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Tips

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: Saturday, July 2, 2005—Departure
We forget the holiday.

Day 2: Sunday, July 3, 2005—Arrival, Lost luggage, Barbecue at Amy’s
Family cooking.

Day 3: Monday, July 4 2005—Truckee Parade, Lake Donner Fireworks
A glorious Fourth.

Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes
All of them beautiful. Hair raising drive..

Day 5: Wednesday, July 6, 2005—Grimes Point, Stillwater Refuge
A bizarre display of…doodling?

Day 6: Thursday, July 7, 2005—Truckee, Sand Harbor
A lazty day around town.

Day 7: Friday, July 8, 2005—Moore’s Station, Henness Pass
The uplands—where snow banks bend trees.

The Rocks in Our Heads
 Ars gratia artis?
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Preparation

Preparation

Ever since Yo passed away the year before, my sister Amy had been 
asking us to come for a visit.

“Come for the Fourth of July,” she said during a phone conversa-
tion, “the fireworks at Lake Donner are incredible. I’ll get us tickets, 
and we’ll have a wild night.” It was time for a visit.

We hadn’t seen nephew Siggy in years. Of course I did research 
on places to visit near Floriston and Lake Tahoe. I turned up 
Grimes Point, Loie rented a house almost on Lake Tahoe, brother 
Pete, his wife Terrie and their daughter Alyssa agreed to join us, 
and we were off.
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Day 1: Saturday, July 2, 2005—Departure

Day 1: Saturday, July 2, 2005—Departure

Airborne, a litt le more than midway. We coworker 
donated to departure time with Pete & Terrie & arrived@their 
house@about 11 AM or a little earlier. Their car was packed 
full & required shifting to accommodate our bags. We pulled 
out@11:05 AM, 10 min. ahead of our schedule!

The Pennsylvania drive to BWI was zippy—we were 
approaching the 95 South exit on the Beltway at a little 
before noon. We were glad to have the extra time because 
all of the long-term lots were full. Two overf low lots were 
closed & abandoned. We had forgotten we were traveling on 
the Fourth of July weekend! We ended up parking in the daily 
garage for $10 a day versus $8 a day for long-term. Luckily, 
daily is closer to the airport & there’s only one pickup location 
in each of the 2 garages so the shuttle to the airport was quick. 
The “vacant space” system in the garage wasn’t working well. 
Green lights informed of the number of vacant spaces on 
each deck & each aisle had a sign that indicated FULL (in red) 
or the number of available spaces in green. Alas, although 
several aisles indicated there were a couple of vacant slots, 
cars were fully parked.

Attendants @ the airport noticed Terrie with a knee 
brace & cane & offered her a wheelchair, expedited security 
check & one family member to accompany her. She chose 
Alyssa. Southwest assigned seating A, B or C to passengers 
presumably based on when you check-in? We were A & in the 
1st group to board—no assigned seats. Terrie got to get on 
1st & so got 1st row bulkhead seats for the 3 of them.

 Minimalist service, but actually fairly comfortable seats—
leather like & much more cushioning than the United flight 
last week. A new plane, too. No first-class or business-class.

We changed planes in Vegas, not sure how long of a lay-
over—Terrie says 45 minutes. Bucky is sleeping after his 
“snack box”—Oreos, cheese nips & Honey Grahams. The flight 
is 5 hours & if they count our departure time as 2:15, that 
would put us in Vegas @ 7:15 EST—it’s 5:50 now, so another 90 
minutes or so. The flight from Vegas to Reno is short & Reno 
is 40 miles from Tahoe. Soon it will be time to adjust my 
watch!
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Day 2: Sunday, July 3, 2005—Arrival, Lost luggage, Barbecue at Amy’s

Flights went smoothly, until baggage pickup—my small 
wheelie guy didn’t come off the baggage belt. Scanty informa-
tion and unfulfilled promises followed, the 1st being that they 
would let us know if it came in that evening. At that point, 
after learning that Southwest does not track luggage, the 
possibilities for the location of my bag were: 1) still @ BWI; 
2) @ Vegas; 3) en route to Seattle; 4) on the tarmac @ Reno. 
The customer service lady said they’d been having lots of 
problems @ Vegas & seems to think that’s where it was. She 
said when it turned up, they would deliver it.

