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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.

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)
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Preparations
A few words on how this trip came to be.

Day 2: Tuesday, March 19—Arrival
Getting to Chelmsford and our first day, touring about Essex 

with T~ and P~. Cold.

Day 3: Wednesday, March 20—Sutton Hoo and Seahenge
Driving through Essex to famous sites. Freezing cold.

Day 4: Thursday, March 21—London
Into London, finding Craig.

Day 5: Friday, March 22—Ice Age Art and Bach
The exhibit at the British Museum. Meet T~ and P~ in the exhibit 

and join them for supper. Concert at St. Martin’s. Frigid cold blast-
ing winds.

Day 6: Saturday, March 23—V&A Museum, Simpson’s Divan
Another museum, with fabulous tea rooms and a Library. Supper 

at a fine old London institution. Bitter cold, snow.

Table of Contents

Day 7: Sunday, March 24—Globe Theater, St. Paul’s, Southwark 
Cathedral, Inn
Some local sights.

Day 8: Monday, March 25—British Museum, Temple
A reprise of Ice Age Art with other treasures. Medieval church.

Day 9: Tuesday, March 26—Museum of London, Orangery Tea
Loie and Craig see the sights and take tea while Bucky takes a 

day off.

Day 10: Wednesday, March 27—Return

The Rocks in Our Heads
Ahead of the Curve
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Preparation

After our Megameet trip, Loie was of course frantic to plan another. 
For a while, nothing was suggesting itself. Then in September, her 
London friend Craig went to Portugal on vacation, and wrote and 
emailed and sent pictures, raving about the climate and food in the 
Algarve, the southern coast.

We were intrigued by that. We knew there was a painted cave not 
far into Spain that could be a day trip. I looked up the petroglyphs 
in the Côa Valley, up north, and found there was now a very well 
developed archaeological park there. The Douro river valley, home 
of port wine, seemed welcoming.

Our friends the Mary and Ed were mildly interested, and we 
began gathering information. Enthusiasm waned and waxed and 
waned. Somehow, this just wasn’t a trip that spoke to us, despite the 
several Stone Age sites we could explore. Perhaps we knew, with a 
touch of Loie’s prescience, the real trip was waiting.

Loie got a news alert about an exhibit at the British Museum in 
London: “Ice Age Art: arrival of the modern mind; an exhibition 40,000 
years in the making.” She told me we were going to that show. 

Craig was ecstatic. He has been asking us for decades to visit 
London, but our preoccupation with the Stone Age always overrode 
a trip to that city. Now we would finally be seeing him there. Loie 
found a nice looking apartment just around the corner from his.

We announced our intention to The Modern Antiquarians, and 
our new traveling friends T~ and P~ invited us to stay at their house 
in Chelmsford, east of London to see some local sites: Seahenge, for 
one. That clinched it. Loie rented the apartment and booked plane 
flights. Driving the Stone Age XII was in preparation!

Mary and Ed were mildly disappointed over Portugal, but reas-
sured us it was probably for the best. His vacation time had always 
been problematical. So in the end Portugal was postponed.

Being by now seasoned hands at the UK, we knew we’d need to 
plan for bad weather. I proposed we get galoshes. Loie demurred 
at first. Then she warmed to the idea when I showed her an online 
picture of what I wanted.

“I thought you were talking about those boots we had when we 
were kids, with the metal buckles,” she said.

“No no, galoshes, rubbers…oh, look, this says ‘overshoes’,” I said. 
Loie agreed we needed those for the city. It then became fun to tell 
everyone we were taking Tingley rubbers to London.

Loie found that we could f ly on Virgin Atlantic Airlines for 
what was now considered a reasonable price, and get an upgrade to 
Premium Economy. 

“I really want to be able to sleep on the way over. And they’re 
telling me we can also upgrade on the way back, if it turns out to be 
worth it,” she said.

“OK,” I said, “We’ll do an experiment.”
We booked entrances to the British Museum exhibit, got tickets 

for a concert, made arrangements to stay with our friends T~ and 
P~ for a few days.

I posted a note on TMA about our trip, but no one except T~ and 
P~ could join us in London.

I corresponded with the House of Lords…
To: House of Lords Enquiry Service
Cc: loie
Subject: Visiting Original Library rooms
Dear Madam or Sir,
My wife (a career librarian!) and I will be in London the next to last 
week of March. We would very much like to see the original rooms 
of the House of Lords library. Is that possible? Any help, reference or 
information you could give would be greatly appreciated.

