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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

Preparation

We were at Laura and Paul’s house for a party, and Laura said, 
“Here’s the book I was telling you about.”

She had a book about Zahav, a restaurant in Philadelphia. It was 
a beautiful coffee table book, full of pictures of what you could tell 
was scrumptious food. 

“I know you two like to go to Philadelphia,” she said. “Maybe 
you could have supper here.” It certainly looked intriguing. But on 
further investigation, I was not so enthusiastic.

“This doesn’t look particularly Israeli, and it’s very expensive,” I 
said to Loie. She bided her time, and didn’t press the issue. Then we 
began thinking about Christmas in Philadelphia last year, when we 
had been to the Panarda at Le Virtu.* It had been a lot of fun having 
Frank give us a tour of all the Christmas decorations in the stores 
and City Hall. Of course the Reading Terminal Market, and Claudio’s 
on Ninth Street were always some excellent food shopping.

I found there was a German Christmas Village with lots of food 
vendors every year in Philadelphia. 

“OK, all right,” I said. “It looks like we’re going to make a 
Christmas trip to Philadelphia an annual tradition. Can we afford 
to go to Laura’s restaurant?”

“Yes, if we don’t order too many things,” said Loie. “Let’s see if 
Frank wants to go.” He had not been interested in the Panarda, but 
was interested in Zahav; he had been there on a festive occasion.

We discussed the various ways to get to Frank’s house: bus, train, 
car.

“If the weather is going to be bad,” said Loie, “I don’t want to 
stand around waiting for the bus, or leave Rocket Grrl in the mall 
parking lot for days. It would be better to take the train.”

* See 2014-12 Interlude XIV, “Panarda!” (Philadelphia, with Frank). 

“If we do a lot of shopping,” I said, “It would really be handy to 
drive home.”

“That’s true,” said Loie, “But can we find a parking space at 
Frank’s house? And if we want to take the train, I have to book the 
tickets soon. It’s much cheaper to book in advance. We can’t know 
two months in advance what the weather will really be!”

We consulted Frank who said that if we arrived before 3 or 4 
p.m. we’d get a parking spot. Eventually we decided to drive up to 
Philadelphia and take our chances with weather and parking. 

So, with Israeli supper, German food at the market village, Irish 
stew at Frank’s favorite pub, some French luques olives to bring 
back from the Terminal Market, and Claudio’s Italian offerings, we 
were ready for a Multiculture Christmas.

http://www.zahavrestaurant.com/
http://www.readingterminalmarket.org/
http://www.claudiofood.com/
http://www.philachristmas.com/
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Day 1: Friday, December 11— Departure and Arrival; Christmas Light Show, Christmas Market; Zahav, R21

We drove to Philadelphia, arriving at Frank’s house a little 
past 1 PM. We would have arrived sooner but we weren’t pay-
ing attention and got off I76 and onto? 476? We couldn’t exit 
for several miles after crossing the Schukyll River, but we did 
eventually, and got back on 76. We unloaded bags at Frank’s 
door and Bucky parked in the next block. After arrival chat, 
and giving Hodge his Christmas catnip presents, we watched 
him go bonkers for a short period of time. A short snort of 
the Balvenie I’d left with Frank (still unopened), we took a 
bus to Macy’s for the LED Christmas light show. Everyone crowded 
in, sitting on the floor, leaning against pillars, and just stand-
ing, in the shoe department. The LED lights are from the 
Wayback machine, but the little kids seemed mesmerized. I 
think a lot of the appeal is family tradition to see the lights at 
Macy’s. 

Semi parched, we struggled through the crowds to make 
our way upstairs to a restroom and water fountain. And 
Bucky was also suffering from acid reflux and needed water 
to flush his system! We piled on to the packed down escalator 
and threaded our way through slow moving shoppers to find 
our way to the Christmas Market. The highlight of the market 
was the Crampus wandering the market, baby parts hanging 
from various parts of its body. This Crampus had a rat’s tail 
and bottom sticking out of his back. Creepy!

We strolled along while I looked for a Christmas present 
for Susan. I wanted our traditional piece of jewelry—but this 
year a necklace she could just slip over her head. I found one 
purportedly made in Istanbul, then scored Himalaya pink 
salt with bacon for Aunt Dolores. The market was typical 
market crafts and arts gussied up for Christmas. We moved 

on to the pavilions across the street next to the ice skating 
rink.

