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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.



Day 10: Friday, July 20—Tour de France
We start off a week in France with procuring at the Farmer 

Market and a tailgate party. Sunny and hot, of course.

Day 11: Saturday, July 21—Gindreau, exploring, Tony Bram
An incredible four hour lunch; looking for ancient sites of 

mystery; a high powered light and music extravaganza late into the 
night. Sunny and warm.

Day 12: Sunday, July 22—Rouffignac, Souillac
The Paleolithic cave of Rouffignac; Romanesque carvings and 

jazz festival with the Americans in the Lot in Souillac. Sunny, warm 
and windy.

Day 13: Monday, July 23—Rennes le Chateau, St. Hilaire Abbey, 
Cassoulet at Belle Epoque
A long driving day down south to revisit a site dear to Yo’s heart. 

Burying ashes. Stop off at two ancient churches. Cassoulet supper 
in Castelnaudery, home of the recipe. Sunny, hot and windy. Boars 
in road.

Day 14: Tuesday, July 24—Causses
Not strictly the countryside known as causses, but an explora-

tion upriver. Dolmens. Beautiful sunny warm weather.

Day 15: Wednesday, July 25—Lauzerte, Moissac, Marché supper
Another southern drive to the famous Romanesque abbey. Stop 

off for lunch in Lauzerte, a hill town. Children’s choir in the abbey. 
Supper by the Lot river at the Merchant’s Festival. Perfect weather!

Day 16: Thursday, July 26—TGV to Paris
Transfer day. Insanity at the train station in Agen.

Day 17: Friday, July 27—Museums
Paris. Three museums—Rodin, Orangerie and Louvre—and an 

Italian supper. Marie Françoise says the gates of hell are open: hot 
in Paris.

Day 18: Saturday, July 28—Chateau Vaux le Vicomte
Morning taking care of business. Roman arena. The most beau-

tiful chateau ever, and candlelight supper there.

Day 19: Sunday, July 29—Lions, Le Comptoir, a rainy walk
We find the man-eating lion in the Jardin des Plantes and eat 

lunch at the famous Le Comptoir. Afternoon walk rained out.

Day 20: Monday, July 30—Viaduct Park
Our last day in Paris. We explore a little known elevated park, 

discover the city’s oddest architecture and have an incredible sup-
per. Sunny and cool.

Day 21: Tuesday, July 31—Return
A few notes on leaving France. 

The Rocks in Our Heads
 Pushed Into the Past

Table of Contents: Week Two—The Lot, Paris
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Day 10: Friday, July 20, 2012—Tour de France

Marketing

Gorgeous, warm, blue sky day. South of France!
Some confusion about start time for the Tour de France 

party, finally decided to leave at 10, go to Prayssac street market 
for a few supplies to supplement picnic and supper needs. Also 
pottery today at the market. It’s a big market with all sorts of 
things by all sorts of vendors. We all had a “neb” for breakfast—
Asian spring roll and Mike’s market favorite. I got lucques 
and fresh strawberries that are noted for fragrance and have a 
rich flavor. Cabecou cheese, 3 fresh rounds. Dana showed us a 
stand that had “tourtiere,” tortured pastry. Hundreds of layers 
of dough, having been rolled out to the size of a table, thinner 
than paper, then delicately folded a bazillion times into a little 
pile over some fruit. We passed it up as too delicate to travel 
to the race. Out of the street market area to a store for special 
potatoes for sarladaise—none of that type in the market. Dana 
pointed out that a new trend in southern France is “dressing” 
trees with knitted and cloth decorations. Banners painted by 
local artists decked the street. Fun, fresh, delicious. Except for 
the truffles.

On the way back to the car, D & M wanted to stop at the 
Greek stand. While we perused that, Bucky was investigating 
a small stand across the sidewalk. A man was showing him 
truff les! They were not as expensive as we thought truff les 
would be. But Dana said no thanks. As we walked on to the car, 
she explained summer truffles were no good—not ripe and not 
as much flavor.
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The Race

On to Susanna’s house, about an hour away on rural back 
roads with which D & M were not familiar; main road closed 
for TdF. Bucky helped navigate and was shaking his head at 
the, to him, inadequate map&directions preparation. But we 
got there. Parked in her courtyard and walked down to the 
road, where friends and locals were gathering roadside with 
chairs, tables, picnics, flags and cameras. From about 12:30—3 
we chatted, ate, drank a little wine and leapt to our feet every 
time a vehicle came down the road.

Finally the caravan started—various vehicles belonging to 
race sponsors with riders tossing out booty to spectators. Some 
of the cars were just cars painted with slogans and signs. Some 
of them were decorated like floats with animal figures. One 
had a shower stall with hunky young men “showering.” One 
was a big bottle of water, and so on.

When I had a chance, I crossed the road to reduce competi-
tion for booty; the tossers could only pitch one out every 15 
feet or so. Some just tossed, some threw hard and fast, some 
tried to toss to where you were standing. It worked, and I had a 
good vantage for picture taking. There was a pause of about 30 
minutes or more before the riders, preceded by helicopters and 
press vehicles. When the actual race did go by it was fast! We 
spent hours waiting, the race went by in less than 30 seconds! 
Crazy.

Then back to Susanna’s house for Dana’s rhubarb crisp with 
crème fraiche and coffee and to meet the new cat, a lovely 
dainty 10 month old female (Colesh?) mostly white longish fur 
with some brown and charcoal. Beautiful little thing.
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At home with Dana and Mike after the race

Home for foie gras, duck confit, potatoes sarladaise and 
salad. Bucky got another lesson in potato frying. And two 
rounds of laundry, hung on the line next to Michael’s extensive 
and very well kept vegetable garden. We’ve not seen that before. 
It’s newish and quite amazing.