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

http://www.britishmuseum.org/whats_on/exhibitions/ice_age_art.aspx
http://www.britishmuseum.org/whats_on/exhibitions/ice_age_art.aspx


5The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age XiI: art for something’s sake  •  Preparation

Thank you very much for your consideration of our request.
Yours truly,
Bucky Edgett

House of Lords Enquiry Service
Sent: 1/21/13 11:32 am
To: bucky
Thank you for your email.
It is not possible to arrange tours of the House of Lords Library. 
However, you may wish to take an online tour of the Library via the 
following page of the parliamentary website:
http://www.parliament.uk/visiting/online-tours/virtualtours/
lords-library-tour/
You may be interested to book a Saturday tour of the Houses of 
Parliament, which includes the House of Commons and House of 
Lords chambers, the Queen’s Robing Room, the Royal Gallery and 
Westminster Hall. Information on how to book can be found on the 
following page:
http://www.parliament.uk/visiting/visiting-and-tours/ukvisitors/
summeropening/
We hope this information is useful.
Kind regards,
Information Office
House of Lords

Blah blah blah. That didn’t work. I did manage to find that we 
could visit the library in the Victoria and Albert Museum. So we 
were ready to go!

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)
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Day 2: Tuesday, March 19, 2013—Arrival

Arrived LHR 8 a.m. tues March 19, uneventful flight and 
almost empty Premium Economy cabin! PE seats and service 
excellent. Not as much sleep as I’d hoped but restful.

Took time to go to bathroom, go thru passport control, 
get bags, customs (walk thru, nothing to declare), find ticket 
office for Heathrow Connect (half price of H Express) + added 
Tube to Liverpool Street Station. B’s idea to ask—I doubted we 
could get combo tickets, we could! Handy.

Another bathroom visit, HC at about 9 to Paddington. 
As warned, some stairs there to connect to Circle Line to 
LSS. B bumped the bags down stairs, not terrible. Tickets to 
Chelmsford (Norwich) on above-ground actual train. In Ch 
at 11, T~ & P~ waiting.

Sandwich lunch at home then off we went as usual, plung-
ing right in, 3 churches (Greensted oldest wooden church in 
Europe), a drive round. Home, relax, supper at local pub, now 
email, chat, whisky.

•
The first we saw was The Church of St. Andrew, Green sted- 

juxta- Ongar. You may read about it at http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Greensted_Church. Briefly, it is supposedly “the oldest wooden church 
in the world, [presumably meaning oldest extant] and probably the 
oldest wooden building in Europe still standing, albeit only in part, 
since few sections of its original wooden structure remain.” So we 
were examing the ancient wooden walls built of half logs, “palisade” 
style: standing upright.

T~ and P~ knew we wanted to see Sutton Hoo, so were adding 
some other Anglo-Saxon sights for our education and enjoyment. 
And the palisade style walls were to be a very interesting coincidence.

◀   Table of Contents (Don’t forget to use the Bookmarks!)
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The Church of St. Andrew, Greensted-juxta-Ongar



















Examining the ancient timber walls.











After a long discussion, we decided the plugs were literally that: places where knotholes had to be plugged!
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St. Mary, Great Canfield

Next we drove to Great Canfield to see St. Mary, Great 
Canfield. We couldn’t open the door; P~ called the number 
posted on the porch bulletin board and we walked around 
the yard a bit while we waited for a man to come with the key.

T~ told us the deep banks of the stream that ran along 
three sides of the yard were evidence of a “motte,” from an 
old motte and bailey Norman castle.

This church had interesting carvings that were Norman era 
but looked very mythological and pagan. Some were on the 
porch pillars—T~’s favorites.

One of them was on a reused stone of the interior arch, and 
we had to find and use a mirror on a long handle to see that 
carving!

The niche painting of the Virgin and Child is dated 1250 
and is “said to be one of the best examples in the country.”

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



St. Mary, Great Canfield



Walls made of flints. Everywhere in the south of England!











































Another carved stone, this time a windowsill.













The niche painting of the Virgin and Child is dated 
1250 and is “said to be one of the best examples in the 
country.”















Loie likes having all these pictures of lists of ancient vicars, rectors and such.























Proof we had at least one sunny day.
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St. Mary with St. Leonard

Our third and last church was a bit of an add-on. T~ was 
getting tired, and it was time to head home. But St. Mary with 
St. Leonard, Broomfield was right on the way home.

“Do you know about puddingstone?” asked P~. Of course 
we had no idea what puddingstone was, and P~ just smiled as 
he said he wanted to show us some.

When we got to St Mary, T~, who had seen the pudding-
stone, elected to stay warm in the car and rest a bit. P~ walked 
us all around the church—we never did go in —telling us how 
he had read about there being puddingstone here and how he 
had searched and searched for it.

Eventually, after we had come right back around, he had us 
stop and look for it. We looked around the door, and exam-
ined stones in the wall. Nothing stood out as being different 
from the flints and old Roman era bricks all jumbled in the 
walls. Finally Bucky said, “All right, I give up!”

P~ pointed down low, almost at our feet; we saw a lump 
sticking out of the wall just at the bottom. Totally incongru-
ous—almost silly! But it must have meant something to the 
builders, and is apparently almost unique.

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





























Finally, the puddingstone! It can be seen in our first few pictures, but we never noticed it.