 The drive from Reno to Tahoe was uneventful—local 
maps worked well. The Safeway we had learned of from Amy 
was obvious. We stopped and spent $200, including wine and 
booze. Our Safeway discount card from home even worked!

We futzed & speculated about the bag’s whereabouts. We 
were also having problems with my phone card, which seemed 
to have been fixed after a call Saturday night to customs 
service—it worked Sunday morning. We got through to 
Southwest at the airport who told us the bag came in on the 
9:30 flight & was promised to be sent with the driver leaving at 
11 & taking a passenger to Incline. With that in mind & Alyssa’s 
headache feeling better, we went out for a while. 1st, for scenic 
views along the lake. Bucky & I had gone out early to see the 
lake & found there was to be a crafts show.

We all drove to Kings Beach & found it bumper-to-bumper 
due to the crafts show. Terrie, Alyssa & I got out & Bucky & Pete 
went home, promising to pick us up @ 1:30. We figured the 
bag would arrive between 12 & 1 Pete & Bucky had Bucky beers 
@ the house while waiting for the bag.





Terrie, Pete and Bucky discussing the awesome beauty of Lake Tahoe.
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Day 2: Sunday, July 3, 2005—Arrival, Lost luggage, Barbecue at Amy’s

Floriston

Alas, no bag arrived. They picked us up at the show, we all 
went home, I called, the bag would go out at 3:30, to arrive by 
5. Well, we were supposed to go to Amy’s house for a cookout. 
I was getting frustrated (we could leave a note on the door to 
leave the bag on the porch, but then Southwest had no liability 
if it disappeared). Bucky talked to the supervisor & in the end, 
we had them plan to deliver it to Amy’s house.

We left for Floriston & found there’s only one way into 
Floriston—through a culvert with a 1 lane road inside! 
Kinley, Paul, Kell & Tor were there. Amy had moldy salad 
ready & Bucky grilled chicken, burgers & steaks, mostly on 
pieces of mountain mahogany, an actual chaparral bush. We 
met Dennis & a neighbor. Pete, Alyssa & I walked with the 
boys down to the little park & railroad tracks. Amy’s house 
backs up to a stone mountain—1 big stone that would fit 
nicely @ Avebury had fallen and wedged itself in the ground 
at the end of her yard. We made plans for the 4th—meet at 
Amy’s.



Terrie and Kinley’s Paul enjoy snacks.



Amy and Bucky grill.



Alyssa relaxes.
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Day 3: Monday, July 4 2005—Truckee Parade, Lake Donner Fireworks

Day 3: Monday, July 4 2005—Truckee Parade, Lake Donner Fireworks

1st up was going to the Truckee Fourth of July parade—
meeting Amy 1st at the ranger station to lead us into 
Truckee & find a good parking place. Some ramps to town 
closed & we missed our turn & had to find our way back.

Truckee is California cute, as was the parade. 
 Before the parade began, we all took turns walking up 

truck ease main drag, which was full of spectators. Lots of 
food & coffee bars were open, but only a few shops. I bought 
some strange greenish tea that tasted of dill & had star fruit 
on top. When Bucky took Siggy walking, Siggy lead the tour.  
There may have been an ulterior motive involved—Siggy 
persuaded Bucky to buy him a cap pistol. They returned to 
our staked out watching spot, removed their hats during the 
playing of the national anthem, and the parade began.

The parade was very laid back, with long pauses between 
parade entries. Winners had already been decided! We 
saw two precision drill teams—one waving skis & the other 
waving power tools. I can’t remember all the parade entries—
one was the Burnese Mountain dog club. Loads of people 
walked by & said hi to Amy’s son Siggy—he seems to be well 
known amongst the locals. Siggy claimed he helped paint 
the Donner-Truckee Recreation Council Float.  There were 2 
bagpipe bands, mounted patrols, and several dance troops.

 One of the parade floats had an effigy made of balloons 
with waving arms & scary hair. Good balloon—burning man.

