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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.

Beginning with this trip, we have a new Travel Category: Leisure.
See the Introduction for an explanation of how that came about.
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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

Loie said, “I want to tell you something important about our trips.”
“OK,” I said, “What’s that going to be? I know we’ve talked about 

a different theme than Driving the Stone Age.”
“Yes, but it’s not that. We’ve talked many times about my wanting 

to have a nice supper with dress-up clothes and shoes, but it never 
happens. 

“You know I’ve always wanted to stay at the Ritz-Carlton. I’ve 
always wanted to go on a cruise on the Sea Cloud. And every time 
we go on a trip, I take a nice dress-up pair of shoes to go to dinner, 
and we never have time to come home and dress, we always end up 
walking around all day and I go to dinner in my all-day walking 
shoes. I take ballet slippers, they don’t take up any room and they’re 
light-weight and I never get a chance to wear them.”

I said, “Well, we did pretty well on the Fauborg Fools trip to New 
Orleans with Amy and Dave.”

“Yes, we did.”
“So,” I said, “We need to have some Dressup Trips.”
“Hmmm,” said Loie, “I’m not sure that’s exactly what I would call 

them, but yes, something like that. Or at least make sure to include 
a leisure part. To have some time set aside for leisure, dressup, 
luxury. A trip to Venice where we’re just in the city, strolling, taking 
our time, and having a day for a massage. Or Vienna, to listen to 
opera.”

I agreed that we should have a new category of trips. 
•

Loie asked me what I would like to do for my 65th birthday. We 
had been to Manhattan for my 60th, and that was fun. 

“Charleston,” I said. 
“Whatever made you think of Charleston?”
“It’s supposed to be beautiful and have great restaurants.”
“We could find a spa and have massages.”
“Exactly,” I said.
Because this was going to be a Birthday Leisure Trip, we thought 

of Anne and Russ. They had joined us for my Birthday Trip to 
Manhattan. And they agreed that especially because Russ’s birth-
day was close to mine, another Birthday Trip would be a good idea.

And so we had a Leisure Trip.
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Day 1: Monday, May 2—Departure and Arrival, Poogan’s Porch

We left home at about 11:55, parked in Long Term A and 
reached the Southwest counter by 1:20. Bucky had a smoke 
and we got through security quickly with time for lunch (SW 
only serves snacks) which was coincidently at Cucina, where 
we ate breakfast with Gene and Friedrun before our Costa 
Rica flight. We were at the boarding gate at 2:40 for the 2:55 
boarding time.  

Our f light was short; only about 90 minutes. All we 
planned to do upon arrival was maybe check out the neigh-
borhood and go to Poogan’s Porch,* as I had a $25 discount 
coupon—using up United miles that were expiring. Plus 
it was one of B’s research finds. We took  an airport taxi to 
Ashley Inn, about $40, but intending to Uber the rest of the 
trip. Arriving, we found only another guest “at home” despite 
having provided an arrival time. He pointed out the sheet 
posted at the front door with contact information, and we 
called. There was a little confusion due to the sheet being the 
wrong one. But help came along shortly. We learned later that 
there are 3 B&Bs owned—managed?—by the same people. 

* “Built as a spacious and grand Victorian home in 1888, the structure and its 
neighborhood had, by 1976, changed suitably to allow for the conversion of the 
house into a restaurant. The owners sold their home and moved away. A little, 
down-home Southern dog named Poogan stayed behind.

“As far as he was concerned, our porch was his. After all, he’d been a neighbor-
hood fixture for years, wandering from porch to porch, in search of back scratches 
and table scraps, endearing himself to all. From his proud porch perch, he served 
as official greeter. It seemed only right to name the restaurant after him. Poogan 
died a natural death in 1979. We still miss him. His porch and restaurant live on 
in his honor.”

We discovered over the course of 5 days that it was rare to see 
the same face twice!

Poogan’s Porch is right next to Husk, which was Bucky’s 
choice for his birthday supper (to be celebrated one day 
early, on May 3). Poogan’s is fun, and of course we had to 
look at Poogan’s memorial stone at the entrance (1970–1979). 
We started in the bar with drinks: Man of the House and 
Shadow Boxer with She Crab soup and fried green tomatoes. 
Someone asked us if we had had biscuits—no. Very apolo-
getic and eventually we got our complimentary buttermilk 
biscuits—delicious!

For supper I had a Bibb lettuce wedge salad with bleu 
cheese, tomato, cucumber, bacon and their ranch dressing, 
then shrimp and grits for my main dish. Bucky started with 
she crab soup and had a pork chop cooked in an iron skillet. 
Ubered home. A lovely meal!

http://www.poogansporch.com/
















At first I thought the mural on a building next door 
might be Poogan’s Porch. 

