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“Travel is fatal to prejudice, bigotry, and narrow-
mindedness, and many of our people need it sorely on these 
accounts. Broad, wholesome, charitable views of men and 
things cannot be acquired by vegetating in one little corner of 
the earth all one's lifetime.” - Mark Twain 



Prologue 

What follows is my travel blog (published on the web at 
www.travels.fsearcy.com) from the year 2016 until 2019.  It 
was during the last months of 2019 that Covid-19 became an 
issue in the United States and I have self-quarantined since 
February of 2020.  Hopefully, I’ll be able to get back on the 
road in 2021.   

I started this blog for a couple of reasons.  First, and 
foremost, it was a way to keep people informed of my 
location while hiking.  I figured if they didn’t see a post in 
two days they’d start worrying about me. 

Second, and probably more importantly, as I age, it helps 
me remember particulars of trips.  I have numerous photos 
(in the thousands) of these trips, but it certainly helps to 
put some context with the photos - particularly when it 
comes to remembering peoples’ names and places. 

My friend Ron encouraged me to write a book on my 
travels but I know it’s not really book material.  However, 
during a recent software upgrade of my blog website, the 
website disappeared.  After about two weeks, I got it back 
but I thought why not put the blog in a book format so I 
would have a permanent record of my travels? 

I’ve also taken the opportunity to correct spelling errors, 
syntax, and other blatant mistakes.  I often wrote the blog 
entry after a long day of hiking and even though I proof 
read all entries, I knew some errors would make it into the 
blog.  

In any case, I hope you enjoy what follows! 

http://www.travels.fsearcy.com


Chapter 1 

Originally posted on 19 February 2016 
 
Welcome to my blog.  As many of you know, I'll be driving cross 
country beginning the last week in August, through September and 
into October.  My goal is to keep a daily blog of my adventures out 
west.  This has been a dream of mine for many years but, as life 
has it, it was deferred until now.

Last August, I joined a Tauck group for a “heli" hiking tour of the 
Bugaboos, a region of the Purcell Mountain range in British 
Columbia.  Every morning a helicopter would deposit a group of 
12 or 14 people somewhere in the Bugaboos.  We would hike all 
morning, eat lunch in some of the most beautiful scenery 
anywhere, and continue hiking in the afternoon.  The helicopter 
would return and pick us up for dinner in the evening.  Most of this 
was at an elevation of around 7,000 feet.  This trip gave me the 
confidence to try my hand at camping and backpacking across the 
country.  

In reality, some of the nights I will be in the comfort of bed and 
breakfasts and old lodges, and hotels, but I'll have my share of 
primitive camping.

In getting ready, I was surprised at how backpacking and camping 
gear had changed.  Twenty-one years ago, I was properly outfitted 
but you'll be amazed at what 21 years of dry rot will do to gear.  I 
had to completely re-gear.  The cost was surprising (some things 
cheaper than you imagine and others far more expensive) but what 
really startled me was the advances made in gear.  It is lighter, 
more durable, and definitely more inventive than when I last 
backpacked any significant distance.

Since I'm new to this blogging thing and I'm learning the software 
as I go, I'll do a few test runs of three other shorter trips: Lakeland, 



Florida to tour  Florida Southern College's Frank Lloyd Wright 
architecture with side trip to Mount Dora, Florida; a trip to 
Whitehorse in Yukon Territory to see the aurora borealis (I hope) 
and a trip to Warm Springs, Georgia to visit FDR's little white 
house.

 



Chapter 2 

The amount of gear I had to purchase was astounding.  It's still 
coming in!  Here's a list.  If you are really interested, I've provided 
the link with descriptions.

1. Salomon Quest 4D II GTX Hiking Boots (I wore the old 
ones out in the Bugaboos.)

2. Jetboil MiniMo Cooking System (it'll 2 cups of water in 2 
minutes)

3. Sea to Summit X-Set 21 Cookset (For camping with the 
jeep at drive-in camp sites)

4. Osprey Stratos 36 Pack (day hikes)
5. Osprey Aether 70 Pack (for overnight hikes)
6. Osprey Hydraulics Resevoir - 3 liter (innovative idea to 

carry water in your pack)
7. Princeton Tech Tacitcal Quad Headlamp
8. Sea to Summit Comfort Plus Sleeping Pad (air mattress that 

collapses to an incredibly small size)
9. GSI Outdoors Pinnacle Camper Cookset
10. Bodygluide Pocket-size Anti-chafe (no snide comments)
11. Sea to Summit Traveller TR1 Sleeping Bag (for tropical 

camping)
12. Sea to Summit CoolMax Adaptor Traveller Sleeping Bag 

Liner with Insect Shield
13. Sea to Summit Talus TS II Sleeping Bag (good to 14F)
14. Spenco 2nd Skin Blister Kit
15. Sea to Summit Aeros Ultralight Pillow
16. Sea to Summit Sleeping Mat Repair Kit
17. REI Camper First-Aid Kit
18. GSI Outdoors Ultralight Salt and Pepper
19. Ultimate Survival Technologies BlastMatch Fire Starter
20. NEMO Helio Pressure Shower (for those areas that don't 

have showers but have water)
21. Sea to Summit Alpha Utensil Set

https://www.rei.com/product/881783/salomon-quest-4d-ii-gtx-hiking-boots-mens
https://www.rei.com/product/876918/jetboil-minimo-cooking-system
https://www.rei.com/product/876918/jetboil-minimo-cooking-system
https://www.rei.com/product/889969/sea-to-summit-x-set-21-cookset
https://www.rei.com/product/864677/osprey-stratos-36-pack
https://www.rei.com/product/846410/osprey-aether-70-pack
https://www.rei.com/product/846397/osprey-hydraulics-reservoir-3-liter
https://www.rei.com/product/768986/princeton-tec-tactical-quad-headlamp
https://www.rei.com/product/882033/sea-to-summit-comfort-plus-sleeping-pad
https://www.rei.com/product/830776/gsi-outdoors-pinnacle-camper-cookset
https://www.rei.com/product/846644/bodyglide-pocket-size-anti-chafe-formula-package-of-3
https://www.rei.com/product/866775/sea-to-summit-traveller-tr-i-sleeping-bag
https://www.rei.com/product/866775/sea-to-summit-traveller-tr-i-sleeping-bag
https://www.rei.com/product/867059/sea-to-summit-coolmax-adaptor-traveller-sleeping-bag-liner-with-insect-shield
https://www.rei.com/product/867059/sea-to-summit-coolmax-adaptor-traveller-sleeping-bag-liner-with-insect-shield
https://www.rei.com/product/848273/sea-to-summit-talus-tsii-sleeping-bag
https://www.rei.com/product/814758/spenco-2nd-skin-blister-kit-package-of-24
https://www.rei.com/product/866772/sea-to-summit-aeros-ultralight-pillow
https://www.rei.com/product/882543/sea-to-summit-sleeping-mat-repair-kit
https://www.rei.com/product/867434/rei-camper-first-aid-kit
https://www.rei.com/product/815539/gsi-outdoors-ultralight-salt-pepper-shaker
https://www.rei.com/product/775076/ultimate-survival-technologies-blastmatch-fire-starter
https://www.rei.com/product/882468/nemo-helio-pressure-shower
https://www.rei.com/product/782238/sea-to-summit-alpha-utensil-set


22. Packtowl Personal Towel
23. REI Bakcpacker Weekend First Aid Kit
24. UCO Stormproof Matches
25. Counter Assault Bear Deterrent Spray (How do you tell 

black bear poop from grizzly poop?  Black bear poop is 
purple with blueberries.  Grizzly poop smells like pepper 
spray and has bells in it. See next item.)

26. Counter Assault Bear Bell
27. Jetboil Crunchit Recyling Tool
28. REI Sahara Tech Long-Sleeve Shirt
29. REI Sahara Convertible Pants with No-Sit Zips
30. REI Sahara Tech Short Sleeved Shirt
31. Joby GorillaPod Hybrid Camera Tripod to take photos for 

the blog
32. Gerber Gorge Folding Shovel
33. REI Nalgene Narrow-Mouth Loop-Top Water Bottle
34. GSI Outdoors Cathole Sanitation Trowel for burying my 

poop
35. Convert 2 four-season tent from SierraDesigns I really like 

this tent.  If you put it up in the rain, the inside stays dry 
because all the supports are outside.

36. DriDown Sweater from Sierra Designs
37. Elite Cagoule Rainwear from Sierra Designs
38. Elite Cagoul Chaps (rainwear)
39. Outdoor Research Revolution Men's Gloves
40. Dehydrated food for several weeks on the trail

https://www.rei.com/product/830599/packtowl-personal-towel
https://www.rei.com/product/867436/rei-backpacker-weekend-first-aid-kit
https://www.rei.com/product/820267/uco-stormproof-match-kit
https://www.rei.com/product/722005/counter-assault-bear-deterrent-spray-102-oz
https://www.rei.com/product/860591/counter-assault-bear-bell
https://www.rei.com/product/813638/jetboil-crunchit-recycling-tool
https://www.rei.com/product/862927/rei-sahara-tech-long-sleeve-shirt-mens
https://www.rei.com/product/150401/rei-co-op-sahara-convertible-pants-mens
https://www.rei.com/product/862961/rei-sahara-tech-shirt-mens
https://www.rei.com/product/831272/joby-gorillapod-hybrid-camera-tripod
https://www.rei.com/product/753114/gerber-gorge-folding-shovel
https://www.rei.com/product/852372/rei-nalgene-narrow-mouth-loop-top-water-bottle-32-fl-oz
https://www.rei.com/product/799009/gsi-outdoors-cathole-sanitation-trowel
http://www.sierradesigns.com/product/convert-2
https://nextadventure.net/sierra-designs-mens-dridown-jacket.html?utm_source=google&utm_medium=cpc&adpos=&scid=scplp051972&sc_intid=051972&gclid=CjwKCAjwx9_4BRAHEiwApAt0zupHoaif0-1Tyv3Bt4XzcN-gRVZO56jvEajc7cCOurwmnPaZhcNXyhoCp_oQAvD_BwE
https://www.backpacker.com/gear/sierra-designs-elite-cagoule-and-elite-rain-chaps
https://www.backpacker.com/gear/sierra-designs-elite-cagoule-and-elite-rain-chaps
http://www.rei.com/product/801444/outdoor-research-revolution-gloves-mens


Chapter 3 

 

Back in the 70's I used to hike portions of the Appalachian Trail.  If 
you were winter camping and hiking, you were required to stop in 
a ranger station and have them approve your hike.  They then 
inspected your pack to make sure you carried all the appropriate 
gear.  Seems they did not look fondly on rescuing improperly 
prepared hikers.  My pack weighed in at 55 lbs.

I have to admit, even though I was in better shape (not to mention 
42 years younger) it was quite a load to carry up a mountain, even 
with switchbacks.  Let's just say it put me off winter camping for a 
few months.



I did a dry run of packing my new Osprey Aether 70 pack today 
which included 3 liters of water, stove, 2 person tent, sleeping bag 
rated to 14ºF, air mattress, first aid kit, two days of food, and other 
sundry items.  It weighed in at 31 lbs!  Still, that's a pretty good 
load for this out-of-shape old man but I'll take the 14 lb difference 
in weight!



Chapter 4 

Here's the itinerary for the trip.

DATE D
A
Y

DESTIN
ATION

DRIV
ING 
TIME

Miles LOD
GING

DETAILS CONTACT

Aug 
29

1 Allen 
David 
Broussar
d Catfish 
Creek 
State 
Park, 
Haines 
City, FL

3h 
7m

203.3 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Site 1 (1.7 
miles from 
parking lot)

Lake Kissimmee 
State Park (963) 
696-1112

Aug 
30

2 Torrey 
State 
Park, 
Bristol, 
Florida

5h 
5m

344.5 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Site 1 
(River Bluff 
Primitive 
Camp Site

(850) 643-2674 
(pay at either 
main office or 
Weeping Camp 
Ground

Aug 
31

3 Tupelo, 
Mississip
pi

6h 
34m

413.5 Reid 
Smith 
and 
Ann 
Newh
ouse

(662) 213-6492 
(R) 
(662)322-2719 
(A)

Sep 1 4 Tupelo, 
Mississip
pi

Sep 2 5 Brandon, 
MS

2h 
54m

187.2 Archi
e and 
Tanis

(601) 942-7349 
(A) (601) 
946-4058 (T)

Sep 3 6 Brandon, 
MS



Sep 4 7 Lake 
Livingsto
n State 
Park, 
Livingsto
n, TX

6h 
18m

400.8 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Briar Loop, 
Campsite 
with water

300 State Park 
Road 65 
Livingston, Tx 
(936) 365-2201

Sep 5 8 Lost 
Maples 
State 
Natural 
Area, 
Vanderp
ool, Tx

5h 
38m

354.7 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Try for 
campsite G 
or H

Vanderpool, Tx 
(830) 966-3413

Sep 6 9 Lost 
Maples 
State 
Natural 
Area, 
Vanderp
ool, Tx

Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Try for 
campsite G 
or H

Vanderpool, Tx 
(830) 966-3413

Sep 7 10 Big Bend 
National 
Park

6h 
51m

382 Chiso
s 
Mount
ains 
Lodge

Casa 
Grande 
Lodge with 
King Day 
hikes

Chisos 
Mountains 
Lodge 
(877)386-4383

Sep 8 11 Big Bend 
National 
Park

Chiso
s 
Mount
ains 
Lodge

Casa 
Grande 
Lodge with 
King Day 
hikes

Chisos 
Mountains 
Lodge 
(877)386-4383

Sep 9 12 Santa 
Fe, NM

9h 
14m

548.2 Inn of 
the 
Turqu
oise 
Bear

The 
Shaman 
Room

Inn of the 
Turquoise Bear, 
342 East Buena 
Vista St, Santa 
Fe

Sep 
10

13 Santa 
Fe, NM

Sep 
11

14 Grand 
Canyon 
National 
Park, 
South 
Rim

6h 
55m

471.6 Bright 
Angel 
Lodge

Stand 
Double, 
Shared 
Bath

(928) 638-2631



Sep 
12

15 Grand 
Canyon 
National 
Park, 
South 
Rim

Bright 
Angel 
Lodge

Stand 
Double, 
Shared 
Bath

Sep 
13

16 Joshua 
Tree 
National 
Park

5h 
58m

362.2 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Site without 
water $15, 
Site with 
water $20 
Check back 
Mar 13 for 
reservation
s

Sep 
14

17 Kings 
Canyon 
National 
Park

7h 
5m

434.7 Grant 
Grove 
Cabin

Queen bed, 
private bath 
Day hikes

86728 Hwy 180 
Kings Canyon 
National  Park 
(559) 335-5500

Sep 
15

18 Kings 
Canyon 
National 
Park

Grant 
Grove 
Cabin

Queen bed, 
private bath 
Day hikes

86728 Hwy 180 
Kings Canyon 
National  Park 
(559) 335-5500

Sep 
16

19 Parker 
House 
San 
Francisc
o

4h 
52m

276.7 Parke
r 
Hous
e

The Parker 
Guest House 
520 Church 
Street, San 
Francisco

Sep 
17

20 Parker 
House 
San 
Francisc
o

San 
Francisco 
Opera 
Andrea 
Chenier

The Parker 
Guest House 
520 Church 
Street, San 
Francisco

Sep 
18

21 Parker 
House 
San 
Francisc
o

San 
Francisco 
Opera 
Dream of 
the Red 
Chamber

The Parker 
Guest House 
520 Church 
Street, San 
Francisco



Sep 
19

22 Pt. 
Reyes 
National 
Seashor
e

1h 
9m

42.3 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Try for 
Glen, Sky 
or Wildcat 
camp sites 
Mar 13 for 
reservation
s

Pt. Reyes 
National 
Seashore, 1 
Bear Valley Rd. 
Point Reyes 
Station (415) 
464-5100

Sep 
20

23 Pt. 
Reyes 
National 
Seashor
e

Try for 
Glen, Sky 
or Wildcat 
camp sites 
Mar 13 for 
reservation
s, Day 
hikes

Pt. Reyes 
National 
Seashore, 1 
Bear Valley Rd. 
Point Reyes 
Station (415) 
464-5100

Sep 
21

24 Whiskeyt
own 
National 
Recreati
onal 
Area

3h 
58m

234.4 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Oak 
Bottom 
Campgroun
d Site A7

Oak Bottom 
Marina

Sep 
22

25 Crater 
Lake

4h 
41m

245.2 Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Manama 
Campgroun
d Day hikes

Crater Lake 
National Park 
(541) 594-2255

Sep 
23

26 Crater 
Lake

Primiti
ve 
Camp
ing

Manama 
Campgroun
d Day hikes

Crater Lake 
National Park 
(541) 594-2255

Sep 
24

27 Multnom
ah Falls, 
Columbi
a River 
Gorge

5h 
36m

310.9 Colu
mbia 
Gorge 
Hotel

Day hikes Columbia Gorge 
Hotel 4000 
Westcliff Drive, 
Hood River, OR 
(541) 386-5566

Sep 
25

28 Multnom
ah Falls, 
Columbi
a River 
Gorge

Colu
mbia 
Gorge 
Hotel

Day hikes Columbia Gorge 
Hotel 4000 
Westcliff Drive, 
Hood River, OR 
(541) 386-5566



Sep 
26

29 Victoria, 
BC

6h 
29m

276.6 Dash
wood 
Mano
r 
Seasi
de 
Bed & 
Break
fast

Dashwood 
Manor Seaside 
Bed & Breakfast, 
1 Cook Street, 
Victoria, BC 
(800) 667-5517

Sep 
27

30 Victoria, 
BC

Dash
wood 
Mano
r 
Seasi
de 
Bed & 
Break
fast

Buchart 
Gardens

Dashwood 
Manor Seaside 
Bed & Breakfast, 
1 Cook Street, 
Victoria, BC 
(800) 667-5517

Sep 
28

31 Olympic 
National 
Park

3h 
8m

65.7 Sol 
Duc 
Hot 
Sprin
gs 
Resor
t

Cabin, 1 
king, bath 
Day hikes

Sol Duc Hot 
Springs Resort, 
12076 Sol Duc 
Hot Springs 
Road, Port 
Angeles (800) 
204-3116

Sep 
29

32 Olympic 
National 
Park

Sol 
Duc 
Hot 
Sprin
gs 
Resor
t

Cabin, 1 
king, bath 
Day hikes

Sol Duc Hot 
Springs Resort, 
12076 Sol Duc 
Hot Springs 
Road, Port 
Angeles (800) 
204-3116

