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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.



Preparation Brouhahas
A long history of how this trip came to be.

Day 1: Wednesday, July 11—Departure
Loie’s packing preparation and our departure.

Day 2: Thursday, July 12—Arrival
Getting to Wiltshire and our somewhat disorganized first day. 

Rain.

Day 3: Friday, July 13—East Kennet, Salisbury
Disappointed in trying the Big Walk, we opt for the Salisbury 

Cathedral museum and environs. Teeming rain, clearing.

Day 4: Saturday July 14—the day of the Big Walk
We brave the weather and it works: a long hike around the 

Stonehenge landscape. Morning drizzle then cloudy.

Day 5: Sunday, July 15—The Megameet!
Scattering ashes of the Mothers and meeting with friends in 

Avebury. Dinner with T~ and P~. Sun!

Day 6: Monday, July 16—Drive to Wales
Caravaning with T~ & P. Stopping off at an ancient manor. 

Teeming rain, clearing.

Table of Contents: Week One—the UK

Day 7: Tuesday July 17—1st attempt at bluestone quarry/sacred well
Against all the odds, we try to visit Carn Meini in the Preseli 

Mountains. Repulsed by weather, we visit a stone circle and four 
Welsh cromlechs. Fret, cold; clearing in lower elevations.

Day 8: Wednesday, July 18—Failed at Spring Hunting!
Solva Woolen Mill to start. St. David’s cathedral. The long hike in 

the Preseli began well, but went downhill. Defeated by the Vertical 
Swamp, we nevertheless snatch victory from the jaws. Mostly clear, 
oddly enough.

Day 9: Thursday, July 19—Solva to Gatwick to Bordeaux to Puy l’Eveque
Transfer day.

See 2012-07 ~ DtSA XI Week Two (Puy L’Evque, Paris) “Megameet 
Blues” for the rest of this story.
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Preparation Brouhahas

This trip started a long time ago. I can’t now find the beginning 
posts, but in 2005 I was already discussing 2012 on the Modern 
Antiquarian Forum…

Re: whats the world coming to?
Nov 08, 2005, 00:43

Not at all. I’m very much in favor of preserving local traditions. 
Jimit and I have a campaign going to replace the proposed Morris 
dancing performance opening the London 2012 Olympics with The 
Cloggies. As many as can be rounded up. We’re meeting at the pub 
in Avebury to watch it on the TV. Or do I say telly, or is that affected? 
Everyone’s invited.

BuckyE
Re: Megameet Picnic

Jan 14, 2006, 16:39
Debating showing this to Loie... 

Re: Megameet Picnic
Jan 15, 2006, 18:28

Hi BuckyE!
Still dreaming of Gobekli Tepe :-) 
Jane

Re: Megameet Picnic
Jan 16, 2006, 01:00

I don’t guess there’s any chance the venue could be moved to 
Gobekli Tepe, huh? 

BuckyE
Re: Over your heads

Feb 04, 2006, 00:49
Guess I’ ll just have to wait for the London Olympics. 1,400 shin 

kickers immanentizing the eschaton! 

BuckyE
Re: Megameet Picnic

Aug 07, 2006, 14:24
“Oh, and concerning Saturday, no-one’s said yet how wonderfully 

nice everyone was...”
Absolutely!
Next meeting 2010 ? Have a heart, that’s only two years before the 

end of the world, it’ ll be a bit depressing. 
Nigel

Re: Megameet Picnic
Aug 11, 2006, 03:49

Well, Nigel, that’s only “the end of the world” *as we know it.* 
BuckyE

Re: Megameet Picnic
Aug 13, 2006, 07: youYou07

And since we’ll all be at the shin-kicking that will open the Oylmpics 
and incidentally immanentize the eschaton, I’ ll be looking forward to 
your translation. 

BuckyE

Of course we didn’t get to the 2006 Megameet. But we began talk-
ing with T~ and P~, TMA members, about adding a trip to Wales 
into the itinerary for 2012. 
From: Dolores
Sent: Saturday, July 02, 2011 2:03 AM
To: P~ 
Subject: Megameet + 2012
Hey P~ (and T~) -
We would very much like to come to the 2012 megameet if the stars 
align. One thing that would help us would be a solid date in advance. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Cloggies
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Cloggies
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One can fly to London at any time but finding an affordable flight 
means advance notice!
We are hoping to also add a “comfort” trip to Paris and so. of France in 
2012. We think we may break from 20 years of tradition and celebrate 
our 21st weddiing anniversary in Paris - it would be unbelievably cool 
if any of our UK mates wanted to join in the celebration - with you 
and T~ being top of the list. Of course with the Lovebunnies nothing is 
straightforward and we have 2 official wedding dates - May 17 and May 
19, but we count May 19 as the “real” date and in 2012 that happens to 
fall on a Saturday.
What do you think? Is anyone ready for a trip to Paris in 2012?
P.S. Turkey was fabulous. And I think Himself has nailed it: “It’s not 
about the stones. It’s about the people.”
Dolores (Loie) Maminski

From: P~
To: Loie
CC: Bucky
Subject: Re: Megameet + 2012
Date: Sat, 2 Jul 2011 13:43:35 +0100
Hi Loie and Bucky
Great to hear from you!
Nothing fixed date-wise yet for the 2012 Megameet but we’re pretty 
flexible and, in the past, I think we’ve had them in June, July and August. 
Why don’t you email us a couple of dates that are good for you and 
we’ll mention it at the Megameet in two weeks time - shouldn’t be too 
hard to firm up on it this year sometime.
 T~ and I are off down to the Meet on the 17th and then on to Wales 
for a few days after that. We were actually talking recently about visiting 
some of the French sites one day but failing that I have old friends in 
Paris who I haven’t seen for some time and it would be good to catch 
up with them as well. So... a trip to Paris/France is certainly a possibility.

Turkey really does sound fabulous and Bucky’s “It’s not about the stones. 
It’s about the people.” says it all.
All the best to you both.
P~
Date: Fri, 22 Jul 2011 08:28:57 +0100
Subject: Re: 2012 Megameet
From: P~
To: Loie
Hi Loie and Mr B.
Look like the 15th is fine. T~ and I are in the back of Wales with limited 
internet connection (great megaliths though). Just about to have a 
Welsh breakfast and then heading back to Chelmsford. Will email again 
when we’re back
P~
Went to the Prescelis yesterday and hiked up Gors Fawr, you must try 
this part of the world, some lovely stones.
T~ xxx

From: P~
To: Loie
Subject: 2012 Megameet
Date: Mon, 25 Jul 2011 05:08:05 +0100
Hi Bucky and Loie
Looks like 15 July for the 2012 Megameet is OK with most peeps so 
really hope you can make it next year.
T~ and I got back from Wales on Friday night after a really fantastic time 
there. T~ knows megalithic sites in Pembrokeshire pretty well but it’s all 
new to me. Last year she took me to Carreg Samson, Pentre Ifan and 
a couple of other places; this year to Foel Drygarn from where you can 
see Carn Meini (possible source of the Bluestones at Stonehenge) and 
a few other amazing places. We stayed at the Cambrian Inn in Solva 
which was (and still is to some extent) a little fishing village with three 
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pubs and several restaurants. Tried for the first time the only Welsh 
whiskey there is - Penderyn Single Malt – and was suitably impressed; in 
fact, a visit to their distillery is a distinct possibility next year Rolling on 
the floor laughing
Anyway, the reason for this long descriptive ramble is to suggest to you 
that if you fancy extending your stay after the Meet to include Wales, T~ 
and I would be only too happy to spend a couple of days showing you 
around. You’d probably need your own car, and I don’t know what sort 
of accommodation you like. The Cambrian Inn has two (four star) rooms 
which we found clean, comfortable and quiet, and the rate includes a 
massive Welsh breakfast (yes, Loie, same as English and Scottish but 
bigger!). All well worth the £65 we paid per room per night. There’s a 
good restaurant downstairs serving the usual, as well as Welsh lamb 
and locally caught crab. There’s also a small lounge, and a bar that 
sells Penderyn Winking smile ) Free Wi-Fi access in the lounge but not 
in the bedrooms (and there’s little or no mobile phone signal for miles 
around!). Anyway, let us know if you fancy it and we’ll get things going 
(sooner the better with the Olympics next year and the schools in South 
Wales breaking up on or around 20 July.
Best wishes to you both.
P~ and T~

A 2012 thread on TMA brought up an apparent sore point…
Deliberately conciliatory remarks

Mar 03, 2012, 07:10
…Anyhow, that’s me done on TMA for a while. I hate the way 

banned people and others turn up with changed names over and over 
and i just know I’ll be targeted if I continue. They’ve arrived early this 
year but they’ll be deprived of the annual megameet thread-wrecking 
fun this time as we won’t be advertising it on TMA. (Yes I know 
that’s inconsistent with “conciliatory remarks” but sod it, five times 
bitten over something as innocent as a megameet makes you bitter). 

Please be assured though I’m not anti “Moorland and Mountain 
Megalithomania” and all the good stuff it implies but equally I’m 
all in favour of developing a Code. One that says, Visitors, please 
respect and stay off the stones. Objecting to that on the grounds that 
it doesn’t fit with MMM is doing a disservice to the cause IMO. Call 
it a Visitors’ Code. That exempts MMM semi-pro exponents from it, 
and simply asks them to keep to it in very public places and everyone’s 
happy.

Re: Deliberately conciliatory remarks
Mar 23, 2012, 03:39

Nigel, my old walking in the rain pal, hang on, hang on. I’ve been 
away on projects and home responsibilities a long time, and am 
horrified to come back and read your last last paragraph. What’s this 
about the Megameet?

Loie and I have plane tickets, reservations, high hopes and great 
anticipations for seeing all of you this summer. We were under the 
impression the date was set last year, hoping to avoiding the crowds 
and complications expected of the Games and the Immanentization 
of the Eschaton, if anyone now remembers?

Please tell me that we haven’t made a mistake! I won’t, here and 
now, talk about our expected dates, just in case there might be a secret 
I’m supposed to keep, but please, please tell me our now chiseled in 
stone itinerary is not in vain, and that we can expect to see you and 
all our TMA friends on the date supposedly agreed on last year.