One small boy, maybe 6 years old?—was being trained 
by his father who wore a jacket emblazoned with Blazers 
and Coach. The kid was a great skater! Then on to the arch 
to the big Christmas tree and decorations in the City Hall 
courtyard. Next stop—Zahav!

http://www.wanamakerorgan.com/xmas.php
http://www.philachristmas.com/
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Zahav, R2L

We arrived at Zahav early, while the staff was celebrating a 
colleague’s birthday, but we were allowed in to have cocktails 
at the bar at about 4:50 PM. That also gave us Happy Hour 
prices! I had a savory drink, B an Israeli raki-like arak; don’t 
recall Frank’s choice.

We were seated in the birthday party room, a smaller 
alcove off the main dining room. Bucky took lots of notes 
and photos! Food and service was top notch. We began with 
a salad sampler—6 dishes—plus hummus and two large hot 
pita breads. Each salad had different herbs and flavors—car-
rots, green beans, fava beans, cabbage, peppers and one more 
I don’t remember. Also pickled vegetables before the salads, 
with Lebanese Rosé wine.

Then, mezzes and grilled meats with a second bottle of 
wine. We all passed on dessert in favor of Turkish coffee, but 
got a cheese baklava on the house. We met a young man who 
works at the restaurant and is from Istanbul; had a nice chat 
with him and got his name. In between courses I called Laura 
but the phone kept dropping the call. Then, while talking, the 
phone started dialing a number all on its own. I looked at my 
screen and my phone was dialing Baughers! I pressed “End 
Call” and was back on the line with Laura.

Though stuffed, we decided to take Mark Hatfield’s sugges-
tion and make our way to the top floor bar, R2L for after dinner 
drinks and the view from the 34th floor. We got great seats 
looking west over Philly. Frank ordered an old fashioned, I a 
Vieux Carre, Bucky a Manhattan! It was somewhat raucous 
in the bar but the restaurant portion seemed more civilized. 
On the way out B was talking to himself about how great the 
place was and a couple stopped him and asked him about 

his experience. Frank and I joined them and as we talked we 
mentioned that B had asked one of the staff the meaning of 
the name R2L. “Nonna Ray 2 Liberty,” is what they told me.

“Well, I don’t know where they got Nonna,” said the gentle-
man, then claimed to be the chef of the restaurant and that 
the woman with him was his partner/business manager. We 
talked for a while about food and travel. B got his business 
card. Still not sure if these two were just pulling our legs!

Back at Frank’s I went to bed right away, and I think Frank 
and Bucky quickly followed.

http://www.zahavrestaurant.com/
http://r2lrestaurant.com/














Finding R2L.
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Day 2: Saturday, December 12—Reading Terminal Market; Barnes Museum; Plough & Stars

We didn’t actually get up this morning till 9 AM, but 
Frank had been up because Hodge demanded his breakfast. I 
found 2 books on my maroon sweater and came downstairs 
to thank Frank for the gifts. He said “Huh? I didn’t give 
you books!” Bucky said he didn’t put them out and I know I 
didn’t. Literary ghosts!

We finally struggled out after 10 and decided to go first to 
Reading Terminal for lunch. We got there at about 11:15 and 
walked around a bit to the German sausage stand. Frank and 
I ordered kielbasa plus I ordered extra crispy potato pancakes 
and B ordered a pork schnitzel sandwich. They were HUGE, 
and my potato pancakes—2—were big and thick. We couldn’t 
finish everything, I must have had a pound of sausage on my 
roll. But I was able to buy some lucques!













Shopping for luques.
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Barnes Museum and stroll home

From Reading Market we went to the Barnes Museum. I had 
no idea how many pieces of art Mr. Barnes collected! Many 
paintings but also drawings, metal work, figures, porcelain, 
chests, chairs. Lots of Renoirs, Matisse, Cezanne, Modigliani, 
some Van Gogh, Utrillo, Gaugin, Corot, Rousseau; lots more 
including artists I didn’t recognize. The collection is valued 
in the multiple billions of dollars. After looking at so much 
art it became difficult to absorb it all and we decided we 
could not take it all in on one visit.* On the way out, he told 
us it was his fifth or sixth visit, taking friends. “If I never see 
another Renoir again, it will be too soon.”

Frank thought the Genghis Khan show admission (at the 
Franklin Institute Museum) was $30 pp and we were aghast! 
We walked over and he was right. We decided we didn’t need 
to see that show that badly, so we had water and tea instead in 
the museum café.

Then, decided to take a slight detour back to the house to 
see some streets Frank described as reminiscent of Bolton 
Hill. Pubs and small restaurants of all kinds everywhere! 
Stuffed (fake) wild cats on top of a small roofed structure in 
a little park dedicated to a local resident who died in 2010. 
Hugo, the “Mayor of 24th and Aspen,” and a WWII veteran. 
The little park remembers veterans.