After much wine and potatoes sarladaise, I neared comatose 
state and decided to go to bed, early. Bucky came to bed well 
after midnight and told me he, D & M had had a big adven-
ture—kitten chasing with intent to capture. They heard loud 
distress mewing and even saw the kitten—tiny, black, green 
eyes like Brutus, but not a result of Brutus. They pursued the 
kitten into the vineyard but the kitten was fast and wily. B 
claimed it was he who had first spotted it, “Using our handy 
mini mag light.” Dana put out a bowl of food to lure the small 
beast.
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Day 11: Saturday, July 21, 2012—Gindreau, exploring, Tony Bram

Despite my early to bed, I did not actually wake up till 8; 
Dana had been up hearing the kitten and Brutus, the boys still 
asleep. Dana and I were drinking coffee when Bucky joined us 
and assumed his smoking position at the dining room window, 
and heard Little Himself/Herself. B was sure, and we agreed, 
that the kitten’s loud constant mewing was a distress call for 
mommy. Dana and I went out to the back wall where B heard 
the mewing and we knew we were inches away but the kitten 
was behind impenetrable foliage. I stayed outside while Dana 
went inside. She saw the kitten and it ran, she chased it, and it 
ran out the gate and sped like greased lightning on the lane to 
the church. 

We brought in laundry, dawdled, and are now showered 
and preparing to go to 1 p.m. lunch at Le Gindreau. And we 
just watched The Mouse Who Loved Me! An amazing home 
movie put together by Dana and Mike and their daughter and 
friends. A summer project just for fun and it was an hilarious 
spy movie spoof.

Spectacular lunch, 1–5 p.m., €380 + €30 tip. Unbelievable; 
restaurant closing—owner in business 39 years. A beautiful 
old stone school building, with a spacious terrace where we 
sat looking out over a little wooded valley. The building had 
a modern addition of a sun room next to the outdoor terrace. 
Probably the nicest, most perfectly wonderful meal we’ve ever 
had.

Going to the restaurant Michael pointed out a modern stone 
ring folly in a yard. 



Day 11: Saturday, July 21; Gindreau, exploring, Tony Bram
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Exploring

And coming back we made three stops. First at a “source,” 
a little spring that had been improved with a stone basin and 
channel. Michael was intrigued by the small cliff beside the 
road, and then saw the spring channel. This is the spring hunt-
ing trip! When we walked back along the stone block channel, 
we saw the cliff was a huge half circle, as if it had been exca-
vated. Dana remarked on the trees—boxwood gone wild and 
nativizing itself. Then the strange thing—against the cliff was 
a round stone tower, with a crude door. Or was this some kind 
of natural feature, perhaps modified? Dressed as we were in 
our fine dining outfits, we demurred on any more scrambling 
through the woods. A fine mystery.

We were almost back to the road the PleE when Michael 
pulled off to a stop near the modern ring folly. He wanted to 
look at two stones by the hedge at the front of the yard. They 
were big and blocky, and din’t look like they served any yard or 
boundary or fence purpose. He suspecting they were ancient; 
we just shaking our heads!

But the day wasn’t over. Michael took a short detour up into 
the hills to try and find a menhir he had discovered. Alas, he 
couldn’t find just the spot. It was an interesting look at some 
countryside, though, on a fine hot day. (NOT Wales.) 

Bucky saw a stone lying on the ground next to the road, and 
Michael said it was probably a toppled menhir. When we were 
all back to the car, Bucky was describing the, to him, odd stone 
dikes or perhaps tumbled walls. We didn’t get any pictures of 
those. 
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The Big Show

When we got back from lunch, the lost kitten was still crying. 
B and M looked for it—seen, but not captured.

That evening was the Tony Bram* show: words cannot 
express! Dana had been going on about what a spectacular 
show it would be, and a spectacle it was.

Turned out Tony Bram is a trumpet player and really more 
by now the band leader than a performer himself. He probably 
played for about fifteen minutes in all. But he was on stage—a 
big setup in the public park in the town next door—for the 
whole show. Which was five or six musicians up on a balcony 
at the back, two or three singers dancing around down in front, 
and five showgirls on a riser in the middle. The singers and 
dancers changed their costumes every song, and sometimes 
during a song! Despite Dana’s descriptions, we had no idea we 
were in for such a production.

* Michael sent out this email with details…
well folks, tony brought his super show back to the glittering downtown piazza of 

pescadoires last saturday night to commemorate his forty years in show business, 
beginning at this very same venue back when the maestro was only fourteen. tony 
was in a reflective mood, and the theme of this years show was ‘tony bram’s youtube’, 
a look back at some of the great hits from past spectacles (and in fact there is quite a 
lot of tony on youtube, most recently from the spring 2012 ‘festival of the oyster’ at 
port barcares)

a well-lubricated audience of hard-core fans, numbering in the hundreds, turned 
out for the occasion. there were stars in the eyes of the younger set; and a lot of 
dancing; one of the priceless photos below captures young jonathan playing air 
trumpet. a good time was had by all.

http://s999.photobucket.com/albums/af114/mpauls61/Tony%20Brams%20
Pescadoires%202012/

Our crowd gathered early, to get good seats. That involved 
commandeering all the stackable chairs we could, and putting 
them in a row right in front of the stage. Other people soon 
came and did the same around us. There were banquet tables 
scattered around the rest of the park area, which wasn’t big at 
all, and then a line of vending stands beyond that, selling water 
and fries and sausage and wine.

Bucky had warned Dana that a big show would probably be 
too loud for us. Sure enough, after a few songs, B & I moved 
back to one of the tables and sat out the very loud show in the 
back. Dana came and checked on us during an intermission, 
being the good mother she is. We assured her we were fine. 

We left half past midnight but D & M said the band would 
continue to play until 7 a.m., then they do it all again Sunday 
in some little town on the Spanish border. Yikes! Bucky won-
dered how they could tear down that big stage and pack up all 
the stuff and then set it all up again. I wondered how they were 
going to clean all the costumes. Perhaps they don’t—double 
yikes!

We could hear the show in the distance when we got home. 
Crazy. Fun!

http://s999.photobucket.com/albums/af114/mpauls61/Tony%20Brams%20Pescadoires%202012/
http://s999.photobucket.com/albums/af114/mpauls61/Tony%20Brams%20Pescadoires%202012/
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Day 12: Sunday, July 22, 2012—Rouffignac, Souillac

Dana had been baking brownies last night for tonight’s big 
dinner at the Jazz Festival.* This morning there was a bit of 
consternation about packing them so they would stay moist 
in the car. B suggested plastic baggies, which were not in great 
supply at Issudel. He helped pack and arrange and picnic sup-
plies were chosen from the fridge.

