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Tips

A Word on the Trip Diaries and Their  
Odd Titles

Loie has always taken notes on our trips; I used to struggle with a 
lot of gear and took pictures. At some point she got a small camera 
and took over the photography. Before digital photography and 
personal computers, Loie and I used to make picture albums for 
our trips. Now we’ve gone digital!

As you may have read in the Introduction document and the 
diary for Driving Yo, we’ve been taking trips we call Driving the 
Stone Age. That’s a long story, but we’ve both been interested in 
old stuff for a long time, so we took one trip in 1999, to the Scottish 
Highlands and out islands, looking for what we thought would be a 
good introduction to the beginnings of Western Civilization in the 
Neolithic monuments so prevalent there. We decided we weren’t 
seeing the beginning, but that it was fun nonetheless. (See The Rocks 
in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands.) And 
we got the Europe bug, so went to Italy and France, sometimes on 
trips that were mainly Driving the Stone Age, sometimes not.

So as the trip diaries and albums accumulated, and when we 
created a Life List of prehistoric sites, I started to name the trips. 
We had DtSAs, and Interludes: trips with few or no prehistoric sites. 

Then, I started to write an essay based on our thoughts garnered 
driving the Stone Age, and a whole lot of reading. Loie didn’t like 
the working title, so I changed it to The Rocks in Our Heads. When 
the Trip Diaries went digital, I decided to munge the two projects 
by including a serial version of the essay at the ends of the diaries.

So now we have The Rocks in Our Heads: DtSAs and The Rocks 
in Our Heads: Interludes, both of which may end with an essay 
installment.

Documentation Notes

In the beginning, Loie wrote out her Trip Diaries in longhand 
in notebooks. For our trip “Driving the Stone Age X, The Oldest 
Stones” she bought a netbook computer and began to write her 
diaries with it. That made formatting the diaries a lot easier!

But there were a few trips since that one where lugging the net-
book was less than congenial, and she went back to hand-written 
notes. 

Her handwriting is beautiful, and I wanted to preserve some 
aspects of it. In the Trip Diaries it has a few short-hand style 
shortcuts. So, when you see + meaning “and,” or @ meaning “at,” 
or “w/” meaning “with” you will know that I have transcribed a 
hand-written diary.

Navigation Tips

These interactive PDFs include… 
a Bookmarks List for Days and their individual events,  use 
the Bookmarks; we hope your device will make that easy; 
a clickable/tappable Table of Contents, and; 
various hyperlinks.

You may also just page through by… 
scrolling, clicking Page Down buttons, or; 
right side tapping/right left swiping; 
depending on your viewing device.

➧  Zoom the pictures to examine details.
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Preparation
A few words on how this trip came to be.

Day 1: Tuesday April 30, 2013—Departure, Arrival; Fairway
A leisurely train ride and some incredible shopping.

Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire 
State Building
Glorious weather and park outdoes Paris.

Day 3: Thursday, May 02, 2013—Metropolitan Museum, Central Park
Whirlwind tour after lunch. A walk in the park.

Day 4: Friday, May 3, 2013—Central Park, Lexington Candy Shop; ISAW
Carol joins us for cosmopolite delights.

Day 5: Saturday, May 4th, 2013—Lexington Candy Shop, Frick Collection; 
Loeb Boat House; Keene’s
Frank joins us, Annie and Russ join in, too!

Day 6: Sunday, May 5, 2013—Brunch; Folk Art Museum; Central Park
A leisurely wedding discussion. Prolific artist.

Day 7: Monday May 6, 2013—Washington Square Park, Times Square; 
Return
The park in Michael’s honor. The Square just because.

The Rocks in Our Heads
Way Back

Table of Contents
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Preparation

Preparation

There wasn’t any particular reason for this trip. Loie had been say-
ing, ever since we went to ISAW for a day, a long time ago, that we 
should go to New York for a week. 

“We’ve been to Rome more than once, and Paris several times. 
We’ve been to New Orleans and San Francisco and even Istanbul. 
We know a lot about Washington. But we don’t know anything 
about New York, and it’s a capital of world culture. We should 
spend some time there,” she said. Which was perfectly true. So she 
worked on a trip to Manhattan. I contacted the Sisters Bailey (daugh-
ters of my old college pal Russ) and got some recommendations on 
things to do.

