebles
Jumbled stones. A beautiful house.

Day 13: Saturday, June 5, 1999—Rosslyn Chapel, Edinburgh
Odd art. Old stuff at the museum.

Day 14: Sunday, June 6, 1999—Goatstones, Hadrian’s Wall
A very knowledgable farmer. A quick glimpse of the Wall.

Day 15: Monday, June 7, 1999—Return

Afterword
 Loie’s Art Matters

The Rocks in Our heads
 Too Much, Too Late

Table of Contents
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Preparation

On the day of our Eighth Annual Anniversary Party, the band 
was interrupted by rain, a first for us, but a good time was had by all 
nonetheless.

Laurie and Thomas Precht and their son Geoffrey stayed the 
night, and we had a nice leisurely brunch the next morning. After 
they had headed off for home, Loie said, “Wasn’t that funny about 
the piñata?”

“What about it?” I said.
“Oh, didn’t you know? It broke the stick.”
“No way,” I said. But it was true. That night, Loie described the 

contretemps in her diary…
At our 8th anniversary party, we had a pinata that didn’t go 

willingly to the sacrifice. Bucky made a pinata stick from a pole that 
was in the house. We got through most of a round of whacking when 
the twine broke. Mark Peeling retied it & the kids started up again. 
After a few more whacks & with the dragon’s crest hanging by a 
thread, the string broke again! This time as Mark doubled the string, 
the kids were suggesting using a jump rope. The string broke a third 
time and the head came off. I wanted the kids to just stomp it. The 
loop had pulled out, so string had to be tied around the middle—Lee 
Bolhorst and Mark insisted that it had to be broken while hanging. 
Then, someone took a swing and the stick broke! We all yelled for 
Kyle Bolhorst, who had jokingly come by a few minutes earlier with 
a baseball bat. He took a mighty swing & finally the dragon burst 
open. Phewph! And just before the rain.
The next day, we were in the midst of packing. We were getting 

ready to leave on our long-planned Driving the Stone Age trip. 
Even after the muddle that ended in Driving Yo, I continued to be in 
touch with my friend King Dietz.

In 1998 I had begun to see news about the Millennial Eclipse: a 

total eclipse of the sun that would take place over Europe and the 
Near East, and would be the last total eclipse of the millennium. 
Loie and I talked about taking Yo on a trip to visit Rennès Le 
Chateau and the Acadian Tomb, Rosslyn Chapel, and to see the 
Millennial Eclipse. Yo liked to read about the esoteric history of 
places like these: places that were important in the story of the 
Knights Templar and the Cathar heresies and all of the mystical 
shenanigans of the ancient and medieval worlds. And of course 
Loie liked to travel. But in the end, Yo had felt she couldn’t make the 
trip.

“Well,” Loie had said, “If Yo can’t go on the Millennial Trip to 
the Holy Grail, we’ll just have to go driving the stone age instead.” 
We made new plans that were now finally coming to fruition. Loie 
had even brought home a huge book about the most beautiful 
megalithic sites in the United Kingdom, and we had photocopied 
pages of the places that most intrigued us. And the day after a big 
party we were packing to leave on a big trip.

“Oh brother,” I said, “This is just like our honeymoon.”
“I hope not just like,” said Loie. We laughed at the memory. We 

had planned and worked and rented everything for our wedding 
ourselves. Worn to a frazzle by all the excitement, we had taken 
off for a two week driving, hiking and playing honeymoon in 
California and Arizona the day after the wedding. Then, I got so 
tired hauling luggage in and out of the car that I got sick! Not badly, 
just a cold, but in Flagstaff I had proclaimed, “I can’t drag this stuff 
in or out one more time.”

It turned out well, because we stayed in Flagstaff for the whole 
second week of our honeymoon. And that was the start of the day-
trip tradition, where we picked a spot to stay for a week or more, 
and took day-trips from it. This system had served us well on our 
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trips since then.
“But we’re going to be driving and hauling this time, again,” said 

Loie.
“Yes,” I said, “But this time I’ve got the wheely guys.” I meant our 

new pilot bag style luggage. And it turned out that I was right. We 
traveled over 2,000 miles in Scotland, staying in six different towns. 
We climbed hills and slogged through peat bogs in pouring rain. 
We visited dozens of Neolithic sites, some almost impossible to find, 
and I made it through with flying colors.

We finished up the packing on Monday morning, loaded up the 
car with luggage and Gunther the Cat. We dropped him off at Yo’s 
house, where he would stay while they were away, and took off for 
Scotland Monday evening.
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Day 1: Monday, May 24, 1999—Departure

I’ve decided that Bucky and I should not be going to 
Scotland unsupervised. I divided our money with him earlier 
today, counting out $400 in twenties. He suggested we inter-
weave new twenties with old, and he worked on crushing the 
new twenties while I intertwined them. About half an hour 
later, while I was in the shower, B came in asking if I might 
have taken the cash off the bed. I hadn’t. He said he’d done 
a really stupid thing—couldn’t find the money! He started 
searching, I suggested that maybe he’d carried it somewhere, 
but he just couldn’t find it. When I got out of the shower, he 
said “Do you think it’s possible we put it back in your wallet?” 
I said no, I was pretty sure we hadn’t but there was no harm 
in looking.

I started counting, & before I got to 20, it was obvious that 
was exactly what we had done! I told Bucky I think that’s a 
pretty good magic trick, making $400 disappear right before 
our eyes! And it tricked both of us. So before we left I called 
Beth to tell her we need her to come w/ us because we obvi-
ously need a business manager along on the trip.



8

◀ Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands •  Day 2: Tuesday May 25, 1999—Arrival

Day 2: Tuesday May 25, 1999—Arrival

6:50 a.m. Reykjavik, Iceland (2:50 a.m. at home)

We have landed in Iceland, awaiting our next f light to 
Glasgow. It’s very clear air here—clouds, but bright sun. 
There’s a man who’s anxious to sit down—he’s standing right 
here—obviously wanting to sit down—he’s not giving the seat 
to his wife. He’s so obnoxious, I gave him the seat, knowing 
Bucky won’t care about it, especially since B’s been sitting so 
long and our plane leaves soon—30 minutes.

So, we don’t get much of a chance to see Iceland, but so far, 
seen through the windows, a barren, rocky, cold landscape 
that doesn’t look terribly appealing!*

After our arrival in Glasgow, we took care of getting some 
cash, picking up our car (which we upgraded; the tiny car we 
had reserved would not be adequate for carrying all of our 
piles of stuff!) and having Bucky try his hand at driving on 
the left side of the road. 

He spent a few minutes practicing his left-handed shifting 
while I studied the map book. We decided on the route. There 
was some trepidation about the—to us—wrong-sided driving 
in Scotland. B pulled out of the parking space, and stopped at 
the gate exiting the parking lot, where we faced a roundabout. 
I was pointing to the right, gesturing the way out.

“No, look,” said Bucky, pointing left. “Sign says this way. 
We go on the right side at home, and now everything is on the 
wrong side, remember?”

I was dismayed to think it’s all going to be backwards!

* A h, irony.  See T he Rock s in Our Heads;  Driving the Stone Age III, 
“Friends & Stones.”

“Not backwards,” said Bucky, “Just on the wrong side. We 
still have to go right, but we have to go the wrong way ’round 
to do it. You’re the world’s best navigator, and we’re going to 
ace this right now. Lucky for me there’s just about no traffic 
here.” He pulled out into the circle, going the right way for 
Scotland, and he has done remarkably well. Only bumped a 
curb twice so far.

B says mostly he’s just following the traffic.
Our goal for Tuesday, being very sleepy, was only to find 

our B & B in Drumnadrochit. We stopped a couple of times 
for scones, books, maps, postcards, including a stop at 
Killiecrankie. We found our B & B run by Mathilda & André 
Van Loon. He is a former police officer, now a postal carrier. 
They have two Highland bulls, Ballock & Hamish (Boy & James). 
I cannot remember which one was the lighter & which the 
darker, but they were both babies. Mathilda gave me an 
apple to feed to Ballock and his drool was copious & like snail 
slime—I had a hard time washing it off. But she told me to 
not get close without her to watch, as their horns were sharp 
enough to really cut us if they turned their heads.

The Van Loons also have a little white terrier named Snow, 
who loves being petted & scratched. We had supper at a 
restaurant in Drumnadrochit—pricey for a casual place 
featuring Tennent’s Ale, but we enjoyed it nonetheless. We 
bought a bottle of Talisker whiskey, & so we plan each night to 
have a wee dram night cap. I’m drinking very little water, but 
making up with beer & whiskey!
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Day 3: Wednesday May 26, 1999—Corrimony, Clava, Learable Hill

Today we visited our f irst sites: Corrimony, Clava 
Cairns & Learable Hill. We were supposed to go to Temple 
Woods, according to our original plan, but it was too far away. 
Bucky substituted Learable Hill, which turned out to be a 
good choice.