I was so expecting to have dozens of people standing me scrumpies 
in the Red Lion. While it teemed rain ourside.

Or, if things aren’t working out the way we thought, I suppose I 
could just demand all you squabbling children show up on our date 
and buy me scrumpy anyhow. Otherwise, you just wait until your 
Father gets home. That’s all I’m going to say. You Just Wait!

Yours truly,
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Your Mother Goddess in Unrecognizable Disguise (Having, if 
nothing else, at least still The Hair) 

Re: Deliberately conciliatory remarks

Mar 24, 2012, 07:34
Bucky…..
There has never been the least question of changing the date.
Not that you’ll know that for certain until you arrive, which should 

add a certain extra frisson to the trip. Say thank you. 

So that seemed sorted out. Somehow the Meet would go on, just 
not be discussed on TMA.

Just a couple months before the trip, I saw a post on TMA about a 
Youtube video, so went to look at it, and got caught up in the Youtube 
comments…

Love it [the video], especially as it’s pissed off the self righteous on 
TMA -

Guffaw. :)
pecsaetan

Thank you so much, i am sorry but what is “TMA”? :)
picturalia 

Don’t worry about them at all, mostly just an inbred group who 
are oh so tough behind their keyboards but have no substance in the 
flesh, not all of them i might add some there are actually nice people 
but have to fall in line with the few who control the place or they are 
hounded out.

They’ve a topic running on their forum at the moment all about 
your video, you should be honoured you’ve got under their skin. just 
for them i’ ll be climbing the hill Tuesday now and videoing it.

Backfire.com :)

pecsaetan 

The owner of TMA (the singer Julian Cope) has climbed the hill 
without permission, he’s also climbed on other ancient sites but they 
fail to mention that as they have no power over him, they just target 
people they deem weak, their actions have seen all the best people 
leave their forum and all that’s left (with a few exceptions) are trolls. 
take a look at the profile of the person who started that topic, he rarely 
contributes anything but does like to bully people, from a distance. ;)

pecsaetan

Ok, that’s interesting ^^ Well, i don’t like trolls, i know this kind of 
people, they have no life XD

You are right about the person who started the topic :)
Many thanks my friend ;)
picturalia 

Mmmh ok, thank you now i understand ^^
Well i saw this topic on their forum, well they are right, we don’t 

alowed to climb the mound, but some scientific people made many 
tunnels in it, and it’s not good for the mound also i think...

picturalia

You are very welcome, and if you ever find yourself around Avebury 
for the summer solstice come and join our friendly group, we can 
show you all the interesting things around the area that you may not 
have yet seen, or you could just join us to watch the sun come up. :)

pecsaetan

Many thanks, you are very kind :)
picturalia



The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age Xi: The megameet blues  •  Preparation brouhahas 8

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

How did you get permission to be on the Hill?
BuckyEdgett

Well, it’s my son who climb the Silbury Hill...to be honest with you, 
we had no permission.

It’s not allowed to climb it...
picturalia

Thank you, picturalia. So your son completely ignored the signs 
(shown in the video) requesting visitors not to climb the hill? Interesting.

BuckyEdgett 

Nice question Bucky, and good of you to call for the whole of TMA 
to rally and troll this video you coward, but let’s ignore Julian climb-
ing Silbury without permission shall we, along with the Stanton Drew 
stones, or doesn’t that count because he’s a self proclaimed arch druid 
who needs the cover shots to prop up a pathetic and failing career. ?

Stick to puddingstones megameets and old churches with your self 
righteous troll mates eh, there’s a good lad.

pecsaetan

It’s always good to interact with people who have different opinions. 
Thank you all for being honest and expressing yourself clearly and 
cogently. As picturalia says it’s not good for people to climb the mound, 
but there it is. People, including myself, often do things that might 
seem at the time not to be good, but then who knows what will turn 
out to be good, according to future analysis? Not me, that’s for sure!

If only you’d been so measured in your first post Bucky. ;)
You’re better than that mate, and better than the TMA trolls.
Fairs fair, and for coming back like a man i’ ll fore-go my trip up 

Silbury this year. :)

Geoff - Megadread - Pecsaetan. ;)
pecsaetan 

Dear Geoff/Megadread/Pecsaetan,
Okay, good. I’m sorry if this “communication-by-text” is some-

times confusing or unclear. I don’t claim to be the expert at it! At my 
age, face to face talking kind of stuff comes natural, but this typing is 
a bit daunting!

BuckyEdgett

I’m also sorry if previous posts seemed un-measured. Perhaps 
I was brusque by mistake. Apologies! As you know, I’ve posted on 
TMA for a long time, but as you probably don’t know have never got 
the hang --or perhaps my old brains just can’t encompass-- all the 

“handles,” the screen names. I’ve only ever signed on and posted as 
BuckyE, Bucky Edgett.

BuckyEdget

Darn this thing for limiting the posts! Anyhow, all I’ve ever been 
trying to do is figure out, as far as I can, why folks do as they do, 
respond as they do. So, thanks, my man for coming back and being 
straight with me. You’re OK. Or at least, I think so for now.

See you at the Megameet? Get up in my face and tell me who you 
are. I need remembery help! Seriously! Souveniers!

BuckyEdgett

Don’t sweat it Bucky, venting is good for the soul. :)
I don’t do megameets as i’m not welcome but if i did i’d happily 

buy you a pint or two, Takes a big heart to come back when you’re 
so under fire especially when you have the weight of certain TMA 
members scrutinising your every word as you no doubt will have now, 
good on you.
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CONTINUED BELOW.
pecsaetan
I used to post as megadread on TMA but got fed up with all the 

infighting so left before i was banned, funny that the troll named me 
over there when all he needed to do was link to mine and stubobs site 
at pecseatan.weebly dot com where there’s numerous pics of me along 
with a full on video of me on the front page for all to see, lol.

No grudges held here mate and apologies for the “coward” remark, 
i take it back.

Happy stone hunting.
Geoff.
pecsaetan 

Ah, I see, I’ve stumbled into a rumble! Or at least, the remains of 
one. Well, no harm done to me, so harm felt. We’ll close this thread 
as it now has little to do with the video. But thank you for kind words 
and an interesting site on Derbyshire. Very well done. Makes us want 
another trip!

Bucky Edgett

{This has been flagged as spam}
There’s an open invitation to ALL stoneheads who require a free 

Derbyshire guide, you drive, i lead the way to or point at interesting 
things as we pass them. ;)

pecsaetan in reply to BuckyEdgett

P~ suggested he make the side-trip an official event, and we 
responded with enthusiasm.
Subject: By the dram and by the bottle
From: P~
Date: Wed, Mar 07, 2012 3:33 pm
To: “Bucky Edgett”, “Dolores Maminski”, “ T~” 

Hi folks
You could maybe do Penderyn (it’s a bit of a detour) either on the way 
to Solva (if Loie’s driving) or on the way home (seem to remember also 
that you need to make an appointment). T~ isn’t driving so it’s out for us 
this time I’m afraid. They sell it at the Cambrian by the dram, and in St 
Davids by the bottle. Rolling on the floor laughing
Another thing (but it depends on you folks) I’m thinking about putting 
something along the following on The Heritage Trust website. Very 
much doubt if there’ll be any takers but there might be some knowl-
edgeable Stoneheads in the area that might come along for a drink and 
a natter. Won’t do it if you’re not happy with the idea though—and 
won’t be at all offended if you’d rather it didn’t go up. Please let me 
know.
P~

The Heritage Trust: 2012 Outreach Event
07/03/2012 in Dolmens, Events, Wales

[Photo] Carreg Samson © The Heritage Trust
The Heritage Trust will be holding an outreach event over three 

days from Monday evening, 16 July to Wednesday evening, 18 July. 
The theme this year will focus on the dolmens of the Pembrokeshire 
Coast, south-west Wales. Visits to Carreg Coetan Arthur, Carreg 
Samson and Pentre Ifan are planned. Time and weather permitting, 
a visit to Carn Menyn Carn, the possible source of the bluestones 
at Stonehenge, will also be included. The event is free, with some 
car-sharing facilities possibly available for those with limited mobility 
(contributions towards fuel appreciated). The event will begin with 
an evening drink at the Cambrian Inn in Solva, Pembrokeshire on 
Monday, 16 July and end with a dinner on 18 July (costs for both are 
not included in the event).

For further information and updates please follow The Heritage 
Trust: 2012 Outreach Event link on the Trust’s Forthcoming events 
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page or contact us at info@theheritagetrust.org

Our little jaunt with a couple of friends had been turned into an 
Event for the Public. As it turned out, no one else took up the offer. 

What had we stumbled into? As if this wasn’t enough, I also had 
this online conversation…

Dear Pete,
Hope you won’t mind my getting in personal touch after all this 

time. You probably don’t remember but back in 2004 (I think!) you 
very, very kindly took Loie and I, our friends Mary and Ed and Nigel 
and Jim on a wonderful surprise personal tour of Avebury. We have 
fond memories of that still!

Your name came up on some pages of Paul Devereaux’s and made 
me think of contacting you.* Here’s the long story...

Loie and I will be in Avebury this summer (July 13, 14 and 15) for the 
Modern Antiquarian’s Megameet (the 15th). Yes, we’re still in touch 
with them off and on, which I hope you won’t mind hearing. We’ve 
been back to Avebury/Silbury/Stonehenge several times over the years, 
done some exploring. ( http://lovebunnies.l...gthestonea.html (http://
lovebunnies.luckypro.biz/01_stuff/05_other/drivingthestonea.html) ).

This trip, we’re intrigued by the research turning up concerning 
the Stonehenge bluestones, and the “sacred springs” of Carn Menyn 
in Wales. In the course of researching that, and corresponding with 
Paul Deveraux, your name came up on some of his web pages. So 

* There was news on the Internet about an excavation at Stonehenge of “bluestone 
debittage,” and the locating of a new site in Wales whence some of the bluestones 
came. There was also news about Neolithically enhanced sacred springs below the 
site in Wales already known to have been the origin of some bluestones. Knowing 
that we were going to Wales, I had been in contact with, among others, Paul 
Deveraux about the exact location of the sacred springs. So if possible, I wanted to 
add them to our itinerary.

that reminded me I should, finally, after all this time, write to get back 
in touch, hoping you wouldn’t mind a request from a rank amateur 
stonehunter!