When we left the parade, we had to fit everyone, plus Siggy, 
the little red wagon & a couple of small chairs into the back 
of Terrie’s Big Red Machine. The only way to do it was to put 
Bucky & Siggy & the wagon in the back—luckily we didn’t have 
to go far. Siggy enjoyed the ride, & told Bucky it was illegal to 

ride in the back of the “truck.”





A “precision” ski drill team.
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Day 3: Monday, July 4 2005—Truckee Parade, Lake Donner Fireworks

Floriston

Back at Amy’s house we had time to hang out before going 
to Donner Lake for the fireworks. We had some lunch from 
leftovers from the day before & a visit, then down to the 
Truckee River for some sun & foot dabbling. Of course Amy 
dove in for a swim, then changed to a tiny bikini for bronz-
ing. Terrie, Pete & Alyssa had beach shoes that made walking 
in & near the water easier. We saw cliff swallows skimming 
the river & nesting under the bridge.

We snacked on Dungeness crabs before heading to Lake 
Donner. I fed Kit-Tae again, before hearing from Amy that 
she had barfed the night before. That is—the cat barfed. We 
also had a small garter snake visiting on the patio.
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Day 3: Monday, July 4 2005—Truckee Parade, Lake Donner Fireworks

Lake Donner Fireworks!

At the lake, the public area for fireworks was small, lim-
ited number of people with tickets. Sand for the beach was 
trucked in, according to Amy. Amy’s friend Alana had been 
there since 8 a.m. Why?? Amy’s friend Scott enlisted Bucky, 
Alyssa & I into a game of bocci. A young man named Jamon 
got into the game after a great toss & took Bucky’s place. 
Jamon & I beat Scott & Alyssa, though it was a nail biting cliff 
hanger—10 to 10 with a ball of each color near the squirrel.

 In all, we goofed around for 5 hours, doing what I don’t 
really know. But it was worth the wait, the fireworks were 
fabulous—1,200 shells. Bucky said it was too much, but it 
wasn’t—it was fantastic. The best thing was lying on the 
ground & the shells bursting right overhead & opening like 
a 3-D movie. Bucky did admit that the view of the bursting 
fireworks through the trees was beautiful.

 One purely Californian aspect was that we saw small 
moving lights in the high hills beside the lake. Amy—or 
someone—told us that there were spectators who had hiked 
up mountain trails to reach these vantage points.

After the fireworks was the normal mass exodus. We 
took our time—everyone was parked in a line trying to 
exit. The guys walked out to the parking lot and brought the 
cars around to the beach area. It turned out that Amy had 
dropped her keys somewhere, but luckily a search of the 
area she suspected contained her keys—in the dark, with a 
flashlight—was successful.

















After dark, we saw lights high on these hills. Spectators had hiked up to watch the show.
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Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes

Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes

We 5 spent the day together. We left the house at about 10 
a.m. for breakfast at the Log Cabin Café. They were a little 
dazed there—too much 4th of July?—but breakfast was fine. 
This was our day for driving around Lake Tahoe (an Indian 
name meaning “big waters”). We went south down the West 
side through Tahoe City. 1st stop was Sugar Point—the 
Ehrman Mansion. We walked out to the view in front of 
the mansion—a little swimming beach & a long pier. A lady 
there said when she was little you could see 100 feet down in 
the lake—it isn’t that clean now, but it looked that way to us! 
Terrie, Pete & Alyssa walked in the water up to their knees. 
I took some photos of a squirrel—finally identified using a 
book in the gift shop as a ground squirrel. We also identified 
incense cedar, using our own tree book.
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Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes

Emerald Bay

Our next stop was Emerald Bay—we thought we might 
try to see the falls, but the parking lot for the falls trail was 
so full we drove to the next scenic pullover. We met a nice 
Chihuahua type dog there & looked down on the only island 
in Tahoe Lake, right in the middle of the little bay. Mrs. 
McKnight had her teahouse built on the island—a 16ʹ x 16ʹ 
miniature house—to which she talk to guests several times a 
summer. We read and informational sign about the Indians 
who used the summer there, called Washoe. This was suppos-
edly a sacred place for them. Of course, it was truly gorgeous. 
On the verge of the parking lot there was an unusual plant 
Terrie later identified as “snow plant,” which is the 1st plant to 
bloom in spring, like crocus.