Corrimony is a passage grave, out in the middle of a field. 
Bucky said “Nobody’s here. Everybody’s forgotten it.” That’s 
how it felt, as if time & people had passed it by, & everyone who 
knew someone who remembered someone who remembered 
someone who knew of Corrimony was long dead. It was in 
a quiet field by a small road used mainly by farmers. Very 
peaceful, but without any remnants of human souls lingering 
there.

New birds: oyster catcher (different from ours), and Pied 
Wagtail. Then we had to slow down for a cow & her calf, being 
escorted down the road by a farm couple. We weren’t sure 
if they—the animals—had escaped or if they were being 
relocated.

We drove along Loch Ness a couple of times. Our B & B was 
billed as “on the banks of Lock Ness,” which was a stretch. 
We were a good ways away. But even though I looked care-
fully I couldn’t find Nessie. Later in the night, coming home 
we stopped to look at Loch Ness in the moonlight. Beautiful.
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Balnuaran of Clava 

Back to the morning, & stop two—Clava Cairn. 
On the way from Corrimony to the Clava Cairns we 

encountered our first Scottish roadblock: a cow and calf being 
escorted down the middle of the country lane. B groused 
about how it’s going to take forever to get anywhere at this 
rate, but he was smiling.

We actually visited a specific site. The entire area is known 
as Clava Cairns, not the single site we saw, which had 3 
cairns. We didn’t think this place was like Chaco Canyon. No 
sacrifices or horrible things. Very peaceful, normal, part of 
life. Maybe that had something to do with the green pastoral 
setting. Not dramatic, just like home. The first cairn had a 
stone with cup marks. These marks appear on many monu-
ments scattered all around. No one knows what they signify.

Bucky thought the Clava Cairns we saw were the rich 
people’s cemetery: bigger, & with worked stones, much more 
impressive than Corrimony. The cairns were actually named 
the “Balnuaran of Clava.” The gate squeaked as we left. It was 
an interesting, even beautiful sound, out in the countryside. I 
tried to record it.

On the road to Nairn, we passed an unexcavated cairn. 
Neat! We then decided to be wild & drive up the coast to 
Learable Hill, after gassing up in Nairn near Kinbrake.































An unexcated cairn?
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Learable Hill

On the way, Bucky saw a hand-lettered sign posted on the 
side of the road, saying “The Psychic Fair.” So he says, “They 
already know you’re coming!”

Near Dunrobin Castle, I saw a sign alerting motorists to 
watch for elderly people crossing the road! There were two 
figures, male & female, bent over & walking with canes. We 
passed a beat up old building for sale for £65,000. Bucky says 
that’s where Hilary wants to have her restaurant.

A897 enroute to Learable Hill on a single carriageway with 
beautiful vistas. Barren hill tops, but grassy slopes & tons of 
sheep in the road. The babies were skittish, adults calm.

Learable Hill was definitely a Lucky Laura Wonder Tour, 
without Laura.* We were looking for a footbridge to cross the 
river, passing one which I thought was too soon. Eventually 
we stopped to ask someone for directions, someone other 
than the sheep that blocked the road every half a mile.

Jimmie told us he was the ghillie for Kildonan Lodge. 
(Later, I looked up the word in our Pocket Guide to Scottish 
Words, and found that a ghillie is a sportsman’s guide.)

* As this book is about Driving the Stone Age, and Laura has never been driving 
the Stone Age, the Wonder Tours do not appear in it. But Loie and I have had 
vacations other than those written about here. More than a few have been beach 
vacations with our friends, Laura included. 

On several occasions, we persuaded Laura to go on side trips to what we hoped 
were interesting destinations. For better or worse, all of these expeditions turned 
out to be much longer and less interesting than anticipated. Laura has always 
been a good sport about that, but “wondered why we were spending so much time 
and when we’d make it home.” Hence, with Loie and Bucky as leaders, we said we 
were on Lucky Laura Wonder Tours: they make you wonder why you did them.

He knew just where to take us, which naturally turned 
out to be the bridge we’d passed. He told us to take a look at 
the abandoned farmhouse, speaking a bit wistfully about its 
demise. We peeked in on the way down, and it was in a sorry 
state indeed, and harboring a distinct & strong odor. A few 
minutes later I determined the cause: a dead deer.

First we walked to the top of Learable Hill & found most 
of the circles & rows & cairns mentioned in the book. A very 
interesting site. The one was built way up. Why? We could 
get no sense of the people who lived there & built these things 
but they didn’t work the stones very much. The big standing 
stone was suppose to have a Christian cross carved on it, but 
we couldn’t see it. Bucky wanted to take a picture, but seeing 
as we didn’t have the rest of our lives to wait for the sun to 
come out, we went back down.

As we turned around to look at the stone again, there was 
a rainbow arching over, with its right end coming directly to 
the standing stone! We kept seeing the rainbow on & off for 
the next hour or so.

And a bazillion bunnies! Bigger than ours, and instead 
of cotton tails haphazardly glued on, longer tails with white 
fur running up the underside. Much neater looking, but just 
as jumpy as our group. Are these hares? We also saw a herd 
of domestic deer, again, not quite like our whitetails. Then, 
geese in the road: graylags! An oyster catcher was just sitting 
on the wall 10 feet from the car.
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Bannockbun Bar

We stopped for supper in the Bannockbun Bar—had a 
Scots supper—always comes with chips (fries), cucumber, 
tomato, lettuce. We had a nice chat with an older guy who is 
a cyclist. He & two other guys were doing the “End to End.” 
Land’s End to John of Groats, Scotland. He told us about 
a friend, guy, who holds the world’s record for fastest End 
to End. He did the whole thing in one day & 21 hours—45 
hours—YOW! Cornwall to JoG!

At 9:45 p.m., it was still quite light out outside. The sun 
had set, but it was twilight. It is only dark from 11ish to 1ish: 
midnight sun.

All clocks are on military time, even our car. Its digital 
radio showed BBC on the dial. Oh! And credit card confu-
sion! The Bank of Scotland doesn’t honor debit cards in its 
ATMs, so I had to go into the bank & use my credit card to get 
money, because, of course, I don’t know the PIN for my credit 
card. To top it, the Bank of Scotland, Drumnadrochit Branch, 
only open M, W, F! We finally got it straightened out (after 
a hilarious episode in the Bank of Scotland in Ft. Augustus, 
where they are totally flummoxed by an unsigned credit card).
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Day 4: Thursday May 27, 1999—Transfer to Harris

This morning we left right on time—11ish! Leaving the 
B & B, there was a crow which was standing in the road. He 
just wouldn’t move. B says too much whiskey the night before.

Our hostess at Kilmore gave us a tip. Use the Tourist Board 
to book only one night at the B & B until you get there, then 
add more nights as needed. This saves the 10% commission 
on the “extra” nights. We have a one-night booked for our 
next stop.

Skye is a very strange place. Wild, barren, empty. No one 
could live on much of it, too hard to make a living.

On the A87 road to Skye—a beautiful viewing spot—a val-
ley with mountains, heather, pine woods—lovely place. Loch 
Garry & Glen Garry.

As we drove on, starkly beautiful, no houses, one patch 
of logging trees. Big precipitous mountains, water running 
out of the mountains. The mountains seem to go straight up, 
snowy & misty on top. B’s theory is that clouds cap the areas, 
creating clannishness. Closed in, not open.

As we neared Uig (OOG), we also approached Loch Snizort 
Beag. Sounds like Tolkien!

And now, its 10:51 p.m., still twilight, B asleep & me not 
BECAUSE I drank coffee on the ferry. It was too cold & breezy 
to sit outside, and for most of the ride, not much to see. We 
had our supper on board—me, curried chicken over boiled 
white rice with sliced tomato & cucumber, and B, meat pie—
all for £10—much cheaper than our other meals & about of 
the same quality. The Brits couldn’t cook worth a damn 25 
years ago & they still can’t! Although I suppose we’re dealing 
with Scots, here.

Time for bed in our Harris B & B—Mrs. Shaw’s cottage at 

Kendebig (Ceann Dibig in Gaelic).
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Day 5: Friday, May 28, 1999—Around Harris to Callanish

We woke up to wind & rain—the wind had blown us in to 
Tarbert, and it was still blowing in the morning. Blowing isn’t 
really the correct word. Howling would be more accurate! 
Mrs. Shaw’s house overlooked water, rocks & sheep, which 
pretty much characterizes all of Harris. The landscape is 
very barren & rocky. I don’t think I could live here & be happy. 
Mrs. Shaw has been apologizing for the weather. B reassured 
her we were prepared and not expecting anything else but 
weather. She claims it’s the worst in years—torrential rains 
washed away her flower garden. B tells me, “I bet they tell that 
to all the tourists.”