I wonder if you could recommend any outlying or overlooked sites 
we need to see in/around Avebury, or, for that matter, Stonehenge?

The 13th, weather permitting, Loie and I will take a walk in 
Amesbury, getting a larger orientation on the Stone/Woodhenge/
Avenue/Avon landscape. We then have a free day to explore more, 
then the Meet on the 15th. If you would be free either the 13th or 14th, 
we’d love to see you again and stand you to lunch or dinner!

And in the meantime, please tell me about anything you can think 
of we might not have seen in the area that we need to see!

Hoping all is well with you and yours, especially your lovely 
daugther we met so long ago, I remain,

Yours truly,
Bucky Edgett
Pete G has replied to a personal conversation entitled “Hello after 

years & a request!”.

Pete G said:
no, sorry.
while you sit around Avebury with your megameet buddies for the 

day, why not ask yourselves why the locals no longer join you?
The TMA crew have made many enemies in our village over 

the last 5 years and no one is willing to give you lot any more local 
information.

p
Well, that was something with which we never thought to be 

involved!
Except for the ancient old posts of 2005 and 2006, all of this 

poohbah was more or less going on simultaneously over the months 
leading up to the trip. I’ve collated all this Internet stuff here for pur-
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poses of historical remembery and in the process tried to get it down 
in more or less chronological order. But you, gentle reader, know 
that life is often a muddle. Eventually, after having made Loie aware 
of all this stuff, she said, “This is the trip of brouhahas.” In honor of 
that and our proposed Hunt for the Sacred Springs at the Site of the 
Bluestones, I named it The Megameet Blues.

There was some relief from the angst. We had some time ago 
bought the Standing With Stones video and book by Rupert Soskin. 
He had posted on TMA and we had a brief posting exchange about 
Gobekli Tepe. I wondered if we might be somewhere near him 
during our trip? Wouldn’t it be fun to take our book and DVD and 
have them autographed? That turned into a true bunch of business. 
Somewhere in the process of looking for a contact for Rupert, I 
learned that he was the son of Henry (Soskin) Lincoln, one of the 
authors of the Holy Blood, Holy Grail books so beloved by Yo. I had 
saved her copy of Henry Lincoln’s Key To The Sacred Pattern, and 
of course wondered if we were to meet Rupert, could we also meet 
Henry?
Subject: Re: Standing with Stones Contact: Autographs
From: Rupert Soskin 
Date: Thu, Jun 21, 2012 2:58 am
To: Bucky Edgett
Hi Bucky,
Forgive the late reply, been away for a bit.
What can I say? Thank you, I think you are flatteringly bonkers and of 
course we’ll sign your books! I will warn you in advance that my father 
has a bizarre practice of scribbling out his printed name when he signs a 
book. He strangely seems to feel that a name should only appear once 
on a page.
Apart from that, fantastic you got to Gobekli Tepe, it’s still on my wish 
list.
Best wishes

Rupert
Subject: RE: Standing with Stones Contact: Autographs

From: Bucky Edgett
Date: Thu, Jun 21, 2012 9:35 am
To: “Rupert Soskin”
Cc: “Dolores Maminski”
Dear Rupert,
Good to hear from you. Loie is serious about driving down to Rennes 
le Chateau to see at least your father to get my late mother’s book 
inscribed in her memory! It would be fitting. If we could also see you 
--you inveterate traveller-- to inscribe SWS that would be wonderful.
We will be in Puy L’Eveque Friday, July 20 through Wednesday, July 25. 
We have a previous engagement for, I believe, Sunday, July 22. (Loie will 
correct me if that’s the wrong date.) So is there any chance of seeing 
your father, and perhaps yourself, during that shortish week?
Of course the fallback position is to mail you SWS, and see your father 
in R le C. And in the meantime, if I didn’t before, here’s the link to our 
amateur photos of GT: http://lovebunnies.luckypro.biz/01_stuff/04_gal-
leries/2011-05_dtsa_x/drivingthestoneage_x.html
 Yours truly,
Bucky Edgett

By the time our trip rolled around, I had not heard back from 
Rupert. I had learned that Henry might be found in Rennes-le-
Chateau. We decided, at least partly on the basis of luggage weight, to 
forgo carrying his big heavy book to and meeting Rupert but to try 
finding Henry in Rennes-le-Chateau.

The week of the fourth we spent without power at Lake Drive.
“On June 29, 2012, a violent wind storm system—called a derecho—

advanced eastward across Indiana, Ohio, West Virginia, Virginia, 
the District of Columbia, Maryland, and in parts of New Jersey. It 
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produced hurricane force winds that gusted as high as 91 miles per 
hour in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Millions of people were left without 
power as trees snapped on power lines.”
We were two of the millions. We muddled through temperatures 

in the middle and upper nineties, gathering water from Leone Spring 
and the Peeling’s house. We did laundry and took showers at Loie’s 
Dad’s apartment. It was a mess, and power came back on only a week 
before we left.

Especially after that, ever optimistic, we laughed off the weather 
reports and forecasts from the UK…
From: P~ 
Date: Fri, Jul 06, 2012 8:57 am
To: Bucky
Cc: Loie, T~
That looks bad, but glad you’re powered up again.
Guess you’ve heard by now how bad the weather is here – the wettest 
June on record, with flooding already occurring in some parts of the 
country and a month’s amount of rain forecast to fall over the next 48 
hours (including East Anglia where we are). Just been looking at the 
news and it’s the position of the Jetstream this year – much further 
south than usual and bringing in a low pressure system from the 
continent. Don’t want to depress you guys but it looks like it’s set to 
stay that way for a few more weeks. That’s the bad news, but the good 
news is it’s not consistent – we were forecast rain here yesterday but it 
turned out to be a beautiful day. We took a walk down by the river to 
a meadow where there’s a herd of gypsy horses with their foals in tow. 
Then off to the nearby Fox and Raven for a swift pint and a bite to eat. 
Stayed that way all day and was lovely to sit outside in the evening. So 
don’t despair – can get a really nice day sandwiched between wet ones.

There were also about a hundred emails back and forth with Dana 
about several events being planned for our second week: seeing the 

Tour de France, a dinner being sponsored by the Americans in the 
Lot on the last night of the Souillac Jazz Festival, and all kinds of fun 
stuff.

Marie Françoise, our traditional B&B host in Paris, had emailed 
Loie back in the spring about finding a way for her granddaughter 
Lucile to come to the U.S. for a few weeks to “practice her English” 
in preparation for baccalaureate exams next year. Loie asked at 
work and Emily offered to host Lucile. It just happened that Lucile 
would be leaving Paris the day after we arrived at her grandmother’s 
apartment!

Luckily, I had worked on the buttons I was planning to take as 
hand-out mementos before our power went out.

I finished them up at Mark’s office while we were sweltering. (I 
also got us water while there a couple of times.) 

So this was turning out to be quite a trip!
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Day 1: Wednesday, July 11, 2012—Departure

I started choosing clothes to take on Monday night, and 
came home early on Tuesday, by 3, to begin packing. That 
went on slowly till about 8 pm and to the surprise of us both, 
everything fit into 2 large green suitcases, including my warm 
sweater and over half dozen pairs of shoes! We figured out how 
to use the TSA lock and put it on the suitcase with the bourbon. 
We decided to split warm and cold weather clothes between 
the two bags in case one went missing. Bucky stuffed the new 
knapsack and I packed the black cosmetic bag I bought a 
couple months ago. Light packing for us!

Bucky misunderstood our departure time from MDT, and 
was pleasantly surprised to learn we did not need to leave till 
10:30. That gave me time this morning to realize my travel pil-
lows were not packed and to decide to throw in one more pair 
of shoes and another top. We left at 10:45, had smooth driving, 
took the turnpike, arrived MDT (65 miles) at noon, parked 
in long term, quickly got a shuttle and were in the terminal 
by 12:20. Our bags, mercifully were about 45 pounds each, 
under the 50 pound limit. I had printed out boarding passes 
in advance for both legs and added our passport info. To my 
surprise our 2 bags were checked through all the way to LGW, 
so security was insanely stress-free. We then realized we had 
not locked the TSA lock! (which, by the way, was not on our 
bag upon arrival in Paris) so we have no idea what happened to 
it. After all that!

We had about an hour at MDT, enough for Bucky to have 
a smoke. The flight—2 seats each side—left on time and was 
uneventful. Charlotte (CLT) is much bigger nevertheless not 
a madhouse like IAD or even BWI. We do have a long layover 
here, arriving around 3:15 and not boarding till 5:40 for a 6:25 

(appears to be on time) departure. Again that gave Bucky time 
for a smoke, but the 2 flights and wait times are the only nega-
tive in flying out of MDT. 

It’s 5:05 and we’ve both presented our passports and boarding 
passes for verification. This seems so incredibly easy compared 
to big city airports! I think our plane has some empty seats, but 
the return Paris—PHL is looking pretty full.

Flights were smooth, no problems
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Day 2: Thursday, July 12, 2012—Arrival

We arrived at Gatwick on time, our luggage also came thru, 
and we got our car rental (an automatic) with no problem. 
Bucky almost immediately named it (him) “Truffle” because it 
was black VW Golf. He said, “It’s a Golf, and it’s black. Truffles 
are kind of like black golf balls.”

We couldn’t open the hatch door, so we asked a young man 
in a uniform for help. Though he worked for Avis, not Europcar, 
he walked over, slid his hand under the circle on the hatch and 
up it went! A nice car, with some power. It also had a Tom 
Tom that I’d rented with the car, which we named Tomboy for 
her soothing British voice. Getting out of LGW around 9 am 
turned out to be a snap. Both P~ and our B & B hostess had 
recommended we take the M4 only as far as Hungerford, X7, 
which we did. From LGW to X7 took 90 minutes. Once again 
we did not stop at Windsor Castle!