Sep 
30

33 Spokane
, WA

7h 
41m

437.3 The 
Dave
nport 
Lusso

1 king or 
queen, city 
view $17 
on-site 
parking

The Davenport 
Lusso, 808 West 
Sprague 
Avenue, 
Spokane (509) 
747-9750

Oct 1 34 Glacier 
National 
Park

4h 
56m

282.1 Grous
e 
Mount
ain 
Lodge

Standard 
with 2 
queen 
beds, bath 
Day hikes

Glacier Park, 
Inc, P.O. Box 
2025, Columbia 
Falls, MT (406) 
892-2525



Oct 2 35 Glacier 
National 
Park

Grous
e 
Mount
ain 
Lodge

Standard 
with 2 
queen 
beds, bath 
Day hikes

Glacier Park, 
Inc, P.O. Box 
2025, Columbia 
Falls, MT (406) 
892-2525

Oct 3 36 Chico 
Hot 
Springs

6h 
23m

369.1 Chico 
Hot 
Sprin
gs 
Resor
t

Warren 
Wing, King 
with bath

Chico Hot 
Springs Resort, 
163 Chico Road, 
Pray MT (406) 
333-4933

Oct 4 37 Yellowst
one 
National 
Park

5h 
16m

299.4 Madis
on 
Camp
groun
d

Primitive 
Camping

(866) 
GEYSERLAND

Oct 5 38 Yellowst
one 
National 
Park

Madis
on 
Camp
groun
d

Primitive 
Camping

(866) 
GEYSERLAND

Oct 6 39 Rocky 
Mountain 
National 
Park

9h 
37m

521.9 Longs 
Peak 
Camp
groun
d

Primitive 
Camping, 
No 
reservation
s, 1st 
come, 1st 
serve Day 
hikes

(877) 444-6777

Oct 7 40 Rocky 
Mountain 
National 
Park

Longs 
Peak 
Camp
groun
d

Primitive 
Camping, 
No 
reservation
s, 1st 
come, 1st 
serve Day 
hikes

Oct 8 41 Mesa 
Verde

8h 
10m

426.7 Far 
View 
Lodge

Kiva Room, 
King

Mesa 
Verde

700 Years 
Tour 
(8am-12no
on)



Oct 9 42 Taos, 
NM

5h 
18m

255.7 Hacie
nda 
del 
Sol

1 hour 
massage

Hacienda Del 
Sol, 109 Mabel 
Dodge Lane, 
Taos

Oct 
10

43 Caprock 
Canyons 
State 
Park

6h 
40m

407.0 tent Primitive 
Camping

Quitaque, TX

Oct 
11

44 Lake 
Mineral 
Wells 
State 
Park

4h 
7m

259.1 tent Primitive 
Camping, 
water

Mineral Wells, 
TX, 100 Park 
Road 71, (940) 
328-1171

Oct 
12

45 Little 
Rock, AK

5h 
56m

401.3 Capit
al 
Hotel

Capital Hotel, 
111 West 
Markham, Little 
Rock (501) 
374-7474

Oct 
13

46 Hoover, 
AL

6h 
11m

383.2 Rober
t & 
Lynn 
Bufor
d

Oct 
14

47 Hoover, 
AL

Oct 
15

48 Greenvill
e, FL

5h 
28m

338.8 Steph
anie 
Hurt

Oct 
16

49 Fort 
Lauderd
ale

6h 
16m

437.2

Total 177h 
30m

10373.3



Chapter 5 

Aurora Borealis via Whitehorse, 
Yukon Territory 
11 March 2016

 
This is another bucket list item and I found two friends willing to 
share the trip to Whitehorse to view the northern lights.  After 
reading up on the best places for viewing, Iceland and the 
Scandinavian countries kept coming up, but I have friends 
who went  those routes and were disappointed.

Alaska was OK but iffy with the consensus that Canada offered the 
best bet. Tops on the Canadian lists were Whitehorse and 
Yellowknife, both in the Yukon Territory.  Whitehorse guaranteed, 
if a clear night, 100% success so I recommended Whitehorse.

The tour I selected was with Brewster, a reputable company in 
western Canada and with whom I had experience last August.  A 
visit with AAA ironed out all the kinks and Michele, Nancy and I 
were ready to go.

Our flight departed Fort Lauderdale International at 6:30 am so I 
was up at 2:30 am to do my usual morning routine.  I used the 
Yellow Cab app to schedule a cab and it worked like a charm. The 
driver was actually a little early.

I had my passport and my new Global Entry Card which also pre-
clears you with TSA, so security was a breeze.

Our connections were with Air Canada. We first flew to Montreal 
 (3 1/2 hours) where we cleared customs.  From there it was a long 
haul to Vancouver (6 hours) and then to Whitehorse (2 hours). Add 



on about 4 hours in terminals and my early morning wake up and 
you have my 19 hour day.

We touched down in Whitehorse at 8:25pm PT and the hotel had 
our ride awaiting. We had reservations at the Best Western hotel in 
downtown Whitehorse.

It started out promising. The person who picked us up was Toshi 
from Northern Tales travel services, apparently subcontracted by 
Brewster. She had pre-checked us into the hotel and had our key 
cards.  We parked out front and my first misgiving arose. The 
entrance to the lobby was also the entrance to the saloon.

Not only had Toshi gotten us our room key cards, but also our 
winter clothing in neatly packed bags. She explained the 
downtown area, best places to eat (noticeably absent was any place 
in the hotel) and sights to see plus other tours through her company 
we could add on. She escorted us to our floor and the second omen 
appeared.

On the way to my room, a yappy dog started barking.  The dog 
continued uninterrupted for the next hour and a half. At least the 
dog mitigated the pounding bass music coming from the saloon 
downstairs.  I finally felt sorry for the dog and reported it to the 
front desk.  The gentleman at the desk said he would check.  More 
barking and a second call to the desk established that the woman 
with the dog was out, probably dining.  I asked if it were possible 
she was on an excursion to see the northern lights scheduled to 
return at 2:30 am and he assured me that was not the case.  The 
dog continued to bark.  Somewhere around 11 pm either the owner 
returned or the dog got laryngitis.

That's when it became noticeable the walls are paper thin and my 
neighbor was playing their television to (1) either block the noise 
of the dog or (2) mitigate the pounding bass music of the saloon or 
(3) mask the sounds of the drunks from the bar who spilled out on 
the street or (4) simply is used to sleeping with a tv on for 
background noise.



The saloon closed at 2:30 am and the drunks stayed out front for 
another 30 minutes (thank god it's cold outside) and so, since 3 am, 
I've only had the tv next door to keep me awake.

I finally got up at 5 am and began to search for other hotels in 
Whitehorse. Others are either too far out of town or about the same 
as this.  This one is actually rated #3 in all of Whitehorse on 
Tripadviser. I intend to write my own review and call it a saloon 
and social club that rents rooms.

Hopefully, if I can function later, we depart at 10 pm for northern 
lights viewing to return at 2 am.



Aurora Borealis - Day 2 - 12 March 
2016 

 
Main Street Whitehorse, Yukon Territory

After about 4 hours sleep, the day ahead looked rough. However, 
Whitehorse was ready for us. The girls debated whether to wear 
their parkas out for our breakfast excursion and one head outside 
the door sent them scurrying back to the room for them.

Breakfast was at a gem of a place called the 506 (for the address on 
main) run by a very small staff but one that turns out great eggs 
Benedict.

It doesn't take much to walk around downtown. We did some 
shopping and I purchase a baklava for my head and a new wallet. 
With the favorable exchange rate it was worth it.



Whitehorse has its homeless population. Within a two block 
location we were panhandled twice.  Only very reluctantly did one 
ask for money. Again, Canadians are so polite.  Little did they 
know we're experts with Florida panhandlers.

We returned to the hotel and had a very light lunch and we all 
agreed we desperately needed sleep.  It was to no avail.  None of 
us could sleep.

 
Best Western Gold Rush Inn

Dinner was down the street at G&P Steakhouse and Pizza. We 
didn't have reservations so we sat at the bar.  It was great.  All three 
of us ordered the 8 oz filet and it was absolutely delicious.

The reason for the trip is to view the aurora. We piled into the 
lobby and Toshi, Tom, and Khoon met us and loaded us onto a 
yellow school bus.  There were 32 of us with about 8 virgins (of 
the aurora). The rest were either on their second excursion or their 
final night of viewing.



One couple from Toronto had seen the lights last night and 
everyone rates their nights.  They were told the night before their 
first viewing was outstanding.  You'll notice a trend here in a 
minute.

We were driven out of town approximately 30 km and deposited on 
a lakeside.  We were divided into two groups and each group had 
their own set of "cabins" -  in reality framed tents - and an outdoor 
privy and fire ring.  Inside the tent was a wood burning stove, hot 
coffee, tea and cocoa and snacks. You could roast marshmallows 
by the fire.

After a brief introduction we were taken out on the lake.  Khoon 
suggested we use an ISO setting for the cameras of 800-1600 with 
20 second exposures if the aurora is dim.  He said we may be 
looking at the aurora now but only the camera would be able to 
pick it up as dim as it was. We all wondered if this was as good as 
it would get!

Around 11 pm I spotted some activity a little northeast of where 
Khoon suggested. Success! The camera picked it up.  It steadily 
built in intensity until you could see it pretty well with your eyes. 
Later, it spread across the sky.

 
Our first good activity around was 11pm



This was getting exciting! I kept clicking away.  For those who are 
interested, you set your camera to the "bulb" function which is the 
timed exposure. My wide angle lens only stops down to 4.0.  Most 
web sites on aurora photography suggest f-stop of 2.0 but I had 
practiced at home and found my camera capable of night 
photography.  My wide angle is great with ISO so it worked well. 

You also need a tripod (a must) and an intervoltometer which is a 
fancy way to say remote shutter release. Actually, it's a little more 
sophisticated in that you can also do time lapse photography over a 
period of programmed exposures and intervals.  My goal was to 
take 99 exposures of 20 seconds each every 10 seconds. Later, at 
home, I'll try to use the exposures to produce a time lapse movie. 
Here's one of those exposures.

 
Activity around 1 am

It quieted down activity-wise around 1:30 am.  In conversation 
with others, we found tonight's activity not as good as last night's 
(see the pattern) but tonight was more regular.  Looks like we'll tell 
the same story to tomorrow's virgins.



The temperature settled down to 24F and by the end of the 
viewing, my foot warmers were cooling off and my rosy cheeks 
were about to fall off. Not those cheeks, the ones on my face.

At 2 am the clocks shifted to DST so instead of departing at 2 am 
we departed at 3 am which means less sleep.  The good news was 
by 3 am, the band in the saloon was gone, the saloon was closed, 
the dog next door was asleep and the couple in the next room who 
played their tv all night had checked out! I slept like a baby for 
four hours and promptly awoke Fort Lauderdale time.

Today is a tour of Whitehorse, a trip to a nature preserve, a dip in 
the hot springs and a 10 pm departure for Aurora viewing!



Aurora Trip - Day 3 - 13 March 2016 

I hate waking up Fort Lauderdale time on a trip out west. The three 
hour time difference messes with my biological clock. Again, 
about four hours sleep. I showered and headed downstairs for 
breakfast at the Gold Pan Saloon in the hotel. The one that was the 
source of my previous sleepless night. They were getting ready for 
date night with a band where couples come on stage and sing love 
songs to each other.  Champagne for the evening was $37 
Canadian but $17 Canadian if you performed. Seemed like a great 
draw.  Either included chocolate dipped strawberries and truffles. I 
would be busy with the second night of aurora viewing.

Michele and Nancy slept in and I decided to go ahead with the 10 
am city tour by Northern Tales, our aurora tour company.  Our tour 
guide was Yoshita from Japan. A lot of Japanese immigrated to 
Canada and even more come over on a yearly visa.  Yoshita had 
been in the Yukon Territory for about 10 years and was very 
knowledgeable about the history and culture of the region. The 
tour was appropriately 2 hours and we got to see some interesting 
sites. First stop was a reconstructed stern wheeler, the SS 
Klondike which used to ply the Yukon River from Whitehorse to 
Dawson City.



 
Me and the SS Klondike in Whitehorse

Stern wheelers were used because of the narrowness of the Yukon 
River. On the bow was a powerful winch system used to pull the 
ship up some rapids on the way back to Whitehorse.  Today, 
Whitehorse, the largest city in Yukkon Territory has approximately 
15,000 residents.  That compares to 17,000 moose in the YT.

Our next stop was the hydroelectric dam which powers most of the 
city.  King Salmon run the Yukon River and since the construction 
of the dam in 1956, the salmon needed a way past the dam, hence 
the construction of the world's longest wooden salmon ladder.



 
World's longest wooden salmon ladder

Next we crossed one of only four bridges across the Yukon River 
in the entire YT to view Whitehorse from a high bluff. The view 
was quite nice but a Japanese couple, wanting a background shot 
put heir young child on a guard rail post and had Yoshita take their 
picture. It was about a 300 foot drop to the frozen river below.



 
View of Whitehorse for a bluff across the Yukon River

Our last stop on the city tour was a skyscraper log cabin. 
Apparently one of the quirky early settlers was just a bit different. 
Today, there is a Thai massage parlor on the ground floor of the 
one story front cabin but the skyscraper in back is very popular for 
rentals. When one becomes vacant, it is immediately snatched up 
by a new renter.  Have you ever seen log cabins stacked with 
porches?



 
Skyscraper log cabin

At 1:15 pm we departed on a tour of the Yukon Wildlife Preserve 
about 30 km out of town. It started as a private preserve of a man 
and his wife who wished to preserve North American ungulates. 
When he died, the Yukon Territory bought the land and continued 
the work of the founder. Today it is officially classified as a zoo 
and it reminds me of Lion Safari in Palm Beach county where you 
ride through in you car to view the animals.

I admit to mixed feelings about this preserve but the it does 
rehabilitation and even the US sends ungulates here for 
rehabilitation.  Additionally, some of their wild stock is used to 
increase genetic diversity. Among the animals we saw were bison, 
musk ox, moose, big horn sheep, mountain goats, caribou, and 
Dahl sheep. They take in other animals as well. We also saw lynx, 
Arctic fox, red fox, snowshoe hare, and bald eagles.  Most cannot 
survive in the wild and are permanent residents.



 
Female moose rehabilitated from a broken leg

 
Mountain goat. Part of the reason for the location of the reserve 
was the variety of habitat within the preserve.

The next stop was Takhini Hot Springs for a dip in the springs. 
 I've done Chico Hot Springs and Granite Hot Springs, and they are 
nice. This is plush. The changing room is heated with a hot shower 
from the springs.  There is a smaller, shallower side that is really 



warm and a larger, deeper less warm side.  There's also a gourmet 
cafe attached to the springs.

 
Parboiling Fred

I departed at 10 pm for the second night of aurora viewing. Things 
did not bode well since it was snowing.

When we offloaded the bus, I found out as previous virgins the 
night before we had been upgraded! They were holding out on us 
the Taj Mahal of tent cabins.  It was a double cabin very well 
appointed and made the cabin of the night before seem like a slum!



In any case, it snowed all night and alas, no aurora.  The staff 
worked hard to not allow the clients to be disappointed.  They 
engaged everyone in conversation and even made maple syrup 
popsicles using snow.

 
Cabin site

We returned to the hotel by 2:30 pm and I immediately went to 
sleep and managed a kingly 6 hours of sleep. I'll take it easy today 



and forego another night of Aurora watching. I've just too 
little sleep. I've even scheduled a massage for this afternoon.



Aurora Viewing - Day 4 - 14 March 
2016 

This has been a recovery day. Too little sleep takes a toll. I hate to 
admit I ate a Gold Rush breakfast in the Gold Pan Saloon this 
morning: two eggs, hash browns, bacon AND sausage with two 
pancakes. I was able to wolf most of it down.

Although we had scheduled a third night of Aurora viewing, we 
three agreed we were done in. The forecast for Aurora activity was 
low even though the skies were clear. You can actually check the 
activity online every day through several sites. You can check the 
Geophysical Institute at the University of Alaska, Fairbanks at 
http://www.gi.alaska.edu/AuroraForecast. You can also check the 
Canadian Space Agency (who knew) at http://www.asc-csa.gc.ca/
eng/astronomy/auroramax/hd-480.asp. We figured with three 
nights of viewing, we could get one night guaranteed. It turned out 
to be our first night.

We returned to the steak house for dinner and I had their special 
pizza. The small pizza was an impressive amount of toppings. I 
immediately lost a cap on my front incisor with the first bite. 
Fortunately I didn't swallow it. Call me snaggle tooth. I'll get it re-
installed when I return home. Wonder what security will think 
when they x-ray my carry-on and see a tooth in there?

We flew out at 8:30 am for Vancouver with a four hour layover to 
Denver. The next two nights will be just outside of Denver in 
Louisville where we hope to explore Rocky Mountain National 
Park, where by the way, they have a travel advisory for 5+ inches 
of snow, ground blizzards and 8F temperatures. Denver, by 
comparison, will be a balmy 53F. The difference a little elevation 
makes!

http://www.gi.alaska.edu/AuroraForecast
http://www.asc-csa.gc.ca/eng/astronomy/auroramax/hd-480.asp
http://www.asc-csa.gc.ca/eng/astronomy/auroramax/hd-480.asp


Apparently I am traveling with a couple of rogues. Both were 
pulled from security and "wanded" down. Nancy was further 
patted down and Michele had her camera wiped down and 
analyzed. I, of course, breezed through.

It took longer to get through American customs than it did 
Canadian customs. The good news is that with the chip in your 
passport, you can "declare" pretty easily at a self check in machine 
and then with the Global Entry, make it through faster. Global 
Entry is the way to go.

We landed safely in Denver (my second visit to the airport but 
none to the city) and got our rental car for tomorrow. We head out 
around 9 am to Estes Park Mountain Sports to rent snowshoes and 
then to Bear Lake for a ranger led snowshoeing trek. We're 
dressing for extremely cold temperatures.

One irritant was we made a specific request, confirmed for a four 
wheel drive Jeep Grand Cherokee so I would feel at home driving 
it. We got to Thrifty and the guarantee was not there. We are in a 
four wheel drive Ford Expedition and, dangerously, the controls, 
gauges, etc. are opposite the jeep.

Our reservations in Louisville, Colorado are at a Residence Inn. 
This is my first time staying in one and I am impressed. I related 
the yapping dog story to the clerk and he checked to make sure 
there were no dogs in the room next to mine!



Aurora Viewing - Day 5 - 16 March 
2016 

The Residence Inn in Louisville is really nice.  They do a full 
breakfast which is included in the price and make sure to come 
clean your room.

The day started at 9:00 am when we piled into the non-jeep rental 
and headed for Estes Park, Colorado.  We had reserved snowshoes 
and ski poles at Estes Park Mountain Sport.  They had them ready. 
  