So the day we had for Callanish was very rainy, but we 
decided to go anyway. The stones at Callanish were spectacu-
lar, but it was cold on account of the wind & the rain. We were 
warm enough, dressed as we were (I had on long johns, my 
Polartec shirt, my new Harris wool sweater, jacket, hat, mit-
tens), but by the end of the day we were completely drenched.

But I forgot—before we went to Callanish, we found Mr. 
McLeod, Mrs. Shaw’s brother. He lived a couple of miles away, 
a weaver. He showed us his shop, with the old looms. Now, of 
course, electric motors help work them. We had been think-
ing we might buy Harris tweed to take back and have tailored 
into something.

And this was funny. B was wearing his nice wool sweater 
with the cowl neck. He took it off to try on a sweater, and Mr. 
McLeod said, “Ye couldna sell this for more’n thirty pounds. 
Tares nae wool innat.” Compared to the sweaters and cloth 
samples he showed us, he was right. B’s must weigh half of 
what Mr. McLeod’s do!

I bought a sweater which his daughter had knit, and a 

tweed scarf he wove, for Aunt Dolores. We were a little disap-
pointed to find that his cloth, while beautiful, was relatively 
thin. That’s the new fashion. Then we drove all around the 
bottom part of Harris to see the island before we went to 
Callanish.

Bucky: “I’m seeing a wild, rocky barren landscape with 
storm-wracked clouds scudding low over the hills, and I think 
I should be seeing a kelpie coming up out of the sea & calling 
me home to its ocean bed. ‘Come with me. Come with me!’ ”

Enroute to Scadaby: cormonant.
“High estate” on Harris. Ardvay: southern most point of 

Harris.
Averaging 20 miles per hr. on eastern part of Harris. Still 

hoping to make it to Callanish.
Approaching southern tip of island saw lots of peat-cutting, 

chocolate brown, cut into neat blocks. I don’t know how they 
expect it to dry here.

Driving along Northton, water is tan/yellow—next—sandy 
beaches on west side—not a place to swim—couldn’t stand for 
wind! And cold. Golden beach, blue water—gorgeous & very 
cold.

Nearby a heather covered moorland.
Wind is howling & cold! Could barely stand up near 

California-type cliffs. Saw McLeod stone. A standing stone of 
unknown and perhaps doubtful age. But an interesting coin-
cidence of names. Also our 2 German B & B friends walking.











Peat drying. Very slowly.
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Callanish

Hiked up farmer’s hill to visit dilapidated, falling down 
ring. This was the beginning of getting soaked—no pictures, 
too rainy just then. We parked along the road, looking for a 
stone ring noted in Burl.* We were pretty sure it was at the 
top of the hill. But to get there, we had to climb over a fence 
and then sort of wade through a ditch. Then up the hill to 
a mostly ruined circle of few stones. Clouds lowering and 
scudding. Very atmospheric, but even more abandoned than 
Corrimony Cairn.

 Then back down the hill and on to Callanish. Quietly 
dramatic site on a point of land overlooking water. We visited 
Callanish sites 2 & 3 after Callanish. Slogged through peat 
bogs to 2 standing circles—can see Callanish very easily, 
visible from both of them. That’s a reason for coming to 
see these things—we would never have known they were so 
readily visible from each other, or that there were so many so 
close.

This was the occasion for the invention of a new phrase: 
“No good way.” We went downhill from one stone ring, trying 
to cut across to another. Could have walked back out to the 
road and along, but I guess we were being intrepid. At the 
bottom of the little hill, more watery boggy stuff, like at the 
farmer’s ditch. B went ahead, feeling his way, trying to step on 
tussocky high spots, and kept calling out, “No good way, no 
good way,” meaning the route he had picked was not a great 
success. Backtracking helped some, but not a lot!

I recorded no notes at Callanish because it was raining so 
hard. There are many stones still standing, near a brand new 

* A Guide to the Stone Circles of Britain, Ireland and Brittany. By Aubrey Burl.

visitor center. Callanish is still fairly open, though you aren’t 
supposed to walk inside the circle. It was built in several 
stages, over generations, and eventually fell into disuse. 
Farmers plowed through it, and some stones were carried off. 
Now it seems a bit lost, the stones look very old & weathered, 
but still magnificent. It was very startling to realize how vis-
ible the other circles are from Callanish (there was also the 
singing metal fence). Bucky wanted to go into the center of 
the circle, but he respected the wishes of the authorities.

Callanish had been nearly buried by peat buildup—this 
has now been cleared off. The lower parts of the standing 
stones are stained dark from being in peat.

All of the rings were out at the end of some ridge. One of 
the rings had 2 circles.

Then we went to Stornoway for supper. We stopped in a 
hotel bar and pub, and asked the bartender if anyone would 
mind if we ate even though soaking wet. “Are ye daft?” he 
said. We took that as a no, no one would mind.

I was worn out from the weather and the walking.
The drive back from Stornoway, most of which I slept 

through, was terrific. Bucky said rain sheeted down and the 
wind was howling. Afterwards, a couple of people commented 
on the ferocity of the storm. I know nothing about it!



On the top of the ridge, a far sighting of Callanish I, the main circle. The following are all of Callanish II and III.











Not our picture, but it is Callanish.
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Day 6: Saturday, May 29, 1999—Transfer to Thurso

Left Christina Shaw’s B & B enroute to Stornoway. Mrs. 
Shaw was very solicitous, very concerned that we should have 
a good time. Catching ferry from Ullapool to Scrabster.

On Saturday, still cloudy, breezy, cold, forecast was for 
clearing. When we were in Stornoway, getting ready to leave, 
we thought we’d try to get a B & B for the night, but we were led 
astray by the Scottish Tourist Board. The lady there told us she 
needed 20 minutes to book a room, which was cutting it too 
close for us to get back in line for the ferry. She assured us the 
office in Ullapool—our destination on the ferry, back on the 
mainland—would be open until 6 p.m., but in fact, it closed 
at 5 p.m., and we arrived at 5:05 p.m.! We cursed & decided to 
wing it, so we grabbed car supper & started along the coast to 
Scrabster, again passing through incredibly beautiful scenery. 
Huge mountains, bays, lochs w/ no reservations for B & B, or 
ferry for Orkney.

On our drive we passed through a stunningly beautiful 
green valley town named Elphin!

The air didn’t smell like anything at one rest stop. Perfectly 
clean, no smells at all. Quiet—just wind—no animals, people 
or machines. B said it must just have come down off a glacier, 
and had never been breathed. Then, driving on only a few 
minutes, the road went down a little hill into a tiny town, 
invisible from our stopping place.

We saw the “million dollar view”—just past Durness—the 
house was up on the hillside looking down into a cut into the 
sea & crashing blue & white waves on a sandy beach. Although 
we wondered what it was like to be there in the middle of 
winter.

“Road Liable to Subsidence.” I.e., “road might sink.” “It is 

advisable that parents assist young children in the toilets for 
we find they are having difficulty with the locks”—sign at 
Callanish visitor center.

Bucky was laughing really hard over the sign “Temporary 
Road Surface” as we were passing through a road repair 
stretch. Very polite, these Scots.

And then we happily found a B & B for the night, in Mrs. 
MacKenzie’s B & B castle by the bridge in Thurso. We saw her 
sign, pulled up, knocked on the door, and she gave us a very 
warm bed for the evening. Actually, she turned down the 
heat during the night. Our room was all in pinks and she had 
a little breakfast room overlooking her little garden. There 
were some Americans there—a couple from Arlington, & her 
folks from one of the Carolinas. They were also on their way 
to Orkney.



The place of no smells.
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Day 7: Sunday, May 30, 1999—Transfer to Orkney, Ring of Brodgar

First thing in the morning, we got our ferry tickets for 
Stromness with no problem. So while we waited for boarding 
time, we drove to Dunnet Head—the most northern spot 
in Britain. Mrs. McKenzie told us to look for the “always” 
sunny house on Dunnet Head, and she was absolutely right. 
Incredible.

Bucky stated his want to see a puffin.
Oops! Forgot! At night in Thurso, driving around look-

ing for a B & B, we passed a group of young men who were 
whooping & hollering & seeming pretty drunk. We ran into 
them again in the bar/lounge of the Pentland Hotel, where 
Mrs. McKenzie had sent us to get a bite to eat. One of them 
is getting married next week, so this was the stag party. Their 
goal was to have a drink in all 28 bars in Thurso!

The ferry ride was rough, to me. B of course was walking 
around, trying to see birds, fascinated by it all. Mostly gray 
water. Nearing Orkney, he made me go outside to see the Old 
Man of Hoy, a pillar of rock that erosion had separated from 
the seaside cliff.