We stopped in Frank’s used book store where he has a 

* It took a few minutes to realize the artworks and little iron bits and bobs were 
arranged in very specific patterns on each wall. Frank confirmed it, and pointed 
out some of the principles: similar colors and subjects. Then we saw that every 
wall was arranged in pretty much the same way. After a while, Dr. Barnes’ obses-
sion with his arrangement system became creepy to me.

credit of several hundred dollars. I got 2 books as a gift from 
him, that I chose: The Chemistry of Alchemy by Cathy Cobb, 
et. al. and A field Guide to Rock Art Symbols of the Greater 
Southwest, by Alex Patterson. And, almost time to EAT 
AGAIN—at the Plough, Frank’s favorite Irish pub!

http://www.barnesfoundation.org/
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Supper at The Plough and Stars, home

Ah! Early supper at the Plough, relatively light after death 
by kielbasa lunch, no alcohol for me. Back at Franks by 
8:45 PM. Talked, argued, watched ancient folksingers (Judy 
Collins as a teen with Pete Seeger, singing Turn, Turn, Turn) 
on the MP TV fundraiser. I wonder what generation supports 
MPTV! Then continued arguing about assessing life regrets 
and creating an ethical will to pass on one’s life wisdom. B 
says his tombstone should read, “It’s nice to be nice!” Mine 
would be something like: “She lived, she died. In between she 
had a life.” Frank and I never agree, but he still seems to enjoy 
our company.









59The Rocks in Our Heads, Interlude XVII: Multiculture Christmas • 

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

Day 3: Sunday, December 13—Schlesinger’s Deli; Parc Café, Rittenhouse Square; Claudio’s

Day 3: Sunday, December 13—Schlesinger’s Deli; Parc Café, Rittenhouse Square; Claudio’s

Sunny forecast with a high of 70 degrees.

This morning, brunch at Schlesinger’s Deli. Bucky is delighted 
with a real Jewish deli Sunday brunch! And the deli/restau-
rant has some amazing food for eat in or carry-out.

Then Frank took us to see Rittenhouse Square, a beautiful 
and famous urban park. Just as we were getting there, B said, 

“Look, there’s Parc Café. Hilary told me we should eat there!” 
Alas, we were way too full to think even of coffee—next visit! 
We did poke our heads in Parc Café and agreed it was very 
pretty—a little bit of Paris.

Then supplies at Claudio’s, then home to our Cat. On the way 
home, Frank made sure we walked by Chinatown and the 
Chinatown gate.

I was honored with the gift of being able to give Hodge one 
of his numerous servings of 8-10 kibble bits. He told me that’s 
what he wanted. Frank is a very good Cat slave.

We left Frank’s house at about 4 PM and were home by 
6:40. Hodge was busy with wet food supper when we were 
actually leaving, so I didn’t bother him. As 2d and 3d slaves 
leave, what does a Cat care? Frank and I had our final dis-
agreement about what jobs will disappear in the future due to 
automation, and that Europe is full of inbred people doomed 
to repeat history!

Final note: We concluded that the taking the “northern” 
route is the better choice, rather than 95 through Delaware 
and New Jersey. It takes us very efficiently to and from 
Frank’s street.

http://www.schlesingersdeli.com/
http://www.visitphilly.com/museums-attractions/philadelphia/rittenhouse-square-park/#sm.0009yt4ua12tqe3bx6b1lcqdbvkho
http://www.parc-restaurant.com/
http://claudiofood.com/about.html








Across from Parc, Rittenhouse Square.



































Claudio’s.







Walking by Pennsylvania Hospital, the nation’s first.

http://www.visitphilly.com/history/philadelphia/pennsylvania-hospital/




Waiting for a bus at Chinatown.
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Yet More Eating, and More, Again

So, to recap…
1. Start off with a festive libation of Scottish whiskey.
2. American Christmas lights.
3. “German” Christmas Market with Turkish jewelry and 

bacon flavored Himalayan sea salt. 
3. Zahav Israeli restaurant; absolutely American R2L lounge.
4. Wursthaus Schmitz for German schnitzel and sausage; 

French luques olives and cheeses.
5. European art and American crafts at the Barnes Museum.
6. Irish pub food at the Plough and Stars.
7. Jewish-American Sunday brunch at Schlesinger’s Deli.
8. Supplies at Claudio’s Italian deli.
9. Chinese gate at Chinatown.

That’s what we call a multiculture Christmas. And we owe it all 
to our friend Frank, who takes good care of us.
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