As it turned out, because Loie wanted a spring trip with the 
best chance for good weather, the dates she chose just happened to 
include my birthday.

That put the topper on it. When we realized what was happening, 
we started to talk about a Birthday Dinner in Manhattan. And then 
of course we had to call Russ and Annie, because their daughters 
live there, and Frank because he’s such a good friend and a dedi-
cated cosmopolite. They were all enthusiastic. Loie and our friend 
Carol have been talking about travel experiences for some time, 
so naturally she heard about the trip to New York. Then somehow 
Laura figured out that Carol and Bucky have the same birthday.

So of course Carol and Loie agreed Carol should come, too. Now 
we had a crew. There was going to be a good exhibition at ISAW. We 
were ready to go.

http://sistersbailey.wordpress.com/
http://isaw.nyu.edu/
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Day 1: Tuesday, April 30, 2013—Departure, Arrival; Fairway

Day 1: Tuesday April 30, 2013—Departure, Arrival; Fairway

Easy ride on Amtrak from BWI to Penn Station. Parked in 
train station garage/$9 day/ right across from the little station. 
Train departed and arrived on time. Comfortable wide seats 
with recline. Wonderful!

Taxi from Penn at about 4:45. Arrived our apartment about 
5:30, $22 for cab (gave 25). 2d floor walkup but a strong young 
man appeared from nowhere to carry up the big bag. Key 
in Fang laundry as promised (they close at 7); our entrance 
right next to an Italian restaurant and Fang’s. Apt a bit more 
rusticated than the look in the photos but fine for us. Not very 
noisy with tiny bedroom at the back of the apt. Unpacked, 
set out for Fairways grocery for a few coffee-cream-water type 
supplies, which we were told was by the lady in the laundry 
and a man customer was good, and it was. (The man told B it 
was good because “They know how to work a business—you 
get out fast.”)

No fancy displays but an incredible array of stuff. Better 
looking vegetables arranged in beautiful neat piles than any 
store at home. 

We were just looking around admiring the store, and mar-
veling about how this huge, two story place was tucked away 
in the middle of the city when we saw a Tete de Moine cheese 
for sale. (It was made in Switzerland, which made us wonder 
if the Tete de Moine at Les Muscardins was French or Swiss?) 
That decided us—we had to have our supper of stuff from this 
store. Decided on: seafood salad, smoked sturgeon, broccoli 
rabe, two goat cheeses, bread, olives. 

Also bought coffee (ground there, dozens of choices), 
cream, yogurt and bottled water. Walked 2 blocks and bought 
cheap wine to accompany supper. Ate at small table in living 

room, NOTHING worth watching on the tv!
Oh, and—no Tete de Moine. Turns out they only sold it by 

the whole cheese, and that was too much and too expensive. 
But it was fun to see it.

http://www.fairwaymarket.com/store-upper-east-side/
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Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire State Building

Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire State Building

Walking day. A beautiful blue sky and clear air. B says 
whatever air blew out the rain has cleared the sky. We were 
kind of waking up fairly early-sevenish, but didn’t actually get 
up for coffee until eight or so. The weather decided us—walk 
the High Line, in honor of the Promenade Plantee in Paris. 

We needed to go over a few blocks to get the Metro. And 
since we had to do that, we decided to stop in at ISAW to 
enquire about the guided tour of the Malta exhibit on Friday. 
It took a lot longer than we had though it might to walk 
over—at first we headed in the wrong direction but we almost 
immediately noticed the numbers were not going down. So 
back up the little bit of hill and found it. 

Street number addresses didn’t quite go by a hundred a 
block. The very nice young man at the desk told us all about 
the hours and assured us no need to sign up for the tour. He 
also told us “a couple” who lived in Manhattan had been 
disgusted to learn when on their tour of Malta that the arti-
facts from the museum were on exhibit at ISAW. But at least 
they got to see them when they got back! Imagine if they had 
missed the artifacts in Malta and come back home and found 
they had been shipped back to Malta! Shades of looking for Et 
in Arcadia Ego in the Louvre!