This place is amazing.  If it has to do with the outdoors, they pretty 
much have it.  The rental fee for the poles and snowshoes were 
approximately $8 each.  You really can't beat that.

It was around 10 am when we left the store and headed into the 
downtown area.  We needed to be at Bear Lake at 12:15 pm to 
begin our Eco-tour and snowshoeing. We stopped at the Egg and I 
(those from Fort Lauderdale know of the Egg and You) and had a 
light brunch to carry us over until dinner.

We entered the park and as Michel and I had previously bought the 
senior pass for $10 we breezed through. The pass is good for a 
lifetime and allows up to four people free entrance.  As far as I 
know this is the best deal ever in the entire United States.  If you 
are over 65, get one.  It's worth it.  (Update: the pass is now $80 for 
lifetime.)

As we began our ascent to Bear Lake for the rendezvous with our 
park ranger/guide, we started with clean roadway and then 
progressed to a little snow on the road to the point the road was 
covered in snow.  I quickly inserted the four wheel drive/snow 
conditions and we made it safely to the trail head.  The ranger, 
Cynthia was there to greet us.



Prior to that, we struggled with snow boots, snow pants, foot 
warmers, jackets, goggles, and mittens.  It's quite a work out just 
donning the gear.  As it turned out, it was all completely necessary! 
 The air temperature was 17F and with the the wind, the wind chill 
factor was 10F.

 
Guess who?

The hardest part is putting on the snow shoes.  Think of bending at 
the waist with long johns, insulated pants, snow pants, and a parka. 
 After about 15 minutes we were ready to go but Michel had 
mistakenly taken a young girls ski poles instead of her own.  It was 
eventually straightened out and off we went.



 
Getting ready

The next 10 minutes was hell.  Remember, I hiked the Bugaboos in 
August at over 7,000 feet elevation.  We all thought we were going 
to die.  We were at 9,475 feet and that extra 1500-2000 feet made a 
big difference.  We three all immediately re-analyzed whether we 
could do the two hour hike.

Fortunately, we finally found a comfortable pace and finished the 
hike.  We had some excellent instruction from Cynthia, the park 
ranger and how to recover from a fall.  (You fall like a turtle 
because of the pack on your back, backwards and have to roll to 
your stomach like a whale and then regain your footing.)



 
Cynthia our park ranger- guide

The best part about Cynthia was she knew when to take breaks and 
allow people to recover from their exertions! She then led us to an 
area of pristine snow (it had snowed 10 inches the night before) 
and had us experience the difficulty of breaking a new trail in deep 
snow.

Eventually, we made it to Bear Lake.  The wind was howling and 
we got to walk across the surface of a fairly large lake, breaking 
trail.



 
Bear Lake

We then began a climb to Nymph Lake in a snow storm.  About 
1/4 of the way up one of the women announced she felt dizzy.  It 
turns out she was 6 months pregnant.  She eventually collapses in 
spite of Cynthia's ministrations and a volunteer with Cynthia took 
her back to the parking lot.  Later, we found out she was fine.

We then continued  our ascent to Nymph Lake.  It was a 160 foot 
elevation climb so our eventual elevations was 9,635 feet. About 
halfway up the trail, the wind rose and we were all blanketed in a 
complete white-out of snow blowing from the trees.  That was a 
tremendous feeling.



 
Trail from Nymph Lake, elevation 9635 feet

If you go to various web sites on Bear Lake, they will tell you the 
hike is easy.  This was not that hike, because (1) we were in snow 
(2) we climbed in elevation instead of walking around the lake and 
(3) because of the wind chill factor.  This definitely put the hike in 
the moderate range for experienced hikers but difficult for us flat-
landers.

The scenery was spectacular, the sun came out and it snowed at the 
same time!  This was one of those lifetime experiences!  We 
returned and put away our gear and warmed up on the trip to the 
visitors center.  We had our National Park Passports stamped and 
one more National Park was notched.

The park ranger at the visitor's center recommended a more scenic 
drive on our return to Estes Park and he was 100% correct.  The 



views were outstanding.  While standing there a young lady from 
Texas wanted to go to Bear Lake but was overly concerned about 
driving in snow even though she had a four wheel drive vehicle. 
 We convinced her she had nothing to fear after we told her we 
were from Florida and made it just fine.  I didn't volunteer we all 
had experience driving in snow over the years.

I think I've decided to purchase a pair of snowshoes.  I really love 
doing this.  It brought out the best in we three and gave us a 
tremendous sense of satisfaction that we were able to do this at our 
age.



Aurora Viewing - Day 6 - 17 March 
2016 

The flight home was uneventful.  We even managed to touch down 
in Fort Lauderdale 20 minutes early and I was home by 3:00 pm.  I 
jumped in the shower and changed to shorts.  From 40ºF to 81ºF 
was quite a change.  Fortunately, the humidity wasn't too bad.

Jim and Holley stopped by at 4 pm and we went over to Southport 
Raw Bar for happy hour.  A pitcher of beer, peel 'n eat shrimp, a 
dozen raw oysters, conch fritters, Bahama bread and fish dip later, 
we were stuffed. I even let them have some.  Holley treated me to a 
welcome back happy hour!

I slept 12 hours last night.  It's been years since I did that.  Today, I 
grocery shopped and had a ton of laundry to do.  I also worked on 
some of my photos.



If you remember, I took some time-lapse shots.  There were 74 
shots of 20 second exposures with 10 minute intervals.  Here are 
the results in a very short movie.  It takes a little while to load 
since it is over 16 megabytes.

Thanks for following my blog!  I have another trip at the end of 
April and will write about that.

 Movie of aurora borealis.  Click on the image. 



Chapter 6 

Lake George State Forest Outing 

March 29, 2016

In preparation for my cross country trip, I decided to do a couple of 
shake-down trips.  One area which intrigued me was near DeLand, 
Florida near the eastern edge of the Ocala National Forest called 
the Lake George State Forest Recreational Area. They have a 1.7 
mile trail to hike and some of it borders the St. John's River.

I packed everything on the 28th and loaded the jeep. This morning, 
I did my usual walk in the neighborhood, did my yoga stretches 
and then swam laps. By 10 am I was finished and I programmed 
the gps in the jeep and was off by 10:15. It was approximately a 
four hour, 30 minute drive, mostly along 95. I had a couple of 
bathroom breaks at rest stops along the way. Once in DeLand, my 
jeep gps disagreed with the Trails Florida directions. Finally, I 
loaded the iPad gps and found the entrance to the forest.

My instructions were to call the state forester in charge but 
apparently she is on vacation.  Luckily, there's another number of 
another district forester and she gave me the combination to the 
lock for the camping area. The charge (honor system) is $10 per 
night. If you travel further down the unpaved road, you have 
another fee for the pier, canoe launch and trail.  That fee is $2 per 
day.  You fill out an envelope and insert into a box with a 
weatherproof slot. The only problem was neither site had a pencil 
or pen and I forgot to pack one. There was one other person in the 
campsite  but they were either asleep in a hammock or out 
walking.

I decided to pitch camp  and worry about registration later. This 
was my second try at setting up the tent - the first try was in the 



back yard. A few mistakes were quickly corrected and it took about 
19 minutes.



 
Rear window



Now to register. Remember, no pen. All was not lost; however.  At 
the beginning of the trail is a sign in sheet with a pen. 
Unfortunately, it also wanted your tag. I remembered the first part 
but not the last. I finally got registered after walking the road back 
and forth to work the pen/tag roulette.

I walked back to campsite and the person who apparently was in 
the hammock was packing up to leave.  I now have the entire 
campsite to myself.  On the way back it started thundering.  I had 
checked Weather Underground for the last three days and no rain 
was predicted.  However, Dark Skies predicted rain in the next 12 
minutes.  Guess who was correct.  I had just completed my 
dehydrated Spanish rice dinner and finished washing up and the 
sky opened up.



Warning signs about bears are everywhere.  I do have bear spray 
with me in the tent but hopefully I will not have to use it.  I walked 
the campground looking for bear scat but found none.

Looks like it'll be an early night with all the rain.

Click on the image to see how I set up a tent - incorrectly! 



A Little Traveling Music - Lake 
George State Forest - Day 2 

March 30, 2016

It rained all night.  When it quit raining, it continued dripping off 
the live oaks.  I'm one of those people that can't sleep if someone is 
out on the street talking, even in low voices but can sleep through 
storms.  I especially like rain on tents.  I will not say I slept all 
through the night but got enough sleep that I felt pretty good all 
day.

This trip was to shake out any bugs that I may not have thought of 
and I found a few things I would do differently.  However, let me 
say up front I love my tent, my mid-temperature range sleeping 
bag, the air mattress, the air pillow, and the sleeping bag insert 
(like a bed sheet).  I also am in love with my jetboil stove.

Air mattresses have come a long way from the first time I tried to 
sleep on one.  This one has two separate sides and you blow each 
side up individually.  I was dreading the huffing and puffing but 
both sides inflated very quickly and surprisingly, stayed inflated all 
night long.  It rolls up into a cylinder a little larger than a typical 
aluminum can of food.  The pillow was also a surprise.  It was 
perfect for my needs and it rolls up into the size of an A battery.

Here's what I learned.

1. Bring a pen and a pencil (and while you're at it, some 
paper).  You'll eventually need it.

2. Not all dehydrated meals are created equal.  Dinner was a 
breeze.  You rip off the top of the packet, pour boiling 
water into it, reseal and wait.  Voilà, Spanish rice. The 
huevos rancheros for breakfast was a bust.  You start the 



same - rip off the top, add boiling water, unable to reseal 
but wait.  Then you cook the eggs in a nonstick pan. 
 Luckily, the stove I have has attached a nonstick cooking 
surface.  You were to wait anywhere from 10 to 30 minutes 
so the beans could soak up enough water to become tender. 
 Didn't happen.  You really need to read the instructions on 
each meal before you decide to purchase it or use it.  Even 
though meals are made by the same company, different 
meals are prepared in different ways.

3. Dehydrated food, comme vous le dites, has a peculiar effect 
on fecal development.  I knew this but had forgotten it. 
 You tend to be a little runny with a diet of nothing but 
dehydrated food.  Fortunately, there was a port-a-potty at 
the campsite.

4. Breakfast would be better done using something to simply 
boil, such as oatmeal or cereal.  The simpler the better.

5. Starbucks makes some pretty good instant coffee packets.
6. You can never have enough camera batteries.  I didn't and I 

could have charged them in the jeep since it has a regular 
110v plug but I left the battery charger at home.  I ran out 
of juice later in the day.

7. Even if you bring bear spray, you need to remember to 
carry it with you on day hikes.  I didn't remember and ran 
into some bear signs on the trail I hiked this day. Really 
dumb!



8. Did I tell you I forgot my walking stick?  I made extensive 
lists, including the walking stick, but forgot to put it in the 
jeep.

9. Boots are best left outside (unless you are in porcupine 
territory).  Loosen the laces before you get in the tent and 
as you get in, take them off.  It saves cleanup afterward.

10. You can never carry enough water.  You'll always need 
more.  Always take advantage of any you find.

11. Bear bells are not loud enough.

After breakfast, I hiked the nature trail.  Actually, I started to hike 
the nature trail, got half way to the jumping off point and realized I 
had not locked the jeep.  Normally, campers are an honest bunch 
but I'm not so sure about Florida cracker hunters.  I walked back 
and locked the jeep.  Then I remember I have an app that would 



have locked it for me and I didn't have to walk back. To ward off 
hunters, I wore the international orange vest but with the backpack 
on, it got lost in the green.

 
The road to nowwhere

The trail is fairly well marked and I took a lot of photographs.  It 
was nice to see wild magnolias in the woods and an old friend of 
mine Polygala nana, one of my favorites.  It's commonly called 
candyroot or low bachelors' buttons.  It has beautiful yellow 
flowers that when dried, loose all coloration.  There is a possibility 
the species is P. rugelii but I had no way of telling in the field.



 
Polygala nana (low batchelors' buttons)

A word of caution if you go.  It's a nice trail but you do walk 
through bear country.  Also, they have a couple of "bridges" which 
are more like planked walkways. They get covered over in slime 
and are quite slippery.  You would be better walking in the ditch 
instead of the bridge.

I did see a white tail deer just as I emerged from the end of the trail 
and as I got in the jeep and traveled to DeLeon Springs State Park, 
a wild turkey crossed the road.

The trip to DeLeon Springs State Park was interesting.  It's a 
natural spring that comes out of the ground and spills over into the 
waters that lead to the St. Johns River.  They were offering scuba 
lessons when I arrived.  The main swimming area is over 30 feet 
deep so it is perfect for scuba instruction.



 
DeLeon Springs

I took the $14 boat ride down the river and back.  We saw manatee 
and osprey in abundance and everyone was excited about the 
alligators but you see more in the Everglades.

 
Dodging the manatees



I walked their nature trail and that's when I lost all battery power. 
 They have a short loop of a trail and a more extensive 4 mile loop 
that takes at least 3 hours.  You have to register with the ranger for 
that trail, so I didn't do it but it's a possible for a future date.

Since I was low on battery power, I decided to forgo the extra night 
and drove home that afternoon.  Unfortunately, every route was 
blocked with traffic jams due to rain.  It took me over 6 hours to 
get back home.



 Chapter 7 

A Trip to Archbold Biological Station 

14 April 2016

Many years ago, Al Will, professor of botany on Central Campus 
of Broward College, introduced me to Archbold Biological Station 
near Lake Placid, Florida.  It got to where I took students twice a 
year for field trips for many years.  The staff and researchers were 
always very accommodating and they had a library my students 
flocked to for their research papers.  You could stay overnight 
either in their dormitory or cabins and they also had breakfast, 
lunch and dinner available for a nominal price - one that students 
and professors could afford.

 
Archbold Biological Station



The station was founded by Richard Archbold who came into 
possession through John A. Roebling II, grandson of the designer 
and builder of the Brooklyn Bridge.  Roebling wanted to 
construct his wife a home on the grounds of the original 1000 acres 
but she died before construction began. In order to build the home, 
he previously constructed the warehouses to hold the materials. 
 Roebling was concerned about hurricanes so he built the 
warehouse to withstand anything mother nature could throw at it.  I 
think the walls are 12 inches of reinforced concrete.  It's the 
original warehouse that served as Richard Archbold's research 
base.

 
Archbold Biological Station

Archbold was what most explorers wish they could be - 
independently wealthy - so he could fund, quite lavishly, his 
explorations.  He ran the research station from 1941 until his death 
in 1976.  The research station is now run by a board and has a full 
complement of research scientists, either in residence on the station 
or nearby.

Students loved the place almost as much as I did.  It has been about 
15 years since I was last at the station and much has changed. 
 They have several new buildings (a welcome center and a new 



dormitory) and have revamped most of the trails.  I walked the 
newly revamped nature trail and did some of my photography of 
plants native to the Lake Wales Ridge. Several parts of the trail had 
been recently exposed to controlled burning to renew the native 
vegetation (Archbold has its own 1940's era fire truck that I assume 
is still used during the controlled burning).

 
1940's era firetruck used in controlled burns at Archbold

I was especially delighted to see in bloom some species that I 
generally didn't get to see during my field trips to the station 
because of the difference in seasons.



 
Asimina obovata (Scrub Pawpaw)
Produces a banana-like fruit from the flower often eaten by gopher 
tortoises and bears.

 
Opuntia humifusa (Raf.) Raf. - Pricklypear Cactus

The research station is noted for its studies on Florida scrub jays. 
They thrive in the scrub oak communities on the Lake Wales 
Ridge.  Unlike a lot of birds, these mate for life and actually live in 



communities of extended families - sisters, brothers, cousins, etc. 
 They have no fear of humans and it is not uncommon to be 
walking the trails and one land on you to see what you are up to. 
Alas, it was breeding season and several areas I use to go were off 
limits.  I didn't see any this trip.

All day visitors are welcome.  Simply sign in at the welcome 
center or the main office.  It's worth the trip!



Chapter 8 

Bok Tower and Gardens 

14 April 2016

 
Bok Tower

It must have been at least 30 years ago I first visited Bok Tower 
and Gardens, probably during a trip to Mississippi to see my 



parents.  I remember you could drive right to the gardens and walk 
a short distance to the tower.  The gardens were nice but not 
terribly extensive.  In 30 years, things have changed!

First, part of the tower has been renovated and it certainly looks 
better on the outside these days.  I don't remember being as 
impressed with it the first time.  Second, the gardens are far more 
extensive and well maintained.  They have provided numerous 
trails through the gardens  and have added an old home to their 
control.  There are at least three new buildings on the site.  One is 
the welcome center, another is the garden shop and another is the 
cafe.  They were busily installing a new children's garden on this 
visit.

 
Window on the Pond, Bok Tower Gardens

On my first visit, I only heard the hour struck.  Fortuitously, this 
visit I heard the concert on the carillon at 3 pm by Geert 
D'hollander, the tower's fourth full time carillonneur.  The tower 
has 60 bronze bells with the smallest weighing in at 16 lbs. and the 
largest over 11 tons.  Overall the tower supports over 63 tons of 
bronze.



 
Grounds of Bok Tower Gardens

You can go into the Founder's room on the ground floor (available 
four times a year) if you are a sustainer or above and Tower Club 
members can access the carillonneur's studio and keyboard room 
and bell room.  I'm none of those so I enjoyed the outside view.

The tower contains the Founder's room, above it the Chao 
Research Center (archive), above that the maintenance workshop, 
above that the Anton Brees Carillon Library, above that the 
Carillonneur's studio, above that the keyboard room and at the very 
top, the bells.



Chapter 9 

Practice Makes Perfect 
20 April 2016

I'm trying to get fit for the cross country trip this fall.  I've picked 
up the pace with my morning walk, added 20 minutes to my swim 
time and have a trip planned to hike the Deep Creek Trail/Martin's 
Gap Trail/Indian Creek Trail in the Great Smoky Mountains in 
May.

I've hiked a portion of the Deep Creek Trail.  Actually, I've hiked a 
portion of several trails in the Smokies but have never completed 
most.  The first time, Crag Knox and I tried to lug a 55 lb pack up 
Shuckstack Trail to Sassafras Gap.  That never came to completion 
(and we were a lot younger then).

Next was Deep Creek.  Charlie Cooper (who passed away this 
week) and I hiked to a point and then came down.  We made our 
own loop.

Next, Charlie and I hiked The Narrows trail out from Clingman's 
dome to Double Spring Gap.  I've also hiked Chimney Tops with 
Charlie and Crag.