We saw at paddlewheel boat come into the bay. As we were 
driving away from the bay, the road narrowed, the sides 
dropped away, and we were driving on a knife like ridge. 
Terrie was so frightened she had to stop and make Pete drive. 
We were soon down off the ridge, and Bucky suggested that 
we go to Fallen Leaf Lake—we were trying to find the road to 
the 2nd waterfall. Darrell had recommended the lake from 
his Boy Scout leading days.
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Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes

Fallen Leaf Lake

So we turned off the main road around the lake, down 
a winding, narrow, bumpy little road that was still not 
Terrie’s favorite thing to do, but she was a good sport. We 
got closer & closer to the level of the lake & started seeing a 
few houses, then more, then lots! What at 1st promised to be 
a quiet recreational lake turned into a posh lakeside com-
munity, isolated. There was a store & a post office & when we 
got out to scout around, we discovered a small market & Café. 
Turned out that the food was great & we were able to buy a 
bottle ofPinot Noir that they opened for us. Bucky & Terrie 
had chocolate malts, Bucky had a fallen leaf burger (beef, 
ham, avocado, cheese) & I had an excellent chicken Caesar 
salad. Quite a find, thank you Darrell! All very casual, sitting 
at picnic tables on the deck, viewing the lake. Much like a 
beach concession stand.
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Day 4: Tuesday, July 5, 2005—Around Three Lakes

Spooner Lake

Our next stop was Spooner Lake—mergansers, Canada 
geese & their poop & a lizard plastered to a rock—walking just 
like a petroglyph! Spooner Lake was a bit marshy & balky & I 
spent a good bit of time along the lake trying to ID those 
mergansers.

On our way home we stopped to watch the sunset colors. Then 
dinner!
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Day 5: Wednesday, July 6, 2005—Grimes Point, Stillwater Refuge

Day 5: Wednesday, July 6, 2005—Grimes Point, Stillwater Refuge

11:37 on 80 E. leaving Tahoe.
 Our day to take a trip on our own. Our must see site 

was Grimes Point, in Nevada, to see petroglyphs. Because 
we were going into the desert, we bought a big jug of water 
to supplement our frozen bottles. As we drove away from 
California & into Nevada, it got hotter, drier, Bleecker. People 
live out here & buy expensive homes, we just can’t figure out 
why!

At Grimes point, we met Justine & Travis, a young couple 
who had visited the petroglyphs before, or at least Justine had. 
She was pointing out different figures she liked. It was very 
hot—over 98° with a cloudless sky. I was glad to have my hat 
on. The petroglyph trail is short & easy, with some interpreta-
tion signs for information. One of the more fascinating bits 
was the fact that 10—12,000 years ago, where we were standing 
had been under 400 feet of water! The entire basin had been a 
huge lake up to 700 feet deep. The mountains north of us had 
hills that showed earlier water depths. 7000 years ago, when 
Indians were pecking out those petroglyphs, the climate and 
typography was wetter & cooler; also marshy. According to 
the signs, it is believed that the petroglyphs were made along 
game trails, to ensure hunting success & were only allowed 
to be created by certain individuals & for a specific hunting 
purpose.

The figures were varied & some more hard to figure out 
what they could possibly have been. One looked like a space-
ship. The petroglyphs were made from about 5000 BC to 12 
or 1500 A.D. a broad range of time interestingly, there were 
cup marks at Grimes point & another site we visited on Friday 
on the Henness Trail (Mores Station ). Cup marks  are appar-

ently quite common worldwide.
Before we left, I took a photo of Bucky Justine & Travis & gave 

Travis my e-mail address. If he contacts me, I’ll try to send 
him the photo. A small sidelight—Travis told us that we 
were a mile or 2 from an Air Force base—home of the Blue 
Angels—and the jet planes flying or constant the whole time 
we were at the park.