We then walked to the local Metro station—86th Street—
and went in to get our Metrocards and go downtown to the 
Highline. The cards were no problem from the machines but 
then a mixup—the trains only went north—wrong direction! 
B said there had to be another entrance from outside, so we 
went back out and looked all around but all stairs said “down-
town.” Eventually we started asking people and one nice lady 
told us we had to go across the street—downtown on south 

side of the street and north on the other. We got down again 
and took a train and transferred to another and B got out 
Skinny Girl—the iPad—and led us to the stairs for the walk. I 
needed a little a.m. protein, and bought some lunchmeat at a 
deli.

Then there was a minor untangling of miscommunication. 
On the way to the start of the walk we passed a wonderful 
bistro/café and I said we should look in to see if we could 
have lunch. Rats—lunch wouldn’t begin for another half 
hour. I said “this is our lunch spot,” and Bucky looked pained, 
saying when we finished the walk we would not walk back 
this way. Since I had had a snack, we decided to proceed. We 
went to the first stairs, passing at least one tour group, and 
lots of fancy storefronts in what seemed a rundown industrial 
neighborhood, and started up.

Oh, Paris, eat your heart out! Up on the walk there were 
hundreds of tourists and we heard French, Australian and 
Asian accents. And a few Asians playing a stringed instru-
ment to solicit money from tourists. Bucky hadn’t said, and 
I hadn’t asked about the actual length of the walk. Since he’d 
said it was modeled on the Paris walk, I mistakenly assumed 
it was a similar length and ONLY a park. So I was surprised 
to discover early on that there were places to walk down off 
the park, vendors, even possible restaurants.

We were talking at cross purposes, but didn’t know it!
And within fifteen minutes, B was saying, “Oh, this should 

be the Chelsea Market. We can look in there to see the food 
courts.” By then we had passed at least two sets of stairs 
down, and it became abundantly clear that we were by no 
means confined to the walk! There were even a few little food 

http://www.thehighline.org/
http://isaw.nyu.edu/
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Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire State Building

and snack stalls right up on the Highline. I was by then feel-
ing much more relaxed and explained to B my trepidations. 
He apologized and we shook our heads over the mixup—isn’t 
it funny/odd how even after all this time together things can 
still be unclear?

The misunderstanding revealed and rectified.
Then it became the perfect day—lunch in Chelsea Market, 

chocolate and raspberry gelato carried back up onto the walk, 
incredibly clear blue sky and breeze, the beautiful landscap-
ing of the walk, wonderful people watching, French heard 
all along, the river and boats and old pilings in the water, 
oddball buildings along the way—this was beating the poor 
old Promenade Plantée all over. We both kept remarking on 
how busy and interesting and pretty it was.

In places there were old train tracks salvaged and re-placed 
on new wooden blocks; plantings down below; wider spaces; 
enticing wooden lounging seats; grass lawns; a little theater 
looking down on the street below; passages under buildings 
spanning the walk; and always a stream of folks walking, 
snacking, taking pictures, admiring the project. Perfect way 
to begin our visit to Manhattan.

Then all of a sudden we were at the end! B was saying he 
thought we had a much longer way to go, but there we were. 
I said we should walk some more—just walk the downtown 
and see what we saw. B of course wanted to plan much more 
than that—we looked at maps and thought we’d walk by a 
park and the cathedral.

We walked along one street that turned out to be the Street 
of Furs. There were at least a dozen fur shops with cold 
storage. One window had a beautiful mink coat with a hood. 
While we were going along, we saw the top of what we were 
sure was the Empire State Building. B asked if we should go 

there, and I said we had to find a café with a bathroom. My 
lunch was beginning to act up.

We asked a nice lady about cafes, who was telling us to go 
down the street just a bit, when B saw a McDonald’s sign. 
That was for me, right away. Once inside, there was a line for 
the bathrooms. B used the men’s and said, “Why don’t you 
just use it?” There were ten ladies waiting and no men! Then 
they all agreed to use both, and the line went quickly.