We stopped in Marlborough for a pee break and I went to 
the bookstore. I was not certain that TomTom was sufficient 
for getting around, and thought I might buy a new driving 
guide but Bucky dissuaded me. I did buy a small book on the 
Savernake forest which we passed through, more as a souvenir 
than anything as we didn’t plan to stop. Since we were too early 
to checkin and it was noonish, we decided to have pub lunch, 
and chose the Royal Oak on the High Street. This is where I 
dropped my already broken sunglasses and broke the other 
earpiece, making them usesless. 

A local at the bar was willing to tell us story after story about 
local characters who all turned out to be dead. He told us we 
could go to a neighboring town where milk is still delivered 
door to door in wagons pulled by Shire horses. I inquired 
about beer and got a list of 2 or 3 national brands. Later Bucky 

noticed the local character exclaiming about some local ale he 
was drinking. Bucky said, “OK, now maybe I’m remembering. 
We have to ask for ale, or porter or lager, or cider. Not just beer.”

After a bangers and mash lunch and ale, we went on an 
unsuccessful search for new sunglasses. Given the normal 
weather in the UK, sunglasses are not in high demand. We 
had a little trouble feeding the caisse automatique for park-
ing—trying to use Euro coins! Bucky forgot that before we left, 
he put our UK coins in a special pocket of his urban explorer, 
to be ready for arrival. So he mistakenly pulled out a baggie of 
Euro coins, and we didn’t even notice the difference! A helpful 
passerby corrected us.

We pushed on to the Old Forge, arriving around 1, and 
though there was a car out front and one in the little grassy, 
muddy car park, no one answered the door. Persistence paid 
off where a phone call to Laura F. failed and by hanging around 
for a bit, talking to a cat, we finally met the cleaning lady who 
was told we might be coming by early. She had just finished our 
room and we were able to move right in! We also formally met 
the first cat, Smudge, very nice and relaxed in his life.

Following our proven principle not to give in and sleep, we 
went right back out to find the East Kennett Long Barrow. 
Bucky had a basic idea of the location, but no map or detailed 
directions. Of course he drove to precisely the right farm 
location. (“I’m pretty sure it’s over there somewhere, just on 
the western edge of the village.”) He asked a painter (Pete, who 
had mixed feelings on ancient monuments) on a ladder who 
directed him to the house opposite, and that lady directed 
Bucky back to the house being painted to make his inquiry to 
the farm owner, Mrs. Alison (Ally) Jones. When she opened 
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the door, Bucky politely asked if we could see her barrow—but 
not the wheel barrow, the EKL barrow. That got a bit of a smile 
from her.

She said we could walk up behind the house through the 
field as there presently was no danger of us being trampled to 
death by her horses. Part of her directions were to “turn at the 
stinging nettles.”

But, should we come back another day, we must make sure 
to ask first: “This is a working farm.” She also asked us to move 
our car off her property, out of the way, before beginning the 
walk.

By the time we started it was spitting rain and the wind was 
picking up. We stopped at the bottom of a long path while 
passing a big piece of machinery. Bucky said it looked like a 
“starting gate,” for race horses. In the next field, past a fence, 
two horses were eating grass. 

“Oh, OK,” said Bucky. “That makes more sense. She was 
talking about horses and a working farm. Those aren’t horses 
for pulling plows. They’re riding horses. I was wondering how 
she thought we could be trampled by plowing horses.”

We walked along the side of the field the up the slope towards 
a huge overgrown mound. That was a bit disappointing because 
had it not been so, we could have had a spectacular view from 
the top. We walked all the way around, hoping for a way up 
through the tangles, but realized even if we reached the top the 
trees would block the view. We also realized that rushing to go 
out, we had forgotten to bring either camera or binoculars. Oh 
brother, jet lag!

So down we came. In the field along one side of the barrow, 
we saw a burrow. It was a huge hole, maybe a foot wide (?) and 
all around it was a spread-out pile of flint almost as wide as our 
bathroom floor. The flints were strange shapes, some of them 

looking like gnarled pieces of wood. 
As we walked down two young people came zipping past us 

on mountain bikes. I told Bucky that if those had been running 
horses, we could have been trampled by mistake! When we got 
back to Mrs. Jones’ lane, I noticed stone mushrooms along side 
of the lane. They were about two feet high. 

“They’re foundation stones,” said Bucky. “I don’t know what 
they’re called. But the thing is, instead of putting the founda-
tion on the ground, you put the storehouse or the barn up on 
these stones, and then the mice and rats can’t get over the little 
tops. It’s like when Dad had the pie pans on the strings for the 
hanging bird feeders, except in reverse.” I guess so.

We were parked in front of/near a church so we went in. 
There was a brochure of other area churches, and we decided to 
visit Berwick Bassett, a redundant. I needed a Scottish power 
nap so Bucky checked it out first—it was now teeming rain and 
chilly. Bucky returned and said it was worthwhile so we both 
went to see it. He had seen a sign for a path to the church as we 
drove in, then parked across from a big building while I took 
my nap. He said, “There’s an easy way to it.” We walked around 
a driveway or lane lined with stone mushrooms just like the 
ones we had seen at Ally’s farm. 

Bucky had found 2 scratch sundials. There was a medieval 
arch to the porch entrance and swallows were nesting in it, 
the floor was covered with bird poop. A sign on the door said, 
“Do not leave door open. Swallows nesting in the roof will 
fly in the church.” A few old elements remaining inside; two 
engraved burial slabs partially eclipsed by “modern” additions: 
the baptismal font and steps to the lecturn. Across from the 
church was a fine old half timbered farm house, according to 
the church brochure part of the original manor to which the 
church belonged.
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Time for supper, but no pubs open at until 6 or so. On to the 
ever open “Avebree” Red Lion.
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Day 3: Friday, July 13, 2012—East Kennet, Salisbury

Unbelievably, sunny in the morning! Since our arrival we’ve 
been told over and over that it had more or less been raining in 
the UK since March, to the point that crops were being ruined. 
But not this morning! I woke a little before the alarm, so there 
was plenty of time to make our 8:30 breakfast. There were at 
least 4 other guests, maybe 6. The ones we met were pleasant. 
Two we didn’t see were Americans off to a Crop Circle confer-
ence. We met Nula the white Scottie female dog and Archie, 
the black male Scottie. Archie would run to the half wooden 
door at the kitchen, throw his paws up on it, and bare his teeth, 
his tail wagging madly. We quickly understood that he was 
smiling! Licorice is the “shy” gray cat that sleeps in a basket 
on a counter on one side of the kitchen. Smudge, the cat who 
likes to be outdoors much of the time, tries to sneak into guest 
rooms to sleep on the beds! 

When we told her about yesterday’s excursion, Laura told us, 
“Always call Mrs. Jones ‘Ally,’ ” but didn’t say why!

We had a lovely hearty traditional English breakfast, then 
took some time to get stuff organized in our room (did not 
unpack). A few false starts—some fiddling with Tomboy, try-
ing to work out how to work her just right—and finally a 10:30 
departure. 



Showing that we at least began with good weather.
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Attempting the Stonehenge walk from Amesbury

We drove to Amesbury to find the tourist office and to 
find information on where our Amesbury circle walk began. 
Our sunny morning was rapidly turning gloomy and then 
really raining. We were directed to the library in a hexagonal 
building. It was modern with books face out, RFID checkout, 
computer access. It was also the tourist office and Bucky 
conducted some walk research with the help of the librarian. 
We asked for a bookstore for a driving mapbook and were 
directed to the A1 Motor store, and voila! Got a book, just in 
case Tomboy has trouble. 

We found the recreation park and the trail, but the trail was 
very wet and very muddy. As the next day’s weather forecast 
was for dry weather, we chose to postpone one day, hoping the 
trail would be drying out. Using a tourist brochure, we decided 
to go to Wilton House. We’d been there before but were after 
opening hours, so no tours. Using Tomboy to navigate to a 
specific location in an urban setting is the best use we found. 
What Tomboy didn’t know is that Wilton House is closed on 
Friday and Saturday!
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Salisbury: museum and cathedral

Our next choice was the archaeological museum in 
Salisbury; we’d also been there before but arrived right at 
closing and were able to wheedle our way in solely to see the 
Amesbury archer. It’s a nice little museum that gets some 
financial support through the lottery. This time, with plenty 
of time to wander through, we saw the Amesbury archer, his 
“companion,” now understood to be related but following him 
by a generation or two, and the Stonehenge archer killed with 
arrows, at least 6. There were other interesting displays. One 
was about the building of Stonehenge, and had a stone you 
could lift. It was supposedly one of the stone mauls they used 
to smooth the Stonehenge sarsens. It was a stone the size of a 
bowling ball in a case, with handles sticking out. Bucky just 
barely managed to lift it up; I couldn’t budge it!

One of my favorites was the Drainage Collection—things 
excavated from the ancient Salisbury sewer system!

The best exhibit was the Salisbury Giant, one of the few 
extant pageant giants, and his companion Hobnob. I bought a 
small book about the giant!

While I browsed in the bookstore/gift shop, Bucky sat out-
side on the aluminum chairs with a glorious blue sky view of 
Salisbury Cathedral. He spotted people high up on the tower, 
so we walked over at about 4 to find out how to get up the tower 
to the view. Alas, not only had the last tower tour occurred, but 
the Cathedral was closing soon. We walked into the cloisters 
and stumbled on an art exhibit of (mostly) torsos cast from 
Olympic athletes. 





On our first day, we had found the Flint Pile burrow and were struck by the odd shapes of the flint nodules, and their interesting inner 
colors. So although we had seen walls like this before without remarking on them, this time the flints caught our eye.



















Sunny. Today.
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Salisbury Cathedral Close and a new friend

At a bit past 4, we had about an hour in the car park and at 
least 2 hours until Ebbesbourne pub opened (if its hours were 
like most pubs). So we decided to just stroll leisurely around 
the Close, and enjoy some sun. We crossed the green diago-
nally to the other side of the Close. Bucky spotted a seemingly 
medieval archway (a pair, actually) on a house, just after we’d 
passed a big house with flint blocks and stone mushrooms in 
the yard.