(P.S. I learned how to point & shoot my digital camera on 
this trip.)
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Day 5: Wednesday, July 6, 2005—Grimes Point, Stillwater Refuge

Stillwater Refuge

After Grimes point, we decided to go to Stillwater Refuge. 
Bucky had read that in wet years there was some marsh, giv-
ing some sense of what the area once was like. Since this year 
has been wetter, we thought we’d give it a try. On the road 
in we saw a hawk on a pole—at first we thought it might be a 
golden eagle, but we decided not. We were not able to identify 
it—might have been a juvenile.

We found the refuge office—a little house with a 40-some-
thing lady all alone. She was originally from New England, 
but had been living on the desert for 18 years & was obviously 
still not acclimated! She talked about someday going back to 
New England or maybe to Alaska. She had a “closed” sign 
up & we decided she wanted to check out visitors before 
opening her door. She became increasingly animated as she 
realized we had some interest in the place. She was most 
appreciative of our having just been to Grimes point—she 
gave us a lot of information about the geological history, 
including a book about the Native Americans of the area. We 
made a $20 donation to the refuge.

Using the rotten map Bucky had gotten from the Truckee 
ranger, we drove & drove till we reached the refuge itself. It 
was a dry, baked salt flat! We saw some birds & we think we 
saw a black-jacket rabbit—looked like a little deer. But dry, 
dry, dry!

Finally, somewhere in the middle of the refuge—the place 
the refuge lady told us to visit—we found water & birds. Black 
necked stilts were new & we also saw avocets & white peli-
cans & white faced Ibis @ Goose Landing on Old Navy Cabin 
Road. Plus rails—maybe 2 kinds—with 4 chicks—little black 
balls of fluff. So in the end, there were a lot of waterbirds for 

so little water. We spent a fair amount of time at a couple of 
landings, then couldn’t find our way out! Eventually Bucky 
navigated us out using sun & instinct.

On the drive back, in Fallon we went through blowing 
drifts of milkweed- or dandelion-like seeds and Bucky con-
jectured cottonwood. Amy later concurred.

We took the back way home, stopping at Carson City 
for beef supper. After supper we sat at the bar which had 
poker & Keno computers built in. We arrived home late via 
50 & 28 ’round the northeast shore of Tahoe. We found that 
Terrie & Alyssa went horseback riding at Incline, but were 
disappointed by the experience.
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Day 6: Thursday, July 7, 2005—Truckee, Sand Harbor

We had hoped to get together with Amy today but she was 
being her usual elusive self & not calling. Pete & I decided to go 
out & do a bit of laundry while Bucky, Terrie & Alyssa stayed 
home in case Amy called. By the time we got back, it was all 
worked out. We would meet Amy in Truckee for lunch & shop-
ping & then maybe a mountain stream or Tahoe swim. So we 
went into Truckee to meet her at the train station. Amy was 
late. Bucky & Pete sat at the station to wait while we girls got 
a head start on shopping. When Amy finally arrived—some 
kind of car trouble—I’d already visited all the shops in which 
I was interested but 3. We had a nice lunch at the Pacific Crest 
restaurant next to the American Bar, opposite the place from 
which we watched the parade. Bucky and Siggy were pals, 
both had pizza. Then, more shopping. Bucky bought a new 
Indiana Jones Stetson & Alyssa bought a hat. Once we were all 
reassembled at the train station, I voted for Sand Harbor, so 
Amy & Sig took off & we went to the beach.

We arrived at around 4 and went to the side beach—Sand 
Harbor is tiny by Outer Banks standards, but it is incredibly 
beautiful. Alyssa, Bucky & I took a full plunge—cold at 1st but 
we got used to it. Terrie dabbled her feet. No one had packed 
Pete’s swim trunks, so he dabbled his feet as well. Canada 
geese were all over the beach & then along came Mama 
Merganser with 6 or 7 fluffy chicks. At one point they all got 
out on a rock & posed.
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Day 6: Thursday, July 7, 2005—Truckee, Sand Harbor

Lake Tahoe sunset viewing

On the way home we stopped for a sunset view & found 
another rock lizard.