Roman era flat bricks reused.
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Day 3: Wednesday, March 20, 2013—Sutton Hoo and Seahenge

Very nice little breakfast at home and out door by 10 to 
Sutton Hoo including (short) walk round there. Freezing cold 
with strong wind. P~ elected to not walk all around the 
mounds. B led the rest of the way, following the printed site 
map. Several mounds identified, one of the first was piled 
back up to the presumed original height for comparing with 
the other eroded and ploughed down ones.

Mounds, cremation sites, variety of buried things…Finally 
after all this time I saw the real mound! Archaeologist’s little 
shepherd’s hut on wheels. Good to get out of the cold wind for 
a minute.

Back at the visitor’s center, found T & P watching a video 
about the site, history, so forth. Decided to forgo the second 
hand bookstore, time pressing. Long ride coming up.

Car lunch in the car to stay out of cold! Then the exhibit—
has roof on ship model. Frankish coins. B saw cloths and 
small rug in the burial recreation. Asked docents where he 
could get one as a Local Craft; “We don’t know who made 
those. The whole exhibit was created and installed by the 
British Museum.” Well, we’ll be there tomorrow!

On the road to Thetford at 2:20 p.m., P~ said, “The coldest 
March in 50 years.” Figures; we’re here.
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Map calls the field Rabbit Hill.







Down below is the River Deben, here an estuary. The Sutton Hoo burial ship was probably dragged up the hill from the 
river.











This mound has been reconstructed, to show the original state of all the mounds. About a dozen of them are still just 
visible.



















The Sutton Hoo ship burial mound.

















Modern cairns of stones mark the burial sites of criminals executed in more or less medieval times, outside church 
grounds, but interestingly on this old burial grounds. What were they remembering?





Gorse. Flowering despite the freezing cold. T~ says, “Nothing kills it. It grows where nothing else can.”



Mrs. Pretty’s house. She had the first digs done, and found the ship burial.















A reconstruction! The original was just bits and pieces. Those are in the British Museum.
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Seahenge

On to Kings Lynn and Seahenge. Drove by beautiful old 
library! Amazed to see timbers cut in the same style as 
Greensted. Wedges out of timbers; over zealous archeologists 
desperate to get dendrochronology samples. Home to salmon 
supper with beans, peas, potatoes. Fish leftovers for skinny 
cat? Chat continued from car talk about P~’s history and 
attachment to Japan; possible trip in our future with Essex’s 
Adrian Monk? 

•
After we returned, P~ sent us an email of the text he wanted 

to post on his Heritage blog: After a few backs and forths, his post 
read…

“On a recent visit to the Lynn Museum in Norfolk to see the 
Seahenge Gallery, it was noticed by our American friends, Bucky 
and Loie, that in each of the trunks that make up the circle there 
is a wedge-shaped cut extending the whole width of each trunk, 
and one or two inches into it. Bucky writes that, ‘Loie noticed a 
horizontal band of discoloration on one timber. When she pointed 
it out to me, I started looking at all of them and finding similar 
bands, at different heights. At first, I thought they might be strips 
of metal helping hold the timbers to the support posts: there was a 
tiny bit of space between some of the bands and the wood, as if the 
bands weren’t tight. Looking at the bands from as close to the tim-
ber sides as was possible, it was soon apparent the bands were not 
connected to the metal posts: light was visible between them. So 
the bands were in or on the wood. I soon saw that where the bands 
met the sides of the timbers, they continued around the sides. And 
the continuations were all triangular. It became apparent that the 
only explanation for all the different aspects we had noted would 
be horizontal wedges cut into the wood, and then inexpertly filled 

with some kind of painted putty.’
“The cuts had indeed been filled and in-painted so, in the sub-

dued lighting of the Gallery, they are not easily seen (which actually 
contravenes accepted conservation practice as restorations should 
be clearly visible). Staff on the reception desk at Lynn Museum 
didn’t know what the cuts were (and hadn’t even noticed them 
before) but after telephoning one of the museum curators it appears 
that English Heritage’s original intention was to leave the circle in 
situ to naturally degrade. In order to get as much information as 
possible before that happened however a wedge was cut out of each 
timber (not just the infamous chainsaw chunk from the central 
bole) for dendochronological cross-dating. English Heritage’s 
decision to leave the circle in situ was then reversed and all the 
timbers were subsequently removed for safety and conservation 
(now unfortunately with slices taken out of them—slices which 
subsequently needed to be filled in and ‘restored’).

“Other observations at the Seahenge Gallery were that not all the 
timbers from the circle are on show—the rest are in storage at the 
Museum with no plans to bring them out for display. This is strange 
because there appears, actually, to be enough room in the Seahenge 
Gallery to display them all if things were rearranged. The large (and 
excellent) illuminated photo of the sea actually dissects the Gallery 
and if this were moved to a side wall the rest of the circle could 
probably be displayed (ingress and egress to and from the circle 
being made possible by having the two halves positioned slightly 
apart).