Just a few seconds after Bucky noticed the arch we encoun-
tered an elderly lady walking toward us along the sidewalk. I 
decided to ask her about the mushrooms. She knew nothing 
of those, but it turned out she lived in the house with the 
arch. She affirmed the arches were medieval and claimed the 
house had been occupied by the builder/organizer of Salisbury 
Cathedral. She said it was 1,200 years old and that the house, 
though some modern adaptations had occurred, was original.* 
When we introduced ourselves and I asked her name she said 
(we were both sure) Ann Osborne Smith, but at our leaving she 
wrote “Ann Smyth-Osbourne” in my travel diary. We chatted a 
bit outside and she apologized for not inviting us in, just back 
from Derbyshire (?) and the house a mess. But then she asked 
us to just look inside, then we were in the hall, then in another 
room, then upstairs to see the beams in the ceiling.

Her husband had died recently at 97, they’d moved from 
Cornwall to this house about 20 years ago, to be close to their 
son who was in the Army and works in London—very busy 

* Perhaps we misunderstood, or she was a bit shaky in her dating. “1,200 years old” 
would put the building date in 812 ad. “Built in 1200” would be more like it, and 
astounding if true.

now because “terrorist attacks” are anticipated.
It was a funny little house with 2 sides—small and big at the 

same time. New rail going up the 2nd f loor and stone steps 
replaced with wood. Ann gave us her name and address and 
we gave her ours.

We felt she was lonely and perhaps getting forgetful (asked 
us several times when we would leave the UK). Her doorbell 
rang twice—she heard that with no problems (and did not 
wear glasses) and she said that was her friend, giving her the 
two-ring-this-is-me signal.

Ginny (Virginia) may have been surprised to hear Ann had 
“guests visiting from America” but as we chatted she seemed 
fine with our surprise appearance.

We felt a bit worried about her, that she was so trusting of 
total strangers. On the other hand, she is quite charming and 
elderly. She got this far in life!

By the time we said our goodbyes it was a bit after 5 and our 
time ticket was running out for the car park. Short walk back, 
no ticket. Tomboy on to Ebbesbourne Wake. Off we went. 
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Ebbesbourne Wake and sun dials

Tomboy is very good for navigating out of cities. So we made 
good time to the Horseshoe Inn, arrived before their opening 
of 6:30. As we drove into town, Bucky had spotted a church 
tower, so we went in search of it until we could get our longed 
for Cumberland bangers and mash.

Ebbesbourne Wake is in a tiny river valley, and we were driv-
ing up and down several tiny roads. Found the place to see the 
tower, but found no way to get to it. We stopped to ask a couple 
walking their dogs and they said, “Go a little further, turn left, 
stop into the car park, go through the turn gate and follow the 
path to the church.” The car park was a small fenced field with 
garbage and recycling bins. Sheared sheep stood on the other 
side of the fence. Something overwhelmingly fragrant along 
the path–flowering trees?

Short walk to the church, modern graves, Romanesque 
church, open! No swallows in the vestibule. A wooden paddle 
with info, but no printed info sheets. Church goes back quite a 
way–still in use. Scratch sundial outside. I took photos of the 
paddle but I fear blurry. St. John’s?*

* Good memory. Photos of the paddle show “St. John the Baptist,” with a Norman 
font of about 1224, major reconstruction in 1652.
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An old friend turns crocthety

On to the now open Horseshoe Inn—no Cumberland sau-
sages, no mashed potatoes! But more stone mushrooms in the 
parking lot! Same screwball owner—this time he told us with 
a son in Clinton, North Carolina. Started with a shared trout 
paté and salad appetizer. Then B had faggots (minced pork 
offal meatballs), me, venison and steak pie. Our meals came 
with potatoes and a family-style dish of vegetable full: turnip 
mash, broccoli, carrots, cabbage white and red, caulif lower, 
tiny green beans. Really quite good, but not our longed-for 
bangers and mash.

Cider (local, cloudy, 65% ABV), Otter Bitter Ale, Palmer 
Copper ale. Then, to finish the day, Famous Grouse (1992) malt 
whiskey—double shot and water.

Teeming raining, f looding! 8:30 pm. People were talking 
about so-and-so who had to turn back on their way into town. 
We opted to take a different way out, and still had to drive thru 
a long bit of road that was mostly under water, but not deeply 
so.*

* Loie will have to corroborate, but I think maybe we’ve had enough visits to the 
Horseshoe Inn. This time, the owner was teasing us about not knowing Clinton, 
NC and made Loie put away her notebook computer when she was trying to take 
trip notes.

A man sitting at a table in our room said the owner thinks electronic stuff inter-
feres with conversation and so on. Maybe so, but on the other hand, no one came 
in and struck up any conversation with us. Perhaps just a bit too eccentric to be fun. 
Or just a slow night in the teeming rain?







The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age Xi: The megameet blues  •  Day 4: Saturday, July 14, 2012—The Big Walk 108

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

Day 4: Saturday July 14, 2012—The Big Walk

We’d decided this would be the day of the big Amesbury 
Stonehenge circle walk come rain, shine or typhoon. 
Accordingly, we had asked for an 8 a.m. breakfast to give 
ourselves the earliest start possible. For us. At breakfast we met 
the “other Americans who came for the Crop Circle conference 
in Marlborough.” He claimed to be an ex-shuttle scientist, 
and was clearly Henry Lincoln-like in his obsession with crop 
circles. His wife kept her back to us and when Bucky tried to 
engage her in pleasant conversation she replied tersely then 
excused herself. Clearly she was not thrilled with the vacation 
plans.

He showed us interesting photos on his laptop, supposingly 
taken the day before by a woman from a little spotting plane. 
The photos showed a round tan circle with two white hexago-
nal shapes casting shadows, on the inside perimeter of the ring. 
On the ground there was no evidence of these figures. Turns 
out that lady’s book is for sale at our B&B.

In our car park, as I was backing and forthing before depar-
ture, Bucky noticed dozens of beautiful little snails on the 
plants around the parking area.

It took us till about 9:45 to actually leave our inn’s parking 
lot and head for Amesbury Recreation center, arriving there 
around 10:40. On the way, we were following a farm tractor 
with big tall skinny wheels. As we passed through a small town, 
the tractor slowed down, then stopped. A huge black horse 
ridden by a man in a riding helmet appeared from in front 
of the tractor. The horse was rearing and plunging, obviously 
the rider barely had control of it. We thought the tractor had 
scared the horse. The rider managed to coax the horse off the 
road and into a driveway. It seems this was his destination and 

all was well, but for a few moments that lasted much longer in 
our minds, that was scary.

Finally at the car park, while we rearranged stuff in prepara-
tion for our walk, we talked to John in waders who wanted to 
fish, but was discovering the fishing places were closed due to 
flooding. He told us of a friend killed a few months ago trying 
to drive his car across a flooded road.

Later, read on an information display that the Avon (“Eh’-
ven”) River is unique in England in the abundance of wildlife 
that lives in and around it. It must be a nice river to fish along 
when it’s not flooding and killing people.

Started walk 10:55, path at start a bit drier than yesterday. 
Bucky had overlooked/misremembered that the walk was 8 
miles and 4 hours! Crossing the river on a series of small foot-
bridges, we encountered a lady with excited pup off the leash; 
excited pup jumped and landed muddy paws on B’s shorts and 
my jacket before before being restrained by the owner.

Then we were truly on our walk. 



Day 4: Saturday, July 14; the day of the Big Walk
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Along the Avon

Up a long hill between farm fields, and almost to the top of it. 
At the first intersection with another farm lane, we were look-
ing at one little corner filled with wildflowers—we counted up 
to 7 or 8 in a space the size of our bathroom at home, and we 
probably missed some.

Over the hill and down again, seeing a chalk pit excavation 
down below. B said it was a landmark for our walk.

But then we missed a direction and walked over fields, 
encountered young couple from other direction. “Mizzle” was 
blowing as we walked. Bucky reading the map and trying to 
figure out where things were: “Stonehenge is way over that way; 
the Avenue should come down to the river just over there…”

Eventually we got to a fence with signs: “Private prop-
erty”! Turned around, headed back. The sun broke through in 
patches as we walked back and I knew that was a sign we were 
now going correctly. Turned out the trail marking signs were 
new—Sergeant’s Path, not Stonehenge Path! Passed the chalk 
pit which reassured Bucky he had us back on the path.
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Losing the map; finding Stonehenge

Longish stretch of mucky marshy trail after crossing the 
river. Soldiered on. Longish walk along a road, then turned 
onto a paved lane without traffic. Going up the hill, Bucky was 
trying to look through the border of trees to find barrows and 
tumuli in the fields.

Made it to the bottom of the hill, at Springbottom Dairy 
farm, then, map missing! Backtracked, found on lane. It had 
fallen through the inside pocket in B’s rain jacket, which 
turned out not to be a pocket after all. Phewph!

Across the lane from the farm was a patch of woods hiding 
tumuli. Up a long hill on grassy path, seeing barrows and 
tumuli. Normantown Downs Nature preserve, tumuli all 
around. The Stonehenge Landscape! Then, Bucky had gone 
on as usual, exploring, and when I caught up to him, he said, 
“Look over the top of the hill,” and there were the tops of the 
Stonehenge stones in the distance. It rose over the hill as we 
walked up, looking of course, “smaller than we thought it 
would be!”







































































Stonehenge appears over the hill. Really.
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A different look at Stonehenge

Then we had to cross the A303 road with constant traffic. Not 
as bad as it looked from a distance, approaching it. We were 
having a bit of culture shock after walking through marsh 
along the river; farmlanes past woods; seeing almost no one for 
a few hours and watching the ancient stones appear over the 
grassy hilltop.

After we dashed across the road, modern Stonehenge 
appeared. There were cars and camper vans parked all along 
the little roads by Stonehenge and hundreds or maybe thou-
sands of people milling and driving around. We were laughing, 
because on two private visits to SH we’ve only seen a few people 
each time. Now it looked like a circus!

We walked into the parking lot, through crowds of tourists, 
many young people in groups obviously on tours or school 
trips, a half dozen languages being spoken. B wanted to walk 
along the Avenue, not the road. At first I was sceptical—was 
that allowed/possible/worth the slog through more wet fields? 
B agreed to ask for directions and advice. English Heritage had 
a big tent set up in the parking lot for souvenir selling. A very 
nice man at the tent cash register walked us outside to point 
out the route.