“A Charleston veranda” might be!
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Tuesday, May 3—Hominy Grill, Basket shopping, Earthling Day Spa, Waterfront Park; Husk

We began our tradition of skipping breakfast at the inn 
by walking the couple of blocks—around the corner—to the 
Hominy Grill. Bucky had his first Mexican coffee, while I skipped 
coffee (had some in our room) and opted for OJ. I had their 
Low Country breakfast which included grits and Bucky had 
a Charleston Nasty Biscuit. Which he found delectable! I 
bought an HG tee shirt because I agree with the sentiment on 
the back of the shirt: grits are good for you!

We walked to the shopping district and while there a fero-
cious thunderstorm rolled through. It was fun to discriminate 
the locals from the tourists. Several local folk had ginormous 
umbrellas while tourists had Dollar Store ponchos or garbage 
bags. Most of the locals ignored all but the worst of the rain. 
I enjoyed watching balls of water drip from the scalloped 
awning of the coffee shop where we took shelter, sitting in the 
little alcove/foyer at the entrance. A party of lady tourists had 
run into the shop while we waited outside. They sat at tables 
in the front window, so, right by us, and enjoyed big drinks 
and snacks while waiting out the rain.

We continued walking to the City Market and looked at the 
sweetgrass baskets* for sale from numerous vendors. Vicky 
Hicks’ were half the price or less than other vendors, and 
we liked the way she had arranged the different colors of her 
straw. We bought a basket for us for $150 cash which saved 
us a little more money. And we got her name and contact 
information for our envelope of Local Crafts information. 
Then we had our massages!

* See next page. So on this trip, we got a Local Craft, a tradition that has been 
inactive for a while.

We went on to Waterfront Park, a beautiful urban setting 
with water on one side and apartments/condos on the other 
side. We sat near the welcoming Pineapple fountain, which 
encouraged visitors to splash in the water. I found the tem-
perature and humidity very much to my liking! We wended 
our way back home to get ready for supper at Husk, with a 
detour to Harris Teeter for cheese, crackers and wine for a 
porch snack before supper.

We had time so we relaxed and sat outside a bit, meeting 
a father and son from Denmark. Dad was in the U.S. for a 
professional conference and the two of them incorporated 
that into a road trip.

Bucky decided to call Husk to confirm our reservation and 
to his horror learned he had mixed up the time—it was much 
earlier than we thought. Luck held and they said they could 
fit us in and probably on the verandah to boot. Phewph!

We Ubered over and went to the Husk bar next door, which 
turned out to be a wonderful place. We went to the second 
floor of the small building, which had 2 rooms and a second 
bar, creating a feel of intimacy. The lady host was very knowl-
edgeable and we had some interesting drinks: a Manhattan 
with barrel aged bourbon. Here my scribbled notes are hard 
to decipher but we did try a Japanese scotch, Hibiki Harmony. 
There was another drink, but what? 

Supper at Husk was spectacular, including the thunder-
storm light show and sturm und drang. We did have to move 
over a few feet away from the balcony. I made no notes on 
what we ordered, but we brought home a menu. The restau-
rant put a happy birthday message to Bucky on our menus! 
Ubered home at 11:30, in torrential rain!

http://hominygrill.com/
http://www.earthlingdayspa.com/
http://huskrestaurant.com/
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At some point walking this day we met Brooklyn the dog.
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http://www.africanamericancharleston.com/sweetgrass.html
Charleston’s African-American Heritage
The Lowcountry Sweetgrass Basket

The art of coiled basket making was introduced to the 
Lowcountry in the 17th century by Africans taken from the present 
day Mano River Region, Senegambia and Angola-Congolesse 
regions of West Africa. Brought by white planters to cultivate rice, 
enslaved Africans brought basket making skills as well.

The early history of basket making parallels the rise of rice 
cultivation on the Southeastern coast of the United States. Enslaved 
Africans, usually men, made baskets for use on the plantation and 
for sale. On some plantations, basket making was a seasonal chore. 
On other plantations, enslaved Africans who were no longer able 
to work in the fields made baskets. Work baskets used in planta-
tion households and in rice cultivation were made by men out of 
bulrush (or rush).

The Civil War and Emancipation brought a transformation in 
sweetgrass basket making. Women began making smaller baskets 
from sweetgrass for storing and serving food to be used in their 
own households as well as on plantations. Basket making evolved 
from an agricultural craft to an artform produced for sale. The Mt. 
Pleasant (East of the Cooper) Community, just north of Charleston, 
where landed Black families began mass producing and selling 
show baskets made of sweetgrass, was central to this evolution. By 
the 20th century, basket makers were sewing for mail order cata-
logues and gift shops owned by white businessmen, many of whom 
were from the Northeast. Merchants and middlemen modified the 
basketmaking tradition by buying baskets attractive to tourists and 
other consumers.