(Called Craig & King from Stornoway—nice young fellow 
in bar who didn’t know anything about a black & tan).

Arrived in Stromness, Orkney around 2 p.m. Got to our 
B & B, Flotterston House, in Sandwick. Our hostess Mrs. 
Hourie. Pretty much immediately headed out for the Ring of 
Brodgar—beautiful sunny day. No rain. Saw curlews in field 
next to Brodgar. Lots of graffiti on the stones—I saw one as 
old as early 1800s. Then we drove to Dounby (DUNEBY) for 
supper—Smithfield Hotel (Every meal comes with peas & car-
rots & potato—usually “chips” & frequently onion rings, plus a 
small tomato). And the most incredible thin beers! Tennants, 

Millers, Bud! We can’t believe it!!
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About the Ring of Brodgar. This ring was very beautiful 
and we could walk all around the stones—they weren’t fenced 
off or restricted. Supposedly, there were originally 60 stones, 
but now fewer than a third are standing. These stones were 
placed close together—it must have been an impressive sight 
when it was new. Because we had such a beautiful day, of 
course, Bucky wanted to take photos, and had several other 
photographers to keep him company. We heard there was 
going to be a full moon, but that didn’t penetrate until it was 
too late to see it rise. But on the way back home after an early 
supper, we saw it in the eastern sky and said, oh, we have to 
go back to Brodgar!

 As the moon rose higher, it was breathtakingly beautiful, 
with all the luminous blues & pinks of the sky & the rich green 
grass below.

At sunset, a group of people came along, including a piper 
who walked part way around the circle and played his pipes.

9:30, & the sun hasn’t truly set.
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Day 8: Monday, May 31, 1999—Scara Brae, Marwick Head

Started our breakfast with kippers—delicious! Everything 
is big—the golden retriever on the St. Ola ferry, the white bull, 
the big horses (the one by the phone booth). Going to Skara 
Brae. Turns out the site is only two miles or so from our b&b.

Scara Brae was small, stones being covered with lichens 
since the site was uncovered. Photo with shells—House 8 @ 
Scara Brae—earlier village.

We had a nice chat with Leslie, a caretaker. He was full 
of opinions on popular culture, tidbits of Scara Brae his-
tory & lots of recommendations on local things to see & do. He 
showed us what might have been a drainage or sewage system, 
and pointed out markings on the beds & walls—he said one 
set was much like Maes Howe.

“Who’d be wantin’ t’buy beer in th’pubs?” he said, in 
answer to Bucky’s wondering why the choices in the pubs 
were so poor. “A gude glass a’beer ud cost y’thruppence t’brew 
yerself.” There’s something in that.

He also recommended Marwick Head as a place to see 
puffins, over near Kitchener Memorial Monument. So, off we 
went! 
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Stones of Stenness 

And, we did see puffins at Marwick Head! We had walked 
along the cliff seeing lots of razor bills, and as we walked 
along B said he thought the next stretch looked good for puf-
fins, and then he declared “I want to see puffins, and I haven’t 
got a lot of time!” Shades of his mother. 

We moved off the path a little closer to the cliff edge to scan 
the ledges below. There on a little ledge, a few feet below the 
top of the cliff, and only about fifteen feet further along, sat a 
puffin. And another flew in and landed beside it. They just sat 
there, waddling back & forth, looking at us. I thought there 
were more, but they turned out to be more razor bills.

Then on we went to the Stones of Stenness—not so many 
stones left, but still pretty neat. This site was very close to the 
Ring of Brodgar. There are two small lakes, and a narrow bit 
of land between them. Brodgar is at one end of the strip, and 
Stenness at the other.

Sheep were a l l  a round,  a nd 10 or  20 la mbs run-
ning & leaping & baa-ing. There was sheep poop & tufts of 
wool everywhere. I probably took more photos of the sheep 
than of the stones! While we were there, a tour group came 
along—one of the small local ones, Wildabout. The guide 
was spouting some New Age business about how in ancient 
times the priest or someone would address the folk from 
the ring & his voice would bounce off the stones, producing 
natural amplification & stereo sound. He promised that if 
they kept looking, one day they’d find a Stone Age computer.

Photo of me standing at the biggest stone, flanged at top. 
Stenness has a short stone with a crook in it. 
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Barnhouse

At 5 p.m. we drove to Kirkwall for supper—went to Bothy’s 
Bar. Bucky had beef he declared as good as Garvick’s! Except 
more or less ruined by gloppy canned gravy. We were tucked 
into a corner by a coal fire, with a tv showing “Feet of Flame”—
the Irish cloggers/dancers. Our little oval table was pitted 
shiny copper colored metal.

We decided we still had time and energy to find one more 
site before it got too dark—Barnhouse. This is a Neolithic 
village contemporary with Scara Brae & right next to Stenness. 
It is different from SB in that the houses were free standing. 
One of them had two hearths with a separating wall. B says 
this was the restaurant.

There was also a big structure, purpose unknown, which 
was quite large compared to other buildings, and it was a 
square with rounded corners.

Oh yea—on the way to the Barnhouse site, we took a pee 
break @ a bird viewing shed.

Structure 8 = largest known covered structure from 
Neolithic era. From Barnhouse, Stenness 100 yards over, 
Brodgar, one/two miles. Maes Howe is also nearby.

We talked about the oddity of all these things being so close. 
But I suppose we have churches on adjacent street corners.* 

* Fifteen years later, we learn that a new excavation is uncovering the largest 
Neolithic complex in the UK right there. See http://www.orkneyjar.com/
archaeology/nessofbrodgar/excavation-background-2/

http://www.orkneyjar.com/archaeology/nessofbrodgar/excavation-background-2/
http://www.orkneyjar.com/archaeology/nessofbrodgar/excavation-background-2/
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Day 9: Tuesday, June 1, 1999—Maes Howe, Unstan Tomb, The Jolly’s, Isbister

Even though we got a late start, we had a busy day. Since 
I’m writing this on the Wednesday ferry, I’m not using the 
tape recorder—might leave something out & have to come 
back.

Our first goal was to find Mrs. Brown in Yesnaby, in 
search of a sweater for Bucky. Mrs. Brown is a friend and 
recommendation of Mrs. Hourie’s. We found Yesnaby, but 
no Yesnaby Crafts, so we went on to Stromness to make 
our ferry reservation, figuring we’d find the place in the 
phone book. Instead, while I bought puffin postcards, Bucky 
checked out brochures, and in the Islander tourist paper, he 
found an ad for Yesnaby crafts, with a little map which led us 
right to Mrs. Brown’s house. There was a very fierce guard cat 
in the driveway. Black-faced with slitty, golden eyes, a white 
chest & medium length fur, it sat right in the middle of the 
driveway, glaring at us. Bucky crept the car right up to him, 
until he disappeared under the hood of the car. Only then did 
he scamper off. Bucky says that cat knew where the book of 
the black arts is buried!

Mrs. Brown came out and greeted us, limping a bit. She 
had broken her ankle in February, and wasn’t actively pro-
moting her business. She told us she had taken down the sign 
that was out on the larger road, so then we understood why 
she was difficult to find. We apologized for interrupting, but 
when she knew we had been recommended by Mrs. Hourie, 
Mrs. Brown insisted we come in and look around.

 Mrs. Brown sold us two sweaters—one for me & one for 
Aunt Dolores, at 30 & 37 pounds—each lovely, but not the sort 
of sweater Bucky wanted. He’s looking for a big heavy fisher-
man type.

From Mrs. Brown’s we went on to Maes Howe. With the 
start of the tourist season this past weekend, we are now see-
ing busloads of tourists & Maes Howe is a popular place with 
a small parking lot. We couldn’t find a place to park, so the 
ticket seller suggested we visit the Unstan tomb just down the 
road until the current crowd had finished its tour. An excel-
lent bit of advice, as it turned out.

There are two groups of people identified from this period 
by the way they built their tombs & made their pots. Unstan 
ware potters made stalled carn tombs, and this tomb was 
one of these, and one we’ve read about. The tomb was in back 
of someone’s house, fenced to keep out sheep. There was a 
metal grill closing the entrance, to keep out cats—a good idea 
because at the house there were three scaredy, slinky orange 
cats. I took a photo of a couple of them.

The tomb was quite interesting inside, and empty, as are 
most now—generally plundered or desecrated in earlier 
times. Luckily, there are almost certainly many more tombs 
to be found & studied.
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Maes Howe

We returned to Maes Howe & bought tickets, trying to race 
in between busloads because the tour is guided—you can’t go 
in on your own. We got caught up with a group of German 
tourists, which turned out to be okay, because we got more 
time in the tomb & heard some stuff twice.