In all of these, I was 40 years younger and in much better shape.  I 
think you can see I'm a little worried about how I'll do out west 
with peaks in the 7,000 to 9,000 foot range.  The highest point in 
the Smokies is Clingman's dome at 6,643 feet.

I've decided to be proactive.  Today, I loaded up the pack (as I 
would have packed for the Smokies trip with 40 lbs of gear and 



water).  I then drove to the parking garage at the main library in 
downtown Fort Lauderdale and hiked up the five stories of the 
garage (14 flights of stair with 8 stairs per flight) 3 times.  I intend 
to do this as often as I can before the Smokies trip.  I probably 
should have started a little earlier but better late than never.

One great tip I learned from my Bugaboos adventure was how to 
step in high elevation when you are not used to the altitude.  Take 
baby steps and as you place your foot, shift your weight forward 
and push up with your knee.  This mitigates the stress you would 
put on your hips and your back and allows you to breathe a more 
normal rate.  It works.  I used it on the stairs today and was able to 
do more than I thought.

[Post post.  After a few trips to the parking garage, I was finally 
stopped by someone who worked for the city.  He told me I was 
not allowed to walk up and down the stairs of the garage with a 
pack on.  I asked him how I was supposed to get in shape.  He 
pointed to a county garage a few blocks over and suggested I try 
that.  He said they weren’t too particular.]



Chapter 10 

Warm Springs Trip - Day 1 
Blue Spring State Park 
[This was another warm-up trip for my cross country hike.  I’ve 
always wanted to visit Warm Springs, Georgia and while near 
Asheville, my friend Reed wanted me to visit.  Since I was in 
Asheville, my cousin Jimmie insisted I come for a first ever visit.  
Then two of my traveling companions through the canals of 
Bourgogne, France insisted I stop by for a visit at Hilton Head.] 
25 April 2016.] 

I finished packing and loaded the jeep and got on the road a little 
after 10 am.  The gps directed me to I95 and for some reason it 
directed me to get off on Atlantic and funneled me over to the 
Turnpike.  After passing Palm Beach, I stopped at a rest station and 
then the gps directed me back to I95 at Fort Pierce.  Maybe it knew 
of some traffic tie ups.

In any case, I made it to Orange City around 3 pm, checked in with 
the ranger and found my camping permit also allowed me entry 
into the park for no extra fee.  I found campsite 047 and found a 
less rocky place to pitch the tent, and went exploring.



 
The tent went up in about five minutes this time!
I'm campsite away from the toilet/showers which are brand new 
with two walk in showers accessible for handicapped with hot 
water.  It's nicer than my bathroom at home.
It's a quick walk to the swimming area down a paved path.



The swimming area is divided into three parts: a lower section with 
two sets of metal stairs down into the spring.  A middle section is 
found about half way up a boardwalk, again with two sets of metal 
steps leading into the spring.



 
Boardwalk to the middle section of the spring

The upper section has no access but overlooks the spring from an 
elevated vantage point.



 
Overlook of the upper section of the spring

The water looked so enticing, I walked back to the campsite and 
took off everything except my walking shorts and went back to the 
middle section.  Yes, the water was very cool.  After about five 
minutes, you got used to it.  I stayed about 20 minutes and then 
headed back to the campsite. I showered off and changed clothes. 
 It's now time to begin thinking about which dehydrated cuisine I 
shall sample tonight.

And yes, I did figure out where the short tent pole goes on the tent!



Warm Springs Trip - Day 2 
Franklin D. Roosevelt State Park - 
Pine Mountain, Georgia 

26 April 2016

The dawned cold! It was 59 F when I got out of the sleeping bag 
this morning. My bag is rated to 50 F as a comfort temperature but 
during the night I put on a pair of socks and a jacket. I dozed a 
little here and there between a visiting raccoon and the erudition of 
a few teenagers who saw the raccoon which then followed them 
for a handout.  It's good to know teenagers have mastered the use 
of the f**k word since they used it about 60 times in 60 minutes.  

The raccoon obviously has a pattern of visiting all the campsites 
looking for food.  Eventually he and the teenagers went to bed and 
I got some sleep.

It was approximately a 7 1/2 hour drive with stops to Franklin D. 
Roosevelt State Park near Pine Mountain, GA.  I phoned ahead in 
case the office was closed but made it around 4:15 pm.  I checked 
in and went to the cabin.



 
Main office and welcome center of Franklin D. Roosevelt State 
Park

The cabin is magnificent!  It was built by the Civilian Conservation 
Corps (CCC) in the 1930's and has been restored.  I have a massive 
stone fireplace in the bedroom and the kitchen.

 
My humble abode for two nights



 
Bedroom with my fireplace

My porch overlooks the valley below.  After this posting, I plan to 
have a glass of wine and watch the sun set.

 
View from my balcony

My Dad was in the CCC and got the word he had been selected 
when as he was plowing 30 acres of bottomland in Pulaski, Ms.  



He said it saved him.  They trained him as a cook until they 
realized he could play basketball and then put him on a team that 
traveled throughout the southeastern U.S.

 
Dad, second row, far right on the steps of the Parthenon in 
Nashville during basketball CCC days



 
Statue honoring CCC workers

Tomorrow, I intend to do the Little White House tour in Warm 
Springs and then a day hike along some of the trails.  FDR's 
favorite place was Dowdell Knob and the trail is a 4.3 mile loop so 
I may do that.  Supposedly the grill he used is at the site and there's 
a statue of him at the overlook.



Warm Springs Trip - Day 3 
Little White House and Wolfden 
Loop Trail 

27 April 2016

I got a great night of sleep and got up around 5 am. I puttered 
around the cabin and then went out on the porch to watch the 
sunrise over the valley below.

 
Getting ready for sunrise.

I pitched the tent on the deck to let it dry out and then left for 
Warm Springs to see if there was someplace open for breakfast. 
Nothing!  The town is very small with only a few buildings. 
Restaurants only opened for lunch or dinner.



 
Main Street, Warm Springs, Georgia

On my way to Warm Springs, I drove to Dowdell's Knob and took 
in the view.  You can understand why Roosevelt liked the place.  
The statue of him looks over the valley.



 
FDR statue at Dowdell's Knob

I drove around until 9 am when the Little White House was 
supposed to open and accidentally discovered the original pool 
used by FDR and those treated for polio.  As I drove into the lot, 
the park ranger arrived.  He was in a wheel chair and it was nice to 
see the state hires the handicapped.  David introduced himself and 
we talked for a while, about the CCC, the New Deal, and what 
Roosevelt meant to the country.  You could tell he wasn't a fan of 
the current administration, nor did he think Roosevelt got the US 
out of the depression, but he was a big Roosevelt fan.

It was pretty emotional for me to tour the pool and the attached 
museum.  They had an iron lung.  People forget the devastation of 
polio and David and I got to talking how no one in their right mind 
thought mother's collecting dimes would lead to anything.  The 
pool is now drained and hasn't been used since the 60's but they 
had water bubbling like a fountain so you could test the 
temperature.



 
Original pool used for therapy

Admission was $10 for a senior and also entitled you to visit the 
Little White House.  David suggested a back way that took you 
through the Warm Springs/Roosevelt institute. The place is 
massive.

By the time I got to the Little White House, bus loads of school 
kids had beat me there.  The staff routed me around them. I got to 
see the house pretty much by myself along with a tour guide 
getting ready for the kids.  The house looks small but is 
deceptively large.



 
Little White House, Warm Springs, Georgia

A really poignant moment was seeing the desk at which Roosevelt 
had his stroke.

 
Desk where FDR died

Another great moment was seeing the unfinished portrait that was 
being done the moment of the stroke.  That is in a separate 



exhibition hall. In talking with one of the personnel, Georgia has a 
plan to make all parks self sufficient.  The Little White House has 
done so but there is only one full time person. Everyone else is part 
time or volunteer and they receive no benefits.

I returned to the cabin, packed my day pack with about 30 lbs and 
headed to the Wolfden Loop trail. It's 6.7 miles and traverses a 
variety of terrains including 3 major waterfalls.  I started a little 
after noon and finished the trail by 4:45 pm. I was pleased I 
completed the trail as a warm up for my Smokies trip. It gave me 
confidence I could do the Deep Springs/Martin Gap/Indian Creek 
loop.  That entire trail is a little over 12 miles and I'll have three 
days for it.

The Wolfden Trail is part of the 23 miles Pine Mountain Trail 
which is superbly maintained by the Pine Mountain Trail 
Association.  The trail was very well marked and foot bridges were 
provided when ford crossing was too dangerous.

 
Wolfden trail

Regardless, I logged some 7 fords of streams with my trusty 
walking stick (50 years old - the stick, not me) to balance my way 
across.



The Mountain Laurel was in full bloom and often provided arbors 
over the trail. It was spectacular.  I always have loved this plant. 
 The stamens are inserted into the floral tube and when an insect 
lands to pollinate, they pop out of their pockets and powder the 
insect with pollen.

 
Mountain Laurel - Kalmia latifolia. It was everywhere!

There was a good bit of climbing trail but the PMTA was good 
about using switchbacks so no trail was too steep.  The increase in 
altitude was not great but you started out at around 1300 feet 
elevation.

Wildflowers were in profusion and the trail was not heavily used.  I 
met a total of seven people and two dogs.

The water falls were especially nice. Cascade is the main fall most 
people hike to but the other two were equally nice.



 
Cascade Falls

I admit I was dragging towards the end.  I made it back to the 
cabin, took a hot shower and headed to Pine Mountain and the 
Aspen Mountain Restaurant for a beer and a hot meal.  It's been a 
good day.  Tomorrow is a drive to Asheville, NC.

 
Wolfden Loop, 6.7 miles. I did it!



Warm Springs Trip - Day 4 
Asheville, North Carolina 
28 April 2016

I awoke this morning in a cloud of fog.  Literally.  I was fogged in. 
I had the foresight to purchase a breakfast sandwich from the Pine 
Mountain Subway the night before so I zapped it in the microwave 
and had breakfast in the fog on the cabin deck.

I made it out of the cabin and park by 9 am and headed straight to 
Asheville. I stopped at the REI store on the outskirts of Asheville 
to have my form fitting hip belt on my Osprey pack heated and 
fitted.  This is some store.  There were at least 12 people waiting 
on cashiers when I went in.  It's a two story affair and packed with 
dream goodies.  I behaved myself and walked out of there for 
under $30.

A guy took care of me right away.  There's a machine they heat up 
the foam of the hip belt.  He took the belt off the pack, inserted it 
into a preheated machine and we timed 9 minutes. I then put on 
only the hip belt and walked around the store. I think that's the plan 
all along. You tend to purchase items while you wait for the belt to 
conform to your shape and for the belt to cool into that shape. In 
any case, the heat fixing was free of charge. Better yet, he put the 
belt back on the pack so I wouldn't screw it up.

I'm staying at the Carolina Bed and Breakfast at 177 Cumberland 
Avenue near the city center.  My room is done up in red and called 
the Cardinal Room.  Susan and James are my hostesses and they 
have gone out of my way to make me feel welcome.



 
Carolina Bed & Breakfast, Asheville, NC

 
The Cardinal Room at Carolina Bed & Breakfast

My main reason for stopping in Asheville is to see Reed and his 
Mom Joyce.  Reed was a Boy Scout in a troop in New Orleans that 
I volunteered as an assistant scoutmaster while in the Coast Guard 
from 1972-1974. His Mom, and Dad (conveniently named Fred) 
literally adopted me during my military stay at the Coast Guard 



Communications Station in Belle Chase.  I think I ate more meals 
at their house than I did on the station's mess deck.

When Reed made Eagle several years later, I was teaching at 
Itawamba Junior College in Fulton, MS. I sent him my old Eagle 
pin.  It was worn and dirty but he was nice enough to use it during 
his Eagle ceremony.

I called Reed when I settled into the room and the plans are to meet 
him and his wife Sara and their twin girls along with Reed's mom, 
Joyce, and Alfred, her husband, tomorrow.  As we talked, I realized 
the last time I saw Reed was when I was teaching at Itawamba 
Junior College when he and his college buddies were on their way 
to hike in the Smokies. That was about 35 years ago.  I'm sure we 
both look the same.

Joyce and Alfred stopped by Fort Lauderdale many years ago when 
they were catching a cruise ship. I got to visit with them for a few 
hours during that trip, so it'll be wonderful to see everyone again 
and catch up on our lives.

James, our host, recommended Zampras for dinner.  It is a tapas 
place with eclectic decor, almost Moorish. The tapas were ok but 
the martini and wine were excellent.  Freakishly, someone came by 
the bar and said the bar was donating 20% of your check for AIDS 
and provided an envelope if you wished to donate more. I did.   
 
Last night, Sari emailed me that her brother Rob Nathans had 
passed away from AIDS related complications.  Rob was a good 
and great friend, a talented artist, and someone who came into my 
life when I needed a friend.  He will be missed.  This is the second 
death in the last two weeks. My hiking buddy from graduate school 
days, Charlie Cooper passed away.  It makes me worry about the 
old Southern idea of death occurs in threes.

I met a young lady at the bar who was into plants.  She introduced 
herself after she heard me explain about Rob to the person bringing 
the envelopes around.  We discussed AIDS, plants, and Asheville 
and had a wonderful time.



I then walked to a used book store that served champagne.  What a 
civilized way to sell used books! They also donated 20% for AIDS. 
I had a glass of champagne  and had an interesting conversation 
with the wait staff. I pretty much staggered home and climbed into 
bed. I like Asheville a lot.

 



Warm Springs Trip - Day 5 
A Visit with the Bilbrays 
29 April 2016

I arose to a gourmet breakfast at the guest house.  Freshly squeezed 
orange juice, blackberries in a white wine-basil infusion that had 
been reduced with cream on top.  Next was a broccoli and bacon/
egg omelet accompanied with blood orange roasted asparagus and 
followed by a home made bran and apricot muffin.  I never want to 
leave!

In any case, I programmed Reed and Sandra's address into my gps 
and met the family. First up was Biscuit, the dog and then the very 
mature 3 year old twins, Sydney and Riley and finally, Sandra and 
Sandra's mother Katherine. Unfortunately both Joyce and Alfred 
were down with colds and couldn't join us.

We piled into two cars and headed for DuPont State Forest to do a 
short loop hike to see waterfalls and indulge my passion for 
photographing plants.

First up was Triple Falls, a series of three impressive falls about 
0.3 miles into the loop.  The state built a series of steps down to a 
viewing area.  You could see the uppermost two falls and then look 
behind you to see the third fall cascading down.



 
Triple Falls, DuPont State Forest, Asheville, NC

Next was the High Falls, aptly named. The twins reveled in putting 
their feet in the very cool water, watching for butterflies, and 
making sure Reed and Sandra and Katherine and me were 
watching their moves.

 
High Falls, DuPont State Forest, Asheville, NC



Those three year olds hiked like pros! There was some piggyback 
riding but they walked the majority of the distance.

We then loaded up and had lunch at the Sierra Nevada Brewing 
Company, a massive facility near the Asheville airport.  They very 
capably cater to kids with an outdoor play area and sandbox and 
fountains.

From there, we went to Reed's new enterprise Zaniac, an after 
school facility to stimulate interest in STEM (Science, Technology, 
Engineering, and Math. Sandra and Reed recently held the grand 
opening.  Elementary and Junior high students are first pre-tested 
for math skills and then placed according to a 12 step program. 
 The goal is to get them math proficient (the 12th step) which 
would be equivalent to a college freshman.  Tied to that are various 
technology, computer, design programs to stimulate interest in 
STEM.  They even have a 3-D printer.  I think it's a great concept.

I returned to the guest house and relaxed a little, showered, dressed 
and made it to the wine social at 5:30 pm and met a delightful 
couple from the UK who come to the states once a year to explore.

A little after 6 pm I headed to the historic Grove Park Inn on a 
bluff overlooking Asheville to meet the family for dinner.  This is 
where Reed and Sandra got engaged and I can see why Reed chose 
the spot to propose.



 
Grove Park Hotel, Asheville, NC

Dinner was great and the twins got their second wind.  As the 
twins entered the hotel, they were each presented, by the concierge, 
a backpack filled with goodies: crayons, coloring book, stickers, 
drinking straws, etc.  What a great idea.  They colored and had a 
wonderful time.  All the restaurants in the hotel overlook the valley 
and the view was spectacular.



 
View from the terrace at the historic Grove Park Inn, Asheville, 
NC

This was a great visit to see and old friend, meet new family, and 
rehash old times.  Although I didn't get to see Joyce and Alfred, I 
talked to them by phone.  Reed wouldn't let me pay for anything. It 
has been too long since we've seen each other and we promised it 
wouldn't be so long next time.  Hopefully, they will plan a visit to 
Fort Lauderdale and I did promise to take Katherine to Key West!



Warm Springs Trip - Day 6 
Greensboro, North Carolina 

30 April 2016

Ah, breakfast! Freshly sliced pineapple dusted with fresh (I suspect 
from their garden) minced mint leaves. Susan is a wizard in pairing 
herbs and spices with foods you would not consider pairing. We all 
suffered through waffles made the night before with yeast and 
allowed to cool rise overnight. They were so light you had to hold 
them down on the plate with your knife while you ate with your 
fork. The strawberries and whipped cream weren't heavy enough to 
do the job.

I packed and loaded the car and settled accounts with James and 
asked him to have Susan consider opening a restaurant in Fort 
Lauderdale. I was on the road by 9:30 am. I was about an hour into 
the drive to Greensboro when the phone rang. It was James. I had 
left by brand new backpacking camera in the room. He said he 
would send it to me in Fort Lauderdale. I had my backup camera 
and lenses in the car and I'm not backpacking any more on the trip 
so I can continue to photograph.

I pulled into Jimmie and Stephen's driveway a little after one. 

Jimmie is my second cousin and one of three sisters.  She is the 
youngest of the three and the one closest to my age and we grew 
up together in a small town called Morton.  We did everything 
together and were pretty much inseparable including building tree 
houses, learning to play bridge from her Mom, to going to Tank 
Hill and sneaking up the town water tank which we would have 
paid dearly if anyone of our parents found out.



After settling in, we headed for Bicentennial Park and the adjacent 
bog.  I got to take some neat photos and saw some old friends I 
hadn't seen in years (plants, not people). In particular, I saw 
bloodroot which was used on the back over of my wildflower 
book. I love that plant! It has a single leaf and this time of year 
produces a single bloom with slender, white, finger-like petals that 
last only one day. At the end of the day, the petals fall off, and if 
pollinated, produces a simple fruit.  You can guess the reason for 
the common name of the plant.