Left 9:05 for Rouffignac, planning to meet up with Tom, 
Carolyn, Levi, Zoe to take the tour then picnic lunch. Easy 
meetup and waited only a little bit for the next tour. Funny 
little electric train that takes tourists deep into the parts of the 
cave they’re allowed to visit, about an hour for the tour. 

For some reason, in this cave I had an anxiety attack, but 
survived.

For most people the highlight of the tour is a dead-end cave 
room with painted/engraved ceiling and walls. Hundreds 
of animals. Here we got out to walk around while the guide 
answered questions, mostly in French. But some in English 
and when Bucky asked about abstract symbols, the train driver 
guide said there were many in the cave complex but never with 
the animals. Interesting.

* From: Dana Facaros

Subject: what you’re going to be doing on Sunday evening

Date: Wed, 20 Jun 2012 11:14:40 +0200

To: Loie

I warned you there was going to be an American do! This is it…French labour laws 

seem to prevent our actual helping out with the ribs, but we are going to make all 

the brownies and hang out and mingle..I’m just wondering if I should book us some 

ribs too. Let me know!

http://www.french-news-online.com/culture/music/2012/june/sim-copans.html

Bucky pointed out to Zoe that the walls were studded with 
flint nodules and the guide said, “Yes, yes, flint.” We assume he 
had been explaining that in French and we missed it!

On the way back, the guide stopped the train and pointed 
out a tectiform scratched by fingertip into the soft chalk wall. 
Later we wondered if that was just a coincidence or if he did it 
because Bucky asked. Bucky said either way, the symbol was 
the highlight for him. Everyone describing the painted caves 
gushes about the animal figures but no one lingers on the 
abstract symbols, which fascinate us.

Bought mammoth in the gift shop to add to my jewelry col-
lection. Lunch by the river, on the grass, across from one of the 
big troglodyte cliffs. Much banter about catching ducks. Then 
on to Soulliac and jazz festival.

http://www.french-news-online.com/culture/music/2012/june/sim-copans.html


Day 12: Sunday, July 22; Rouffignac, Souillac
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On to Souillac

We parked in a public lot full of what seemed to be a wedding 
party. Everyone was pooped after last night and the visit to the 
cave, so Bucky and Dana volunteered to drive the brownies to 
the dinner square. Dana was concerned that leaving them in 
the cars any longer would be harmful to their freshness. We 
did that, and the organizers were calling out to Bucky that the 
square was for pedestrians only. But he just waved and pointed 
to the caterer’s truck. It turned out that was refrigerated, so 
Dana was happy to turn over her and Carolyn’s brownies. We 
drove back to the parking lot, and the friends were refreshed 
after a few minutes of nap. So now we could all walk a few 
blocks past signs and bunting announcing the jazz festival to 
sit outside a café for refreshments, then around the corner to 
see the square where dinner would be. Preparations had barely 
begun so we had time to tour around. 

Dana f irst showed us the cathedral with its strange 
Romanesque carvings. Several had been moved inside to 
protect them from the elements. One of the carvings is the 
dancing Isaiah with wild moustaches. Another is a pillar of 
animals and people, animals biting and people making love. 
Truly strange subjects for church!
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Auomats and Jazz

Then on to something just as strange—the Automat Museum. 
Apparently there was a turn-of-the-century craze in France for 
figurines that moved. The museum had dozens of them. Some 
were lifesize people, and the cards said these were bought for 
display in the home. Those were creepy. Many of the animal 
figures were cute, I could see they would have been fascinating 
as child’s toys. Some of the animals were ugly, as if the makers 
had no idea what the bears and rabbits really looked like! This 
museum was my favorite of the trip so far. It was just so dif-
ferent, so inventive and so much fun imagining the part the 
automats might have played in people’s lives.

Now it was time to prepare for dinner—back to the square. 
Dana had red and white and blue balloons and decorations. 
We helped some with blowing up balloons and taping things 
around the square. The wind was fierce in the square, and 
everything was being blown around. The balloons we taped 
to the stage blew off. Menu cards for the tables were f lying! 
We and the Americans now gathering coped as best we could. 
Before dinner, Bucky got us an apperitif of a local liqueur that 
neither of us can remember. Sweet, with walnut flavor.

When it was time for the dinner, and the jazz duo was play-
ing on stage, we  got in line and bought our “American” plates. 
The picture will say it all—not a plate by American standards! 
One rib, a slice of foie gras, dainty spoonful of cole slaw. We 
laughed to think of what the French diners would do if con-
fronted by a good big slab of ribs. But all very tasty, and after 
dinner we made a point of congratulating the traituer chefs on 
their ribs.
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Day 13: Monday, July 23, 2012—Rennes le Chateau, St. Hilaire Abbey, Cassoulet at Belle Epoque

Left at 10; stop for Badoit, found ok sunglasses, gas, on 
thru Prayssac, Cahors, south A20 to Montauban, south A61 
Toulouse, A62 to stop at Castelnaudary on possible supper of 
cassoulet at hotel restaurant or Belle Epoque. Made res at the 
latter for 7:30, on to Rennes le Chateau thru Limoux.

Goodness, RleC has changed! We had to park at the base of 
town—pedestrian only for tourists. A little train going up and 
down. Once up the road, we found bookstores and restaurants 
we were pretty sure were all new since our first visit in 2002. 
Had a little confusion over finding Henry Lincoln. A poster 
in a window assured us he would be leading tours. But no 
evidence of that around the church. We asked at the church 
ticket desk and were told he would probably be in the garden of 
a restaurant across the street.

And he was. Showing a couple of other tourists something 
on his laptop—trying to get them to go on a paid tour? We got 
his autograph, he showed us his “new” book, asked his advice 
for location for Yo’s ashes. I think until then he was suffering 
us, but our quest touched him. His expression changed—show-
ing more interest?

He recommended the base of the tower, looking over the 
valley. When we walked out there, we decided that was too 
windy and sort of bleak—although of course wild and beauti-
ful view. Small cliffs of bare stone against the hills, looking like 
ruins. Yo would prefer the garden. So Bucky planted the ashes 
by the central tree in the Tour Magdala garden. I added a small 
bouquet of flowers, like I did with Mom’s ashes at the stones in 
Avebree.