Dinner was at the Old Range Steakhouse near our house. 
We saw the bottle of wine Kinley & Paul gave us for sale at 
the restaurant—$79 table price! We had plenty of delicious 
leftovers.
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Day 7: Friday, July 8, 2005—Moore’s Station, Henness Pass

We left the cabin at 11:03 a.m. (!), having given up waiting 
for Amy to call. Our trip meter was at about 440 miles at 
that point (started at about 70 miles). We left Pete & Terrie 
in charge of figuring out what to do with Amy if she called. 
While we delayed, Pete & Alyssa went out for a short kayak 
paddle—came back soaked to the knees. I went out for 
breakfast croissants & a map (which I couldn’t find) & to mail 
postcards.

Our plan for the day was the Henness Pass Driving Tour 
(part of it) & to be back by 6 p.m. Alyssa was “tired of scenery” 
so they opted out on this excursion. Luckily, we found a 
decent map at the Truckee Ranger Station, so we felt much 
better.

Our 1st stop was Moore’s Station. One man made it his 
mission in life to save the remnants of the Overland trails. 
At this stop on the tour, a boardwalk allowed visitors to walk 
past the locations of several buildings—the hotel, root cellar, 
etc. It’s in a beautiful location, and part of the original road 
was visible. We saw a Mountain Bluebird there, posing nicely 
for a photo. Next stop was Independence Intersection, spe-
cifically to see the old road crossing the new road. We tried 
to take a side trip up to “Lake of the Woods” but the road 
became too rough without four-wheel drive. We identified 
Lobb’s Buckwheat & Checkermallow on the side of the road.
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Jackson Meadow

Our final stop was the Henness Pass, at 6,920 feet, then on 
to car lunch at beautiful Jackson Meadow, now a reservoir. 
The lake was a miniature Lake Tahoe. It was very cool & breezy 
sitting in the shade lakeside, and a lovely way to enjoy lunch.
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Yuba Pass

Using the excellent map obtained at Truckee ranger sta-
tion, I navigated us home. We passed through Pete & Terrie 
Christmas trees—flat tiered branches—and pines covered 
with lime green lichen. Lots of dead/dying trees—beetles? And 
finally, nearing Yuba Pass on FSR 12, snow! We stopped & I 
scrambled up the hillside & made a couple of snowballs. We 
laughed when, a few minutes later, we drove past huge banks 
of snow right down to the road. The trees made a curve at 
their bases—pushed downward and out by snow before they 
curved back up again. Bucky stopped so we could take a 
picture of a big dead pine—unusual looking & the same tiered 
tree we’d seen, but smaller.















We assumed these tough survivors had their trunks bent by the snowbanks of many years.
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Back to Tahoe

Yuba Pass, at 6,701 feet, was the end of Route 12. We drove 
back down towards Truckee, eventually picking up 89. We 
pulled over at a scenic vista, and Bucky realized we’d been 
there before! Oh, brother! This was in Sierra Valley & we real-
ized we must have been here on our Driving Yo trip!

We got home by about 5:45 & then began our big scare. 
Unbeknownst to us, Pete had been having trouble breath-
ing & chest pressure. He looked very pale & uncomfortable. 
Terrie & Bucky urged him to go to a doctor or clinic, but 
he obviously did not want to. Finally, he said he would. 
Finding a clinic in the phone book was impossible, so Pete, 
Terrie & Alyssa drove to Tahoe City where they thought they’d 
seen a medical center. They finally ended up at a fire station, 
which turned out to be the right thing to do. The paramedics 
hauled Pete out of the car & took him to Truckee Hospital, 
where he was admitted. We began to think they’d have to 
extend their California state, & started getting together infor-
mation on flights and times. 

We had been trying to arrange a picnic and barbecue at 
Amy’s, but that of course got nixed by Pete’s troubles & Amy 
could not come down to our house. We had bought huge 
quantities of bratwurst and hamburger meat. So while the 
others were out at the hospital, Bucky decided to just go ahead 
and grill it. At least that way it wouldn’t spoil so quickly.

There was no charcoal in the house—he made a fire in the 
Weber grill with pieces of wood gathered in the yard and 
cooked the stuff. We ate very late—Terrie & Alyssa came back 
giving us the medical details.