Today, basketmaking is centered in the Mt. Pleasant community. 
Basket stands along Highway 17 North allow basket makers to 
compete with retail markets, establish a direct contact between 

themselves and their patrons, and develop new shapes from 
traditional baskets forms and ordinary objects. Basket makers can 
also be found in downtown Charleston, along Market, Broad, and 
Meeting streets.

Basket making has become an art form practiced and controlled 
by women who no longer perform domestic and other work 
outside of their homes. The economic independence the basket 
making allows professional basket makers to work in their homes 
and make baskets. Men remain the primary gatherers of sweetgrass 
and the other materials for basket making. Although the economic 
prosperity of tourism has been good for basket making, changes 
in ownership and use of land threaten the natural resources and 
human communities.

http://www.africanamericancharleston.com/sweetgrass.html


Walking to the shopping district.





































In the distance, a monument to John C. Calhoun presides over Marion Square, our first destination.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marion_Square














The Old Citadel, now a Hilton Hotel.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/History_of_The_Citadel,_The_Military_College_of_South_Carolina
















Waterfront Park along the Cooper River.



















Waiting for dinner in the bar at Husk.





The balcony at Husk.
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Day 3: Wednesday, May 4—Hominy Grill, pants shopping, Gateway Walk, Charleston Library Society; Anne 
and Russ arrive; Hank’s

Back to the Hominy Grill at 9:15. Some rain showers then 
off to the Gateway Walk—through gardens that have interesting 
traditional iron gateways—with a couple of stops at men’s 
shops for Bucky to inquire about white wool pants. No luck.

On the way to the walk, we met Swag the dog, with the 
mother of Swag’s owner, who is in treatment for diabetes. We 
visited the third oldest U.S. library—Charleston Library Society. It 
is private so we couldn’t even use the bathrooms! We paused 
for a drink at Eli’s, in a rather drab little courtyard. Our 
server was a clown, which lightened the mood.

We walked past the People’s Office Building with the poor 
old replica leopards, one remaining beat up guy inside. The 
Italian who made the originals must not have seen a real 
leopard!

We walked the waterfront a bit and found the Battery and 
Rainbow Row; we’d called Anne and Russ a couple of times 
and their arrival time kept sliding to later and later in the 
afternoon, so we just kept going. Once we felt we had a firm-
ish arrival time we Ubered home. They arrived around 4, and 
the first thing Annie said was, “I need a sweetgrass basket for 
a wedding present. The wedding is on Saturday!”

So we gave her Vicky Hicks’ contact info and they worked 
out a plan for Vicky to come to Ashley Inn the next morning 
at 10:30. We sat on the porch (second floor) and pulled out 
our cheese and crackers. It was also happy hour at the Inn so 
we had wine to drink and snacks from their table.

We drove back to the Battery and had a more thorough 
walk. Russ was entranced by the mansions for sale and spent 
a fair amount of time on his phone trying to find the sale 

prices. Bucky then directed Russ on a highlights driving tour 
which included a visit back to the oldest house, where we 
met a photographer from Manhattan. She took a great shot 
of Russ leaning against the wall wearing Bucky’s WalMart 
hat, which Bucky had given to Russ. Russ liked the picture so 
much he planned to send it to his daughters. He liked the hat 
so much he said he would wear it to the office. Followed by, 

“if they let me!”Russ had also noticed a plaque we’d missed 
that had the name “Bailey and Buckley” on it. With judicious 
finger placement, it then read “Bailey and Bucky”!

Back at the Inn, Anne and Russ spent part of the time 
researching restaurants despite Bucky’s frequent mild com-
ments that he had a whole list of good choices. There was 
much backing and forthing with one of the housekeeper 
ladies over whether it was too late in the season for local 
oysters; which places were best for seafood dinner.

We finally settled on Hank’s, and off we went, Russ driv-
ing. It is a huge food mill, okay food, plenty of fun. Good 
Shecrab soup, which has become our local tradition. Then 
we persuaded them to go back with us to the Husk bar for a 
nightcap. 

We tried the Nickki Coffey Japanese whisky—excellent, 
then splurged on Kavalan Taiwanese whiskey ($45 pour!), also 
outstanding. 

http://thegardenclubofcharleston.org/gateway-walk/
http://www.charlestonlibrarysociety.org/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/People's_Office_Building
http://time.com/3753768/world-best-whisky-taiwan-kavalan-world-whiskies-awards/


Our neighborhood is Ashley; we’re at the Ashley Inn. Is Ashley Hall the origin of all that?























Memminger [Elementary School] Explorers.