Maes Howe is  simply stunning—beaut i fu l  stone-
work & filled with Viking graffiti—some of it quite amusing. 
There are certainly many stories associated with Maes Howe—
people have used it for many purposes over the years. Our 
guide was informative. I taped what I could of her talk. The 
guidebook says the door stone was designed to be closed 
from the inside, indicating the tomb was closed off for rituals 
or ceremonies, but open the rest of the time.









Ring of Brodgar

Maes HoweBarnhouse
Settlement

Stones of Stenness

Unstan Tomb

A marvelous area, with new discoveries since our visit in 1999.
A huge complex of building foundations has been discovered right on the Ness, the little peninsula 

between the lochs. See the Orkneyjar special pages. It puts Barnhouse to shame!
This area (including Skara Brae) was, unbeknownst to us, declared a UNESCO World heritage Site in 1999. 

While we were there!

http://www.orkneyjar.com/archaeology/nessofbrodgar/
http://whc.unesco.org/en/list/514
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Isbister: Tomb of the Eagles

After Maes Howe, we drove to Kirkwall, again in search 
of a sweater for Bucky and to visit the library. We looked 
in some shops, and Bucky found one with a sweater he 
sort of liked. We walked on to the library—looks like a 
Carnegie bldg—very familiar, with an automated catalog 
(Libris) & Internet access. When we left, we decided to go 
back & buy Bucky a sweater—but the shop owner had closed 5 
minutes early! Poopers!

We decided to drive on to Tomb of the Eagles, at the end 
of South Ronaldsay. Bucky was still keeping his eyes peeled 
for knitwear shops, and we saw a sign for one on the Craft 
Trail, in St. Margaret’s Hope. As it turned out, it was lucky 
that all our other attempts failed, because in the little shop 
we found a stunningly beautiful sweater for Bucky—it is 
undied & made by a local woman, Willa, designed by the shop 
owner, and knitted from rare breeds wool—old fashioned 
sheep re-introduced. The design is gorgeous, and the color 
looks just like the stones we’ve seen—a smashing color for 
Bucky.

The shopkeeper said she used to live in London, but she 
couldn’t go back to that way of life. Now, she says she rarely 
even goes to Stromess—it’s too far to go! We figure the drive 
is 30-40 minutes, tops. I also bought a small wool felt purse at 
her shop.

Then we drove on to the end of the island, to the Tomb of 
the Eagles. This was a most interesting place! The neolithic 
tomb & Bronze age house & midden are on private property. 
The owner of the property—Ronald Simison—found the 
tomb & brought it to the attention of an archeologist, who 
organized a dig. Then Mr. Simison built a small museum 

room onto his house!
When we arrived, we were greeted by Sky, a black & white 

farm dog of a type seen all other northern Scotland (the 
breed escapes me at the moment) but I think it’s a sheep herd-
ing dog.

A group of mountain climbers with ropes and jingling 
metal gear were unburdening themselves at their van as 
Bucky parked. And, curiously enough, a lushly bearded billy 
goat was hovering among the climbers, paying particular 
attention to an older gent of the party.

“Looks like you’ve made a friend,” said Bucky to the man.
“Oh, lifelong,” he replied. The climbers got themselves 

and their gear organised, and pulled off. The goat turned 
his attention to the strings and edges of Bucky’s rainjacket. I 
laughed, but Bucky said, “Careful, pal, watch it. That’s a little 
too friendly.”

The owner’s daughter was just coming home & she gave 
us our history lecture, walking us through some cases of 
artifacts found in & around the tomb. There were bones of 342 
individuals found, no complete skeleton. There was a perfectly 
made black button, ceremonial ax head & hatchets, and vari-
ous bits of pottery, beads, bones, etc., including several skulls. 
She claims that people died young, between ages 15 & 30. 
There was little tooth decay, but teeth were ground down, and 
many people suffered from arthritis & other diseases. People 
were about the same height as Bucky & I. The tomb had eagle 
claws, from the sea eagle, & supposedly, other tombs have 
remains of other animals. This leads to speculation that tribal 
totems were represented, but nobody knows.

Both father & daughter were characters. He told us stories 
about his cow with gas building up & so forth, so much enter-
tainment that we stayed late & nearly missed supper.
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But, not so—we hightailed it back to Kirkwall & back again 
to the Bothy Bar. I had a delicious supper of scallops, but they 
were odd in appearance, having a claw shaped attachment, 
half orange, half tan & delicious.

Yikes! I almost forgot to write about Bunny!
We made a special visit to Kirsten’s (Mrs. Hourie’s) mom’s 

seafood operation to meet Bunny! Her store is in Kirkwall—
Bunny is 7 months old or so, and a mix of Chihuahua and 
Jack Russell terrier. Her mother was the Chihuahua, and at 
first, they thought she had caught a bunny but then realized 
it was a puppy! And so, Bunny was her name. Bunny is very 
energetic, loves everyone, and gets plenty of treats—she 
was eating bacon when we arrived and carrying around a 
Styrofoam plate. She licked out my cup of chocolate—her 
whole face, right past the eyebrows, fit into the cup & these 
Scottish take away cups are small. I also met Tigger, who I 
think I forgot to mention—Kirsten’s dog, and one of her cats, 
who was too afraid to come to meet me.

http://www.jollyfish.co.uk/
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Day 10: Wednesday, June 2, 1999—Transfer to Mainland, Temple Stones

A driving day, to get from Scrabster to Inverurie, although 
we did manage to find one neat spot along the way. No kip-
pers on Wed. morning! Back in Thurso after the ferry, we 
stopped at the Safeway to get car lunch, including oat cakes 
and shortbread. Bucky got Silk Cut cigarettes. I also bought 
a Scotch egg—pretty good even cold. In the Safeway they 
had baloney-type lunchmeat with a round faced bear in the 
middle! This is not health food country.

At 1 p.m. we passed through Brora, and we were searching 
for a site called “the Mound,” which we did not find. I found 
some very sting-y nettles of some kind in the bushes by the 
side of a road—felt like bee stings.

Then came another Wonder Tour, trying to find the 
Templestones. Bucky started going door to door, looking for 
the 4-poster. Burl’s map didn’t seem to correspond exactly 
to the small lanes we were searching. Perhaps out of date. A 
kind lady on the next road explained where to go. It turned 
out that Caroline Dunnet had the stones in the horse pasture 
behind her house. Caroline had a big horse named Murphy, 
who was frightened by my camera flash, a very friendly young 
cat named Smoky, and an old (14 yr) dog named Toby. Castle 
Blervie is visible from her stones. The yellow bushy flowers 
are broom; something similar with prickles is gorse. And, 
stones EVERYWHERE. Impossible to tell which are ancient, 
which are more modern farming piles, and which are natural.

We had a long chat with Mrs. Dunnet. She told us groups 
from Findhorn came to worship at her Templestones. Bucky 
of course knew about Findhorn, a New Age commune where 
the organic gardeners talk to the fairy guardians of the crops, 
to encourage the plants.

“No,” said Mrs. Dunnett. “The people from Findhorn come 
here all the time, and they talk about the vibrations, but I 
don’t feel anything from the old things. And the animals 
don’t take any notice of them. Aren’t animals supposed to 
know about spirits and all? There are standing stones all 
around here. No one thinks anything of it.”

I asked if it was any trouble to have the stones in her yard?
“No, no,” said Mrs. Dunnett. “I enjoy it. People are very nice 

about asking to see them, and often they’re a bit of company 
when my husband’s away on business so much.”









Mrs. Dunnett’s Templestones.
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We drove on and passed through lots of lovely countryside. 
(P.S. the two castles near Mrs. Dunnet’s are supposedly from 
2 brothers who were rivals). Then—B said, “Where are all 
those whisky distilleries?” And bang! We saw signs for a half 
dozen. And there was a dog with a couple in the tea room in 
Nairn!

We had a l it t le trouble f inding our B &  B outside 
Kennethmont—poor directions from the Tourist Office, but 
eventually we found Fiona Grant planting flowers with the 
help of her mother. We drove back into Huntly for bar supper 
at…Cheers! And came home for sleep in our farm B & B.
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Day 11: Thursday, June 3, 1999—East Auquorthies, Castle Fraser, Sunhoney, Cullerlee

We set aside Thursday as our primary day for finding 
recumbent stone circles in Aberdeenshire. Thursday started 
out cold & rainy, but of course we went anyway! Our first site 
was East Auquorthies—we held off on seeing the stones near 
our B & B. A stone ring with a recumbent. There was a marker 
at this site, kept by the Gordon Council, & on the “Stones trail.” 
In later days, the site was named, meaning Field of Prayer.

The site is 4-5,000 years old; a lovely little circle up a hill, 
with 11 stones. As we walked up, completely bundled up, a 
jogging lady, dressed only in tshirt & shorts went tearing past 
us! She was cherry red from the cold & running like heck. At 
this site, the commentary on the marker speculated that the 
flankers to the recumbent may have symbolized the entrance 
to a tomb cairn.