“What is really disappointing at Lynn Museum’s Seahenge 
Gallery is the position of the central bole; it stands in its own case 
outside the circle, against a wall (so one cannot walk round it) and 
next to a door which is often open and which reveals another gallery 
with some kind of fairground attraction in it - very disconcerting, 
not to mention distracting the visitor’s attention from the central 
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bole and the rest of the Seahenge Gallery.
“The Heritage Trust would like to see all of the circle displayed, 

the bole repositioned within it, and the door to the other gallery 
either screened off or fitted with a self-closing mechanism. Other 
suggestions we would like to make are that the replica cast of the 
smaller bole is removed (it is not a cast of the Seahenge bole anyway 
but of another one) and a mirror fitted to the ceiling of the case in 
which the Seahenge bole itself stands (so that its top surface can be 
seen from below).

“Money to do these things is always a problem of course but 
perhaps an appeal could be launched to assist in fundraising. A 
dedicated collection box at the entrance to the Seahenge Gallery 
might be installed for this purpose. The collection box at the British 
Museum for example asks for a £5 donation from those who can 
afford it; a similar request at the Lynn Museum does not seem 
unreasonable given that it would help towards aiding the full, and 
proper, display of this unique monument from our ancient past.”
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One of the infamous wedges. Once we’d figured it out, it was plain as the nose on your face. However, the flash in this 
picture does make the wedge rather more apparent than they were in the subdued museum lighting.

























The central, upside down tree root ball. It was reading about this that inspired Bucky to want a Central Object for a grove 
in our Christmas Tree Windbreak.









Attempting to show one of the two rope holes.
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Day 4: Thursday, March 21, 2013—London

Up at 8 on Thurs to ready ourselves for transfer to London. 
T~ and and I walked to their little shopping center where I 
got cash and UK stamps. Light breakfast and coffee, finished 
packing, off to the station to get the local train to Liverpool 
Street Station in London. 

We dawdled, train arrived; we got on, B stowing luggage 
and I began to step out again for one last goodbye thank you. 
P~ jumped forward to motion me back, to stop me getting 
smushed by the train doors.

From Liverpool Street Station took a cab to Morely street, 
16 pounds. Kay waiting for us, Elizabeth Norman had to work. 
All fine except no wifi. I called EN and left a message on her 
phone. Then called Craig who hustled over with presents and 
an offer of wine. We went to lunch at a fish and chips restau-
rant across the street—Master’s Super Fish—inexpensive and 
made to order. Dumpy, local, nice service and very filling. B 
puzzling over the chips (french fries), finally decided they 
must be cooked in peanut oil.

Craig took us to his apartment so I could email Dad and 
so he could show us his apartment, give us a bottle of wine 
and show us his balcony garden. Then a short neighborhood 
tour escorting Craig to work. Mostly along a road called The 
Cut—the local shopping stretch. Restaurants, groceries, pubs.  
On the corner of the Cut and our road, Waterloo Road, was 
the Old Vic theater! That’s famous, so several of the pubs and 
businesses were allying themselves with that.

Craig was being very much the mother hen—pointing out 
each shop or restaurant! We got our Oyster Cards for riding 
the Tube and buses. Craig to work. While heading more or 
less home we walked around a bit to look for EV restaurant 

then shopped at Sainsbury for cream, cheese, crackers, water, 
orange juice, wine. Back to the apartment.

Found a note from Kay from Elizabeth telling us where to 
find the wifi key—pasted to the bottom of the wireless router! 
Now we’re online at home at least, but not while away from 
Wifi. Started feeling very sleepy in the warm apartment; I 
napped a couple of hours, we opened the wine, Craig called to 
check in on his chicks.

Email from P~ of no luck changing our British Museum 
entry time to match theirs so we will spend the day at the BM 
and meet them at 4. Elizabeth called, stopped in at 9:30, chat-
ted till 10:30 and out to her dead mother’s place. Not entirely 
sure about that story.

Wicked cold here. Feels almost colder than it was out in the 
country. B says “urban wind tunnel effect.” Doesn’t stop him 
sitting out on nice little balcony to have a smoke.
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Day 5: Friday, March 22, 2013—Ice Age Art and Bach

Just as we were walking out the door around 9:30 to catch 
our #188 bus to Russell Square for the British Museum, Bucky 
asked “Do you have the admission tickets?” NO! Too casual!

Quick bus ride to Russell Square with B following our 
route on iPad, pointing out sights. In the museum a bit before 
10, enough time to have a quick bite to eat at the café set up 
in the rotunda. The Ice Age Art special exhibit was excellent, and 
we moved slowly—hardly anyone there at 10:20, but gradually 
building a crowd. Arranged chronologically, oldest first. No 
pictures, though. Have to read the catalog!