As it turned out, Pete was released the next morning & we 
were all able to fly out. Bad news—the doctors thought Pete 

had indeed had a mild heart attack.
Compared to that, the good news was trivial, but I record 

it for posterity—Bucky’s al fresco grilling made good plane 
lunches the next day.

What a trip!
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The petroglyphs at Grimes Point were fascinating and as ambigu-
ous as any cup and ring marks. They were completely abstract. In 
Hawaii, and at sites in the Four Corners, we could readily identify 
at least human figures, and often animals. Grimes Point was in a 
class of its own. Squiggles, concentric circles, odd organic shapes, 
rows of strokes, lollipop figures, one or two of which might have 
been human representations were scattered around seemingly 
at random. A sign at the park told us the glyphs might have been 
pecked at hunting stands along game trails, although it cited no 
reason for the conjecture.

And at that rate, so what? What could these glyphs have meant? 
For all we could see, they might have been doodles pecked by bored 
hunters, or by the bored child apprentices of hunters. 

The Anasazi story glyphs in Mesa Verde—the cliff face that 
included the Whipping Kachina, seen on our Driving Yo trip of 
1997—at least had anthropomorphic figures and an organized 
design. At Grimes Point, we could see nothing of that kind. If 
indeed the Grimes Point makers had intended their marks to com-
municate, the meaning is now long gone.

But let’s not fool ourselves. When we saw the beautiful Paleolithic art 
in the Musée des Antiquités Nationales in Saint-Germain en Laye, it 
seemed to speak to us, of the power and beauty of the ancient animals, 
the grace of a human head. Did it? We have, really, no more idea of the 
meaning of that art for the Paleolithic peoples than we do of the Grimes 
Point petroglyphs. Ideas about the “meaning” of ancient art have been 
changing ever since it was first discovered. Any modern book about 
ancient art will say so, quite frankly, and admit we probably don’t, and 
probably never will, understand exactly what any piece of “art” meant 
to its makers and viewers.

Art for Some Other Reason?
Even to call prehistoric art “art” may cast a kind of connotative slant 
on the discussion of it. After all, what do we mean when we say the 
word, or identify one thing as “art” and another as “not art”? Go 
ahead, try discussing this with your friends, or even just pondering 
it your own mind for a while. “Art” is a slippery concept, and trying 
to impose it on prehistoric objects is at best optimistic and at its 
potential worst just completely chauvinistic. I confess to having no 
idea at all what the Grimes Pointers may have had in mind when 
making those marks. Or let’s say I have many ideas about what 
they might have meant, but no way to decide which possibility is 
more likely than the others. Decoration for the sake of beauty? Clan 
identifiers? Doodles?

Loie and I had seen so many kinds of art, stone arrangements 
and henges and hills that all this ancient stuff was becoming just a 
jumble. Its production spread over so many millenia, so much ter-
ritory and so many kinds of things there were no themes any more. 
There was cacophony. Each individual site or object seemed to have 
possible meanings, but taken all together…well, you can’t take it all 
together. At least I couldn’t. There was just too much stuff.

Forget the Art
It was sometime between our Driving the Stone Age III, in the fall 
of 2004, and our next Driving the Stone Age trip, in the Fall of 2005, 
that I discovered Gobekli Tepe. Well, of course I didn’t discover 
the place, that happened in 1963, although it wasn’t excavated 
until 1995. The following is from the Web site of the Deutsches 
Archäologisches Institut.

As early as 1963 Göbekli Tepe had been pinpointed as an archaeo-
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logical site in the course of a Turkish-American survey, and in 
1980 appeared Peter Benedict’s report on the mound. The full 
significance of the site, however, was not yet apparent. The flanks of 
the rise, strewn with large cut blocks of masonry as well as countless 
implements of chipped stone, certainly did not bring to mind an 
establishment from mankind’s earliest period of settlement, i.e. 
from the time the Paleolithic/Mesolithic hunters were first shifting to 
a sedentary life of farming. Only further investigation would reveal 
the special significance of this mound, which gradually rose layer 
upon layer like Schliemann’s Troy, but dates at least five thousand 
years earlier than the “City of Priam.”