By then, B had used his maps to figure out how to walk to 
the ESB, and we set off. 

http://chelseamarket.com/thegreentable/
http://chelseamarket.com/

































































































































































































We were fascinated by the London Terrace. As well, apparently, we should have been.

http://www.londonterrace.com/building/history-photography.htm
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Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire State Building

Empire State Building

Once there, we got tickets for the 86th floor Observation 
Deck—top of the tower too expensive. Turned out to be a 
good choice—I had to use a restroom on the way up, and 
over and over again on the 86th floor. In between bathroom 
breaks B took us outside and just around to look out the 
windows inside, pointing out all the things he had identified 
with his maps. We could see forever, and figured out the lay of 
the land and how Manhattan was a little peninsula with Long 
Island to the east. It’s an interesting geography.

We spent an hour or more up top, with bathroom and 
observation. Eventually I thought we could leave.
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Day 2: Wednesday, May 01, 2013—High Line, Chelsea Market; Empire State Building

Home again

We made our way home on the train—with a mixup 
when we got to the street intersection for the local station. 
Both sides of the street had trains for downtown—wrong 
direction! We asked and a lady told us the other side of the 
street entirely—oh brother! While we were crossing, I told B I 
thought a man had been pointing us with his thumb. 

Some confusion over whether the train was an express or 
would stop at our stop, but we took a chance, hopped on and 
it was OK.

Once home, we relaxed for a bit and B went out for smoke 
and made a reservation at our next-door Italian restaurant. 
That had been our plan—to have supper there. We went down 
at eight and had a pretty good supper. Ended with glasses 
of Vin Santo, then asked if they had grappa. Now we were 
friends! The waiter had to get out a step stool to reach the 
bottle down from the tip top shelf—a big squat bottle with a 
long tiny thin neck. They had actual grappa glasses. It was a 
clear—not golden—grappa but smooth and tasty. Never did 
get put on our bill! I think B said the waiter said it was on the 
house. Toddled the three steps to home and to bed.
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Day 3: Thursday, May 02, 2013—Metropolitan Museum, Central Park

Day 3: Thursday, May 02, 2013—Metropolitan Museum, Central Park

Another beautiful blue sky day! B had suggested the 
Metropolitan Museum and a walk in the Park. We were 
up betimes, not as early as yesterday. On our way out, we 
stopped by Café d’Alsace, which B had found in one of his iPad 
Guides. It was a few blocks north of us and was supposed 
to have good choucroute! It was open and we made an eight 
o’clock reservation. Of course there had to be stories traded 
with the young hostess about brasseries in Paris and her trip 
to Baltimore to visit Johns Hopkins when she was researching 
colleges. It’s amazing how much we can find in common with 
people if we just talk to them for a few minutes!

Loads of schoolkids going to the Met, and the Met in 
general, packed on a weekday. $25 PP but—“pay what you 
want”—so in fact the $25 entrance fee is voluntary

Like Italy quite a few exhibits closed, but didn’t matter!
Talked to a low key guard who only gave us the informa-

tion we sought when we asked the right question: “is the 
roof top restaurant open?” No. “When will it open?” some 
time in spring.” “Hmmm, the brochure says May…” shoulder 
shrug. Hmmm…ARE there restaurants in the museum that 
are open?” Finally and enthusiastic response. We decided to 
try to beatthe crowd and get to the restaurant by 11:50, which 
turned outto be a good decision as by noon the tables were 
filled.

Not all rooms are numbered which makes locating a chal-
lenge. Some things moved around. But the museum is FULL 
of amazing things. Also remarked on Mrs. Wallace’s flowers, 
including to the reticent guard at the Buddha fresco room.

Took about 2 hours to wend our way slowly thru the tour, 
looking at other things along the way. My favorite—the 

scowling Arhat—was not actually on the tour.

http://www.cafedalsace.com/
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Day 3: Thursday, May 02, 2013—Metropolitan Museum, Central Park

Central Park

Over to Central park to find Alice and her friends. Full of 
kids! Including one not so little French boy with blue frame 
glasses who liked the commanding seat atop Alice’s head. A 
French mom with a little girl who commandeered a scooter 
from another little girl outfitted all in pink including her 
rather large helmet, who started to wail when Mom extricated 
the scooter from her iron grip.