Later, after returning home, we headed to a local Thai restaurant 
for a good dinner and then headed to a local used bookstore that 
used to be Stephen's old office.  It's a warehouse size space with 
books sometimes two deep on the shelf.  If at first you don't 
succeed, keep looking. I found the same title once under fiction, 
once under literature/classics, and once under some obscure 
heading.

I'm in bed early tonight but not before I read a short story by 
Eudora Welty. Jimmie and I started talking about her.  I told her 
that one of the guests at Carolina B&B was introduced to me as her 
nephew.  He certainly was the right age for that. I told Jimmie that 
I disliked her books - I find them almost unreadable - but really 
like her photos.  Jimmie was fortunate enough to get to hear her do 
readings while at Milsaps College in Jackson, MS and even once in 
Greensboro and she had the similar opinion until she heard her 
read her short stories.

Growing up we had to read her at school because she was a 
Mississippi writer and we both agreed we didn't realize she was 
nationally known until after college.

To this day, when people not from Mississippi find out that I was 
originally from there, they don't ask me if I read Faulkner, Stark 
Young, Tennessee Williams, but have I read Welty. I'm going to 
start with Jimmie's recommendation "Why I Live at the P.O." I'll 
see if 46 years makes a difference in my opinion.



Warm Springs Trip - Day 7 
Greensboro - Day 2 

1 May 2016

I awoke to the sound of rain on the roof. It was a dreary morning, 
but I like rainy days. Breakfast was biscuits (prepared by Jimmie) 
and scrambled eggs (by Stephen).

I think Stephen and I have always related because of his work with 
computers and technology.  We're both gadget people.  He's also 
worked in publishing of computer magazines and journals and I 
asked him advice about the first computer I purchased, the Amiga 
by Commodore.  We both agreed it was far ahead of its time. We 
also relate because he's a real nice guy like yours truly.

After breakfast, we did a mile walk in the rain - something else I 
like to do and they were kind enough to humor me. Jimmie made 
tuna fish for lunch and the we packed off to Elon University to see 
the play "Working", a musical based on the book by Studs Turkel 
of the same name.  I had read the book years ago when it was first 
published and enjoyed it.  It's a very powerful journey through the 
lives of working men and women as told by them.

I admit the idea of a musical based on the work was a little strange 
but it worked and the cast put on a very nice production.  Thanks 
to Jimmie and Stephen for my ticket. The play was performed at 
Scott Studios, part of the fine arts complex on the campus.



We then toured Elon University and I finally got to see where 
Jimmie taught all those years before retirement. It's a beautiful 
campus and in many ways reminds me of the Ole Miss campus.

From there we traveled to downtown Greensboro and ate at Natty 
Greene's Pub & Brewery.  You may have read where Anheiser-
Busch sued them for their name and the pub beat them in the 
courts.  The food was ok but we had a new kid on the block as our 
server and he was pretty lost - at least as a member of the service 
industry.

I leave early tomorrow for Hilton Head Island to visit friends from 
my French Country Waterways Tour in 2012.  I hate leaving 
Greensboro and Jimmie and Stephen, but you know what they say 
about company.



Warm Springs Trip - Day 8 
Hilton Head and Savannah 

3 May 2016

Mary Ann made a great breakfast. Terry paid me $5 to ask for eggs 
and bacon and he knew Mary Ann couldn't turn me down.

Terry knew I was interested in history (he often gives historical 
lectures of the area) and he showed me some early American 
documents and realia of some of his ancestors.

  
Back yard of Terry and Mary Ann

After breakfast, we headed to Honeyhorn, a former plantation that 
is now an historical museum and grounds.  Terry is a docent and 
has been involved with Honeyhorn for years.  It's a great place and 
is really kid friendly to teach local history and nature.  They have a 
stable and pasture on the grounds where they have a marsh tackie, 



a specific breed of horse for the lowlands and swamps of South 
Carolina and used by the Gullah community as work horses, but 
also by Francis Marion (the Swamp Fox) of revolutionary war 
fame.

They have a butterfly house and what I really like about it is they 
have local butterflies of the area so people can see there what may 
be found in their yard. They also have a native plant area as well as 
an area of crops typical of the Gullah community, particularly, the 
variety of cotton they grew.  This is a real educational gem.

We then headed to the Westin on Hilton Head Island and had a 
very good lunch by the pool (and beach).

I really enjoyed seeing Mary Ann and Terry again after so long 
from the French Waterways tour of Bourgogne.  They are perfect 
hosts and it seemed like we picked up right after we said goodbye 
in Paris in 2012.

It was about a 38 minute drive to Savannah.  The guest house 
where I am staying is on Hull Street and is called the Foley House. 
  
It's pretty much city center and it very nicely done.  Chuck, the 
host, originally owned was is now know as the Key West Inn and 
we reminisced about Key West.  I was upgraded to a really nice 
room with a king bed and sitting area and a walk in shower.



 
Foley House, Savannah



 
My room at the Foley House. They gave me an upgrade.

They have desert from 3-5, wine and hors d'oeuvres from 6-7:30 
and a full, sit down, order from the menu breakfast.

I walked around downtown Savannah, had wine and hors d'oeuvres 
and then headed to the Public Kitchen and Bar recommended by 
Chuck.  The martinis were great and so was the Caesar salad and 
bison burger.

I intend to get and early start tomorrow for home.  I'll have a few 
days there and then will start a Smokies hike on Monday.

 



Warm Springs Trip - Day 9 
Savannah and Home 

4 May 2016

Senior moments.  I left the camera at the Carolina Bed and 
Breakfast in Asheville and left a pair of pants and shirt hanging in 
the closet at the Foley House Inn in Savannah.  The sad part is that 
I looked through the rooms each time and still missed the items. 
Oh well.

The complimentary breakfast at Foley House was nice.  Your 
choice was eggs any style, ham, grits, and biscuit and jelly or a 
frittata with ham and toast. I ate quickly and then headed out of 
Savannah.

The trip home was pretty uneventful except for the deluge that hit 
me around Palm Beach, Florida and continued until I was almost to 
Fort Lauderdale.  The road was almost invisible and for some 
reason, a lot of people were driving without their lights on.   
 
Floridians cannot drive in the rain.  I'm not sure why - it's not like 
we don't get enough of it here (56 inches average per year).

I head back north on Monday for a few days in the Great Smokey 
Mountains National Park where I hope to hike the Deep Creek, 
Martin's Gap, Indian Creek trails.

 



Chapter 11 

Deep Creek Trip - Day 1 
Reed Bingham State Park 

[The last few posts were a warm-up for my attempt to hike the 
Deep Creek trail in the Great Smoky Mountains National Park.  
This starts the adventure.  It takes two days for me to get to the 
park from south Florida and so I usually stop somewhere about 
halfway, this time at Reed Bingham State Park in Adel, Georgia.]

9 May 2016

Adel, Georgia.  According to Joel, it's pronounced AY dell.

I got away from the house just before 10 am and fought with the 
GPS which wanted me to go via I95 instead of directly to the 
Florida Turnpike.  It was pretty much 70 mph all the way on the 
Turnpike and then I75 except the last few miles.  I cranked out 436 
miles in a little over 7 hours with rest stops.  No traffic tie ups and 
I was probably the slowest on the road.

The campsite is nice.  Again, new restroom/shower facility at Reed 
Bingham State Park.  It seems Florida and Georgia are really 
upgrading their facilities.  I finally figured out that only specific 
spots in the campground are for tents.  The first clue was a tent 
with the circle/cross through it.  You go register with a "host" in 
the campground who is camping just like you albeit in a fancy 
Winnebago with air, kitchen, etc.  I suspect they get their fee of 
$38 per night waved.  My fee was $28 for camping and I'll pay an 



additional $5 tomorrow for the car which is not included in the 
camping fee.

 
Tent went up very quickly! Reed Bingham State Park, Adel, GA.

After a quick set up of camp, I took a walk down the Gopher 
Tortoise trail.  It was after 5pm and they normally are active at that 
time of day.  I only saw burrows.  The trail is a loop of 1 mile over 
very level terrain, much like the scrub community of the Lake 
Wales Ridge in Florida.



 
Gopher Tortoise loop

There is more tread-softly here than I have ever seen. I hope they 
have a way of warning campers about it because it has stinging 
hairs that are excruciatingly painful if you touch them.



 
Tread-softly. I mean it. It'll really hurt if you touch it.

Tonight is beef stroganoff, an early turn in, and then off to Bryson 
City, NC for one night in the Deep Creek campground.  According 
to the GPS, it's a 6 hour, 28 minute drive from Adel, GA.

 
Lake formed by dam on the Little River,  Reed Bingham State Park



Deep Creek Trip - Day 2 
Deep Creek Campground, Bryson 
City, North Carolina 

10 May 2016

I never can sleep well the first night.  I think I got around 4 hours. 
The biggest problem was I couldn't find my inflatable pillow (yes, 
it's luxurious camping) and I had to make do without it. Good 
news! I found it just in time for tonight.

It's interesting what you forget on a trip.  I meant to bring a towel, 
wash cloth and soap for the campground.  I stopped in Tifton, GA 
and found most of what I needed at the Walmart and the rest at 
Fred's Dollar Store.  Didn't know they were still around. Deep 
Creek has no shower.  Oh well, at least I have it for the next time.

The welcome center on the outside of Bryson City is the nicest I've 
seen. It's what they all should be.  They had rhododendron and 
dogwood blooming in profusion all around the place with a very 
nice gift shop inside.



 
Welcome Center near Bryson City, NC

I took SR 28 into Bryson City.  This is a very fun road to drive 
with twists, turns, "S" curves, and sheer drop offs all the way in to 
town. I put on the "Will the Circle Be Unbroken" album by the 
Nitty Gritty Dirt Band and cruised in with mountain music.

Crag Knox sent me a PDF file of our back country pass dated 
1976, so it seems it was 40 years ago I last hiked Deep Creek. The 
Feds may move slowly but the changes are enormous.  It was a dirt 
road and a dirt parking lot 40 years ago.  Bryson City was a one 
street town with one cafe. I can still taste the ham with red eye 
gravy and biscuits we had for breakfast.



 
Deep Creek Campground

Now, the campground is much expanded to include group camps, 
picnic area, bathrooms (nonexistent then) and a ranger cabin. All 
the roads are paved. It took me a while to find the trail head. 
Fortunately, they did not pave that.

 
Deep Creek



The forecast tonight, tomorrow and Thursday is 57F with 
possibility of rain and thunderstorms all three days. I wouldn't have 
it any other way.

No posts for the next two nights. Nonexistent signals.



Deep Creek Trip - Day 3 
Campsite 51 

11 May 2016

The morning started with a peal of thunder. It was around 5 am and 
I decided to get everything packed and in the car before it rained. I 
was at the Deep Creek Trail head by 7:23 am and on the trail by 
7:30. I decided to hike to Juney Whank Falls ( yea, I know, what a 
name) before starting the trail. It was a steep climb and a good test 
for what was to come. The falls are only 0.3 miles but it is all up 
hill. Then it's 0.3 down again.

 
Juney Whank Falls

After viewing the falls, I decided to do the Juney Whank loop trail 
which ties into Indian Creek, my main destination today. It was a 
mile loop. One half was quite a climb. I met some park workers 
clearing the trail and doing upkeep. Their day stated at 7 am and 



ends at 5 pm and everything needed for trail maintenance had to be 
packed in. Let's just say they were physically fit. All spoke and 
when questioned, loved their job.

 
Juney Whank Loop

Once on the Indian Creek Trail (a rocky road in reality) I began a 
steady climb. Interestingly, two joggers passed me.  It's a popular 
jogging trail.



 
I break off to Indian Creek Trail

Indian Creek joins the Deeplow Trail (a misnomer if ever there 
was one) which carries me to campsite 51. Again all up hill. I made 
it to the campsite by 12:30 so I had been hiking for five hours.

I've learned not to be in a hurry uphill. Small steps and frequent 
rest stops and water breaks. As it happens, I hiked 8.3 miles today. 
Still it was a tough day. I didn't have a dry stitch on me. I also 
haven't bathed in two days and I smell a little rank. No even the 
bugs want me.

I found two suitable trees and hung the hammock. Dinner tonight 
is Chana Masala!



 
Campsite 51 with my hammock

I decided to rest a little in the hammock and after a while I needed 
to find a bush. As I got out of the hammock, there was a doe not 
ten feet from me, calmly eating. She didn't bolt but kept on eating 
and then calmly walked away.

 
Doe at campsite 51



Later, I realized the deer was as the spot I had chosen to relieve 
myself. Apparently, it was the salt in my urine she was after. TMI!

The campsite had bear protection for your food. It was really neat. 
A metal cable about 15 feet above ground had pulleys with wires 
and hooks to lift your food away to protect from roaming bears. It's 
the best system I've seen. I simply raised my entire pack.



Deep Creek Trip - Day 4 
I Wimped Out 

12 May 2016

Hammock sleeping is interesting.  You keep slipping down where 
your feet are higher than your head.  It could be the slickness of the 
fabric.  How the fabric withstands the pressures amazes me.  The 
hammock and fly is 2 lbs lighter than my tent but yet seems as 
strong. I also realized the sleeping bag in the hammock was not 
enough. There's the old rule of camping of having more under you 
than on top of you.  The temperature dipped into the 50's and my 
back got cold because I compressed the down in the sleeping bag. 
Next time, I'll use the air mattress with the sleeping bag to give a 
little more insulation. However, I got a good nights sleep.

Around 4:30 am, it started lightning and thundering.  I counted the 
time between lightning and thunder and divided by 5 (gives you 
the distance in miles) and fortunately, it was moving away.  I got 
up around 6:30 am and packed up, had a breakfast bar, did my 
ablutions, and hit the trail.  I had planned to go back to the 
Deeplow Trail junction (0.4 miles) and got a little confused with 
the trail signs.  I needed to hike another mile to get to the trail to 
Martin's Gap where I would rejoin the Deep Creek Trail for a camp 
at site 58.  The total distance would be another 4.3 miles.  I got to 
the trail head and whimped out.



 
Unnamed falls along Indian Creek Trail

The day before had drained me.  Eight miles for this old body, all 
uphill, is too tough.  I can give a lot of excuses: rain forecast, poor 
trail signage, an all uphill day, running out of water, etc. but the 
reality is 6 miles a day is about my limit.  I hiked back down the 
Indian Creek Trail.  That was approximately four miles downhill, 
and I could tell I was dragging even with the downhill. It was a 
good decision.  Later in the day, it probably got a huge downpour, 
even though I was prepared for rain.

I got to the jeep, loaded up and headed to Gatlinburg.  When I go 
to the Smokies, I like to stop at Clingman's Dome (highest point) 
then Newfound Gap, and then Gatlinburg.  The way is via 
Cherokee, NC and the last time I was through Cherokee, it was 
very run down.  Gambling seems to have made a difference.  It 
looks better, and even the old tourist stops have improved their 



look. The play “Unto These Hills” is still playing  I think I saw it 
when I was 8 years old.

I have backpacked with Charlie Cooper out of Clingman's Dome, 
so it's always a little nostalgic.  We hiked a ridge from there that 
was a sheer drop on either side and would get your blood pressure 
elevated.

 
Newfound Gap sign

Whenever I took students to the Smokies, we would always stop at 
Newfound Gap for a photo op, particularly at the memorial for the 
Civilian Conservation Corps.



 
Honoring the CCC's contribution to the park at Newfound Gap

It's also part of the Appalachian Trail (AT) and I saw a group of 
hikers at this jump off point.

 
Hikers at the AT trailhead

The one place I didn't stop was at Chimney Tops, my favorite hike 
in the Smokies.  Cars were parked all along the road to the trail and 



the parking lot was full. There must have been 50 people on that 
trail.
 
Crag Knox and I hiked it one winter where we took two steps 
forward and slipped one back because of the iced trail. Two young 
teenagers passed us and we asked them if they had hiked the trail 
before.  They said they were Chimney Tops virgins but grandma, 
just down the trail, hikes it several times a year.  We were much 
chagrined with our slipping and sliding.

Another year, Charlie Cooper and I did something really stupid. 
 The Chimney tops are called chimneys because they form two 
perfect chimneys or flues.  We decided to repel down using just our 
hands and legs to brace us against the sides.  Unfortunately, they 
widen as you go down and if you drop, it's about a 100 foot fall. 
 We made it, but we're lucky.  It's also illegal which we found out 
later.  About halfway down I dropped my walking stick and it fell 
the 100 feet and I thought it was gone forever.  Amazingly, I found 
it at the bottom.

Gatlinburg looks a lot like it used to.  It's a little more touristy, but 
it always has been.  It is still that way but is still neat.  I always 
think of taffy here.  As a kid, my parents always bought salt water 
taffy. The store is still in business!

I found a decent rate at the Park Vista, a DoubleTree by Hilton.  It's 
at the top of a mountain and I'm on the tenth floor with a mountain 
view.  The hotel is old and not particularly well run, but the view is 
to die for.



 
View from my hotel room in Gatlinburg

I head out for home tomorrow with a stop in Tifton, GA for the 
night.

What I've learned on this trip is that I'm best with day hikes and 
two nights in a tent or hammock is my limit.  Personal hygiene 
suffers, particularly when there are no showers at Deep Creek.   
This was ok in my 20's but less so in my 60's. Six miles is a long 
day, not to mention 8.3. I drink water like a salt water fish.  I 
almost emptied a three liter water source in one day and had a 
sparse amount to last two more days.  I could always boil the 
stream water and I did have a filter, but that was for emergencies. 
After all that water, I peed constantly after setting up camp.  The 
deer was happy.



Deep Creek Trip - Day 5 
The Great Smoky Mountains 
National Park 

13 May 2016

I've been coming to the Smokies since I was a little kid. Dad took a 
photo of my mother, my brother Archie and me (in pajamas) 
somewhere in the park. I figure I was around 4 or 5. [I later found 
out this was taken along the Blue Ridge Parkway.]

 
Mom, Archie, and me in pajamas. I remember I got got car sick 
from the curves.



I remember the tunnels, especially because back then if you 
stopped in a tunnel and honked your horn, it would sound like it 
was raining in the tunnel.  Of course, you cannot do that today. You 
would be rammed from behind by a car following you.  The 
Smokies are far and way the most visited park in the U.S.

I've been to quite a few national parks and each has its own beauty 
and charm, but to me, the Smokies are special.  The Appalachian 
chain is much older geologically than anything out west and it has 
a mature beauty - a comfortable feel when you travel through the 
park.  I honestly think it the most beautiful drive anywhere in the 
world.

I know the traffic and the people get out of hand, but all you have 
to do is park on a pullout and you can follow a trail into the woods 
and be at peace with nature and yourself.  Of course it helps when 
you are familiar with the vegetation, the wildlife (I saw six wild 
turkeys on my way out this morning: one solitary, then three, then 
a tom trying to mate with a female and showing his feathers) and 
the lore of the region.