I loved the color of these stones, and how they put red ones 
on one side of the ring, and gray on the other side.

“This was the artist colony,” said Bucky.
Just like Hovenweep.









The “recumbant” stone that gives this particular 
oddball type of circle its name. Its only recumbant 
in the sense that its not upright: the stone is still 
standing up, just, on its side.
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Castle Fraser stones & Sunhoney

Sunhoney, our second site, was near Castle Fraser, and a bit 
more difficult to find. We had neglected to buy a Landranger 
map for Aberdeenshire, as most of the sites we were seeking 
around Kennethmont are marked on the road atlas. But it 
turned out that Castle Fraser itself was closed for repairs, 
and no one was there to tell us where the stones were. And 
Sunhoney wasn’t marked on the atlas at all. The town of 
Kemnay had no Tourist Board store, and the newsagent’s 
shop had no Landranger maps!

But luck was with us. While Bucky searched fruitlessly for 
a map, I found a nice little coffee shop where, in addition to a 
good hot coffee, there was someone who knew both sites well, 
and gave us directions.

So we persisted, finding the Castle Fraser circle plus a pair 
of standing stones right next; however, since they were in 
a recently ploughed & manured field on a very wet day, we 
decided to view them from a distance! Interesting that these 
stones were being farmed around, despite the trouble it must 
have caused the farmer. I dropped our stone circles book in 
the farm lane there, but we wiped it off . No lasting harm 
done.

Site 3, Sunhoney, was a bit easier. Coffeeshop directions 
were good. And when we were almost there, there was a 
small, perhaps home made sign. At the farm house on the 
lane to the site, we knocked on the door and met a somewhat 
elderly lady who told us where the stones were and urged us 
on. Meanwhile, a big old sheepdog seemed to be telling us 
where to go, he kept heading in the direction of the stones, 
then coming back. Later on, someone in one of the shops 
commented about him—said he was always ready to greet 

and lead visitors.
Sunhoney was a nice circle—huge recumbent, though 

broken. I started a grouse on the way up.



As close as we got to the Castle Fraser Stones. Then we dropped Burl in the muck!



On to Sunhoney with our intrepid guide.















Here, the recumbant has fallen onto its side, and is truly lying down. But that’s not the way it was built.









A fond farewell to our faithful guide.
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Cullerlee 

From Sunhoney we went to Cullerlee, a site marked on 
our atlas map and well sign posted. This was later, prob-
ably Bronze Age. After the circle had been built, it was 
leveled & willow burned on it. Then cremations were done in 
several circles within the main circle.

We paid a visit to Archeolink*—still in development. 
Looks like it will be fun when going full blast. Already there 
is an Iron Age house living history exhibit up the hill from 
the visitor center. That reminded us of visiting other living 
history places we’ve been here in the U.S. Except the history 
in Scotland was ancient!

* Ah me. Seems it never did make the tourist revenue grade.

http://secretscotland.wordpress.com/2011/02/24/archeolink-vistor-attraction-set-to-close-in-2011/
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Loanhead of Daviot

Our last target for the day was the Loanhead of Daviot. 
It had a gigundo recumbent stone, frost fractured into two 
parts. This was one of the few sites we’ve seen on the main-
land that has any kind of view.*

“Brother Pete and Mark Peeling and I could have built 
Cullerlee,” said Bucky, “But this one took some work. These 
were the macho guys.”

By this time we were pretty burned out. Decided to skip 
Dyse, an add-on site not in our original plans. Tonight we 
had supper in a hotel in Inverurie. There was a huge family 
group who came in, having a wake for granny whose funeral 
had just ended. When we got home we met a lovely orange 
lover cat. B wouldn’t let the cat inside, not knowing if it was 
allowed.

Tomorrow we plan to see the North Stanes: “elfin,” accord-
ing to Burl.

* Since this trip, we’ve seen and read several places that the recumbent stones 
were set in very precise ways to allow the far northern moon to, at certain times of 
the year, be seen to skim along the top of the recumbant stone. What that might 
have meant to the builders is lost in the mists of time, but if true they spent a lot of 
time and effort creating the effect.
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Our hostess Mrs. Grant served a very nice English break-
fast. In addition to our toast we had a kind of biscuity bread, 
dripping with butter. Fuel for the outdoor life!

After breakfast, on Mrs. Grant’s advice, we walked along 
the road and up across a field to see her “nameless stanes.” 
(Our name for them, as they don’t appear in Burl and Mrs. 
Grant knows of no name for them.) An unexcavated, unre-
paired site. Obviously some farmer had been trying to remove 
it, as the stones from one whole side of the ring were pushed 
almost over to the other side. But just as obviously, the effort 
was too much, for the “other” side seemed mostly intact, or at 
least not pushed around. Quite interesting, with a fair sized 
recumbent stone, and a very definitely “shaped” flanker.

All the way up, and again back down, sheep were running 
from us, baaing like crazy. I think they scare themselves then 
each other.

Took our leave of Mrs. Grant and headed south to 
Edinburgh.



















Mrs. Grant’s house.
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Elfin (North) Stones & Midmar Kirk

We found the Guise Farm easily enough. But no one 
was around to help us find the North Stanes, except a very 
friendly black & white cat who wove around and around B’s 
legs, purring and drooling. That was no help. The weather 
was fine so we decided to explore.

(Mrs. Grant had told us her granny used to say that what-
ever the weather is on Friday, that will be the weather for the 
weekend. I said that’s probably true, unless Friday is sunny, in 
which case it doesn’t count.)

We walked all around the fields at the Elfin Stones farm, 
justifying our big breakfasts, but couldn’t find the elfin stone 
ring. We used our birding binoculars to scan farther fields 
with no luck. Perhaps “elfin” meant invisible? It was getting 
late in the morning, we needed to press on, so decided to 
throw in the towel on this circle—too bad!

Our last site was to be Midmar Kirk, which turned out to 
be lovely. It was an old circle in (or may have been relocated 
into) a churchyard! Well tended lawns and pretty plantings 
all around. Recumbent weighs 20 tons! A huge stone.
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Peebles

We had been discussing the merits of a city, as opposed to 
a country, location for our last bed and breakfast in Scotland.

I said that we’d been out in the country so long, maybe it 
would be a nice way to ease back into being home if we stayed 
in the city for our last few nights.*

“And maybe we’d find a pub that had some decent beer,” 
concurred Bucky.

So we stopped at the Tourist Board in Banchory to arrange 
for a B&B in Edinburgh. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said the clark, “But Edinburr isn’t acceptin’ 
any reservations atall. It’s the Rollin’ Stones, playin’ a concert 
there t’morruh night. There’s nought a thing t’be had.”

Bucky laughed, and slapped his thigh with his soft hat. 
“Rolling Stones, huh?” he said. “OK, we’ve seen enough stones 
for this trip.” So we decided, on the advice of the clark, to 
spend the remainder of our trip at the Dilkusha House in the 
town of Peebles.

At the Banchory car park there was a sign that said 
“Caution! Beware of Golf balls.” Terrifying!

* Without our realizing it at the time, this has become a System. It’s much easier 
to get to the airport from a city location than to drive one’s rental car from out in 
the country, without knowing how long the drive is going to take, or what con-
niptions are going to occur in returning the car.

So now we plan to stay in the city for a few days at the end of every trip.

















292

◀ Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands •  Day 13: Saturday, June 5, 1999—Rosslyn Chapel, Edinburgh

Day 13: Saturday, June 5, 1999—Rosslyn Chapel, Edinburgh

Sun in the morning, cloudy later
We woke up in the “princess” room @ Dilkusha House, 

Peebles, Scottish borders. Dilkusha means “Heart’s Delight.” 
The builder was a timber merchant who had connections to 
wood sources India. The dining room is paneled in Indian 
laurel. It is a gorgeous house.

The princess room—second floor, in a semi tower, looking 
over the little river into town. Canopy bed. Peebles is far 
enough south of Edinburgh to feel countrified. But proper—
no dogs are allowed in shops & restaurants here.

Last night we had supper in Peebles, at the Green Tree 
Restaurant & Bar. Then about the last of our wee drams—the 
Talisker is just about finished—lounging in the princess bed. 
This is luxury, and I don’t think it’s truly going to prepare us 
for going back to home life!

On the drive, Bucky saw Edinburgh Castle, and then, a 
rainbow!

Breakfast was Scottish full, with excellent kippers and 
French press coffee. 

We drove first to Roslin & Rosslyn Chapel—what a strange 
place!

Yo had insisted that even though it would break the Driving 
the Stone Age rule of visiting only neolithic sites, since she 
couldn’t go, we must visit Rosslyn Chapel for her, and see 
if the carvings really were of American plants, and if the 
Apprentice bust really was the Freemason’s Hiram. So we 
were prepared with binoculars and guidebooks to study the 
carvings of Rosslyn. Right away, just reading, we found curi-
ous coincidences.