At 12:30 we were only halfway through, realized what time 
it was, and went back to the entrance to find P~ and T~. There 
they were, might even have spotted us first? We all finished at 
1:30! So we were 3 hours in the show, and in the end did get to 
go through with them.
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Ice Age Art

No photography in the exhibit, so some notes.
Venus of Lespugue—Hair? Scribed lines on head and back: 

natural fractures or engraved? Engraving on face?
Lion Man—REPLICA! Craved out around groin: applique?
Little Lion Man, horse, lion head, bison, Snow Cat—all 

from Vogelherd cave. Flat backed, nor carved in round. For 
clothes?

Need drawings/schematics for difficult-to-see images. E.g. 
lady engraving B sketched to help me see it.

Left eye damage lady—“Oldest known portrait of a 
woman” Dolnī Věstonice, Moravia Czech Republic, Moravian 
Museum: 27,000; found near burial site where bodies all had 
some abnormality

Leaf shaped point took 5 hours to produce? Incredible.
Little clay figurines from Dolnī Věstonice—wet/unbaked 

clay figurines thrown in fires to explode! Oktoberfest!
(Written after second visit) Audio-visual guide some help—

close-up enlargeable pics interesting. Should have been in 3D.
As planned, they went to see Cave of Forgotten Dreams. We 

had some lunch in the café, went back into the BM to find 
Lindow Man, the Chessmen and real Sutton Hoo treasures. 
At last we found a description and depiction of the assumed 
covering over the ship for the burial. Apparently there was 
archaeological evidence for it. It was getting time for our 
rendezvous at the pub across the street. B said we had to 
look for the Ogham stone in the Rotunda, as P~ particularly 
recommended it.

After puzzling over the stone, which was engraved with 
about a dozen straight lines—how could that possibly be 
“writing”?—went to bathroom and there was T~ just coming 

out. So gave P a hard time over Ogham Stone. 
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Day 5: Friday, March 22—Dinner and Bach

Across the street to the Museum Tavern for a drink When 
we told about forgetting our ticket recipts this morning, we 
realized that we had also forgotten our receipts for tonight’s 
concert! Why didn’t we remember that when B asked me 
about museum tickets?

Decided to go back to apartment after supper, P assuring 
us there would be time. Supper discussion—B had some rec-
ommendations on iPad, I remembered we had traded emails 
about a Japanese place. P~ said they had looked for it on their 
way to museum, couldn’t find it. B looked it up, it was suppos-
edly just down the street two blocks. He went out to look for 
it—came back saying it was there and open. But scaffolding 
obscured it. 

So we had supper at Abeno’s. P~ helped us with the Japanese 
choices—an “Okonomiyaki” restaurant. They cook pancakes 
of rice flour, egg, all kinds of inclusions on a griddle set in 
the middle of the table. He was in his element speaking 
Japanese with the servers! Delicious meal, with kimchee for 
me as appetizer—good to have the “pancakes” stay hot on the 
griddle.

After this—for us—early dinner they headed home and so 
did we. Didn’t take long to bus home, pick up tickets and we 
got to St Martin in the Fields—in the cold rain—in good time for 
a lovely 2+ hour long concert: “The Choir of Christ’s College 
Cambridge with soloists Rhiannon Llewellyn, Fiona Mckay, 
Nick Pritchard, Edmund Hastings and Christopher Dollins 
present Bach’s ‘St John’s Passion’ with the Thames Chamber 
Orchestra.” Wonderful to see the young people carrying on 
the traditions so well.
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Day 6: Saturday, March 23, 2013—V&A Museum, Simpson’s Divan

Craig called at 8 per my email. He arrived at 9 and we 
went to one of his favorite local dive restaurants for English 
breakfast. My digestion was wonky, perhaps the kimchee 
from the night before, so back to the apartment. A chat with 
Craig, and I mentioned B’s desire for traditional beef, Craig 
recommended Simpson’s—about which B knew well—and 
we made a 10 p.m. reservation—that’s all we could get! He 
also advised us to go to a certain Tube station for the V & A, 
and to walk through the long tunnel from station to museum. 
That turned out to be good advice to stay out of the cold wind.

Craig went home to sleep, we went on to the Victoria and 
Albert Museum for the Morris Tea Room, Constables, tapes-
tries, fashion, and the library! Before we left on this trip, Bucky 
had registered us for library cards at the National Art Library in 
the museum. So now we would visit a fine old historic library. 
No pictures inside. Two huge reading rooms—each almost as 
big as our house. Had to stash bags, then get our cards with 
our printouts of our online requests. We remembered to take 
them, after yesterday’s fiascos.

We were promised that if we came back and made arrange-
ments, we could have a tour of back of house. The two 
librarians who helped register us were pleased to hear we 
were a librarian and a graphic artist—this being the Library 
of the Arts. One mentioned the need for a sprucing up—paint 
was peeling and dingy. Beautiful, though; wrought iron, clas-
sical plasterwork, wood and wood! Leatherbound books, old 
cases, huge windows over the inner court.