 
Archie clowning for the camera

The trip out of Gatlinburg gave emphasis to the name of the place. 
There were several patches of fog hanging around and plenty of 
the "smoke" from the killer trees Reagan spoke about.  There were 
a couple of times when I rounded a bend or curve and the fog 
cleared and the horizon opened up for a spectacular view of the 
rolling, rounded peaks and it simply took your breath away.



 
Archie and Mom playing around for the camera

I will never tire of the Smokies.  It's been a part of my life as long 
as I can remember and will always return. It nourishes the soul in a 
way nothing can.



Chapter 12 

A Visit to St. Pete - Day 1 

19 May 2016

I've been wanting to get back over to St. Petersburg, FL for a while 
to see the new Dali museum.  Years ago I toured the old museum.  
I was easily able to convince Jim and Holley to do the trip even 
though they had already seen it.  We decided to stay at the newly 
renovated Hampton Inn Suites in the downtown area.  They had a 
good experience here a few years ago when they were in town for 
a wedding.

 
Hampton Inn Suites, St. Petersburg, FL

We left Fort Lauderdale around 8:30 am under the threat of rain 
but we really only encountered a sprinkle or two on the way over.



Our first stop was a Starbucks for a bathroom  break and a chance 
for Jim to use his Starbucks' app to pay for coffees.  Thanks Jim!

We then stopped in Venice and Jim found a really charming place 
called the Crow's Nest for lunch.  It was perfect.  It over looked the 
bay.

 
View from the Crow's Nest.

We arrived around 2:30 pm in St. Pete and decided to do a little 
touring by taking the trolley around town at the exorbitant price of 
$0.25 for seniors, $0.50 for non-seniors. It was an excellent way to 
get a feel for the landscape.

After the trolley tour, we decided to visit the Museum of Fine Arts 
and we took advantage of the special $5 Thursday nite special 
admission.  This is a nice museum with a limited collection, but 
every single item in the museum is prime.  Georgia O'Keefe, 
Monet, etc. were all stuff you had seen in art books as kids.



 
Museum of Fine Arts, St. Petersburg, FL

There was a special class of adults coloring in adult coloring books 
as well as music and wine on the patio.

We then took a walk around downtown and decided on dinner at 
The Moon Under the Water, a mix of British, Indian, and south 
Florida seafood.

After dinner, another walk around town, down by the bay where 
they were showing outdoor movies and while waiting for dark to 
fall, live music.  The walk along the bay was quite beautiful, 
particularly with all the activity in the park fronting the bay.  In 
Fort Lauderdale or Miami, it would have been prime condo 
territory.



 
St. Petersburg harbor

We ended the night in the hotel pool with a bottle of champagne 
and cookies from Betty who couldn't make the trip.

 
Champagne and cookies at poolside

Tomorrow is the Dali museum!



A Visit to St. Pete - Day 2 
A Day at the Dali and Chihuley 
Museums 

20 May 2016

I got a good nights sleep.  It's hard getting used to the dearth of 
traffic and sirens in St. Petersburg. It's like the town is deserted it's 
so quiet. You can walk across a street without taking your life in 
your hands.

Hampton Inn and Suites does a very nice breakfast for free.  After 
breakfast, I strolled around downtown before everything opened.  
It was peaceful along the harbor.

 
Early morning stroll



Jim, Holley and I met in the breakfast room and we did a leisurely 
stroll to the Dali Museum, just a few blocks from the hotel.  The 
site is certainly stunning.

 
Dali Museum and grounds

Holley had a coupon plus Jim and I qualified for the senior rate. 
The first view of the inside of the museum is stunning.



 
Staircase inside Dali Museum

The permanent collection is said to be the largest collection any 
where in the world. In reality,  about the same amount was on view 
as in the old museum I visited many years ago.  There was also a 
Disney and Dali temporary exhibit but I have developed a dislike 
of Disney so I didn't spend much time there.

From the museum, we walked to Grazzi restaurant and had an 
outstanding lunch. I think it's the best Italian fare I've had. The 
penne vodka was great.



 
Grazzi restaurant for lunch

From Grazzi,  we walked to Paciugo Gelato and Caffe, the number 
1 "restaurant" in St. Pete according to TripAdvisor.  It was pretty 
special.  I had coconut, coffee and mocha, and sea salt caramel.

Next, Jim and Holley treated me to the Chihuley Museum. The 
collection was not as extensive as the exhibits at Fairchild Tropical 
Garden but were worth seeing. He certainly knows how to market 
his work and the shapes and colors of glass are spectacular.



 
Chihuley Museum

Dinner was at the Parkshore Grill. Jim had steak and Holley 
salmon and I had the shrimp cocktail.  We've kinda eaten our way 
through St. Pete.  After dinner we walked around and ended up at 
the American Theatre to see a production of songs from the 
"drunken" American Song Book.  There was a piano player, a torch 
singer, a saxophonist/clarinetist and a drummer - all superb, 
playing to a sold out audience.  Did I mention the booze flowed 
freely with the songs?



 
Songs from the "drunken" American song book

The performance was held in the lobby of the theater so everyone 
could see and hear quite well and we were all steps away from the 
bar and bathrooms (not sure which was more important).  We were 
their initial performance with two more nights to come.  They were 
excellent.

Tomorrow, we do a walking tour of murals of St. Pete and then 
head for home.  St. Pete is a very neat city and I'll be back.



 
A Visit to St. Pete - Day 3  
Mural Tour of Central Avenue, St. 
Petersburg, FL 

21 May 2016

Holley and Jim had gotten us tickets for a walking tour of Central 
Avenue arts district.  It's a lot edgier than the beach front of 
downtown St. Petersburg with lots of kinky and kooky stores, 
restaurants, and the home of Florida CraftArt located at 501 
Central Avenue.

The tour was to start at 10 am and we were promptly welcomed 
into the Florida CraftArt store for a quick look around at what was 
available for purchase by local artists.  The tour was led by the 
executive director of CraftAft, Diane Shelley.  She normally 
doesn't do the tours but she was training someone, so we benefited.



 
Diane Shelly (blue dress and straw hat in center) leading the tour

A lot of the tour was built around the block of 6th St and Central.  
It was scheduled for demolition (the entire block) and development 
but then the bottom fell out of the real estate market.  It sat 
undisturbed and vacant and falling into disrepair until someone had 
the idea of asking the landlords of the buildings to offer the space 
for artists to live and paint for 1/2 of the price of their rent.  They 
agreed and it took off.



 
Holley being devoured by a shark

The CraftArt building was the first to have a mural.  It was 
completed in 2012 and it still looks in excellent shape.



 
Mural on the back of the CraftArt building, completed in 2012

Once the idea took off (and eventually backed by the mayor and 
city hall) other buildings were painted.  Most of the murals are not 
done with regular paint from paint stores but from either auto or 
airplane paint sources.  Much of it is spray can (Diane would tell 
us the number of cans used on a particular mural) or done the old 
fashioned way by brushes.



 
This mural was so popular, it became the city icon.

Artists began clamoring for space and many became nationally 
known for their work. Eventually, organizations got involved and 
AARP has actually sponsored several artists and projects.  One of 
which is to give AARP members ideas about second careers in life.

 
Mural sponsored by the AARP -  This portrays the founder of the 
AARP as part of "What to Do In Retirement" series.



 
The center of this represents a hurricane that struck St. Pete just as 
the artists were brought in to do murals. It's an entire building wall.

Donnelly is a name that kept appearing.  He's done several in the 
6th Street/Central Avenue area.  One of his more famous is the one 
below.

 
Donnelly has done several murals in the area. This is one of his 
more striking.



Most artists don't use their real name.  The reason is most started 
doing graffiti when it was illegal. Instead, they used street names 
as Pale Horse and BASK.

 
Pale Horse (right) and BASK (left) are street names of artists.

Diane says much more is planned for the area and now the area has 
become far more upscale because of the murals.  The city has now 
sanctioned the idea and even touts it on advertising for St. 
Petersburg.

The tour was hot and sweaty but CraftArt provided water.  I 
suspect as the summer gets into high gear, the walking tour will 
begin much earlier.  This is well worth the time and the price of the 
ticket.  On the whole, Miami Design District probably has better 
art, but this is more diverse, scattered through the 6th St/Central 
Ave area and probably better known.



Chapter 13 

San Francisco - Day 1 
[While teaching, I got into the habit of flying out to San Francisco 
for opera.  The San Francisco Opera would offer out-of-town 
packages where you could see three operas in three days.  After I 
retired, I continued to travel out there for opera.]

20 June 2016

My day started around 4:30 am EDT and is now winding down at 
10:00 pm  EDT.  Needless to say, I'm a little wiped. The first 
"good" news was the flight was delayed 1 hour.  The other "good" 
news was I was number 1 on the upgrade list for first class.  The 
bad news was it was a direct flight so there were no options for 
others to change to another flight.   Alas, I flew economy. The best 
news was they threw caution to the wind and used up a lot of fuel 
to keep us only 45 minutes behind schedule.  The 6 hour flight 
turned into a 5 1/2 hour flight.

I immediately purchased the week long Muni pass at the 
information desk at the airport and took BART to Civic Center.  It 
was a $20 round trip on BART versus a $50 one way taxi ride. 
From the Civic Center, I hopped the Muni to Church Street and 
walked three blocks to Parker Guest House.

The guest house has been in operation since 1997 and I've been 
staying here since 2000. It's location, location, location.  I'm 3 
blocks from the underground Muni, one block from the "J" line 
and 4 blocks from the Castro.  I can literally be anywhere in San 
Francisco in 30 minutes, with transfers.



 
Breakfast room of Parker Guest House

The house now has absentee owners (they moved to the Russian 
River) and it has suffered over the years from a little neglect even 
before they left, but I still come back year after year.  They have a 
wine social in the evening and you meet world travelers.  Breakfast 
is excellent and the staff are very competent and friendly.  The 
ground are really nice.



 
Grounds do the Parker Guest House

I had scheduled a 3 pm massage at M Spa, a nine minute walk 
from Parker.  Matthew was unusual.  I would tell you he had no 
massage experience except he hit every sore muscle and relieved a 
great deal of pain. He would also talk to himself and even chant 
during the massage.  Whatever, it worked.  I had a bad case of 
swimmers shoulder and he certainly helped that issue.

From there, I walked to the Castro and had my obligatory martini 
at the Twin Peaks Bar at Castro and Market.



 
Twin Peaks Bar

I did some shopping and as I walked down the Castro, the Bank of 
America allowed a makeshift memorial to Orlando Pulse massacre 
on the outside and sidewalk of their building.  A little further 
down, someone had written in chalk the 49 names of the victims 
on the sidewalk.  It was very moving.



 
Orlando victims' names

Tomorrow, I hope to climb Twin Peaks for the second time. I 
brought a day pack, my camera, water bottle and boots.  Stay 
tuned. You may be sending flowers for a funeral.



San Francisco - Day 2 
Twin Peaks Day Hike 
21 June 2016

A couple of years ago, I ran across a web site by Bill Choisser 
describing an urban day hike to Twin Peaks, the second highest 
mountain in the city of San Francisco.  I carefully made notes for 
the hike and following his route, I made it to the top.  It almost 
killed me.  It's a 700 foot climb in elevation to 910 feet, straight up. 
Yes, it's paved most of the way, with stairs in several places, but it's 
a killer if you are not in shape.

 
Sixty-two steps!



I later met Bill and his partner and treated them to dinner in the 
Castro.  Strangely, Bill grew up in Fort Lauderdale and went to 
Pinecrest as a kid when it was on Broward Blvd.  You can read his 
hike description at http://www.choisser.com/hiking/
twinpeaks.html.

I decided to retrace my trip and fortunately I didn't have to rely on 
my notes (they got soaked with sweat and were virtually 
unreadable by the end).   Bill made the web site readable on the 
iPhone and iPad so I could easily follow his description this time.

You start on 18th Street and Castro. You immediately walk past the 
Harvey Milk School and get to view some interesting mosaics 
done by the students.

 
Harvey Milk School mosaics 

The walk takes you through some wonderful neighborhoods and 
everyone seems to be quite the gardener.  You get to see plants 
totally foreign to south Florida because of the very temperate 
climate of San Francisco.

http://www.choisser.com/hiking/twinpeaks.html
http://www.choisser.com/hiking/twinpeaks.html


On Douglas and 20th Streets you take your first set of stairs.  There 
are 92 steps and you walk next to an apartment complex with no 
internal stairs to each apartment since the 92 steps allow you entry 
into each apartment.

 
Ninety-two steps to the top apartment



On Romain street you'll encounter the spiral walkway to get you 
over Market Street.  You could walk Market from the Castro but 
Bill's urban hike is a shorter distance since Market twists and turns 
in this area of the city.

 
Spiral stairway over Market Street

Eventually you make your way to Corbett and Hopkins. Hopkins is 
a steep climb, probably the steepest of the trip. When you look 
back, you see a little reddish brown house at the bottom.  The 
house is notorious for runaway cars crashing into it from loss of 
brakes down the steep grade. Bill relates one went through the 
entire house and hung off the other side as it crashed through the 
outside wall.



 
Hopkins Street House

Next are four sets of stairs. The first is 40 steps, the second is 62, 
the third is 34, and the last is 55 (not that I'm counting). It's at this 
point you are at the Trailhead to Twin Peaks.

Now you get to climb to the peaks and then you get to climb each 
peak.  Bill says the names of the peaks are seldom used but the 
south peak is Noe Peak and the north peak is Eureka Peak.  Sutro 
tower is not on either peak but off west of the two.  A drive forms a 
figure 8 around the peaks and this is where the danger comes in. 
There have been many traffic fatalities from speeding  cars 
interacting with day hikers.



 
Eureka Peak from Noe Peak

From either peak you can look west and see the Pacific Ocean.  A 
look to the northwest shows the Golden Gate Bridge.  Due North 
lies the city with a good view of the Transamerica pyramid 
building, and a straight shot view down Market Street to the 
Embarcadero.

 
Transamerica building and Market to Embarcadero

I had my water bottle, day pack and I stole a banana and tangerine 
from the guest house so I paused on Noe Peak for refreshments. 
Both peaks have steps made from cross ties but you still need to be 
careful going up and down. My first hike, I fell going up Noe Peak 
and hurt my knee. I'm pleased to say I made this trip without 



damage.  I must also be in better shape.  It was a lot easier this time 
but I do admit it was disheartening to see several joggers running 
up the stairs past me.

 
Proof I was there!



San Francisco - Day 3 
22 June 2016

If you have seen a map of San Francisco, have you ever noticed a 
curve of land into San Francisco Bay near Fort Mason near the 
Presidio?  I was searching for something before the trip and I saw 
this and wondered what it was. (You can see it here, or Google 
"Municipal Pier, San Francisco.") It is a pier and the location of the 
Maritime Museum, a national historical place.  The pier is actually 
a part of the National Park Service so the term municipal is 
misleading. Since then, I read it is the best place to see Alcatraz 
from the city, the city skyline with Coit Tower and the 
Transamerica building.  It also has a not too shabby view of the 
Golden Gate Bridge.

An article I read in the San Francisco Chronicle said the pier is 
decrepit and in desperate need of renovation but the cost is so 
overwhelming for the park service it would eat up the annual 
budget for all national parks.  It will probably be declared unsafe 

https://maps.apple.com/maps?address=900%20Beach%20St%20San%20Francisco%20CA%2094109-1002%20United%20States&ll=37.807199,-122.424561&q=37.807199,-122.424561&t=m


for pedestrian traffic soon and I wanted to see it before that 
happened.

The view is pretty spectacular.  Here's the view of the Golden Gate 
Bridge from the pier.

 
 
Here's the view of Alcatraz from the pier

 
 



 
And here is the city skyline.

It is a shame the cost is so prohibitive to repair and probably the 
foot traffic is not significant enough to justify city monies. There 
was a sprinkling of foot traffic, some bicycles, Segways, and some 
fisherman, but not much else.

Tom Green is sharing my opera tickets this trip. He decided he 
would like to see the pier also, so we took the J line to Civic Center 
and the boarded the 19 bus to Hyde Street pier.  What we didn't 
notice was we got the bus going the opposite way. In our defense, 
the 19 line was on a one way street, so there was only one place to 
board.  As we were taking the grand tour of the 19 line, a woman 
got on in an American flag jump suit.  We found she was from New 
York and Miami, so the outfit fit.

After we got off and back on the 19 line in the correct direction, we 
made it to the pier. Tom and  I walked the pier and then headed to 
Ghiradelli Square at the foot of the pier and had lunch.  We then 
spent a small fortune on Ghiradelli chocolate and someone who I 
will not name left their chocolate on the street car as we headed 
back to the guest house.  In any case, we boarded the 19 line to 



retrace our steps and who gets on the bus with us at another stop 
but old glory herself.  Long may she wave.  We did to her as we 
got off.

About the opera....  I'll post my review later on my website when I 
get home but just a few words here.  The opera was Don Carlo and 
this was new to me.  It was 5 acts with 2 intermissions and ran for 
4 1/2 hours!  You needed an iron butt to sit through it but I have to 
admit it didn't seem that long. I think this opera had the greatest 
collection of male voices of any opera I've heard. Tenors and 
bassos were amazing. The lead soprano (Elisabetta) was good but 
the soprano cast as Eboli (yea, I also think the virus) was better. As 
a matter of fact, I would have sworn Elisabetta in the first act was 
different from the Elisabetta in acts II, III, IV, and V.  Either that or 
she warmed up to the music.

Tonight we dine at Petit Crenn, one of Dominique Crenn's 
restaurants.  She was voted one of the best female chefs in America 
(seems sexist to me, why not just say best chef).  The opera tonight 
is Jenufa.



San Francisco - Day 4 
23 June 2016

Monday  was hot, Tuesday was hot, Wednesday was cold. So cold 
I needed a blanket for the bed but the staff had failed to provide 
one in the closet.  I even looked in a storage closet I knew about 
and checked all around the guest house to no avail.  Finally, I put 
the bath robe over the bed and put a pillow over my feet.  The first 
thing this morning I got the staff to bring me a blanket.

I started the morning with the intention to go to Lombard Street.  I 
had passed it several times in previous visits to San Francisco but 
wanted to walk down it.  I caught the J line to Powell street and 
rode a cable car.  Surprisingly, there wasn't too much of a line for 
the cable car and I made the second car.  I got off at the top of 
Lombard and walked down it.

 
Lombard Street
Interestingly, it is not the crookedest street in San Francisco but it 
is probably one of the prettiest with all those flowers.