The William Saint Claire who built the chapel was the son 

of the Earl of Orkney who supposedly went to America before 
Columbus, and we had just been in Orkney.

It’s supposedly from Roslin that the Templar treasure 
went to America and got buried under the Old Stone Mill in 
Newport, and we were there looking at that a few years ago.

And it was when we went to Mystery Hill that we bought 
the book about New England mysteries, and read in there for 
the first time about the Saint Claires going to America. 

We’re right in the thick of Yo’s world!
Back in the ’50s a sealant was put on the chapel to try to 

preserve it, but its actually eating away the stones. The chapel 
is roofed over in an attempt to allow it to dry out so that 
modern preservation methods can be applied. At first we 
were dismayed, because of course, no good photo ops with 
scaffolding in the way. But the bright side was that there was 
then an opportunity to view the upper portions & roof from 
the scaffold, up close, which was a special treat.

Bucky said we had “stone fever!”
While on the scaffolding, we stopped to read a sign that 

turned out to say, “You are in the path of bees. They have built 
a nest which is allowed to stay for conservation purposes. 
When leaving and returning, the bees fly past this sign.” That 
was a silly place to put the sign!

In the crypt at Rosslyn Chapel, I stamped my feet—
there was an excellent echo effect. We thought the arched 
roof & shape of the crypt was reminiscent of Maes Howe. In 
the side crypt there were some simple carvings—stars, crosses 
and such. But the chapel itself was wild—faces & carvings 
everywhere, and no repetitive designs. You could spend days 
examining it. We found the supposed aloe plants & maize, 
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but we didn’t think the maize looked like corn. We thought 
it looked like bundled up aloe leaves, or something like that. 
So Bucky’s theory is that they didn’t go to New England, they 
went to Mexico & brought back peyote!*

We think we found Hiram & some of his relatives—it was 
a bit hard to follow the directions in the text provided in the 
chapel. I took a photo of the Green Man.

Up on the scaffolding, we saw a couple of notices alerting 
us to the fact of a bee hive on the chapel, and that the bees’ 
flight path crossed over the scaffold walkway. A sign advised 
that if we were allergic to or nervous about bees, to turn back. 
Otherwise, if we just ignored the bees, they would go about 
their business & not bother us! That turned out to be the case.

At the roof line of the chapel, B spotted some letters spelling 
out St. Clair followed by some Hebrew letters, the meaning of 
which we don’t know. We got a good look at the faux crum-
bling wall that supposedly mimics the Temple of Jerusalem.

After Rosslyn, we planned to spend the afternoon in 
Edinburgh, originally thinking we’d take the bus. In the 
end we drove it, which turned out to be not too bad, because 
the roads in are straight to downtown. We parked in the St. 
James parking garage, which put us within walking distance 
of Princes St., the Golden Mile, Royal Mile, Edinburgh Castle 
and Greyfriar’s Bobby! He was much smaller than I expected, 
and of course I had to take a photo. We watched the guards 
march back & forth in front of Edinburgh Castle.

* Well, that might have been a f lippant remark at the time. The real outcome 
was that, for better or worse, the decorations alleged to have proved some kind 
of North American contact seemed to me to be Flamboyant Gothic corruptions 
of Medieval corruptions of Romanesque corruptions of classical Roman decora-
tions. I’m not the scholar here, But there’s always a simple explanation.

On the Royal Mile, we passed a shop selling Scottish prod-
ucts and especially clan tartan kilts. I wanted B to go in and 
get a kilt, but he was having none of it.

We passed Deacon Brodie’s Tavern—basis for the Dr. 
Jekyll & Mr. Hyde story. The tavern sold vegetarian hoagies! 
We walked past Advocate’s Close & Jackson Close—with 
“scourching” value! And spelled differently, on the other end!

We walked through a nicely kept bit of park near the Castle.
Then we plunged into the museum to see the prehistoric 

exhibit. That was both fascinating and frustrating. Way 
down in a kind of semi-basement, the rooms were obvi-
ously recently renovated. The cases were moodily lit. The 
signs for each case were white lettering on clear plastic—
almost impossible to read. The exhibit was organized 
according to types of objects: pottery in three cases, tools 
in another three or five. Decorative objects in yet more.

This system made it impossible to experience different—if 
there were—cultures or regional or chronological devel-
opments. Sometimes the cases with their glass shelves for 
objects and top lighting made it impossible to see objects 
on the lower shelves: shadows of the upper obscured the 
lower. Oh brother!

Still it was fun to see some of the things—axe heads, 
tooth jewelry, when we could actually see them. But what 
significance they might have—in terms of cultural devel-
opment—was totally lost.
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Day 14: Sunday, June 6, 1999—Goatstones, Hadrian’s Wall

Rain, clouds, cold—and off to see the Goatstones. With a 
drive through the Borders and a look at a stretch of Hadrian’s 
Wall.

We’ve decided Yo would love Scottish food: greasy, bland, 
salty.

We drove along the River Tweed, which also flows through 
Peebles—the Tweed Bridge is visible from our room. We walk 
across it to get to the High Street. Our trip to the Goatstones 
took us into England. We passed the Cheviot Hills—looked 
much like the Highlands.

We passed the farm where they grow green dinner mints 
and black jelly beans! Reached Bellingham about 12:30, plan-
ning to get our last Land Ranger map there. Unfortunately, 
the Tourist Office didn’t open ’til 1 p.m.! The Office was also 
the location of the public library. We decided to just wait 
until the Office opened, strolling through town and getting 
some cash. While we were getting our money at an ATM, 
four other people lined up and began chatting.

Clearly the town ATM is today’s community center. We 
walked on and found an interesting church with a couple of 
slab tombs—but nothing older than 1744 even though the 
church was established in 1180! One of the slabs had a nice 
death’s head on top. The other had a cherub on the inside of 
one support.
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The Goatstones

Eventually we got our map, and drove on. Found the 
Goatstones on Ravensheugh Crags. Quite a wild place, a 
long ridge overlooking a farming valley. A perfect Scottish 
sky, with clouds scudding along, shafts of sunlight breaking 
through, dramatic differences in the darkness and lightness 
of clouds. On our way onto the crag, we met a farmer driving 
a big tractor. We had a long chat with him. He said an archae-
ologist had told him the 4 poster builders of the Goatstones 
had been “pot people”—burying cremated remains in ceramic 
vessels. He said wild goats used to populate the crags. We saw 
hikers with a white Scottie walking along the edge of the 
crags, & of course, the ubiquitous sheep & sheep poop. Some 
of the dried sheep poop reminded me of some of the Rosalyn 
Chapel carvings!

We had long views, as promised, but we could also see rain 
coming & of course, it swept over us as we shortcutted our way 
down over the edge of the crags. We met the farmer again & he 
told us of another farmer who was plowing and overturned a 
stone which revealed a stone filled cist & a skeleton, which 
was taken away by the authorities. The farmer said the burial 
was in a dry place, and when the cist was opened, it looked as 
if it had been “built yesterday.”

He knew about banana wars & straight bananas, and said 
the Scottish breakfast was called an English breakfast in 
England! I asked to take his picture—he said he looked like a 
tramp, but he posed anyway.







These four stones are a supposedly Neolithic construction—about 4,000 years old. Bucky is not.

















323

◀ Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands •  Day 14: Sunday, June 6, 1999—Goatstones, Hadrian’s Wall

Hadrians Wall

Then we found Hadrians Wall! We parked & had car lunch 
overlooking the wall, but opted not to hike the ½ mile 
through rain & mud to put our hands on it—after all, it is 
not prehistoric! It was still pretty cool to see the remains. All 
along the route are commercial operations with activities for 
the kids—not what we were looking for on this trip.
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Returning to Peebles

On the 6318 road, returning to Peebles, 2 sheep & 2 lambs 
were running in front of the car—they wouldn’t get off, just 
kept running ahead of us. Then, we came upon a woman on 
horseback—she was plodding along on a big horse and she 
was wearing a neon green sign on her back: Caution! Horse 
and Rider. We took a photo of me in a stone arch by the edge 
of the River Eske.

We did some packing back at the B & B & completely lost 
track of time, so we weren’t able to get any supper—just as 
well because we weren’t very hungry. We stopped for a beer 
at Green Tree again, then went back to the Bridge Inn for 
another. The inn was crowded, no seats available so we stood 
at the bar & chatted with an old gent. Bucky asked him why it 
was the Borders, not the Border. The man said, “Well, there 
are two sides, aren’t there?” Bucky laughed like crazy and had 
to admit the truth of that. We wonder how often he gets to 
tease a tourist with that joke?