He and Bucky discussed the ins and outs of it, the distance, 
where we would pick up our mapped trail again. The man was 
generally enthusiastic, and I was reassured. So we set off. Easily 
found what looked to us like the faint tracks of the ditches 
bordering the Avenue.
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Final stretch along the Avenue

However, the nice man turned out to have been specifically 
wrong in two respects. He failed to mention the presence of 
cows and bulls in a field we had to cross. Worked that out by 
finding a gate away from the animals, who ignored us so no 
one was gored. The nice man had also overestimated the dis-
tance we had to go after crossing the Avenue. Bucky had been 
correct; we were now easily back on the walk’s route and hadn’t 
had to walk along the busy traffic-crowded Stonehenge road. 
Found many round barrows and a flock of seemingly escaped 
sheep who nicely parted to let us pass.

Down the track towards Amesbury, sign about “Clumps 0f 
the Nile”—a commemorative installation of a variety of trees 
(19th c) planted to represent the positions of the French and 
British ships in the Battle of the Nile that made Horatio Nelson 
a national hero.

Pictures of the giant manure pile. Back into Amesbury; 
young girls showed us how to walk under the roundabout.

Driving back to East Kennet, we decided to try the pub 
that had the sign out on the main road, claiming to be a good 
pub food place. The “Who’d a Thought It Inn.” We had found 
it the first night, but as it was not yet open we went to the 
Red Lion. Tomboy was taking us home by a local route that 
passed right by it. Nice enough, really pretty good food with 
disorganized—young—service.
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Day 5: Sunday, July 15, 2012—The Megameet

Private time before the Meet

Arrived AVEbry around 10:30ish, to Adam/Eve stones for 
film, f lowers, ashes (mom) and f lowers for Bill. Yo ashes at 
marriage tree. Down the ditch and up the henge. Don’t need 
many notes on this; I doubt we will ever forget it.



Day 5: Sunday, July 15; The Megameet!
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The Megameet!

People started arriving at the Red Lion a bit past noon. After 
milling around in the well room for a while, it was decided 
to gather outside in a grassy area by the Swindon stone: sun! 
Scubi, Goffit, Jimit,Nigel, the Stones, bunch of new folks. And 
Hamish, who always wears his 2007 tee shirt. Lots of incon-
sequential conversation, wonderful to meet Amy and Jamie’s 
kids, some gossip about PeteG and much headshaking over his 
attitude problems. Distributed buttons to all the attendees.*

One of the best things to happen was Nigel’s gift. He made 
us a Neolithic Tool: a little piece of f lint mounted in a stick, 
bound with leather cord. A true Local Craft! Nigel said the 
flint was a worked flint found near Avebury, and the handle 
was a stick of (?) from his garden. A marvelously thoughtful 
gift, unlike any other. 

While we sat chatting and snacking—Amy and Jamie’s 
daughter refused all treats except some kind of salty chips—I 
noticed a man with dowsing rods walking by. He had on a 
military or police type jacket with a patch on the shoulder: 
“Geopathic Property Doctor.” This of course occasioned much 
hilarity amongst the TMAs.

As the Meet wound down, some folks sat outside the Red 
Lion for a while; I bought 2 books at the Henge shop.

Home to change then to Bridge Inn. Tomboy to the rescue 
again! T~, P~, Keith (P~’s half brother), Mark ( T~’s son) and 
Ephraim, Mark’s partner. Made some plans for driving to 
Wales.

Home at 10.

* This year I had used our friend Mark’s badge-making machine to make buttons 
as souvenirs.
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Day 6: Monday, July 16, 2012—Drive to Wales!

Being mostly packed and with an a 8 a.m. breakfast time 
and a meet-up with P~ and T~ between 9:30 and 10, we had an 
easy start to the morning, very relaxed. Saw Licorice the Cat 
upright for the first time; Laura said he had stayed out all night. 
We left around 9:40 and a few minutes later found P~ & T~ in 
the Red Lion car park, in the drizzle. P~ asked if we needed 
petrol and suggested a station enroute. We tested calling from 
my phone to T~’s and that worked. A couple of decisions about 
headlights for signals, rest stops and so forth, and we were off.

The route is fairly straightforward once on the M4—follow 
it until the A48! It’s not all that far to Wales as it turns out. 
Once over the Severn River Bridge and paying a 6 pound toll, 
there are two big towns and one smaller one with bypasses 
that slow the drive. Scenery was rather boring; green/lush, flat. 
Just before the Y split to A48 at about 1:30ish was a service stop 
where we could have a snack, toilet break and driving confab, 
because we’d agreed to make a detour to T~’s friend Jennie’s 
farmhouse north of Nantgaredig. (We’ll never know exactly 
where we were!) B & I got car lunch, and that fascinated T~ and 
P~.

“Are we going to wait while you eat in the car?”
“No, no, we’re having car lunch. We’ll eat while we drive.”
“Oh, I see.”
 T~ phoned for directions along the way but P~ made a 

wrong turn. All one-car hedgerowed lanes without any sign-
posts, so that was understandable. Another call, a turn-around 
and we reached the narrow “weak bridge” to cross, imme-
diately encountering a large truck, that later, we discovered, 
was driven by Jennie’s husband Keith, out looking for us. The 
water was roaring under the bridge. We pulled through a gate 

between stone walls into a muddy short driveway and Jennie 
was waiting, a jovial, outgoing extrovert.

We settled in the kitchen (“don’t sit on that chair, it has 
cushion wet from cat”), had coffee, tea and blueberry muffins 
while we chatted about Wales, stones, the house history, John 
Allegro and similar subjects. Various cats came and went, we 
later learned there were 8 in residence. J and K moved to the 
house around 1988 and now that the kids are grown, 18 rooms, 
4 bathrooms and a 300 year old house is too much to man-
age. By J’s count, at least 86 wrens live in the roof, there is a 
constant growth of mold, and most of the floors roll, slant and/
or bounce.

It’s a fascinating old place, and they’ve done a lot of work 
there. What will the future bring?





Day 6: Monday, July 16; Drive to Wales
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Solva

We left at around 5:15 with 50 miles to Solva, arrived just 
before 6:30. Pretty little town along the river to the sea, not 
sleepy, more like in a coma! Very low key—literally and physi-
cally. We apparently have the only key to our room, and we 
don’t pay for our stay until we leave. (Writing this on Tuesday 
a.m., Bucky just learned that Manager Mark is in a tizzy 
because he cannot find the ONLY key to unlock the front door!) 
We are locked in more or less at 11 p.m. but Mark offered us the 
front door key if we wanted to get out—who knew that was the 
only key? The building is alarmed so you can’t just come and 
go. Haven’t had a curfew since St. Mary’s College in 1968!

We took a stroll from the Cambrian to the water end of Solva, 
B and I dabbled fingers in the water, cool not cold. Sailboats 
anchored. Walked back the other side thru backyards; a couple 
of B&Bs sporting little signs—one tiny and you share the bath-
room with the owners. And a self-catering cottage named the 
Dingle Cottage! Up the other side along the channeled river 
are houses on the left. That’s where T~ wants to live. 

Back in the Cambrian we learned that our ditzy blonde 
bartender/front desk lady misunderstood P~ when he asked 
about supper. She thought he meant drinks only and now told 
us all the dinner tables were reserved. But she finally decided 
she could squeeze in “residents” if we could wait 20 minutes 
and eat in the bar. No problem. Good cider, 2 Welsh ales on 
tap, finished the only bottle of Penderyn. P~ dismayed to hear 
it could not be replaced until Thursday, house shopping day in 
St. Davids! 

“Cam-BRI-en” which was the Roman word for Wales, 
according to the bartender on duty.

Our room door lock is “fiddley,” Bucky’s word. But works. 

And it’s on a key ring with a tiny baby’s running shoe. We took 
that off and added the room key to Truffle’s ring.
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Day 7: Tuesday July 17, 2012—1st attempt at bluestone quarry/sacred well

As we were washing up and brushing teeth in the morning, 
we encountered the Mystery Sewage Vortex. The bathroom 
sink drain was slow—the basin filled up. B tried to plunge it 
by hand with no luck. Then all of a sudden it emptied! Later 
T~ told us it’s because of sewage treatment—the Inn has a big 
grinder for all the wastewater, so it’s easier to treat. 

Based on the forecast we anticipated being able to do the 
hike to the bluestone quarry and sacred well, but up with the 
stones it was so foggy you couldn’t make things out a hundred 
feet away.

We tried! With much discussion and map reading, we got 
up to the Preseli mountains. By then, we were passing through 
blowing drizzle and thick mist. Cold! A little farm with horses 
and sheep roaming in rocky fields, then P~ remembered we 
were passing by some modern monuments: one of them a blue-
stone brought down by helicopter just to make a monument to 
bluestones! Bucky agreed we must stop and see that. So we did 
in the foul weather, and looked at another just across the road: 
a monument to a local war hero. We did eventually find the 
parking spot for the hike, but the weather continued bad. 

“Sorry,” said Bucky, “But this looks like a recipe for disaster 
to me. I don’t mind rain, or cold, but I’m not taking Loie up 
there with no trail markers in the foggy business. That’s a good 
way to get lost and die out on the moors.” He was exaggerating, 
but I certainly agreed! So Plan B was to go to a stone circle not 
far off, and wait out the weather.











The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age Xi: The megameet blues  •  Day 7: Tuesday July 17, 2012—1st attempt at bluestone quarry/sacred well 323

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

Gors Fawr

T~ led us to Gors Fawr, a cute little circle and a couple 
of standing stones. There was a lot of banter about whether 
the rain was mizzle or “fret,” a T~ word for blowing drizzle 
coming off a nearby ocean. B likes having a new word. The 
ground around the little circle was wetter than the peaty bogs 
at Callanish. No good way, indeed. My waterproof boots were 
great.

But whether we were having drizzle, mizzle or fret, everyone 
finally agreed it was no day for a long hike. We decided to go 
down to drier, clearer parts to see cromlechs.
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Pentre Ifan

First stop was the very famous Pentre Ifan, a popular tourist 
attraction—in a beautiful setting on hillside stretching up and 
down. A bit of confusion about finding it—the first sign to 
which T~ navigated us had a notice added about the road being 
closed, or something. Bucky insisted we then follow signs for 
the “Burial Chamber,” and eventually we found it!