Think we found the tartan painting in the church—another 
we couldn’t remember what we were to look for—B said some-

thing about a miniature mountain at the baby’s feet? Stopped 
of course for postcards, book browsing on the way down.



Day 13: Monday, July 23—Rennes le Chateau









































































The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age Xi: The megameet blues  •   Day 13: Monday July 23, 2012—Renne le Chateau, St. Hilaire Abbey, Cassoulet at Belle Epoque; 
Boars in Road

277

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

Ancient churches

Dana had recommended a couple of stops, so we drove to St. 
Polycarpe church to see reliquaries, then followed same road to 
St. Hilaire Abbey. Huge complex, medieval cloister, musicians 
practicing for evening concert. Abbot’s rooms with scandalous 
ceiling decorations. The young lady at the ticket desk was most 
solicitous of our seeing those! This abbey claims to be the place 
blanquette was invented/discovered—before champagne! We 
got a ticket for a free sample with our admission to the abbey. 

So we tasted ancient recipe Blanquette de Limoux after 
struggle to find the store just about across the street from the 
abbey. Bought a bottle, and on the recommendation of the 
store server around the corner to the boulangerie, no pebradou 
but bought Pave au Chardonney Poivre cookie bites which the 
sales lady said would be a perfect accompaniment.

They were!
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Belle Epoque cassoulet

Made it back to Belle Epoque by 7:45. Castelnaudery is a 
town which apparently vies for the title of inventor of cas-
soulet, so that’s why B had saved some information on having 
cass- here. 

It was not cassoulet season—too warm—but we had it 
anyhow. Research. I ran into the restaurant while B parked 
as we were a bit late. Not a busy night, probably didn’t need to 
worry about reservation! When B came in, he told me he had 
“help” parking from an old man who was waving him into the 
space, and trying to tell him something about it being OK to 
park there now. Apparently B used his French to inquire about 
the restaurant, and was told the cassoulet was good—with the 
kiss of the fingertips.

2 confit cassoulet, Minervois red, also a glass of peche wine 
aperitif for me ;̂ ) lightly dressed salad. Delicious! Ours tonight 
were much simpler than the cassoulet we had in Carcassonne 
with Elizabeth. Just plain super rich with duck fat, perfect 
beans, a bit of sausage and a confit. No spicing or herbing that 
stood out as such. Peasant food fit for a queen!

On the road home at 9:40, one stop for gas, confusion at the 
“left turn at Cahors.” As usual the road signs fooled us—we 
got onto a back roads route south of the river, instead of the 
big road north of the river. But B navigated back roads thru 
Grezels (one road closed due to fete events—backtrack and 
around another way—arrgh!) and we made it. Three wild boar 
trotted briskly across the Grezels road in front of Miss Piggy.

Home at a bit past midnight, French Guys waiting up. 
Michael was impressed Bucky found his way home the back 
way in the dark. Some wine and I went to bed first at 1:30 a.m.
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Day 14: Tuesday, July 24, 2012—Causses

Bucky keeps mentioning moving to France, and I’m soften-
ing on the idea. So today was a day for exploring some different 
countryside—the causses they call it—to see if it meets the 
standard of the Languedocian garrigue and using Bruno’s 
dolmen book. Dana suggested a drive up the Célé River valley, 
Michael a swing by a causse area to the south. 

We started by going up the river. Stopped first in Cabrerets—
home of Peche Merle—at tourist office and toilettes. Got a 
good tourist map, noted some places to stop and continued on. 

As usual, using Bruno’s book was confusing. At first we 
were wandering around outside/way above Marcilhac sur Célé. 
Drove along what turned out to be a farmer’s lane—the name 
of the farm was the name of the place we were looking for the 
first dolmen. Passing 2 dehydrated Spanish lady hikers on the 
road; gave them some water. Lane petered out and we stopped 
for sandwich lunch with sleepy cat lying nearby.



Day 14: Tuesday, July 24; Causses
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Dolmen de Pailhes Nord

Headed back and I finally made some sense of the book—
first dolmen: Dolmen de Pailhes Nord, also known as Dolmen 
des Combes-Hautes. Took a few minutes of exploring along 
the road to find the way through the wire fence. Reconstructed 
terrace around it. 
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Dolmen whose name we forgot to write down!

On to the next, same routine. Drove up what we were sure 
was the correct little road, through beautiful rolling country-
side. After a while, we decided we’d either missed it, or had 
just gone wrong. Turned around and as we began to head back, 
B said, “There it is.” In a field, mere feet from the road, pretty 
much exactly at our turn-around spot! Bucky was again trying 
to find a way through a metal wire fence. I walked back along 
the road and found the end of it and walked into the field 
perfectly easily. At the first one we had to kind of scramble and 
ooch over rocks, through scrubby trees and a narrow break in 
the fence. This time the way was wide open, through an open 
gate big enough for farm machines. B was surprised to see me 
walking in the field.

This one had a dirt mound around it. Original? We looked 
around at the countryside stretching down into a long valley. 
Quiet and beautiful; a bright sunny day.
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Majoural dolmen

We had hoped to go on and find the sights and viewpoint 
in Saint Sulpice, but by now the day was wearing on and we 
thought things would be closing. So we decided to just head 
back, looking for one last dolmen. No luck, but we passed right 
by another, right on the side of the road—couldn’t miss this 
little one! Used the book to identify Majoural dolmen.

Bucky did drive us up to a viewpoint to see the river bend 
valley.

Supper?
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Day 15: Wednesday, July 25, 2012—Lauzerte, Moissac, Marché supper

Drove to Moissac by way of Lauzerte. Lunch in L, white 
limestone hilltown like Tuscany. Lunch on Place des Cornieres, 
La Table des 3 Chevaliers. Saw a townhouse FSBO, looked it up, 
95,000 Euro. Dana and Mike and some of the Americans have 
been talking about summer crowds. Lauzerte is almost empty! 
Saw a few hikers who might be pilgrims come through the 
square as we ate—one group looking new at it, one pretty well 
broken in. Perfect little hill town.