Later a hunchbacked blind man came in with his guide 
dog, who I got to pet. The dog got very excited, grabbed his 
leash in his mouth. Everyone in the bar seemed to know 
the guy—he was rather strange, in black leather, an earring, 
spiked hair.

A ver y  pleasa nt  sy nchronic it y  was  when we sat 
down & found two volumes of ancient monument sites, all 
recorded & detailed by a royal commission.
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Day 15: Monday, June 7, 1999—Return

We had kippers this morning which were quite tasty, had 
our photos taken in front of the fireplace, & I took a photo of 
Mr. and Mrs. Forbes.

Mr. Forbes gave Bucky a tour of Dilkusha House. There 
was a bar & a short hall that ran into a nook in the dining 
room—butler’s pantry.

B said the bar room was paneled in “gleaming blonde 
oak,” & that Mr. Forbes told him the dining room paneling 
was Indian laurel wood. They found Mrs. Forbes & I already 
in the dining room, talking about the history of the house.

It was built in 1897 by a timber merchant who was return-
ing from India, and the name Dilkusha meant “hearts desire” 
in Hindu. 

“This is just lovely,” I said. “You must feel very lucky to live 
here.” The Forbes’ both smiled proudly, delighted that their 
guests enjoyed the old house as much as they did.

Now, it’s 12:30 p.m. EST, we are finishing boarding our 
plain at Reykjavik, & about ready to taxi away. Iceland Air 
has a much more casual style—they make no boarding 
announcements, and people just get on the plane—they don’t 
board by rows. They also do not make much of any kind of 
fuss.

It’s raining in Iceland—B wonders if it will be raining at 
home! Will Gunther be dry?

•
The people we met were absolutely the most wonderful of 

any trip. We were constantly amazed at how helpful, even 
solicitous and just generally cheerful everyone was. And 
I’m sure we looked a mess most of the time, too: layered in 
sweaters & rain gear, soggy & often pretty dirty from slogging 

around fields and sheep pastures. But no one minded.
A wonderful trip.
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Art Matters

Loie was writing the regular column “Art Matters” for the Carroll 
County Times, sponsored by the Arts Council. For the June 25, 1999 
issue, she wrote…

Discovering some lost art from the Stone Age

We’ve just returned from Scotland, my husband and I, after 
two weeks of chasing 5,000-year-old stones. They are so old 
that their histories are forgotten, their builders unknown 
except for the meager physical detritus they left behind, 
other than the stones themselves. They left no writing we can 
discern, and so we try to piece together their culture from the 
only evidence we have.

Many thousands of years ago, people were painting and 
drawing in caves, Lascaux being the most famous, and 
creating masterful, exquisite works of art—or so we perceive 
them. The builders of magnificent standing stones on Orkney 
and in the Western Isles left no art that is recognizable to us. 
We modern folk imbue the stones with a patina of our own 
magic made of wishful thinking. The beauty of the Ring of 
Brodgar’s ruined architecture, we want to believe, must have 
been deliberate and conscious. We convince ourselves that 
such breathtaking stones, ones we pray to photograph on 
a rare clear night with a full moon rising, must have been 
conceived by artists, not stonemasons.

Northern Scotland is filled with stone monuments dating 
back 5 millennia, to Neolithic times. Farming was supersed-
ing a hunter gatherer society, and the stone age had not yet 
given way to the bronze. Wood was scarce, and no written 
record helps us see into the minds of these people. Elusive 

clues turn up, such as the hollowed out depressions in some 
of the stones, called “cup and ring marks.” The meaning of 
these mysterious (to us) marks is unclear. Language? Art? 
Signatures? Signs that say “This is the way to the best pasture 
land!”?

Archaeological work at some sites has turned up objects 
that tease us with suggestions but little information. The 
Tomb of the Eagles, on South Ronaldsay, Orkney, is on the 
property of an elderly man and his daughter. For a small 
fee, they show you their horde of findings and share their 
knowledge of the site—a mix of facts from an archaeological 
dig and their own opinions.

Two artifacts stand out. One is a polished black stone but-
ton, perfectly shaped and with holes not drilled through the 
center, but one hole curving through one side. Once attached 
to clothing one would see a smooth front to the button. The 
second object is a finely shaped stone ax head, with a lovely 
pattern in the grain. One look and you’re sure this object was 
never made to do real work. It is not possible that the people 
who made these wonderfully designed objects could have 
made no art.

A Neolithic settlement in Orkney, called Scara Brae, yields 
other ambiguous clues. Scara Brae is a community of stone 
houses, all separate but linked. Each house is laid out just 
like its neighbor’s, and each is furnished in stone with a 
bed, a dresser, storage space, a hearth. There is a tendency 
among some archaeologists to conclude that an artifact like 
a stone dresser must have been used ceremonially, to display 
objects reverentially—perhaps the skulls of ancestors. To our 
eyes, the dressers are instantly recognizable, and comforting, 

The Rocks in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands •  Afterword: Loie’s Art Matters
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because we still use them today, although they are made of 
wood. It is irresistible not to imagine a bunch of heather, a 
portrait, a piece of art, a special pot, and other favorite and 
daily objects of life displayed and stored for all the family to 
enjoy.

On the edge of one of the stone beds at Scara Brae, there 
are carved marks. Archaeologists suspect that the marks 
could be writing, decoration, even graffiti, but no one knows 
for certain. The meaning of the marks is separated from us by 
too much time for us to understand them without more clues. 
In Aberdeenshire on the northeast coast, enigmatic carved 
stone balls have been found. The balls have carved sections 
with repeated raised patterns in each section. One ball, held 
in the collections of the national Museum of Scotland, is deli-
cately carved with sinuous lines and circles. Like any piece of 
art that captivates the heart and mind so does this little ball 
Thomas drawing us in to its forgot in meaning.

In a book by Aubrey Burl on standing stones, he quotes 
an unnamed author who, perhaps, overly romanticizes the 
standing stones, yet I think captures well their undeniable 
attraction.

“The men who raised the stones have utterly vanished. Even 
their ghosts have gone…great hunters they were, and nature-
worshipers. The star circles they have made we have. And 
here and they are on the moorlands their confused forts and 
villages…these stone fingers…have a significance we shall 
never be able to understand, and a forgotten message we shall 
never read.”* 

* Burl lists “PSAN 5, 1911-12, 234-7” as one of the references for his entry on the 
Northumberland Three Kings Fourposter. That reference is to the Proceedings of 
the Society of Antiquaries in Newcastle-Upon-Tyne. Third Series. Vol. V. (January, 

1911, to December, 1912.) Edited By Robert Blair. Page 234 begins the paper ‘The 
Three Kings Of Denmark,’ Redesdale; presented by Mr. G. R. B. Spain. The paper 
ends with the text quoted by Burl and Loie, and especially includes the claim “I 
feel that these stone fingers the prehistoric men have left…” That text suggests the 
evocative quote was written by Mr. Spain himself. The Proceedings note that “Mr. 
Spain was thanked for his paper.”



347

◀ Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands  •  The Rocks in Our Heads: Too Much, Too Late

Too Much, Too Late

As we traveled through Scotland, and certainly by the time we 
were looking at recumbent stone circles around Kennethmont, 
Loie and I were sure we were too late.

“These things are too different, and too…I don’t know…too 
regional to be a beginning,” I said.

“That’s just what I was thinking,” said Loie. “Each area has its 
own style. It’s like they all found out about making stone circles, 
then invented their own versions.”

“Exactly! Or maybe there was a family business in each area that 
made a certain kind, or something. Like each area had a different 
Obelix.” Loie looked at me quizzically.

“You know, the menhir delivery man in the Asterix comics.”
“No, I don’t know Obelix,” she said. “But even still, why would one 

stone circle family do it one way, and another do it another way?”
“Oh, yeah, you’re right. That’s just one step back in an infinite 

regress. How did the differences get started?”
“They were already here,” said Loie. 
“You know what this makes me think of?” I said. “That little val-

ley, with the tops of the hills covered in fog.”
“Yes, exactly,” said Loie. We had been driving through the 

highlands, in what in Scotland passes for mountains, and low 
clouds or high fog had been shrouding the tops of the hills. And 
I use the word “shrouding” very deliberately. There was a dismal, 
closed in feeling about the little valley, with its steep slopes bare of 
trees, the dim light casting no shadows, the gray sky so close. We 
had remarked at the time it was a perfect place to get clannish, to 
feel cut off from whatever was beyond the laborious climb up the 
hillsides. Well, we had probably been making too much of it all, but 
the impression stuck with us.

“OK, so by the time these people started putting up stones, they 
already had local societies, with different ways of doing things. 
They were already…I don’t know…civilized?”

“Something like that, yes,” said Loie. But we agreed that even if 
we might not be seeing the beginnings of modernity, it was fun to 
explore, to meet people while exploring, and to see the old stones 
about which we had read for so long.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Obelix
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