There was supposed to have been a barrow or mound com-
ing down the hill from the big stones. In its present moundless 
exposed state, this site was peaceful and calming. P~ pointed 
out the very particular nature of the capstone—like a gigantic 
pear-cut diamond, and with the pointy end sloped down to the 
back of the cromlech, as if pointing into the earth. Or perhaps 
the front end pointed to the sky? We met a group with a little 
dog, who had been at Gors Fawr! Discussion about the orienta-
tion of the cromlech—according to the info board, Bucky was 
right—north.

As we were walking out, Bucky said, “Did you hear that lady 
encouraging her little kid?” No one had.

“She was saying, ‘No, there’s not much to see, but it’s 
interesting.’”
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Carreg Coetan

Carreg Coetan cromlech was small and cute, in a hedge-
rowed small enclosure with a gate next to a house. Reminded 
us of Mrs. Dunnet’s Templestones—in someone’s back yard! 
Giant beetling top on it. We noticed on a couple that some of 
the supports have sunk; in the case of this small cromlech, only 
two points support it. 

Since we were in Newport, we availed ourselves of the public 
toilettes of the public parking lot and learned a new word— 
“snib.”* We walked up to the main street, had refreshments at 
a tea shop and went shopping for Penderyn and laverbread. So 
far we haven’t had a chance to eat the laverbread, and Bucky is 
anxious to try it.

* See picture.
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Carreg Samson

The weather continued to cooperate so we pressed on to the 
last stop of the day, the cromlech Carreg Samson. Walked a 
long farm lane then into a cow pasture. Bucky noticed that 
3 of this cromlech’s stones have virtually no lichen or moss 
compared to the other stones, and these 3 in a row are a differ-
ent color/different stone (?). A wall along the pasture was built 
of stones, some of them large and P~ was speculating that they 
might have been from the cromlech’s mound. Although we 
didn’t have any references that said there had been a mound. A 
few steps away from the cromlech was a stone in the field that 
P~ said was their favorite stone! It certainly was beautiful, with 
quartz bits, different colors and lichens.

Talking about balancing the capstones of the cromlechs on 
the tiny little points of the uprights so the capstones all had 
their particular “pointing down” orientation led Bucky to a 
possible insight.

“No, look, you don’t try to hoist this thing onto the tips of 
the underneath ones. You’d never be able to figure out just how 
far above ground they had to be to have the raggedey capstone 
bottom meet those tips. First, you make a dirt mound or a 
wood cradle under the capstone. Lever it up a foot at a time 
and pack stuff underneath it. When it’s up in the air where you 
want it, pull out one side of the mound and put a stone under-
neath the cap, just meeting it. Go all round that way. Maybe 
the middle of the mound gets left in place so the whole thing 
settles in gradually, maybe for years. You’ve got time to chock 
the support stones as it settles. That’s the way to do it.”

And if you walk down far enough you get a view of the sea 
beyond a beautiful little bay, so Bucky and I did, seeing big 
stones in the field, and lots of cows of different breeds in an 

adjoining field in the mist. Then back to the Inn for supper.
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Home and supper

We couldn’t get our door unlocked! No amount of fiddling 
did it, so we found the day manager, another Matt/Matthew, 
and he couldn’t do it either.

“Theses are new doors and locks,” he said in frustration. 
“Hang on, maybe there’s a second key.” He came back up with 
a key that worked perfectly easily. Bucky was sceptical, and he 
compared the two keys. Hah—our first one was not the same 
cut as the new one.

“I don’t know how that happened,” said Matt. “Somebody 
mixed up the keys somehow.” So it seems. Oh brother, what’s 
with the keys here? But that little problem now seems to be 
straightened out. Except, how did a wrong key still open the 
door? At least a few times.

We had supper at The Old Pharmacy restaurant, just a few 
steps down the main street. Very upscale place, for we tourists. 
It was surprisingly busy for such a little town that seemed so 
quiet and sleepy. The highlight of the night was samphire—a 
local delicacy. Little shoots like a thick grass and tasting of 
sea salt. We had some as a garnish on one of the plates. Bucky 
asked our server if we could have a bowl—he really liked it. At 
first she was sceptical, but then came back with a good sized 
bowl. P~ made much of the fact that we would do that—“No 
British person would. It would be an imposition to ask for 
more. I admire you for having the freedom from our British 
reserve.”

After supper, our own Penderyn back at the Cambrian’s pub. 
There was discussion about whether the management would 
object to our bringing down our own booze. Bucky said, “Are 
you kidding? After all this key business, they owe us. Besides, 
they ran out. It’s their own fault.” And as it turned out, no one 

had the least objection to our sitting with the whiskey bottle 
and having a few glasses. Very pleasant way to end a good 
exploring day.
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Day 8: Wednesday, July 18, 2012—Failed at spring 
hunting!

Solva and its woolen mill

We’d decided to sleep in a bit with an 8:45 breakfast to 
allow the sun to come out before trying again to do the hike 
to the bluestone quarry. P~’s car was blocked by a big delivery 
truck, but we had some backing and forthing to bathrooms 
and remembering things to take, so we waited. “Listen,” said 
P~. “They’re speaking Welsh!” He meant the driver and helper, 
who looked like they might be father and son. I couldn’t hear 
them well enough to recognize Welsh. We had heard and read 
that many places in Wales are inimical to the English, and that 
we would be teased by people speaking Welsh so we wouldn’t 
understand them. So far, until the delivery man, we haven’t 
heard a word of Welsh.

The truck soon pulled away and we were organized and off. 
P~ drove and Bucky navigated, though it was T~’s plan and 
supposedly she knew the route and trail.

First we drove to the Solva Woolen Mill a few miles up the 
village. As we drove through the top end of the village, where 
T~ would like to live, on the river side which has garden space, 
P~ pointed out the stone steps to the water where clothes wash-
ing used to be done. P~ said if we came to visit them in their 
Solva house we could use that for doing our laundry. This led 
to a spirited exchange between B & P, and of course the British 
contestant waved the white flag first. 

P~ & T~ had said it could be a walk to the mill, which 
turned out to be kind of true: not really far, but another twisty 
little lane with no verge for walking. Except one place that had 
a bench for sitting! We were perfectly pleased to have driven.

The mill looked junky from the outside, with rusty old pieces 
of machinery sitting around the edges of a muddy parking lot. 
First we walked in the weaving shop. Greasy looms were idle. 
I saw a pair of posters on the wall showing small pictures of 
every kind of sheep in Great Britain: there were two dozen per 
poster, at least!

Bucky said a man in the back, beyond the looms, was 
winding yarn. I think B had read some kind of sign about the 
various activities that might take place. As there wasn’t much 
to see for weaving, we moved on to the other areas. We fol-
lowed the sound of water along the front of the building, and 
around the side was the old water wheel. We read an info sign 
about it, with a long poem written in the Voice of the wheel, 
about its history. The wheel is iron, or metal, with oak wood to 
catch the water. Funding for restoration came from donations, 
and the next step was to finance bringing the water wheel back 
into actual use for energy production.

The store half of the mill was beautifully restored, bright, 
spacious. There was a little tea shop in the back. We were 
taken by a wool carpet woven in a pattern that seemed vaguely 
Native American—supposed to be traditional for the mill. I 
said, “Where would we uase it?” Bucky said, “In the bathroom,” 
and that was that!

We couldn’t add the weight to our luggage, so I asked to 
have it shipped. When I gave our address to the very helpful 
sales lady, she lit up and exclaimed over the fact we lived in 
Maryland. “We made a carpet for the Hampton House, in 
Baltimore, Maryland,” she said. Then we had to read the 
poster board display in one corner of the shop all about how 
the project came about. I took pictures, so we have the details. 
Then we walked around the corner to admire an old stone farm 
building, very prettily restored with flowers growing. This was 
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obviously T~ and P~’s dream house. He wants to retire to Solva 
and become a paper maker. P~ learned something about that 
when he lived in Japan, years ago, and it remains a dream. So 
it was a funny coincidence that when I popped back into the 
mill to buy a few postcards, I found “sheep poo” postcards and 
bookmarks. Made from cleaned, washed sheep dung. “Sure,” 
said Bucky. “It’s cellulose. That’s what modern paper’s made 
from. Why not have the sheep make the pulp? There’s got to be 
tons of it around here.”
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St. David’s

On then to St. David’s for a quick walk through the cathe-
dral complex and then to pick up trail lunch. We admired the 
ruined Bishop’s Palace, abandoned after the dissolution of the 
monasteries. Bucky was anxious to get going—it was still a 
longish drive to the mountains and noon already. The weather 
was cooperating here near the coast, so we hoped for the best 
and pressed on without seeing the cathedral interior. Quick 
stop by the old town cross to let out the procurers—P~ would 
stay in the car and come by to pick us up at the deli shop. We 
got sandwiches and Bucky a bottle of local cider, “To celebrate 
when we get back to the car.” Then off we went!















































































St. David’s Head in the distance on the way out of town. A favorite destination of T~’s.
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kind. We were, after all, headed to a very famous spot: the 
Stonehenge bluestones. But this was becoming a pretty wild 
slog. Bucky of course was all for pressing on. T~ was looking 
tired, P~ certainly hesitant. B’s enthusiasm (“If we were on a 
trail at home, that would be a fifteen or twenty minute walk”) 
prevailed on me, and we set off down the slope. P~ & T~ would 
head back, and wait for us. Bucky was sure he knew the way 
back—he and T~ and P~ had been looking at a map our first 
night at the Inn. In fact, B was sure there was an easier way to 
get back—around the side of the hill we were still on, rather 
than across its top. Less upping and downing. So we set off 
down the hill.

At first it wasn’t bad bad, just slow going, trying to step on 
the tussocks as much as we could. My waterproof boots were 
doing well. As we got lower, though, and T~ & P~ dwindled to 
little blurs above us, it got bad bad. We heard water running. 
Little streams appeared—we had to go back uphill to find their 
source to go around, or step on rocks to get through them. The 
water was now everywhere on the ground. Holes appeared, full 
of water, we didn’t know how deep they would be—an inch or 
a foot? The air felt warmer, almost hot as we were in the lee of 
the hill and the breeze died. The grass and reeds were tall and 
it was difficult pushing through them. I was in trouble—over-
heated and way too tired and frustrated and just generally too 
upset to go on. I felt I was going to have a heart attack or at 
least pass out. Bucky finally realized it. We stopped and sat on 
a big boulder, just to be out of the wet.