Ran around the rest of the museum, finding a Constable 
watercolor exhibition—B said “also rans”—a weird Rosetti 
portrait, the tea rooms, Renaissance tapestries and a 

round-the-atrium fashion exhibition. Passed through the 
silver rooms twice—now I understand the true meaning of 

“overwrought”!
A sit in one of the tea rooms consulting B’s iPad for local 

sights. 
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Loie’s birthday is in March. And this is what we looked like in London!
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St. James

So on to Picadilly Circus with its fountain, and down the 
street to St. James on Piccadilly. Snow that had been blowing had 
stopped, still cold and damp. Got down to crazy window 
displays at Fortnum and Mason, felt we walked too far. B and 
I agreeing we should have seen it; checked the iPad and yes, 
we had been searching the wrong side of the street!

Backtracked, looking more carefully, and found the church 
beyond a yard having a f lea market. That had thrown us 
off. Inside, unsure whether to enter the nave—a service in 
progress? B decided the choir was rehearsing and we went in. 
Shouldn’t have worried—homeless people were napping on 
the rear pews and snoring. Green Guide and small pamphlet 
told us of Grinley Gibbons, who carved the altar and font, 
and how the whole interior had been reconstructed after the 
Blitz.
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Simpson’s Divan

Home at 6 in anticipation of supper at Simpson’s at 10. 
Cheese and Craig’s Portuguese grappa to tide us over.

Simpson’s turned out to be just over the river, so a quick bus 
ride and 1 minute walk did it. We were almost the only people 
there—a large party came in a bit after us, Grandma at the 
head of the table. One gaggle of twenty-somethings were fall-
ing all over each other—they left well before we did.

Beautiful old room. Chose our suppers and the experience 
began. Appetizer of Loch Ryan oysters half shell—best I ever had.

Lamb for me and beef for B, both served carved from 
trolleys pushed to our table. B said not the best beef, M & 
M could beat it. Good bottle of wine—Mangaorapa Estate 2011 
Pinot Noir. 

Great fun though to be in another classic restaurant.
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Day 7: Sunday, March 24, 2013—Globe Theater, St. Paul’s, Southwark Cathedral, Inn

Still very cold at just about freezing but wind chill into 
upper 20’s + occasional snow flurries.

After a late night supper on Saturday, we slept in till 9:30! 
Finally mobilized we headed for the Globe Theater; our machi-
nations over Bus 344 proved fruitless as we came to a stop 
with 3 parked buses, a sign saying only alighting was allowed, 
and a drunk arguing with a bus driver about wanting to get 
on his bus. In between his yelling and arguing we managed 
to ask the driver and he gave us directions and a different bus, 
which we found and took. B later said he kept trying to stay 
between me and the drunk and make some distance.

Had to take a walk along the river in the cold wind!
You must buy and take a tour to see the theater; we had 30 

minutes to graze thru the exhibit displays before the start of 
the tour, led by elderly Val. Val was a character with a well 
rehearsed spiel of information and personal anecdotes about 
GT shenanigans and high jinks. Standing outside much of 
the time or sitting inside the open to the air theater made for 
cold listening. We were then ready to find a warm place to 
eat lunch, and the Swan was right next door. Crazy busy and 
some backing and forthing till we got a table at 2 Ish. Simple, 
short menu—burger for me, English breakfast for B, but this 
time with blood pudding. 
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Snow flurrying into the theater. Oh brother!
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St. Paul’s

After lunch, across the thankfully not wobbly Millennium 
Bridge to St. Paul. 

Under the base of the bridge, the same trio of street musi-
cians we had heard on our way to the Globe were still playing 
“When the Saints Go Marching In” like maniacs, over and 
over. They were just barely able to follow the tune, but they 
were putting their all into it. In the freezing cold.

Rather windy on the bridge!
We weren’t thinking that it was Palm Sunday, and found 

the church open free of charge due to a PS service—evensong. 
We sat through the service mesmerized by the beautiful 
voices and left just as the sermon began. We could not tour 
the church, but that was alright.
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Our destination, the dome of St. Paul’s, across the river.



















Find Loie’s white hat in front of the statue. Big building, St. Paul’s.
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Globe theater archaeological site, Southwark Cathedral

Then back across the river to a few last destinations back 
in our neighborhood—Globe theater archaeological site, Southwark 
Cathedral, gothic. Again we were lucky as it is supposed to be 
open till 5:30 with us arriving at 5:10, but there was a 6 p.m. 
service so the church remained open. Another amazing 
experience. 
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The darker cobblestones mark the site of actual remains of the old Globe theater.
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George Inn

Our final stop was the George Inn, the only remaining gal-
leried inn in London. It looked like it had been there a while, 
with warped rails and creaky stairs. We decided only to have 
a drink; a waitress had no idea what a hot toddy might be. 
When I asked the bartender what hot alcoholic drinks they 
could make, he said hot water with…whisky? I ordered two 
hot waters with cognac (cheap); cost 6,90.