She was finally solaced with a bouncy noisy balloon on a 
stretchy band that she first tried to put on her ankle, then 
discovered by putting it around her waist with the balloon 
on the small of her back, she could dance, waggle her behind 
and make satisfactory percussive rhythms! And she found 
a Yorkie in a carriage (right next to where I was sitting and 
hadn’t noticed as the dog was absolutely quiet) to pet and 
adore.

Model sailboat pond
Pale Male spotters (http://www.palemale.com/)
RobertLouis Stevenson Ugly Duckling statue
Almost forgot the start was to see the obelisk then when we 

saw it we realized we’d done that on the previous trip.
Walked back behind the museum to 84th street and home 

to relax for a couple hours and drink our bottle of moscato
Supper at 8 at Café Alsace—packed! In spite of having made 

a reservation we waited a half hour or so for a table. Seared 
“homemade” foie gras—not as good as Marie’s; duck and 
garni choucroute, Riesling, Eau de vie to finish—Framboise 
for me, Poire William for Bucky. Quite a meal.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pale_Male
http://www.palemale.com/
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Day 4: Friday, May 3, 2013—Central Park, Lexington Candy Shop; ISAW

Day 4: Friday, May 3, 2013—Central Park, Lexington Candy Shop; ISAW

Carol missed 7:30 bus, got 8 am bus, to arrive Madison Sq 
Garden noon, here about 1 p.m. So we took a walk in Central 
Park to see Strawberry Fields/The Dakota. There had been email 
and phone communications about meeting the Baileys at 
the “Boathouse” in the Park on Saturday, so B wanted to 
investigate that.

On the way we walked south on some of our streets, keep-
ing an eye out for a lunch place. B said, “There, wait…” and 
got out Skinny Girl to look at his Itinerary Document. He had 
spotted Lexington Candy Shop, a luncheonette that’s apparently 
famous for being the same as it was since 1920 or something. 
At first it looked a bit unpreposessing, and there was a long 
line of people waiting to get in. But we went in and asked 
about later in the afternoon. The manager told us it wouldn’t 
ever be more than a five or ten minute wait. So that sounded 
good.

Walked in the Park. Found the Boat House so we knew 
where to go tomorrow. Found the big fountain by the boat 
house lake. Met a harp player who told us the musicians were 
being kicked out of the park. Found the Fields memorial and 
the Dakota.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Strawberry_Fields_%2528memorial%2529
http://www.lexingtoncandyshop.net/
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Day 4: Friday, May 3, 2013—Central Park, Lexington Candy Shop; ISAW

Park & ISAW

Carol called as we were heading home, arrived our apt 
around 1:10. Relaxed a bit, chatted, then off to lunch at the 
Candy Shop—manager there from the a.m. remembered 
we’d stopped in. Carol had her first ever malted milk—coffee 
flavored. B helped her drink it and I tasted, good!

Eggs/omelet and fries—cheap Manhattan!
Decided to have foraged supper from Fairways: salmon 

and more rabe for me; beans and green beans for Carol (plus 
cheese and a bit of my salmon), potato knish, salami and 
cheese. Sparkling water for Carol who drinks no alcohol. B 
went on to the wine store, then came back to Fairway for us. 
Supplies back to the apt.

Central park walk to the reservoir, on to ISAW.
Wonderful exhibit then guided tour by Sarah. Didn’t know 

how little is known about Malta!
Home 3 blocks, supper, chat,email to Laura, called cab, 

Carol enroute home after negotiating cab fare from $29 to 
$22.

“Cab” was not: rental car of some kind. The phone # on the 
web page was actually an advertisement, not the # of a cab 
company. 
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Day 5: Saturday, May 4th, 2013—Lexington Candy Shop, Frick Collection; Loeb Boat House; Keens

Day 5: Saturday, May 4th, 2013—Lexington Candy Shop, Frick Collection; Loeb Boat House; Keens

Carol arrived 10:30 or so. Frank at 11:00. B got his shirts 
sometime in between. They look great. $2.50 each. Lunch at 
Lexington Candy Shop again. Tuna melts for girls, French 
toast & bacon B, grilled cheese with tomato Frank. Carol 
on about not needing a malted—of course no one needs a 
malted!
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Day 5: Saturday, May 4th, 2013—Lexington Candy Shop, Frick Collection; Loeb Boat House; Keens

Frick Collection; Central Park, Loeb Boathouse

Over to Frick Collection. Seemed the big front door was one 
place—turned out to be the closed Library. Looking around 
the corner, saw the sign telling us to go around the corner!