Day 15: Wednesday, July 25; Moissac
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Moissac

On to Moissac to see church entrance arch and abbey. Started 
in the church and lit candles for the mothers. Discovered 
a children’s choir practicing—tweens, plus two teen girls, 
the priest conductor and a layman who sang some with the 
priest. They sounded beautiful, singing medieval chants in 
the marvelous acoustics of the church. Bucky went up to the 
choir director and thanked him for the music. He told us there 
would be a concert soon. We decided to visit the cloisters first 
and return to the church at 4 for the concert. 

Bucky led us around the cloister, reading the guide book 
about the carvings. We went outside to study the fantastic 
portal. Very thoroughly. Then time for the concert. It was in 
the cloister, the children coming in dressed in medieval robe 
costume. We sat on the grass in the shade of a big tree. Some 
kids played small period instruments, and a man in costume 
was telling about the music, we presume, but in French too fast 
for B to catch. It was lovely to sit and listen.

Back into the church for some exploring of the interior, 
and then, the choir trooped in for more music! We sat in a 
pew right in front, and had a good view. Some even smaller 
kids—ages (we guessed) 5—joined in for several songs. This 
was a wonderful bit. The extra man was chanting/droning in a 
deep bass voice, the children singing high and clear. We sat as 
long as we could, but it was time to head back for the evening’s 
outing—Marché des Merchant on the Lot at home. Pictures of 
sunflowers on the way back. Mike has been talking about them 
being a big crop, but we don’t see many around Puy L’Evque. 
Down south though the fields are huge and brilliant.
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Marché des Merchant on the Lot

Made it back in good time despite getting lost again in 
Cahors. Impossible to find one’s way there. Packing up plates 
and so forth for the dinner. Big crowd at our table. 

The town band played for a little bit from a boat in the river. 
We took some wine, but found one stand selling local Malbec 
and that got things going. Lots of discussion and exploring to 
create our menus. Kids ran around the dock. We were the last, 
lingering ’til well after dark.

Once home, Bucky heard the kitten and Michael threw bits 
of sliced ham to it out the window. He claims he lured in a 
stray at their last house that way. Arkie (RK, Runaway Kitten, 
because it always runs away refusing to be captured) likes the 
ham!





















The kitten whisperer (right) and his apprentice. Loie’s netbook and its aubergine case are on the table.
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Day 16: Thursday, July 26, 2012—TGV to Paris

I had a bit too much fun at the farmers’ local products dinner 
along the river and woke up at with a fairly decent hangover 
but necessities of packing forced me to soldier on. Woke B at 
8:30 and we got out the door by 10, nice drive to Agen with a 
bakery stop for lunches and to top off the tank at a gas station, 
then as forewarned, abandoned all hope, getting instantly lost 
even with the map—thank god we had that! We drove into an 
Impasse road, a mistake, no way out that we could see so we 
drove the wrong way out. Finally B saw a sign for Europcar 
pointing into the Gare, but only when we were near the station. 
He saw an Avis and Europcar truck on a lot and in we drove, 
no one in the Europcar truck and then the Avis truck drove off.

I asked a lady ready to drive out and learned this was the 
pickup lot, not the drop off. Now we were getting late. Found 
the E office and B basically parked on the corner of the street. 
I barged in on a customer (it was now about 11:45 for a 12:20 
train) and the formal lady at the desk briskly told me to park 
the car down the street in the lot.

Did that, went back, after waiting for her to finish chatting 
with a young man I apologized and said we were trying to catch 
a train. She said she needed the contract and keys. I had those 
but the paperwork I had was not the contract! I said it must 
be in the car. Okay, she would go look. Another conversation 
with a helper and he and B (who had now brought the luggage 
up) went to the car. They were chatting amiably on their return 
and I said to hurry because we were running out of time—12:10 
for a 12:20 departure and you must be at the train 2 minutes 
before departure! Ay yi yi!

B took off like a shot into the office exclaiming Le Temps! 
Le Temps! Finally some quick action as the paperwork was 

completed and we raced across to the station—as fast as one 
can race dragging 100 lbs of luggage— and entered the station. 
Luckily our train track was right in front of us as we entered. 
B wisely took a moment to read the lighted train chart and 
determined we were supposed to be way up the track at Station 
B.

Moving like a herd of racing turtles, dodging around people 
lingering to say goodbyes or waiting for another train, we 
clambered aboard the #3 car—we were to have been #2—into 
the restaurant car. We had literally just entered the car when 
the train began to move. Dragging luggage thru that was diffi-
cult but then a car and luggage rack. By this time we were well 
beyond sweating like pigs. B struggled to hoist each bag, which 
of course now had to go on the highest rack because the lower 
ones were filled and to find our seats. Phewph, we made it with 
only seconds to spare.

We thought we found our seats but people were sitting in 
them. A lady across the aisle looked at our tickets and told us 
we were the next car. On we plunged. But no, we were right the 
first time and back we went, looking closely at seat numbers. 
We reached ours and I said aha! And pointed at 32. The man 
in my seat did not change his expression (rather sour), simply 
slowly gathered up his belongings and departed down the aisle, 
accompanied by his female companion. She had to come back 
because she left her bag.

A stop in Bordeaux, and again, the lady was walking through, 
trolling for seats in 1st class. A young man sat opposite me, and 
a bit later another young man took the seat opposite B. He had 
just opened his salad and had begun to eat it when a 3d man 
came along and claimed THAT seat! No train conductor has 
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yet walked thru asking for tickets. We suppose one sits in the 
most congenial seats until forced out of them!

Arrived Paris and discovered the door behind luggage was 
not open, so we had to push our way thru passengers to get to 
our luggage and get off the train! A very large robust woman 
grabbed a suitcase from me and lifted it down off the train as if 
it was a feather.

Marie and Lucy were waiting with a lobe of foie gras, little 
toasts, and champagne! Ooh la la! After a while we asked 
Marie for a recommendation for a restaurant where I could 
get risotto and she recommended an Italian restaurant (run by 
Asians!)

We walked over to that and it was fine for tonight, tired out 
as we were by crazy traveling.