From the bottom of the crooked drive I walked to Fisherman's 
wharf and ended back at the Municipal Pier, this time to visit the 
Maritime Museum. The museum is free to the public and is in the 
last year of renovation of the Art Deco facility, so there were not 
that many exhibits.  However, the WPA murals inside the building 
had been restored and were superb!

 
WPA murals inside Maritime Museum

One interesting item was a restored whaling boat like the one you 
read about in Moby Dick.



I also got a better photo of the Municipal Pier.  In this shot you can 
see the curvature of the pier.

Yesterday, Tom and I saw swimmers and today there were two in 
the bay. That water had to be freezing.



I then stopped by Ghiradelli Square and bought the chocolates that 
Tom lost yesterday on the street car.

The last thing I thought of doing was to go to the Exploratorium.  I 
knew it had moved into a new facility on the Embarcadero and had 
almost gone in a couple of times on previous trips.  This is the one 
originally started by J. Robert Oppenheimer of Los Alamos fame. 
The facility is huge. It takes up one entire pier on the Embarcadero 
and the place was full.  Even more importantly, the kids were 
thoroughly engaged in the exhibits having a ball.



 
Exploratorium

I ate lunch there overlooking the bay and then pulled a Tom Green 
and lost my Muni Pass for the week while in the Exploratorium.   I 
stopped on the way back to the guest house at Powell street and 
forked over another $40 for another pass.  It still will come out 
cheaper since I take public transportation everywhere in San 
Francisco.

Click on the image below to see a movie filmed at the 
Exploratorium.



More on Jenufa on my web site when I return home but it was a 
very interesting opera (and 1 1/2 hours shorter than Don Carlo). 
 Tonight is Carmen.



San Francisco - Day 5 
24 June 2016

Well, so much for Carmen. This was a modern interpretation and it 
just didn't seem to work. It was almost an x rated version.  We left 
after the first intermission.

We had 10:15 am tickets to San Francisco Museum of Modern Art 
near the Moscone Center, downtown.  It had been closed for three 
years and recently reopened with vastly more space.  It is really a 
beautiful museum.  Almost every floor (7 in all) has a rooftop 
sculpture garden.  It is light and airy and well laid out, but you 
could visit it every day for a week and probably not see everything.



Their restaurant opens onto a sculpture garden as well and we had 
lunch there.



Tonight is Beach Blanket Babylon if we can stay awake!



San Francisco - Day 6 
25 June 2016

I was too tired to make an entry yesterday. Beach Blanket Babylon 
was its usual hoot with current political topics, popular media and 
celebrity bashing.  The only surprising thing was the dearth of 
Trump skits.  He made a brief appearance but not as much as 
expected.

Almost as much fun is watching the audience.  You can tell some 
small town Americans show up not knowing what to expect.  They 
have a shell-shocked look on their face after the first few skits. 
Eventually they figure it is all in fun and get into it but it's an 
education for some of them.

Tom and I headed to the Embarcadero for lunch at La Mar, a 
Peruvian restaurant he wanted to try.  Their speciality 
was cerbiche, spelled with a "b".  I had the halibut and it was very 
good. I also had one of their signature potato dishes topped with 
beets and asparagus.  The restaurant is on pier 1 1/2 (who knew) 
and overlooked the bay.



 
Lunch at Peruvian resturant called La Mar overlooking the bay

Before lunch, we cruised through the port building at Embarcadero 
and Market. It was jammed packed inside and out. All kinds of 
vendors were here and there was also an extensive open air market 
on the pier behind the terminal.



 
Open market at the port building, Embarcadero

Tom managed a few purchases and I managed not to, although the 
temptation was great.

 
Heirloom tomatoes at port building on Embarcadero



Tom headed to the airport around 2 pm for his flight back and I 
headed to the Castro to eat my traditional hamburger at Sliders. 
Just as I returned to the guest house, Dykes on Bikes roared past to 
Delores Park to start their own separate parade.  They will lead off 
the main parade tomorrow.

Over one million people are expected for the parade tomorrow and 
I have never seen such police presence. The Castro was blue with 
police officers.  The streets are packed and several pre-parades 
passed by the guest house.

I don't intend to go to the parade tomorrow simply because I've 
seen two here in San Francisco and I hate crowds.  Instead, I am on 
my way to the Legion of Honor Museum and the De Young.

At 8 pm, I was comfortably seated in the Marion Davies Concert 
Hall to see Michael Tilson Thomas conduct Brahm's Symphony 
No. 1.  I have now heard the New World Symphony perform this 
piece, also with MTT conducting and the San Francisco Symphony 
perform it.  The San Francisco Symphony has a more mature 
sound, but I like the energy of the New World sound better.



 
Marion Davies Hall, San Francisco Symphony

The first part of the program was C.P.E. Bach's Symphony in D 
major followed by Jörg Widmann's  Trauermarsch for piano and 
orchestra, written especially for Yefim Bronfman who performed 
the piece.  It was certainly atonal and it seemed more written for 
percussion than just the piano, although Bronfman certainly 
percussed the piano!

I made it back to the guest house by 10:30 pm, had half a sandwich 
and turned in for the night.



San Francisco - Day 7 
26 June 2016

I admit I'm a wimp.  Today was the biggest gay pride celebration in 
the U.S. in San Francisco and I didn't go to see the parade.  I didn't 
want to fight the crowds along the route. Besides, I've seen two of 
these parades before and most people in costumes passed me on 
the way to the parade.

Instead, I headed first to the Legion of Honor Museum to see 
"Wild West: Plains to the Pacific,” art about the west, including 
early portrayal of Indians, cowboys - including Frederick 
Remington, mining - including a painting inspired by Brette Hart’s 
"The Luck of Roaring Camp,” and the national parks of the west.

 
Legion of Honor Museum at Lincoln Park

Also at the Legion were art books and portfolios printed by the 
likes of Picasso, Man Ray, Miró and others.



I then hopped a Muni bus and headed to the De Young Museum for 
"Printed Stories" of prints from the Anderson Collection of 
Graphic Arts and "Bruce Davidson: Gifts from the Collection", 
photos by Davidson of the civil rights movement, a gang of New 
York, and scenes of Paris.

 
De Young Museum at Golden Gate Park

It was a busy museum day but fulfilling. I'm heading now to the 
steam room before our wine social at the guest house, and then an 
early dinner.

I leave tomorrow morning around 10:50 am and get back to Fort 
Lauderdale around 11 pm.



Chapter 14 

Day Before D-Day (Departure Day 
for Cross Country Trip) 
[Just as I “practiced” hiking for the Deep Creek trail, the Deep 
Creek trail was practice for my cross country trip of national parks.  
It is now time to put it into effect.] 
 
28 August 2016

The jeep is all packed and I'm ready to go.  I need to add a few 
things to the backpack before I depart tomorrow.  I hope to leave 
around 10 am so as to beat the traffic on I-95.  My first night will 
be at Allen David Broussard Catfish Creek Preserve State Park 
unless Tropical Low 99 follows me up the state.  I've already 
decided if it is pouring down rain when I get to the state park, I'll 
pitch camp in a motel in either Haines City of Lakeland, Florida.  I 
don't mind sleeping in the rain, hiking in the rain, but I do draw the 
line at setting up camp in the rain except on an emergency basis.

Tomorrow has been a long time coming.  I've been planning this 
trip for a year and seriously working on the logistics for 6 months. 
 I think I've covered everything, dotted the "i's" and crossed the 
"t's" so to speak.  The only place I don't have reservations is Joshua 
Tree National Park but they don't take reservations until October. 
They assume you have to be an idiot to camp out at Joshua Tree in 
September where the temperature has been running around 
101-106 F during the day.  The only consolation is night time 
temps are around 69-70F.

I'll try to post my first trip blog sometime tomorrow after I set up 
camp and get everything situated.  I'll also try to include a few 
photos of the area.  Until then, adieu.



Cross Country Tour - Day 1 
29 August 2016

The day started with finishing up little things around the house: 
take out the garbage, final wash of clothes, put clean sheets on the 
bed for my return, fasten the hurricane shutters.  It was the last one 
that nearly got me.  I cleaved my skull with one of the Bahama 
shutters (just joking) but it hurt anyway.

I pulled out of the driveway at 11:20 am and made it to Haines 
City then Allen David Broussard Catfish Creek Preserve State Park 
(it has to be the longest name for a park) and pitched camp after a 
2.3 mile hike into the campsite.  It was supposed to only be 1.7 but 
my Garmin GPS says otherwise.



The trail is mostly fine sand road bed which makes for difficult 
walking. Fortunately it had rained earlier in the day and the sand 
was a little more compact than usual.  Several hikers have written 
this is the most difficult hike in Florida and I suspect the dry sugar 
sand would be a challenge. It certainly was a sweaty hike.

 One problem is the trail is poorly marked and it is one of the more 
complicated systems I've run into.  My map said to begin with the 
red and white trail through markers 1, 2, 3, and 4. Then to shift to 
red and white trail markers 12, 11, 10, and 9.  Next follow the 
white and blue trail to markers 24, 23, and 21 to campsite 1.  Most 
of the markers were not numbered and you could not tell when the 
trail forked where the next marker would be. In spite of all odds, I 
found the campsite.



Just before the campsite I dropped my pack and walked to the 
ridge line of the Lake Wales Ridge.  It was a nice panoramic view 
from the top.  This is where you will need to come when the sea 
rises as it was the only place not under water in previous high 
water eras.  The Lake Wales Ridge is sometimes referred to as 
islands, which they were when Florida was under water.

At the top of the ridge is a monument to Allan David Broussard. 
He was a biologist and avid birder and it is a very nice memorial to 
him. Truth be told, I had never heard of him before. It is a little 
strange to see such a nice memorial in the middle of nowhere.

Dinner tonight is Shepherd's Potato Stew with Beef.  Just add 
boiling water and yum.  I suspect I'll hear thunder all night and 
frogs croaking their mating calls.

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


 
Home sweet home!



Cross Country Tour - Day 2 
30 August 2016

I awoke around 6:30 am and had a quick cold breakfast of granola 
and blue berries with milk (just add water). I was packed (wet tent 
and all) and out of the campsite by 7:50 am.  Whoever said this is 
the toughest hike in Florida was right. Not a dry stitch on me by 
the end of the hike - and this was all before 9 am.  You climbed the 
ridge four different times in loose sand.

I did have a start during breakfast. A wild hog appeared behind the 
campsite and didn't notice me until I made a noise. Fortunately for 
me, the hog went the other way. I couldn't get a picture but it was 
pure black.

I waited until I got back to the jeep for my morning constitutional 
since the parking lot has a port-a-potty. Just as an aside, I panicked 
for a minute when I was in camp. I thought I had left the TP in the 
jeep but found it in the Bear Barrel. In any case, I shed the wet 
clothes in the port-a-potty and put on dry for the trip to Torreya 
State Park

The drive from Broussard to Torreya State Park was was about 6 
hours with pit stops and lunch. I checked in with the ranger at the 
historic Gregory House, paid my fees, and the took at look at the 
Apalachicola River that the house overlooks.



 
Gregory House 

 
Apalachicola River from Gregory House

Just as you exit the entrance to the grounds of the house, they have 
4 or 5 Torreya trees growing, the purpose of my visit. These trees 



are found nowhere else in the world and are probably the most 
primitive native living tree in the US. They are gymnosperms and 
people used to use them as Christmas trees.  Their population has 
dwindled to 200 and the park is instrumental in propagating the 
species so it won't die out.

The hike to the campsite was much nicer than yesterday. The trails 
are exceptionally well marked and part of the system is roadbed. 
I'm in campsite 1 of Rock Bluff Overlook and I look out over a 
length of the Apalachicola River. It was worth the hike over a little 
over a mile.

Dinner tonight is chicken with noodles. I'll probably turn in early 
and set out for Tupelo as soon as I pack out and maybe sneak a 
shower in the non-primitive campground. I'm a little rank right 
now - so much so the mosquitoes don't want anything to do with 
me.



 
Campsite 1 on Rock Bluff.

According to the local forecast, there is a slight chance of rain 
tonight. Conditions deteriorate by tomorrow afternoon but I hope 
to be in Tupelo, MS by then.



Day 2 - Follow Up 
I should have know better.  My brother called wanting to know 
where I was.  He was worried about the tropical storm.  The park 
ranger cautioned me about the weather.  Carol texted me about the 
weather.

Dark Skies and the Apple Weather App both said everything was 
fine for Bristol, Fl where Torreya is.  Slight chance of rain, low of 
72F, clear in the morning.

I was just about to turn in when I checked Dark Skies one more 
time.  Their forecast was the same but there was a statement in red 
about a tropical storm for Bristol, Fl!  I read the National Weather 
Service alert several times.  They were predicting 2-4 inches of 
rain and up to 57 mile an hour winds.  Possibility of tornados.  All 
in effect until 8 pm tonight until 4 pm tomorrow.  Tonight! I was 
stunned to say the least.

The rain was no worry but the wind definitely was.  My tent is 
rated to 50 mph and then it begins to shred.  I agonized over the 
decision but I decided to hike out. I  broke camp in record time and 
hiked out in the dark. I made it to the jeep by 8:40 EDT.  even 
though the park is in CDT, the jeep had not switched over.

I made it to a Fairfield Inn in Mariana, Fl and immediately took a 
shower.  Let's just say they will have to throw away the wash cloth 
tomorrow when I check out.  I was a little grimy.

So far, no rain, no wind, no tornados.



Day 2 - Follow Up to the Follow Up 

No rain, no stormy weather, no nothing. Looks like Dark 
Skies (and I ) over reacted. I didn't dream the National 
Weather Service warning or the effective dates of the 
notice. Too bad, I would have liked to have spent the night 
at the site.  Instead, air conditioned room in Mariana. 



Cross Country Tour - Day 3 
31 August 2016

It's amazing how a hot shower revives the soul. I slept very 
soundly and awoke refreshed and ready to hit the road.  The 
Fairfield breakfast was pretty standard and lasted me until 9:30 am 
when the McDonald's craving kicked in. I wanted a coffee and 
cinnamon roll.  Alas, the McDonalds in Dothan, AL no longer 
served cinnamon rolls so I opted for the much healthier egg 
McMuffin.



Time to Tupelo was a little over six hours via Montgomery and 
Birmingham.  My first surprise was there is an entirely new 
interstate from Birmingham to Memphis through Tupelo - I 22 that 
was not in existence 31 years ago when I taught at Itawamba 
Junior College (now ICC). I missed the old highway 78 with its 
quirky little towns and scenery, but I have to admit I 22 scenery 
was pretty spectacular.  This part of Alabama and Mississippi is 
referred to as the foothills of the Appalachians and the new 
interstate showed it off to perfection - beautiful rolling hills (or 
what what we refer to as mountains in South Florida).

I pulled into Ann and Reid's driveway a little after 3 pm and 
immediately fell into the catch-up mode of our lives.  I've know 
Reid for over 40 years and he's been retired for 31 of those years. 
He was my best friend when I taught at IJC and has remained 
steadfast over the years.  I met Ann four years ago when she and 
Reid came to Fort Lauderdale for a visit and I helped Ann spend 
Reid's money on Las Olas.

We headed to The Grille in Tupelo for dinner and drinks.  Tupelo is 
unrecognizable to me which is so strange since I spent so much 



time here when I taught in Fulton at IJC all those years ago.  (You 
could buy alcohol in Lee county but not Itawamba).  It's a big city 
now with new construction everywhere.  The restaurant was at the 
site of the old fair grounds which was on the outskirts of the town 
way back when.  It's now wall-to-wall shops and a new arena for 
large venues of entertainment.

Some of you may know Tupelo was Elvis' birthplace.  When I was 
here from 1979-1984, it was just one little shack with one little 
sign.  Elvis still had iffy morals back then with all that hip action 
when he sang.  Today, it's a massive area where tourists (especially 
British - don't ask me, the French fever Jerry Lewis) flock en 
masse.  Tupelo milks it for all it is worth.

Tomorrow Reid and I will visit Fulton and ICC and some old 
friends there. Later that afternoon, Reid and Ann are hosting a 
party of faculty and students during my years at the college at their 
place. The memories wash over me.  Reid used the old college 
annuals of my years at IJC (5 years) and invited everyone he 
thought I would remember.  Sadly, the list of deceased was pretty 
long but it will be really good to see compatriots and former 
students during those years.  I suspect a little booze will also be 
imbibed during the reunion.



Cross Country Tour - Day 4 
1 September 2016

What a day!  We started with Ann's breakfast of hash browns, 
bacon, green pepper, and egg pie with biscuits and home made 
jelly of honey and Chianti.  It was delish.

Reid and I left Tupelo and headed to Fulton for a visit at Itawamba 
Community College (formerly IJC) to meet up with a few friends 
from bygone days when I taught there.  We walked into the 
administration building and sitting there to greet us was Mike 
Eaton, President of the college and Billy Todd.  Mike was the 
football coach while I was there and he and I used to jog together. 
Billy was a guidance counselor and later board member. Mike gave 
all three of us ICC baseball caps and we sat their and reminisced 
over old times.

The college had grown from about 1200 students in my day to 
5800 on 3 campuses.  Virtually all of the old buildings I taught in 
were gone and new buildings and dorms were all over the place. 
ICC has the largest online curriculum of any community college in 
the state and is now one of the fastest growing.  It was great to see 
the success of the college.

I got to visit with Steve Miller, director of food services for ICC 
and two other community colleges in north Mississippi.  I knew his 
dad when he had Steve's position over 30 years ago with only ICC 
as his charge. Steve was more my age then and we hit it off 
immediately and we have been life long friends since. His dad, 
when in charge, never charged me for a meal in the cafeteria when 
I taught there because he knew how little I made in salary as a 
beginning faculty member.

Steve and I used to hike and camp and we hung out together when 
I managed the men's dorm.  We also did some decided illegal 
things during those times which, in retrospect, seem tame but were 
not at that time.  We had a great visit.  Steve and I even went to 



Europe later when I first hired in at Broward College.  He's been a 
loyal, true friend.

Later, Reid and I dropped in on his daughter Carol who was baby 
sitting her grandchild and we relived old times.  Carol was closer 
to me in age of this three daughters and one son.  She now lives 
south of Fulton in Smithville which was pretty much wiped out by 
a tornado a few years ago.

From there, we returned to Tupelo and visited the ICC branch 
campus which will probably overtake the Fulton campus in years 
to come. I didn't recognize that campus either - it had grown so 
much.

We returned to Reid and Ann's place to get ready for the party. 
Reid's second daughter Terry came by and we got to relive old 
times.