We hopped the London Bridge/Jubilee line to Southwark, 
found Craig and had a chat, then shopped at Sainsbury on 
the walk home for supper—Cumberland sausages, sautéed 
tomatoes, salad with balsamic vinegar and olive oil, accom-
panied by cider and Craig’s white wine gift. Ate in the living 
room watching Back to the Future on TV reruns!

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

http://www.nationaltrust.org.uk/george-inn/
















281The Rocks in Our Heads, Driving the Stone Age XiI: art for something’s sake  •  Day 8: Monday, March 25, 2013—British Museum, Temple

Day 8: Monday, March 25, 2013—British Museum, Temple 

Bus breakfast of supper leftovers enroute to second entry to 
Ice Age but first the Rosetta Stone and Elgin Marbles.

At the exhibit, rented the iTouch player audio tour. Spent 
2 hours this time. Audio tour had some interesting bits, but 
overall probably not worth the trouble to carry and operate.

B then assualted the Information Desk with his request for 
Anglo-Saxon textiles. Spoke on the phone to someone who 
gave him an email address for someone else. We’ll see.

British Museum café lunch for 17,40. Made Orangery tea 
reservation while sitting over lunch. Then off exploring more 
Olde Stuff.
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Temple, Harrod’s, supper

Temple church 3:20 till close at 4. Walked around a bit, Talisker 
at the Old Cocke Tavern pub. Called Amaya Indian restaurant (from 
list Bucky had printed out) for 6:30 at a “shared table.” Tubed 
over—passed Twining’s Tea original store on the way to the 
Tube station—and went to Harrod’s, which was right outside 
our destination Tube station.

At first I had been uninterested in a department store. But 
of course B knew the food halls were worth a visit! Drooled in 
markets, bought chocolates. Had a nice brisk walk through a 
ritzy neighborhood on way to supper—which was divinity. A 
la tapas, and outstanding. We ordered too much food, think-
ing the portions were all going to be tiny. Some were bigger 
than others! B walked around admiring the several fire grills 
for cooking.

The menu was daunting, with choices in categories for 
starters, middle courses, meat courses! Dozens of things, 
most of them available as small or large portions. We couldn’t 
remember what we wanted to order. Eventually B got out a 
notebook and he wrote it all down.

Tube to Green Park changed to Jubilee to Southwark to say 
hello to Craig. Quick desparate pee break at pub (B) on way 
home, bottle of Welsh mineral water for coffee in a.m. Craig 
coming here at 9:30 for a day of touristing. Bucky having 
gripey guts, planning to sit up late and read and go to the 
bathroom a lot.
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Westminster! Now we know where we come from.
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Day 9: Tuesday, March 26, 2013—Museum of London, Orangery Tea

Bucky not well in AM, gripy guts, so we lingered for a 
while to see if it would pass. But not having slept well B was 
exhausted and reluctantly decided it was best to stay home.* 
Craig and I set off for the Museum of London promising to 
call Bucky in a few hours to check in, to see if he felt well 
enough to join us for High Tea. The MoL was clearly aimed at 
school kids, but fun nonetheless.

The Mayor’s red coach, used once a year, in November for 
hundreds of years, was on Craig’s “must see” list for me. He 
was pointedly disinterested in the prehistoric past of London. 
His other main goal was to have an alcoholic drink—because 
he could, with 2 days off work—and so he ordered a rum and 
coke in the restaurant bar while I enjoyed the interesting 
tangible objects from London’s past.

Then it was time to call Bucky. He was feeling better but 
still wanted to stay home to recover.

* Loie later decided I was having “One-week Crash.” Seems one or the other of us, 
or both, often conk out after about a week of dedicated museuming, sightseeing, 
dining, etc. It certainly happened to me on our Honeymoon, leading to our 
independent discovery of Slow Travel. A day off, reading, sleeping and eating tea 
and toast does the trick and we’re back to touristing.
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Orangery Tea

Craig and I went on to Kensington Palace and High Tea 
in the Orangery. The grounds and gardens, though not 
yet blooming, promised to be gorgeous in the spring. The 
Orangery was also gorgeous, a long, high ceilinged, windows 
f loor to ceiling space painted just a little off white/cream 
and luminous. The servers seemed genuinely friendly and 
happy to see us. I decided we’d have the Royal Tea vs. English, 
because that allowed us to have a glass of champagne.

4 wedges each of crustless sandwiches on the bottom tier, 
one raisin one plain scone each on the second tier, with cream 
and strawberry jam; 2 slices of Princess Victoria sponge cake 
and 4 different little cakes on the top tier, accompanied by 2 
pots of Lady Grey tea. Absolutely divine. The young manager 
came to chat with us at the end, and Craig persisted in 
encouraging him to bring back the orange trees. They’d had 
a small one on each table, expensive, and customers plucked 
the fruit to taste it, ripe or not! Plus every time they had a 
rental event, they had to move out all of the small trees plus a 
couple bigger ones, a maintenance issue. 