Day 16: Thursday, July 26; TGV to Paris
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Day 17: Friday, July 27, 2012—Museums

Rodin Museum

It is hot in Paris. In the city, it feels even hotter than down 
south. Marie Françoise says going out on the balcony is 

“Opening the gates of Hell.” The weather looked iffy, showers 
predicted, so she suggested museums. She and B discussed, 
and settled on an ambitious day: Rodin, Orangerie, Louvre 
(shepherds/Poussin). The first two we’ve never seen—expres-
sion of astonishment and much tut-tutting—and of course 
on our first Louvre visit the silly shepherds were away visiting 
Atlanta.

We used the CastorBus to begin—a free shuttle type bus 
from Austerlitz substituting for the metro during construction. 
(CastorBus = Beaver Bus, on account of the workmen beaver-
ing away. Hah.) Worked out fine, although a hot few minutes 
waiting for it to go. Dropped us off near Invalides and a short 
warm walk to the Rodin Museum.

Bucky says, “The poor old thing.” He was pointing out the 
holes in the floor, cracking plaster, etc. It really does need work. 
The garden with sculpture is very nice, although poor signage 
and identification.

Quick lunch from the snack bar in the garden—salad for me, 
piece of sweet cake for B. 

I want an arbor like the one at the back of the garden. B says 
we need a view first, to view through it. Their’s frames the old 
house very nicely.

Decided we’re not big fans of Rodin. Or perhaps the exam-
ples there are not of the best works? Just seems clumsy for no 
reason. We did see the actual Gates of Hell—very fitting. That 
was interesting because we didn’t know many of the works in 

the garden were originally conceived of as bits of the Gates 
sculpture—including The Thinker, apparently.



Day 17: Friday, July 27; Museums
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The Orangerie

On to the Orangerie. Walking through the Tuileries park. 
Day was hot but no rain yet. A little bit of sprinkle as we got 
to the O and figured out where the door was! This museum 
was half wonderful and half goofy. Of course the wonderful 
part was the upstairs two huge oval rooms with Monet’s 
garden murals. Or paintings. Or whatever you might call them, 
because even though they were obviously painted in sections, 
they are also obviously meant to be seen all together—a mural. 
B said, “Where did he think these were going to be displayed?” 
I said, “Did he even think about it?”*

Discovered that the best way to view them is walking by, 
closeup. The colors change and details go by like walking in 
the garden. Beautiful.

The goofy part is the underground galleries, a collection 
donated by an art dealer/collector. Early and not particularly 
interesting works by Picasso, Modigliani, others.

* Apparently he did: (from Wikipedia) “Claude Monet had requested to donate 
decorative panels to the French government as a monument to the end of World 
War I, and former politician (and close friend of Monet) Georges Clémenceau 
suggested that Monet install the paintings at the newly-available Orangerie (rather 
than at the Jeu de Paume, which had smaller wall space, or, as was formerly planned, 
as an annex to the Musée Rodin).” So it was a project!
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The Louvre—one painting

Once done there, we went to the Louvre to see one painting! 
Bucky found an entrance in the park that let us avoid the line 
at the Pyramid.

We wanted to finally, after all these years, see Nicholas 
Poussin’s “Et in Arcadia Ego.”*

We got directions to our Pouissin at the info desk, and went 
in search. Couldn’t find it! Asked directions again, from a 
helpful guard, and were told that gallery was closed—conster-
nation. Then more consultation and no, he had misunderstood 
our objective. Back through the rooms we had just searched 
and I found it! Fresh from Rennes le Chateau as we were, we 
examined it closely, but alas, could not decide if the back-
ground was indeed R le C. Bucky said, “Well, we never went 
to the place of this view. So how would we know?” Indeed, but 
now we have seen the painting, and done duty for Yo.

Bought next year’s calendar at the bookshop—works from 
the Louvre. No Guide for The Hurried. Out of print?

Much backing and forthing trying to f ind the Metro 
entrance. Supper at the southern restaurant near home. B 
knew how to find it. Took a doggie bag back to MF.

He has finally learned the secret to her fiddly door. She 
showed him how to pull on the handle while working the 
lock—perfect success every time.

* This would be something of a culmination of the burial of Yo’s ashes in Rennes 
le Chateau, and our cherished but unattainable wish to take her tarveling to the 
mystical places she so enjoyed reading about and studying.

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




The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age Xi: The megameet blues  •  Day 18: Saturday July 28, 2012—Chateau Vaux le Vicomte 647

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

Day 18: Saturday, July 28, 2012—Chateau Vaux le Vicomte

Bucky had arranged a candlelight supper at V le V. This 
chateau outside the city is the prototype for Versailles, and 
in a really bad way. Bought a book about the ill fated creator, 
Nicholas Fouquet.

Our tickets allowed us to enter at 2 p.m., so I thought we’d 
use the morning going to the post office to ship some heavy 
things home. We’ve been accumulating books and cards and 
maps as usual, and I was concerned about incurring over-
weight charges. The PO was off Rue Moufftard, and MF said 
we could get salt for Mary. So we packed up the day sack and 
trooped off. Along the way, B saw grafitti he photographed for 
Mark, in honor of the Banksey movie. Got salt, negotiated the 
PO perfectly well. Good customer service—our clerk waited 
on others while we dithered and packed and came back to us 
several times to get the next stage accomplished.

On the way back to the apartment, taking a slightly different 
route, we discovered the Arene Lutece. Without a guidebook, 
we had to puzzle out the signs, but B understood it was at least 
the site of a Roman arena. The stonework looked too clean and 
bright to be ancient. Pretty botanical gardens alongside the 
arena area. Bucky had been reading MF’s the Secret Paris book 
and wanted to find the lion eating the man fountain at the 
entrance to the JdeP. No luck with that but we did climb the 
Labyrinth.

So by the time we took RER train to Melun and local 
ChateauBus to the chateau we arrived rather later than we 
should have. Much more extensive grounds than we had 
imagined. Self toured the chateau, a “gem” as many say. But as 
B pointed out, another in bad repair.

Walked down the gardens, and didn’t have time to get all 

the way to the end. Should have rented one of the electric golf 
carts! We did make it to the cascade fountain by the canal—all 
the fountains were playing—so that was lovely. But walking 
around the canal and up the hill to the Hercules statue—the 
only point from which all the descending terraced gardens can 
really be seen—was too far. It was time to head back for supper.