Amazing place. What George Vanderbilt wanted to have. 
Frick lived in it only five years—shades of George! The special 
exhibit of Piero della Francesca was interesting—panel of St. 
Michael was mercifully not included.

Carol telling us this was St. Monica’s day—the 4th of May—
her birthday—and so she had Monica as her confirmation 
name. Father picked it out. Because lo and behold, Monica 
mother of St. Augustine was one of the panels of the special 
exhibition. Happy Birthday!

We wandered the rest of the house, filled with art works, 
both wonderful and in some cases decoration dreadful. B 
wants the dining room with the five Gainsboroughs.

Frank said this house was the place he first saw all the 
works he studied in art history class.

Carol eventually broke down and rented an audio guide—
said she heard so many details that made it all make sense. B 
and Frank discussing the social implications of garnering the 
money to create such a thing—collection and house. Are the 
rich still doing this? Probably donating to institutions, not on 
their own.

Over to the Park—a nice long sit by Alice, walked by the 
Belvedere Fountain. Guy trying to make big bubbles with 
little success—B telling the formula for the soap and com-
menting on the bubble man’s dubious technique. Over to the 
boat house—with a twist.

Carol wanting massage on the little chairs. And as it 
turned out a quick sketch of her face. The Boathouse deck 

bar was packed, B, F and I there being chair/table vultures; 
quickly learned that the only trick is to snag empty chairs as 
quickly as possible then do not leave them unattended. I got 
two, Anne, Russ, Perrin and David arrived then Sarah, and 
we managed to snag a couple more. Bucky looking for Carol 
who had not turned up. Finally all together for Camparis, 
beer and conversation. David is English, does finance, but 
desperately wants to move back to England where he and 
Perrin can raise a family and moms get 6 paid months for 
maternity leave. He’s also getting U.S. citizenship.

http://www.frick.org/
http://www.thecentralparkboathouse.com/
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Day 5: Saturday, May 4th, 2013—Lexington Candy Shop, Frick Collection; Loeb Boat House; Keens

Keens

At 6 we all except for the kids trooped back to our apart-
ment (Russ, Anne and Carol detoured for tights for Annie) 
so we could use the bathroom and Anne could change her 
clothes. Frank and I grabbed a taxi to take us to Keen’s ahead 
of the rest so we would not lose our table. (Carol bought me 
the book of postcards of women reading, from the Frick.) The 
others arrived shortly after.*

Russ and Carol went for fish, the rest of us for aged beef but 
Bucky got the ginormous mutton chops, a house speciality. 
Side of creamed spinach was divine. Two bottles of wine, 4 
wine drinkers. At one point the maître ‘d knelt down between 
Russ and Bucky saying we were in the Lincoln room, and that 
Steven Spielberg had sat in Bucky’s seat just last week.

A little while late Anne pointed out a young man just 
across from us, up the steps, eating alone at a table for two. 
She wondered if he was an actor, I said, no, a producer. So we 
wondered and I decided to go ask him. Turned out he is Dave 
Darling, a partner in a San Francisco firm that designs res-
taurants and bars. His firm was nominated for a James Beard 
design award, so he was in Manhattan for that, with his wife 

* Loie didn’t record it, because she didn’t see the Suicide Dog. As the rest of us 
went out of the apartment to get a cab, we saw a big bunch of poohbah going on. 
Three police cars were parked, with lights f lashing. A dozen or so people were 
standing around, looking up at a building across the street. A dog had gotten out 
on a third floor ledge. Some people thought it might jump, or be frightened into 
falling. Russ and I thought the dog, which was sitting very peacefully, with lolling 
tongue, had invented a new game. We had to run, and when Loie and I got home, 
there were no dogs in evidence. So we don’t know the end of the story, but do 
hope all was well.

and child at home. I told him we were celebrating 2 birthdays 
and wished him luck in winning the award.