“How the hell can we be caught in this damn swamp on the 
side of a hill that’s a thirty degree angle?” he said. “Where is 
all this damn water coming from, and why doesn’t it just drain 
away?”

“They’ve been saying it’s been raining here for months, the 

Spring Hunting begins in earnest

Of course it took a bit longer than hoped to wend our 
way up to the mountains, but we got some good views as 
we approached. Yesterday’s practice run stood us in good 
stead—found the parking spot with no problem. Weather still 
holding up—perhaps a bit of cloud in the west but nothing like 
yesterday’s foul weather! So we were on our way. First we hiked 
straight up the side of a tall hill, following a good track. As 
we got to the top the track petered out, becoming sheep trails 
wandering about. T~ said we needed to go along and get to the 
other side of the top. A bit of mist was beginning to blow over, 
but nothing terrible. Bucky asked if the craggy hilltop across 
the little valley wasn’t our destination? T~ said no, we were 
looking for another ridge, further on. We walked along for a 
bit, and nothing appeared in the distance ahead. Finally T~ 
said the hilltop that was now off to our right must actually be 
the bluestones hill. So we started down the hill into the valley. 
Then it happened!

Water began to appear under our feet. At first not much, but 
it was odd to be way up on top of this big hill, with nothing 
above us, seemingly on top of the local world, and have water 
collecting on the ground. It was not nearly as bad as the pools 
and bog around Gors Fawr, but it should have been an omen! 
And there was no longer anything like a trail. We were walk-
ing on “tussocky grass,” rough, deeply uneven surface and 
tough going. The distance down and up the next hill wasn’t 
great—we could see sheep on its slopes and among the bases of 
the bluestone rocks. So our destination wasn’t miles away. 

Clouds were blowing in, but patchy blue sky was behind 
them. We all stopped to have a drink of water and contemplate. 
I’m not sure what B and I had expected, at least a trail of some 
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grumbling about how close we had come.most ever.”
“Well, sure, but look, there’s no giant mountain up there. It’s 

not like this hill could hold an ocean of water. It hasn’t really 
rained up here for a couple days. Fret and mizzle, but not tor-
rents. Why the heck hasn’t it drained away?”

He was as frustrated as I was, but his Taurean bull stubborn-
ness wouldn’t give up. 

“Maybe if we eat we’ll feel better?” he said. He got out the 
binoculars while we sat and ate our sandwiches and drank 
water. He could see the Lone Tree and the pile of rocks beneath 
it—the Sacred Spring! I looked too, and when we had seen it, 
we could even see the tree and rocks without the binoculars. 
He cursed some more, the Vertical Swamp was defeating even 
him—we assumed the water would be worse down in the bot-
tom. But to get back, we had to go back up through it all over 
again.

“OK,” he said, “Here’s maybe some help. Look back up, where 
the sheep are. There’s no tall grass. And there’s no sheep trails 
down here. They’re not as stupid as I am, they don’t come down 
into the damned Vertical Swamp in all this grass tussock reeds 
mess. If we can just head back along that bit where the water 
reeds aren’t so thick, and get on the first sheep trail, we just go 
along around the hill and get back. It’s not halfway up the hill.”

That turned out to be a plan, and it worked, but of course 
we had a long slog through swamp, past a dozen springs and 
streams. After eating and drinking and resting, it wasn’t nearly 
as bad as coming down.

Bucky had become fairly adept at listening for running 
water, predicting that we were approaching a stream, and 
avoiding them by cutting a little more uphill. And once we had 
gotten up to the lowest sheep trail, we were OK. “Follow the 
sheep” became the cry. But I had to listen a bit too often to B 





















































The “Intrepid Travelers” begin their ill fated descent.



P~’s picture of us entering the Vertical Swamp. Find the little speck that is Loie’s white hat.
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He insisted we have the celebratory cider even though we 
hadn’t made our objective. “Good try” was his final assessment.

As we were packing up and redistributing things through 
the car, getting ready to head home, down the hill came the 
four wheeler and dogs and a huge herd of sheep. Other four 
wheelers came out of the fields. The sheep were headed right 
toward us! P~ suggested we move the car; Bucky just stayed 
put. The dogs raced around, the sheep parted, with some run-
ning and bleating across the road as if they wanted to get into 
a field behind us, but blocked by fence. The rest turned and 
went along the road and fields in front of us. We cowered by 
the car, but nothing really happened except that sheep were all 
over the place! The dogs didn’t seem to be much use. Soon the 
four wheelers were rounding up the herd behind us, driving 
them into the rear of the one in front and beyond us up the 
road. One four wheeler driven by a young woman had a sheep 
strapped across the back. Sheep were in the road, in the fields, 
running and seeming stupidly confused.

We got in the car and waited while the sheep in the road up 
ahead gradually mooched around joining those in the field. P~ 
started off slowly and by the time we rolled up, the road was 
clear. Off home after what turned out in the end to be a good 
hike with a terrible, horrible bit in the middle.

Heading back

The walk back around the hill turned out to be very nice. 
Now that we were back on reasonably dryish ground, it was 
fascinating to hear the little streams underground. Weather 
continued to cooperate, blue sky peeking, appearing and 
disappearing through racing clouds. The view was lovely. The 
rocks on our hillside made strange jumbled forms, some of 
them piled almost like cromlechs. There had been discussion 
about the possibility the cromlechs, especially ones that have 
their pointy end just on the ground, might be imitations of 
natural forms and we were seeing them. We even saw a lone 
rock downhill, standing on end just like a menhir. Was it 
one? Or did the water and erosion push it or perch it like that? 
Weird.

Eventually we were back around in sight of what we thought 
was the parking spot, walking through gorse field that looked 
familiar. Bucky decided it was easier to step on the low prickly 
gorse bushes than try to walk between them. Then we did see 
the car, and waved our hats to T~ and P~. Just a few more steps 
got us back on the original farm track up the hill, and we were 
headed down to our friends and safety.

While we took our restful time going down the last stretch, a 
farmer on a four wheel came up the track with three dogs rac-
ing along side. They passed us, but one dog hesitated. Then it 
too ran by. Back at the car, P~ and T~ told us they tried to call 
Beachy Girl, and had walked back a ways, and had even driven 
back along the road looking up the hill for us.

“I was so afraid you were lost,” said T~. But all was well, 
except of course we had to admit that we had been defeated. 
Then Bucky had to rant about the Vertical Swamp, although by 
now it was already turning into one of his funny silly stories. 



Back on firm ground, amongst the intelligent sheep.
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A well deserved meal

Supper in the dining room at the Inn. After supper we sat 
in the pub area and finished the Penderyn. A fitting end to our 
Wales excursion.

I think it was today, but on what part of the driving I can’t 
remember, that P~ told us about “hollow roads.” We’ve been 
remarking over the ubiquitous hedgerows for ages—the differ-
ence between the UK and home, where the sides of the roads 
are mowed and the view always open.

P~ went on about fences, how the hedgerows support wild-
life. Of course we’ve heard all that. But then he said some 
roads/lanes (around Whitby?) were known as hollow roads, 
because erosion and trampling had sunk the road surface way 
below the surrounding ground.

But we don’t know if all roads with banks on the sides are 
genuine old hollow roads. Maybe some of them are deliberately 
leveled?
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Day 9: Thursday, July 19, 2012—Solva to Gatwick to Bordeaux to Puy l’Eveque

I woke up a couple of times around 5:30ish and then I actu-
ally arose at 6:40, in anticipation of a 7:30 departure. Google 
maps predicted 276 miles and 5 hours 5 minutes. Bucky went 
downstairs to go out for a smoke and he set off the alarm. He 
said big Matt was again searching for the door key. Finishing 
packing was simple, if crowded in the suitcases and by 7:15 the 
car was loaded. It took Matt a few minutes to finish up our car 
lunch—sausages and buttered bread, then find a box to put 
them in—there is a law in the UK that prohibits businesses for 
providing bags for merchandise and goods. If you want a bag 
you’re supposed to pay for it, but every shopkeeper I encoun-
tered simply gave me a bag when I asked for one.

We pulled out at 7:40—Bucky started in the wrong direction 
but acceded to Tomboy’s directions, and we were off on a gor-
geous, sunny day. As we had traveled the local roads both days 
of our visit and the route from LGW, which is simple, we could 
enjoy the passing scenery, which looked different in sun than it 
had in rain. We made 2 rest stops and bought 6 litres of gas to 
get us back with an empty tank. Truffle had a nice feature—a 
function that reported how many miles we had left to drive 
before the tank was empty. I was able to calculate miles per 
litre we needed; we ended up with about 50 miles left on the 
gauge. I also figured out how to program Tomboy to take us 
to the LGW North Terminal, which was easy as pie. We were 
just out of the car when a young man came over to help us. He 
asked if we wanted to be in the North Terminal. Turned out 
he had helped us at car pickup and remembered us. He was 
making sure we were in the right terminal!

All in all, we drove 860 miles and took only 5.5 hours from 
Solva to LGW. Clear weather and Bucky’s rate of driving speed 

is the reason! Somewhere along the way we got the idea to put 
on the radio, and I found BBC Wales, with a talk show all in 
Welsh—the first and only we ever really heard.

Arrived BOD safely, in car and off by 8:30, arrived Issudel 11 
p.m. Did not take the Agen exit, did the one before (6?) and fol-
lowed signs first for Villeneuve sur Lot, then for Puy L’Eveque. 
Perfectly easy. I’ve named our new car, a Ford Fiesta, Miss 
Piggy. Her engine is not nearly as powerful as Truffle’s, and so 
she gulps gas trying to keep up speed.

Once in town, between us we remembered the way from 
the top of Puy L’Eveque town/pharmacy—down, a sharp turn, 
bridge over the Lot, 2 roundabouts and a short drive to the 
church and Home. Lovely Greek supper and wine, in bed at 1 
a.m.
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