Beginning the Gateway Walk at the Unitarian Church on Archdale Street.
“In Memory of the Enslaved Workers Who Made These Bricks and Helped Build Our Church c. 1774–1787.”



















































Out onto King Street at the library.

http://www.charlestonlibrarysociety.org/
























The walk went on further, but was blocked today 
because of construction. We had to go ’round.



The librarian had told us there was a restroom in bank building around the corner. We found this one.



Passing the restaurants Queen Street.







































































A break at Eli’s.



Looking-around shopping. Postcards.





The Pink House, Charleston’s oldest building.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pink_House_(Charleston,_South_Carolina)
















The People’s Office Building.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/People's_Office_Building


























Rainbow Row, the longest cluster of Georgian 
row houses in the United States.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rainbow_Row




























































Amemorial to the Confederacy.





Anne and Russ wanted to see the Battery and Rainbow Row, so we went back!





Cannons that fired on Fort Sumter.
(Or at least, like those.)











Courtesy of Anne

Bucky and Russ re-enact the firing. Fort Sumter’s island can be seen from here, but not exactly in this picture.



Courtesy of Anne







Courtesy of Anne

Sharp-eyed Russ Bailey noticed something 
Bucky had missed.

Especially apt since Russ is a lawyer.



Courtesy of Anne



Courtesy of Anne



Courtesy of Anne



Courtesy of Anne



Courtesy of Anne









Husk Bar nightcap.
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Day 4: Thursday, May 5—More basket shopping; Addielee’s; Magnolia Plantation; Anson’s

Not too  many notes for this day! I was too full for the 
Hominy Grill, and so we waited for Vicky, the basket lady.* I 
did some cursory packing. I bought a small basket for Aunt 
Dorry. Walked to HG to exchange tee shirt for baseball style 
shirt. 

Then a drive to Addilee’s for lunch which was fantastic! B had 
been worried that we might not be in time for oxtails—when 
we arrived about 11:30 we were the only customers. The cook 
was very apologetic that he had no cornmeal for cornbread-
his daughter was borrowing the car to take her daughter to 
the hospital. Bucky asked where the cornmeal came from, 
and the cook told him the grocery store down the road. So B 
volunteered himself and Russ to fetch the cornmeal. He also 
said to save us all oxtails, not to sell out! B & R had a success-
ful, quick drive and came back with exactly what was needed.

The oxtails turned out to be excellent and different. We 
also got our cornbread near the end of the lunch.**

* Ms. Hicks’ business card says “Vicky Hicks and kids.” She indeed brought a 
daughter along. It’s a family business. I think she told us her husband does some 
gathering.

** Anne adds: Addie Lee’s is off the beaten track, in an industrial part of town. We 
parked on grass, beneath some shady trees besides the place. The owners, had 
retired from jobs in New Jersey, and come back home to spend their golden years 
in the South. 

Annie Whitlock named the restaurant for her mother, a strong woman of 
humble Alabama origins. The restaurant walls were lined with family photos, but 
I was struck by one in particular, which stood in a place of honor, near the cash 
register. It showed a friend, who is an elected rep., shaking hands with President 
Obama. The owners hadn’t had the privilege themselves, nor had the President 

Bucky had booked a ferry ride to Fort Sumter but the 
high winds had made the water too rough and the ride was 
cancelled. 

Instead, we persuaded the guys to go to Magnolia Plantation, 
which turned out to be great!! The house tour was okay, the 
grounds gorgeous. We saw fearless heron stalking and eating 
a salamander and fish. We were a few feet away and he never 
lost his focus! 

Supper this night was at Anson’s.

visited Addie Lee’s, but the associated honor was a source of pride and delight.

https://www.facebook.com/Addielees-188770414612752/
http://www.magnoliaplantation.com/
http://www.ansonrestaurant.com/














Courtesy of Anne



Little pond at the Inn.











Everyone had oxtails.





Off to Fort Sumter!







The fort on the center horizon.





No Fort Sumter: dangerous waves and wind. Magnolia Plantation instead.

http://www.magnoliaplantation.com/






















After the house tour, the grounds.









Spotted an unknown bird.















































The bird we saw?







































































































































We also bought admissions to the Audubon Swamp sanctuary.







The white specks in the far trees are egrets.





































Anson’s for supper.

http://www.ansonrestaurant.com/




Courtesy of Anne
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Day 5: Friday, May 6—Hominy Grill; Return

Leaving day. Hominy Grill at 8:35 with Anne and Russ. Left 
Ashley Inn at 9:45, Uber Town Car arrived at 9:50. Airport at 
10, checked in at 10:15, got TSA Pre on our boarding passes, 
B had smoke. Seated at Gate B4 at 10:40. Boarded at 12:10, 
departed 12:35. Landed around 2. Out of Long Term A at 2:51 
and headed home to His Furry Highness!



Courtesy of Anne
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