Then I went back to the table for the rest of the meal and 
2 slices of cheesecake with candles, one for Bucky and one 
for Carol. We all sang Happy Birthday. (When I got home I 
googled Dave Darling and learned his firm won a 2010 James 
Beard award for the design of a SF bar; sent the link to our 
birthday party group.) After supper we all went our separate 
ways. I was pretty toasted and though we weren’t out late, it 
was midnight by the time we went to bed.

Don’t forget the incredibly precocious boy to whom Bucky 
had been talking outside: B sang him a song on our way out.

http://www.keens.com/




Courtesy of Russ
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Voice mail from Carol thanking us for including her. That was 
nice.

9 a.m. arrived a bit early: we needed to leave by 9:30 to make it to 
Josie’s on the upper west side for brunch with Russ, Anne, Perrin 
and Dave. I wanted to hail a cab, B wanted to use our metro cards. I 
acquiesced and it worked out fine.

It was casual and supposedly organic, though the food was not as 
good as the Luncheonette! But we had a good time nonetheless and 
Anne and Perrin had wedding planning time while Dave discussed 
wedding wine and cocktails with Bucky and Russ. Russ played Dad 
and treated everyone to breakfast. A & R had found free parking 
around the corner and were driving directly home. 

After goodbyes, we decided to not give in to tiredness and instead 
walk a bit more in CP and for a short time considered going to the 
Cloisters but instead decided to go to the Folk Art Museum, which 
turned out to be great. The special exhibit was of William Prior 
who painted over 1,500 portraits—and other related work—and 
charged according to what level of detail his client wanted.

He also become a devotee of a spiritual leader who preached the 
world would come to an end in 1943. The “spirit” painting he made 
of Mr. Miller was imo the best piece in the show.

http://www.folkartmuseum.org/
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Central Park south

We decided to take in the south end of the park—have now seen 
almost all of it and with this glorious weather I could spend days 
there.

Supper at Nicola’s, just up the street from us. Sweet breads for 
Bucky, pasta Carbonara for me. A bottle of Puglian wine. Home by 
eight, both asleep till 8 the next morning!
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Addressed postcards for Europe, packed, showered, took 
out trash. Train to Washington Square for St. Michael*; over to 
Times Square to cross another tourist spot off the list; to the 
Candy Luncheonette for the Lexington Special (Bucky) and 
Jumbo Angus beef burger with bacon and cheddar for me.

* Because he’s passionate about Jane Jacobs’ The Death and Life of Great American 
Cities. (See the link to Washington Square park, above.)

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


Loie took pictures of the labels on her pillow. These are the best pillows she’s ever used, and she wanted to remember what 
they were and where to get one.
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Return

Back at the apartment by 1:50; on the street 2; at Penn 
Station by 2:35; long walk through station to find Amtrak.

Confusion over gate numbering system—what do “E” for 
East and “W” for west mean? Pretty easy in the end: east or 
west side of station! Campari for B at TGIF; train boarding at 
3:20. Small lesson learned if we can remember it: be at front of 
line to get good seats.

Departure precisely at 3:35!
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Way Back

During the summer of 2013 Loie and I were contemplating a trip 
for the spring of 2014. I was doing the usual crazily enthusiastic trip 
research, reading about the Cave of Niaux, and remembering the 
quick look we had at a beautiful tectiform engraving in Rouffignac.

I was wondering if we could go back to Niaux with the specific 
idea of trying to see the cave painters’ geometric symbols. Just for 
fun, of course, as my research was showing that little is known 
about them, still. 

Then a wonderful bit of coincidence occurred. I ran across 
http://www.nbcnews.com/science/prehistoric-kids-left-marks-caves-
6C10402897, where the claim was being made that “…the shapes 
of finger marks suggest that children as young as 2 years old made 
drawings on the walls of a Paleolithic cave dwelling, with an occa-
sional boost from the grown-ups.” The cave that had been studied 
was Rouffignac! Oh, how I wished we’d know about this before. 
Well, well, perhaps something else would come of it.

I emailed several researchers who were interested in the symbols; 
all were pleasant, but no one had any idea how to see the symbols 
particularly. Apparently the animals still rule.