The supper was not served on the terrace, as the web site 
photos imply. In a purpose built covered pavilion at the end of 
a little lane at the chateau end of the garden. We could sort of 
see the beginning of the garden, but none of the chateau. So no 
view of the candle lighting really.

We didn’t realise it would still be so light at 8:00 pm in July. 
The outdoor candles we could see were barely noticeable dur-
ing and for a while after supper!

Medium quality restaurant food. Obviously, given the speed 
with which it was served, mostly pre-prepared. Can’t remember 
exactly what we had, not worth worrying over. It was fun—the 
pavilion ended up being packed, with people dressed in every-
thing from t shirts to supper dresses. Kids ran around. Heard 
nothing but French spoken. 

After supper, and well after real dark, we retoured the 
chateau by candlelight. At first I was reluctant to begin, given 
the time it had taken to go through once. But B more or less 
insisted, and since we had been able to examine in the light, 
walking through just to experience the atmosphere was quick 
and interesting. It was dark! Easy to see how intrigue could 
breed in such a place—plenty of dark corners to lurk in.

As advised, we had the entry desk call a cab to get back to 
Melun & train station. Some girls stole our cab, but another 
showed up in time for us to make the earlier of the two late 

http://www.vaux-le-vicomte.com/en/
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trains.
Lady on the bench crying. Another went to her and com-

miserated over something. 
All in all a very good day—good weather, not so hot as it has 

been, no rain, beautiful place.



Day 18: Saturday, July 28; Chateau Vaux le Vicomte
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Day 19: Sunday, July 29, 2012—Lions, Le Comptoir, a rainy walk

Today, being Sunday, was our day to treat MF to Family 
Sunday Lunch at Comptoir. She had made a reservation. B 
was reading one of her guidebooks, and noticed the Jardin des 
Plates had a fountain featuring a lion eating someone’s feet. 
She was incredulous that on our previous visits, we hadn’t seen 
the foot-eating lion.

“At the entrance!” she said. So while we had time to do it 
quick before lunch, we went through the park and looked 
again. Lo and behold, there was the lion. Actually two of them. 
The problem had been that the fountain was dry, so we passed 
it right by as not worth investigating! We hope that’s a lesson 
to us.

Bucky saw a man walking along the top of the fountain, and 
B was off—looking for a way to the lions. It didn’t take long 
until he was walking out on the top, and found the feet. Bucky 
was calling down to me that the lion was not eating someone, 
it was sniffing. So I of course had to go up the labyrinth path 
and onto the fountain. It was true, the lion was sniffing at feet 
that were sticking out of the sculpted ground, as if the rest of 
the body was covered up under a thin layer of ground. There 
was even a little bag sculpted into the base, at the feet. The best 
thing was the other lion—it had a small dog nestling between 
its paws. Crazy! No idea what those sculptures were all about.



Day 19: Sunday, July 29; Le Comptoir
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Le Comptoir

We took pictures and then it was time to go home and have 
Sunday lunch with Marie Françoise at Le Comptoir. We had 
decided on a metro stop, but when we exited it turned out 
neither MF nor Bucky had brought the exact street address! 
Each thought the other had. So then looking at directory signs, 
asking in the Starbucks, trying with Beachy Girl on the wifi. 
Finally a lady using a notebook computer managed to stay con-
nected long enough to say she thought just around the corner. 
Correct! We were a 30 second walk away.

Busy place. We sat at a table on the sidewalk and watched 
Paris go by. Talked with people at the next table— chef and his 
male partner, testing the food. They didn’t eat much. A line of 
people waiting for tables, which B said is a new tradition. 
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Neighborhood walk

After a long, leisurely lunch MF took herself back home 
and we started a walk around the neighborhood, following a 
walk book route. Didn’t get far as rain was starting. I thought 
we could take some things home for an alfresco supper. We 
bought wine—then changed plans. Owner sent us to his son’s 
Lebanese restaurant more or less across the street for carryout, 
decided to just eat there. Mezzes and half bottle of Lebanese 
wine. Metroed home.
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Day 20: Monday, July 30, 2012—Viaduct Park: Promenade Plantée

Over the course of this trip we became increasingly casual. 
For France, and especially Paris, Bucky had done little plan-
ning for particular things to do and took very little background 
information. This behavior is not like Bucky! In Paris we’ve 
been coming home by 10 or 11 and having breakfast at 9 a.m. 
Not exactly out and charging around at the crack of dawn.

So Monday, being a day museums are closed, we took 
Marie’s suggestion to walk along the railroad bed linear park above 
the arcades of ateliers. It was absolutely lovely, a long, meander-
ing paved greenway full of flowers, trees and shrubs, winding 
through neighborhoods. People were jogging, eating, sitting a 
reading all along the way. 

Along the way we saw many interesting views and sights, 
but our favorite was the Hotel de Police, 12th Arrondissement 
police station. Only by walking the above ground park would 
a pedestrian easily notice the knock-off Michelangelo “Dying 
Slave” statues all along the roof line. They must be 15 feet tall 
and where the figure drapes a hand across his chest there is 
a vee shaped opening. If you stand in the right position, you 
can see the face of the next statue behind through the open-
ing. Bucky says this goofy building does not convey a sense of 
authority!

Along the way there were a couple of pools and an automatic 
watering system. When we got to the end we discovered an 
urban park and playground, Reuilly, that supposedly dates 
back in time (Clovis?). Today there were 2 day care groups in 
the park and lots of young people sleeping or lunching/chat-
ting. We bought a Barquettes de Frites for me and a blackberry 
muffin for Bucky at the food snack bar. I got a Titanic Boat of 
frites! We sat on the grass to eat and watch the kids and youth 

and pigeons, with the walkway stretching overhead. 
Below the linear park there are arcades housing high end 

ateliers with gorgeous window displays and occasionally, staff 
working, such as the ladies painting fine pottery. That’s the way 
we walked back, along the line of shops. I particularly liked 
the parasol atelier which had beautiful handmade umbrellas, 
very expensive. Of course we didn’t buy anything, a table or 
bathroom sink would not fit in our suitcases!

We decided to admit this was the end of a fabulous vacation 
and to go home, do some packing and find a nice place for 
supper, check in online and print out boarding passes. I found 
Terroir Parisien and Marie called to make a 7:30 reservation.