Collected Marks & Spencer potables for at home supper 
while I packed and Craig and Bucky chatted. Comfy warm 
while packing then Craig off around 11 or midnight.
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Day 10: Wednesday, March 27, 2013—Return

Right at 6 am Craig called but we were rousing. Easy finish, 
Craig put off arriving till 7 ish, Minicab called to confirm, out 
we went, and waited and watched and waited. Finally I called, 
after Craig walked up the street and Bucky down and around 
the corner. I got the dispatcher who said the driver was wait-
ing. I called, success 2d time, and around he came, wrong 
direction on the street (Baltimore driving) with Bucky in the 
front seat. We waved goodbye to a forlorn Craig.

Quick 60 minute ride to the airport with a Brazilian driver 
who pointed out sights—Buckingham Palace!—along the way. 
40 Pounds as promised, at the VA counter by 9 for 11:30 flight. 
Found the upgrade counter and inquired. 254 pounds per seat 
for Premium Economy—too much! “Well, let me see what 
I can do…” Two for one? 254 pounds for 2 seats. Yes, book 
them!

A pair on the left, bulkhead, near galley and toilet but as 
PE was only half full, no problem. Lovely big triangular foam 
pillow foot rests, and all the other amenities. Able to stretch 
out and sleep!

Amazingly, we took off right at 11:30 AND arrived an hour 
ahead of schedule!

Dreaming of our next trip…
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Ahead of the Curve

When we returned from this trip, the March issue of Scientific 
American was waiting for us. The cover story was “Evolution of 
Creativity, The rise of the innovative mind.” What a coincidence to see 
this after just having been to an exhibit about “the arrival of the 
modern mind.” Something was in the air.

When we had read the article, Loie said, “As usual, you’re ahead 
of the curve.” How immensely flattering.

As far as I could make out, the gist of the article was that, to quote 
the web site, “Scientists long thought that early humans were stuck 
in a creative rut until some 40,000 years ago, when their powers of 
innovation seemed to explode.

“But archaeological discoveries made in recent years have shown 
that our ancestors had flashes of brilliance far earlier than that.

“These findings indicate that the human capacity for innovation 
emerged over hundreds of thousands of years, driven by both 
biological and social factors.”

Well, OK. Maybe our driving the stone age  has put us ahead 
of the curve. If the idea that “the human capacity for innovation 
emerged over hundreds of thousands of years” is supposedly new, 
that’s what The Rocks in Our Heads has been stumbling towards, 
and in a lot of ways going beyond, for ten or fifteen years. 

The article as published in print goes into detail about creativity, 
genius, innovation and so forth. The examples of “fermenting 
genius” range from 3.4 million year old “cut marked animal bones 
from Dikika, Ethiopia,” to “40–35,000 year old figurative art from 
Hohle Fels, Germany,” with Leonardo da Vinci’s Mona Lisa and 
his invention of his sfumato painting technique thrown in for good 
measure. 

The general conclusion seems to be that “our power of innovation 

did not burst into existence fully formed late in our evolutionary 
history but rather gained steam over hundreds of thousands of 
years, fueled by a complex mix  of biological and social factors.” OK, 
good. That’s what Driving the Stone Age taught us.

Except that, the “mix” isn’t really all that complex. Everything is 
complex, created by an infinite chain of circumstances stretching 
back to the beginning of everything. But here’s no way to analyze 
that. (Ring in the old saw about a computer as big as the universe.)

As a lay person, of course I don’t have—and for that matter, I 
don’t believe the sciences yet have—the knowledge to prize apart all 
the biochemistry of learning brains. No one has the archaeological 
evidence of the exact circumstances that allowed some tiny bunch 
of learning brains to survive predators and diseases and so forth 
until knowledge was sufficient to support generations of physically 
feeble humans through those perils. Undoubtedly there had to be 
some element of luck in there somewhere.

Behind the Eight Ball
But the general principle is now clear: people, relying on learning 
brains, freed thereby to a large degree from the constraints of pure 
instinct, invented new ways to make a living. That took a long time, 
because at first the new ways weren’t much different from the old 
ways. 

Along the way, everything became subject to being analyzed 
in terms of technology: it was no longer acceptable/sufficient to 
address the ancestors/gods in a grove or a cave. That had to be done 
in something built. It seemed like a good idea to make food grow 
instead of just relying on finding it.

There’s an assumption in here that’s been bruited about by 
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archaeologists and historians. The assumption is that ancient 
people and proto-people somehow knew what they were doing 
when they “adopted” new technologies. But how could they? It’s 
only in hindsight that we see success. At the moment, they could 
only have a kind of blind faith that trying to build and keep a fire 
(“There’s no way you’re going to do that around the children!”) is 
going to turn out to be both useful and reasonably safe.

They had to already have the rocks in their—guiding their—heads.
Eventually, when inventions and technology accumulated to the 

point they formed the majority of our ancestors’ experiences—that 
from which they learned—technology became the neuro-plastically 
self-justifying juggernaut we’re riding today.
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