After rummaging around a bit more, I sent this email. Never did 
get an answer, though.
From: bucky
Sent: Aug 8, 9:45 am
To: Leslie van Gelder
Dear Professor van Gelder,
I have just recently discovered the amazing work you and colleagues 
have been doing on the markings in Paleolithic caves. My wife and 
I have been amateur explorers of prehistory for some time ( http://
lovebunnies.luckypro.biz/01_stuff/05_other/drivingthestonea.html ) 

and of course most of the fascination is to wonder about those people, 
and how their thoughts and lives might have lead to ours.
So I hope you won’t mind my shooting off my mouth about an idea 
that occurs to me. Not being in an academic environment, there are 
few folks for me to bounce ideas off! And perhaps I’m reinventing a 
wheel that’s already been considered.
The idea that an adult might have been dancing or moving while hold-
ing a child up to make flutings suggests something vague but, to me, 
interesting. Is it possible the marking was a development/outgrowth 
of ritual gesture? I seem to remember reading anthropologists saying 
that, among oral cultures, the enacting of myths is important. Could 
we imagine an early form of that practice being symbolized by a 
particular gesture? I also think of similar modern practices: making the 
sign of the cross, gestures to ward off the evil eye, flipping the bird, 
etc. So perhaps an mythic enactment isn’t even a necessary precursor! 
In either or both cases, some ritual movement came first, then was 
memorialized or made permanent and somehow a bit more significant 
by leaving marks. Maybe body painting enters into this as well.
Of course such thoughts are pure speculation based on no actual 
evidence, but I can’t help myself!
Thank you for the excellent work you’ve been doing.
 Yours truly,
 Bucky Edgett

The fascinating thing about these speculations is that if true, 
our ancestors were—either deliberately or by example, or both!—
inculcating a technological, literate practice, of some kind, in their 
children during the Stone Age. 

http://www.nbcnews.com/science/prehistoric-kids-left-marks-caves-6C10402897
http://www.nbcnews.com/science/prehistoric-kids-left-marks-caves-6C10402897
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A Deep End
There’s no way to fight 13,000 years of history. That’s way worse than 
city hall, which after all has only been around a fifth or sixth of that 
time.

This is not merely a matter of teaching the children well. Of 
course kids had to learn to make stone tools, cook with fire, all 
kinds of stuff for much longer than 13,000 years. Someone taught 
someone to paint the animals in the caves.

This is a matter of being taught to make abstract symbols while 
still a child. Being taught that making a permanent record—setting 
it in clay, so to speak—of some kind of activity, even if the activity 
was merely marking, was an important exercise.*

I may sound like I’m going off the deep end, but to me, this 
seemed a direct precursor to pushing the rocks. Göbekli Tepe was 
the next—almost inevitable—step. Already at Rouffignac, gesture—
fleeting, impermanent—was no longer sufficient. Perhaps the point 

* Another interesting coincidence occurred as I was polishing this Afterword. 
The day after I thought I had finally finished it, the January/February 2014 issue 
of Archaeology magazine arrived at our house. On pages 50 and 51 was a blurby 
article titled “Child’s Play,” about Leslie van Gelder’s work at Rouffignac, and 
her addition to the record of children’s  fluting marks in Las Chimineas Cave  in 
Cantabrian Spain.

“British archaeologist Paul Bahn” is quoted as as saying that her work “has 
not provided major new insights into the role of children in Ice Age life.” The 
poor sod. He’s completely missed the point that it’s not the role of children that 
is critical. Of course it’s the role of the interaction between children and their 
teaching adults—parents, aunts and uncles, tribal elders or who-have-you—that is 
paramount.

Van Gelder says, “Finding the kids in Spain tells us that phenomenon [children 
making the adult-style marks] obviously was bigger.” Bigger is an understatement.

of the gesture had already become making a mark. OK, fine. Either 
the mark had to be a made, physical object in its own right, or it had 
to be a made, physical embodiment of some pre-existing gesture.

Either way, I can think of no better example of trading nature for 
technology. Gesture/Natural, Mark/Technological.

The train had definitely left the station, with children firmly on 
board.
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