I was able to check us in online, but printing boarding passes 
defeated me, Bucky and Franz, Marie’s friend and neighbor, 
and especially, her computer guy.

We left early enough to have leisurely stroll and arrived on 
time to a sleek restaurant. To our dismay the lateness of our call 
landed us seats at the bar. The maître d’ said they often had no-
shows and if so we could move to a table. But as the place filled 
and we ordered, we realized we had good seats to watch the 
action, and the show here is seeing how the staff orchestrates 
everything at a fever pitch without breaking a sweat.

Our bartender took food and drink orders, prepared and 
served drinks, bussed tables, collected and washed dirty 
glasses, prepared charcuterie orders and probably other tasks 
I’m forgetting. Bucky had a dark Pastis. I started with Kir 
Parisienne—champagne with a delicate apricot syrup. 

The food was exceptional. For supper I had pea soup glace 
with mily mint which was unlike anything I’ve ever eaten. 
Emerald green, smooth like melted chocolate and indescrib-

http://www.frenchmoments.com/Paris_Promenade_Plantee.html
http://parisisinvisible.blogspot.com/2012/01/challenge-7-curious-figures-on-avenue.html
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ably delicious. Then chicken in orange onion sauce with 
mushrooms. And a dish of spinach and mushrooms. Bucky 
started with pig snout—similar to the tete de veau he’d had 
at Comptoir, then Boudin with very creamy, buttery potatoes 
surrounding the Boudin like a moat. He said it was the best 
thing he’d ever eaten.

We ordered a Provence rosé to go with and as it was our last 
night, splurged on an Armagnac for me and Bucky had an Eau 
de Vie. And oh yes, we did get offered a table but at that point 
we were enjoying the “counter,” and I said so. The maître d’ 
said his favorite place to sit is also the counter.

Bucky wanted to walk home thru night time Paris and we 
were only 2 metro stops from Rue Buffon, but I was finished. 
Bucky was gracious and we rode the metro back to Austerlitz.



Loie can’t resist a real estate agent’s display.



Day 20: Monday, July 30; Viaduct Park







First we went up, to walk along the old railroad bridge.







































































































This is a police headquarters. Really.













It’s only from the promenade that you can see the effect of one statue seen through another.

































Phewph.



































Now the walk back at street level. The first stop was at the bizarre Hotel de Police. At first, Loie wouldn’t believe it was 
really the police. So I made her take a few pictures to prove it.













Now examining all the “ateliers” smooshed into the arches of the old train bridge.
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Day 21: Tuesday, July 31, 2012—Return

I woke early, checked my watch, 5:45 AM, back to sleep; 
woke up for good at 6:45 and took a shower. Woke Bucky at 7:15; 
he’d showered the night before. Most of the packing was done, 
so we could have a relaxed breakfast before greeting our cab 
at 8:30. Marie prepared my final “shriveled egg” and to avoid 
a Haleakalah moment, I skipped coffee and ate a croissant. 
Marie had had an email from Lucy and reported that Lucy was 
ecstatic!

Despite a couple slight traffic slowdowns, we reached CDG 
by 9:10 and the cab fare was 56,40. I gave the driver 60. He 
had deposited us very close to US Air (Terminal 1) and coinci-
dentally, toilets. The line for Flight 755 to Philadelphia looked 
crowded but then we realized the 4 bends were actually short. 
It took us about 30 minutes to get to the counter. One thing 
that slowed down checking was family with 3 small kids and 
a mountain of stuff. We asked and were reminded that in 
Philadelphia we must collect our bags and go thru immigra-
tion & customs then turn in bags again (technically, already 
checked thru to MDT) before going thru security to reach our 
domestic gate. Looking at the video on the plane, I learned that 
Philadelphia has 7 concourses. We fly into # 1, A-West and fly 
out on US Air Express from Concourse # 7, F concourse, which 
may require a shuttle bus ride. Thank goodness we have plenty 
of time!

We’ve been in the air 2h45m, so far a smooth flight. Shrieking 
toddler.

Other notes: livethedreamliner.co.uk - Thomson
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Pushed Into the Past

After we had been home a while, Loie’s Director at the library found 
a book in the Sale Table items and gave it to her. Barry Cunliffe’s 
Europe Between the Oceans (9,000 bc – ad 1,000) was a much more 
complicated and thorough review than I’d ever read. But the maps 
were terrible: small and pretty crude.

Professor Cunliffe related the Paleo- and Mesolithic cultures of 
Europe to each other, and made some fascinating observations on 
how by the Mesolithic, sedentarism, social complexity and a degree 
of elitism were, at least to his thinking, firmly established along the 
Atlantic coasts all the way ’round.

One observation stood out for me. He wrote…
page 75: In the 1920s and 1930s extensive shell middens were located 

and excavated on the islands of Téviec and Hoëdic, sited just off the 
coast of Morbihan. They can be dated to between 5500 and 4500 bc, 
and are a remnant of what must once have been an extensive pattern 
of coastal settlement. Both shell middens contained the graves of 
ancestors dug down into them—ten graves containing twenty-three 
individuals were found at Téviec while at Hoëdic fourteen individuals 
were found in nine graves. 

page 83: At Téviec and Hoëdic a number of the graves had multiple 
interments, the later burials often disturbing the earlier. One of the 
T´viec tombs was associated with a hearth that was used on a suc-
cession of occasions, possibly when each of the six bodies in the grave 
was laid to rest. This surprisingly sophisticated practice of collective 
burial lies at the beginning of a tradition that was to flourish in the 
region over the next two thousand years, later manifesting itself in 
monumental megalithic tombs.
Well, that was it for me. Don’t need to read any further, just shut 

the book and consider the project done. Unfortunately, although I 

did read the whole massive thing and Professor Cunliffe never did 
outline exactly how he thought T & H style collective burial led to 
the megaliths. But still. If nothing else, a possible reason to revisit the 
Morbihan and have some oysters!

And another instance of history and culture being pushed back 
further into the past; how the putative Revolution with its pushing 
the rocks and stringing the wires seems now to have been the almost 
logical and inevitable succession to what came before.
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