The excavations of the Şanlıurfa Museum and the DAI in 
Istanbul begun in 1995 and since 2001 have continued in cooperation 
with the Orient-Abteilung of the German Archaeological Institute. 
The annual campaigns since 1995 have brought neither residences 
nor fortifications to light, but instead monumental and megalithic 
circular configurations previously unknown, beyond any shadow 
of a doubt religious in function. Monolithic pilasters, each weighing 
tons, were bound into a circle by segments of wall that enclosed 
them on the interior and the exterior as if to form a temenos. In the 
center, towering above all, stood a single pair of pillars. On these 
were large-scale reliefs of wild beasts: lions and bulls, wild boars, 
foxes and snakes. The sculpture provides a glimpse of a pictorial 
tongue [language], the meaning of which—like the overall signifi-
cance of the structures—will continue to stimulate much scholarly 
controversy.

What has now become clear is that the earliest architectural 
forms yet known were by no means small and unpretentious, but 
astoundingly monumental in character. It is only in the upper 
building levels at Göbekli Tepe that we see a transformation of these 
circular structures into much smaller forms, some constructed with 

quadrilateral plans as well.
This was a revelation like no other. What the Insitute’s site was 

saying is that 12,000 years ago (the megalithic parts of Gobekli 
Tepe are that old, yes), people who were not yet farmers were 
making megalithic structures in places that weren’t yet even towns. 
Dr. Klaus Schmidt, the director of the Deutsches Archäologisches 
Institut’s excavation, has said he feels, after exploring Gobekli Tepe 
for some years, that “First came the temple, then the city.” What you 
have to wonder, then, was why the temple? Especially before the city. 
This wasn’t just a revolution in thinking about chronology, it was a 
revolution in thinking about thinking.

If your society has become accustomed to building houses, lin-
ing wells with stone, making granaries and so forth, a temple might 
be a logical next step. Or at least an understandable one. The kivas 
Loie and I had seen in Aztec Ruins and Chaco Canyon seemed 
perfectly suited to those places.

Even Stonehenge, out on the plain as it is, makes sense as some 
kind of apotheosis of Four Posters and Recumbent Circles and 
Rings of Brogar and Callanish and some kind of “landscape”—in 
a very unnatural sense of the word—of barrows and cursuses. But 
how do you get from hide tents, even if, as at Terra Amata, they 
might have had stone rings to peg down the hides, and painted 
caves or rock scratching, to megaliths, seemingly in one go, with 
nothing in between? That’s just weird. It’s an immense leap of 
imagination. It’s mind boggling, if you ask me.

Maybe, in time, some interim forms will be found. There may 
well be built sites older than Gobekli Tepe waiting to be discovered. 
Maybe the chronology of Gobekli Tepe will be revised. But the 
more I saw pictures of and read about Gobekli Tepe on the Internet, 
the more I felt the oddity of it: carved megalithic temples seemingly 
springing full blown in the imaginations of hunter gatherers. What 



203The Rocks in our Heads, Interlude IV: TAhoe Lights  •  

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

The Rocks in Our Heads: Ars gratia artis?

were they thinking?

Or, How Were They Thinking?
It occurred to me that art and design might not be the salient 
point in all this investigation. Ancient art and design were, after 
all, a cacophony of quite possibly conflicting ideas. In researching 
our DtSA III, I had run across a suggestion that the proliferation 
of megaliths around the Gulf of Morbihan in Brittany may have 
been a response to rising sea levels: a cry for help to the gods, or an 
attempt to force back the sea by magic. Now, if that were true (and 
why not?) how could we ever know?

But one thing we had seen—or least knew about; Loie and I 
hadn’t yet been to the painted caves—was the great change from 
caves, or open air sites for art, to built Places. For a while I had 
thought this change had to do with “The Quick and the Dead.” That 
wasn’t really the case. What had incontrovertibly happened—at 
least, the one common thread running through all the welter of 
artistic production—was building. Making. Marking, yes, but with 
durable stone, artificially worked or propped up. Creating sacred or 
ritual or public Places. Making them, not finding them in nature.
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