We had no idea how many people would show up for the party but 
Ann had everything planned to a fault. I know you are not 
interested in the people who came but administrators and faculty 
from my era showed up.  At the time, we were like family and 
even though all but one had retired, it was like we were at the old 
faculty lounge again rehashing the same topics. It was gratifying 
for them, me, and Reid and Ann. We had all aged a little, gained a 
little weight, and all of us had our medical issues, but in reality, we 
had not changed much.  This was one of the greatest group of 
people I've ever worked with.

Mississipi State and Ole Miss sent students who they wanted to 
succeed but were challenged academically to ICC to be taught by 
our physics professor and our chemistry professor because they 
knew if the students could learn under Jim and Herb, they would 
succeed at their institutions. They were that good.

All total, 11 administrators and faulty showed up along with Reid's 
son Mark. It was nostalgic, touching, and very much fun. These 
were the people that molded me as a community college professor 



and to whom I will always be indebted. I can't thank Reid and Ann 
enough for all their work and effort to make this a success.

Tomorrow I leave for a visit with my brother in Brandon, MS.



Cross Country Tour - Day 5 
2 September 2016

I slept a little late this morning - too much wine the night before 
during the party.  Ann prepared a great breakfast and too soon it 
was time to get on the road.  I can't express how much I appreciate 
what Ann and Reid did for me by hosting the party of old (yes, 
we're all old) colleagues.

I took highway 45 south out of Tupelo and headed to Meridian, 
MS, my birthplace.  I was born in St. Joseph's hospital on 12th 
Street and 28th Avenue (it's been gone for years). My dad was fond 
of telling how he had to sell his prize calf to bail me out of the 
hospital.

Meridian holds many memories. My maternal grandmother liked 
to dine out on Sundays for dinner (that's lunch to you non-
Southerners - the evening meal is called supper). She rotated the 
restaurants and about once every two months, we'd drive 90 miles 
to Meridian from Morton on old highway 80 and dine at 
Weidmann's on 22nd Avenue.  Other venues included the Gulf 
Cafe in Morton and the Heidelburg Hotel in Jackson.

Weidmann's is fine dining at its Southern best. I had my first prime 
rib there and when asked how I wanted it prepared, said medium. 
Fortunately the chef was smart enough to send it out rare and with 
horseradish.



 
Weidmann's Restaurant in Meridian, MS - my birth town

Weidmann's was established in 1870 and until the 1990's never 
closed their doors, even for Christmas.  After that, they did close 
holidays and the place really closed in 2010. It has since reopened 
and maintains its previous elegance.



 
Interior of Weidmann’s

One peculiarity, they didn't serve bread unless you ordered it. 
Instead, on every table was a hand made crock of homemade 
peanut butter with a stack of crackers.  I have one of the crocks at 
home, but alas, the peanut butter is gone.  They are known for the 
original black bottom pie.  I have the recipe.  Let's just say that 
bourbon is featured prominently in the recipe.



 
Weidmann's famous black bottom pie

From Meridian, I headed west on I 20 to Pulaski, MS, so named 
for the revolutionary war general. This was my dad's birthplace 
and he grew up there and went to school in a multi-room school 
house where his mother was the teacher.  My paternal grandparents 
lived "out of town" from Pulaski on Searcy Hill in a dog trot house 
built in 1885 by my dad's grandfather.



 
Paternal grandparents' dog trot house built in 1885 and the 
birthplace of my dad, Uncle Ray and Aunt Sue. 
 
For those who don't know, a dog trot house is built with a long 
hallway open to air with rooms on either side.  There was always a 
breeze through the opening and dogs liked the coolness and shade, 
thus the name. The house had three fire places and the kitchen had 
a wood burning stove. The outhouse was a two seater and toilet 
paper was corn cobs from that year's harvest.
 
I always wondered why we never had hot food when I visited on 
weekends.  Much later, I realized how smart grandmother was.  
She got up at 4 am and cooked all three meals of the day before the 
sun rose - trust me, you don't want to use a wood burning stove in 
the summer!

I stopped at Searcy Cemetery. I hadn't been back since we buried 
our dad. Most of the Searcy family is buried there with the 
exception of my Uncle Ray.



 
Sign for Searcy Cemetery on Searcy Hill

 
Parents' graves in Searcy Cemetery



 
My paternal grandparents first child who died at childbirth

I then traveled 481 north to Morton where I spent most of my 
formative years. I stopped at the Morton Cemetery to see my 
maternal relatives.



 
Main Street, Morton, MS

 
My maternal grandparents' graves

The last stop in Morton was the most important in relation to this 
trip. As a kid, my parents, off and on, lived with my grandmother 



after my grandfather died, or I was always sleeping there with my 
grandmother even though we had our own house.

 
My maternal grandparents house in Morton, MS next to highway 
80

I would lay awake there at night and listen to the transfer trucks 
roar westward on highway 80 which fronts the house.  This was 
before Mississippi had any interstates and highway 80 was, at the 
time, the only highway that ran from the east coast to the west 
coast.  You can imagine the traffic on this two lane road!

Then there's the story of me and my cousin Jimmie getting 
"arrested" by the chief of police, Lauris Sessums, for playing in the 
highway.

I used to dream of pulling out of my grandmother's driveway one 
day and heading west to New Mexico, Arizona, California, Oregon 
and Washington. I can tell you this was the beginning of my trip 
today.  Now I get to attempt my dream.



With the graveyard visits, the "official" start of my trip, and getting 
to see my brother Archie, his wife Tanis, and a surprise visit with 
my niece Ashley, it's been an emotional, yet satisfying day.

Tanis prepared a wonderful dinner for us all with Archie doing the 
ribs on the grill. Later, we watched the local Brandon Bulldogs 
lose to the visiting Clinton Arrows by a touchdown, thanks to the 
Internet and live streaming of the game.  Small town America is 
now high tech!



Cross Country Tour - Day 6 

 
Mississippi River Bridge at Vicksburg.

3 September 2016

Tanis went to play bridge and to leave us two boys alone.  She's a 
lifetime master and one of the best players in the state. Several 
years ago, she helped host (was the chairperson) of an international 
tournament in Jackson, MS.

Archie and I got into his sports convertible and tooled over to 
Vicksburg, MS and then crossed the river to Monroe, LA. Just as 
you get off the bridge and head north toward the very small town 
of Delta, is a bar called The World.  It's a dive personified but 
Archie swears it has the best hamburgers for a hundred miles.  It 
was pretty good.  On the way over we reminisced over the many 
trips we had made to Vicksburg as both kids and adults.



I ate a hamburger and he drank a beer and we came back home - 
120 miles round trip for lunch!

One neat portion of the trip was when we got off on old, old 
highway 80.  Not the one I traveled to Brandon but the older 
version of that.  We traveled through the very well maintained and 
picturesque community of Bovina where Tanis grew up.

Tonight we ate ate an old standard restaurant in Jackson in 
business since 1956 called Crechales, known for their seafood and 
they say, prime steaks.  Their menu states that only 5% of beef is 
graded prime and they say no restaurants serve it but them.  I had 
snapper topped with lump crab and it was pretty good.

Tomorrow, I head off to Lake Livingstone, Texas for one night.



Cross Country Tour - Day 7 
4 September 2016

It's a good thing I made reservations for Lake Livingstone! When I 
pulled into the park office, there was a sign on the door that said 
"No Vacancy." This is a large park and it is packed with picnickers, 
boaters, BBQers, and people like me in tents, although their tents 
tend to be a little larger than mine.

 
It's a busy place.

I pulled out of my brother and sister-in-law's house in Brandon, Ms 
around 7:40 am and pulled into Lake Livingston around 3:30 pm. 
 It was mostly four lane all the way and Texas has a speed limit of 
75 mph on most four lane roads, which is good or you would never 
get anywhere.



 
All my ducks in a row!

It'll be one night here and then a stop in San Antonio to see my 
cousin Jo and then off to Lost Maples State Natural Area, an hour 
and a half out of San Antonio in the Texas Hill Country.  I'll be 
there two nights and I don't anticipate cell coverage so you may 
not get a post for September 5 and 6.

 
Lake Livingstone

The primitive camping area is fairly nice.  At least they didn't put 
pea gravel down in the tent side like the Smoky Mountains! Also, 
they anticipate family camping and each primitive spot has two 



paved parking spots and water.  Unfortunately, the mosquitoes are 
worse than Florida.  Instead of me transmitting Zika, I'll probably 
bring back the Texas TwoStep disease transmitted by their 
mosquitoes.

 
Campsite G at Lake Livingston State Park

Tonight's meal is lasagna with meat sauce.  It is probably not as 
good as Betty's, not that I would know - she saves that for her 
boys.



Cross Country Tour - Day 8 
5 September 2016

Happy Labor Day!

I labored last night. My campsite was full yesterday afternoon but 
by evening there were only two occupied sites.  Apparently, a lot 
of people reserve campsites so they have a picnic table and fire pit 
available, use it during the day and then leaving before nightfall.

The couple next to me seemed nice enough, young with two 
children, one a baby. They offered a mallet if I needed one.  Then 
another couple with a child showed up to share their campsite.  
The baby started crying around 9 pm and continued. They started 
playing music on a radio and proceeded to have a grand time.

All tent sites are required to be quiet by 10 pm, but they showed no 
signs of winding down.  Indeed, it looked like the party was just 
starting.  No park ranger in sight.

I checked to see if I could get out of the gate (some parks lock 
them and there is no entrance or exit after hours) and it was open. I 
loaded the car about 11 pm and headed out.  I parked at the park 
headquarters to Google a hotel in Livingston and the park ranger 
finally showed up.  I explained, he apologized, and I spent the 
night in La Quinta in Livingston.

This has caused me to reassess those pull-in tent sites in parks. It 
used to be only night campers and all was quiet about dark.

In any case, I made it to San Antonio and decided to stay over in 
order to have a longer visit with my cousin Jo.  I'll leave tomorrow 
morning for one night at Lost Maples instead of two.

Jo and I have had a ball talking over our childhood, seeing her son 
Patrick, and her two grandkids, True and Aria, who I got to meet 
for the first time. We ate tonight at an excellent Italian restaurant 



Paisanos.  We toured a lot of my old haunts in San Antonio  and 
then came back to the house for more stories and memories.  It's 
been great and much too long since I've seen her!



Cross Country Tour - Day 9 
6 September 2016

 
At the top of a ridge. Look closely and you will see my yellow 
tent. The "pond" is also visible. I'm told kids jump off the 30 foot 
cliff into the water.

I sit at the top of one of the hills in the Texas Hill Country 538 feet 
above sea level after a 490 foot climb at Lost Maples State Natural 
Recreation Area. The last time I was here was probably 1984. The 
place has improved their facilities significantly. As I remembered, 
 the drive through the hill country to get here was beautiful.



 
It's a beautiful hike!

I have campsite B, approximately a mile from the trail head. There 
are two "ponds" (their term, not mine) where I pitched my tent. 
After setting up and a nice long conversation with a couple from 
south Texas, I went skinny dipping ' to cool off and to wash my 
clothes. (Not in front of the couple - they were day hikers.)



 
The trail to the top just keeps going up!

After this climb, I'll probably have to go swimming again. Tonight 
is chicken and dumplings. Tomorrow is a 7 1/2 hour drive to Big 
Bend National Park.  Good cell reception at the top of this hill!



Cross Country Tour - Day 10 
7 September 2016

Only one photo this go around.  Wifi in Big Bend is slower than 
dial up. The best reception is in the bathroom.  Guess where I'm 
sitting as I write this?

I think they need to rename Lost Maples to Enchanted Maples. It 
has a magical quality to it. After the hike to the summit, I sat at the 
campsite for probably and hour just observing. I did go skinny 
dipping one last time to cool off before I got into the tent for the 
night.

The weather was moderate in temperature - cooler than any night 
camping yet - but very windy. It came in gusts all night and I got a 
few rain showers. The wind dried the tent by morning and I hiked 
out. At the parking area, I saw a deer on the run and during my 
drive to Big Bend I saw two bald eagles.

I crossed the Pecos River and was surprised at the width and the 
amount of water in it.  I've seen the Rio Grande and for much of 
the year it isn't grand, but the Pecos was running deep.  I also 
passed Langtry, Texas, home of Judge Roy Bean, but didn't stop 
because I don't favor the hangman's noose.

Upon pulling into the visitors's center at Big Bend, I checked with 
the ranger about day hikes for tomorrow and on my way out heard 
someone comment to another "This is the most boring national 
park I've been to."  I think it is one of the most exciting! There are 
unbelievable rock formations that beat any I've seen so far on any 
of my trips and the wildflowers are on steroids.  I guess there 
weren't enough amusement rides.



 
View behind Chisos Mountain Lodge

The park is huge!  It would take a week just to see the basics.  If 
you've never been, put this on your bucket list.  It's a long way 
from anywhere but the drive is very scenic and worth it.

The rooms are ok at the Chisos Mountain Lodge.  It's run by 
Xanterra and I would call it rustic.  Of course, my definition of 
rustic is no martinis, just wine and beer.  The "lodge" is really like 
motel rooms and they could use a renovation.  However, the AC 
works extra well and I intend to get a good night's sleep and do a 
few day hikes in the morning.

There are bear, puma, and javelina in the area.  I'll take my bear 
spray!

 



Cross Country Tour - Day 11 
8 September 2016

What a day and what a hike.  Looking for a day hike for today, I 
asked the park ranger for advice.  When she found I was at Chisos 
Mountain Lodge, she recommended the Windows. It is supposedly 
a five mile round trip with a great view.  She recommended I do 
the hike in the morning since the afternoon sun would be beating 
down on you on the return. What she failed to mention was the 
return was all up hill!

I loaded my day pack with 2 bottles of water and my water bag 
with 3 liters, so I knew I had plenty of water for the trip.  I took a 
few energy bars for lunch and a bison bar for protein.  I left around 
8:40 am and noticed their were some steep switchbacks on the first 
0.6 mile.  At least they had switchbacks.  I've been on some park 
trails where the term is unknown.

As I continued to descend, the grade lessened and there were some 
flat grades.  Every time you turned a corner, the scenery wowed 
you.



I made it to the bottom to the Windows around 10 am and was 
feeling pretty proud of myself.  The view was amazing.  There are 
two openings onto the desert floor below and a waterfall that 
dropped 200 feet at the end.  You had to be super careful since 
water had smoothed the rock over the eons and it was quite 
slippery when your boots were wet.



 
Don't step back. It's a 200 foot drop!

Wait! I forgot to mention the bear poop on the way down.  The first 
"deposit" was very, very fresh, as in a few minutes ago.  Fortunate 
as I went down, the other "deposits" were noticeably older, as in 15 
minutes and 30 minutes.  The last one already had flies.  They 
warn you about bears on this trail and mountain lions.



 
On the way to The Windows

I rested a bit, had some lunch and began the trail upward. And 
upward. And upward.  I reached the summit and my room around 
12:30 pm.  I figured it would be midnight with my pace.  Steady 
and slow is the way to go but at the end I had the steep 
switchbacks.  I rested at the top of everyone of those and really 
drained the water.  I can't imagine how the people passing me 
going down were going to do on the way back up in the afternoon 
sun.

My Garmin Etrex said I hiked 6.7 miles with a descent of 945 feet 
from an elevation of 5447 feet above sea level which meant I also 
climbed 945 feet.  I have to admit, all the practice hikes paid off 
and I've learned six miles is about my limit.



If you've never been to Big Bend, it's a must and I recommend the 
Windows hike, but begin very early in the morning, like daybreak. 
Of course, that's when mountain lions are most active.



Cross Country Tour - Day 12 
9 September 2016

The day started at 5:30 am with a butt numbing drive of 10 hours 
to Santa Fe.  It was wild driving out of the park at 45 miles an hour 
for over an hour in total darkness with hair pin curves and drop 
offs of several hundred feet.  Once I finally got out of the park, the 
speed limit picked up to 70 mph which is apparently the perfect 
speed to kill jack rabbits.  Three ran under the car and one didn't 
make it.  Not to discriminate against the birds, one hit the 
windshield somewhere just across the state line into New Mexico. 
That, plus 3,000 butterflies which committed suicide against the 
windshield and the grill, the jeep became a killing machine!

Interestingly, to get into the park, I had an immigration stop and 
upon leaving, the same - different locations but since I look like a 
redneck, they kindly passed me through. They all had guns and 
there was a drug dog and while one agent talked to me, the other 
checked the vehicle.  Good thing the dog didn't smell my stash of 
bison bars!

I'm staying at the Inn of the Turquoise Bear, a fifteen minute walk 
from downtown. This is probably the nicest B&B I've ever stayed 
in.



 
Inn of the Turquoise Bear, Santa Fe

It is full of southwestern charm.  My room has a fireplace and a 
king size bed, desk and chairs as well as sitting area.  It's supposed 
to be a 15 minute walk to the plaza downtown, which by the way, 
is blocked off for some festival today.



 
Wine social room

 
Outside of my room - The Shaman Room. I'll do medicine dances 
all night.



 
Another view of the room

As I write this, I am washing days of clothes. Next is a stop at the 
car wash. The dead bugs give a white jeep a whole new look!  
Made it back for the wine social and a slice of bourbon pecan pie - 
gluten free.



Cross Country Tour - Day 13 
10 September 2016

Guess who is staying in the only haunted room of the guest house? 
The home, at one time, belonged to Witter Bynner, poet and writer, 
who at one time wrote under the pen name Emanuel Morgan. The 
Shaman room, in which I am staying, was where he wrote and 
eventually died.

Dan, the co-owner just related two instances of people's dreams in 
the room.  The first occurred when another published writer was 
staying in the room for two or three nights and on the last night 
dreamed there was a tall, dark figure that walked across the room 
when the ceiling opened up and the figure rose through the ceiling 
to the sky.  The published writer had been suffering from writer's 
block for several years.  He got up and wrote for the next three 
hours. He related it to Dan and profusely thanked him for the 
dream freeing him of the block.

The second reporting was a middle aged daughter and elder mother 
who stayed three or four nights and on the last night the daughter 
was telling the mother of her dream of a tall, dark man walking 
across the room and sitting in a chair.  The mother, astounded, said 
she had the very same dream. The mother kept a journal and as 
they were packing up to leave, couldn't find her journal.

They had previously bought a bottle of vodka and it was on the 
desk.  It begin to rock back and forth and bump into the wall 
behind the desk.  They originally thought earthquake but nothing 
else in the room was moving.  They checked the bottle and nothing 
appeared amiss.  They checked to see if the desk was level and 
there was the journal, directly under the vodka bottle.  Stay tuned!

For those of you who follow my itinerary, I had scheduled a 
massage through the inn with Steven Borges.  Somehow, we got 
our signals crossed and instead of a 10 am deep tissue massage 
yesterday, I had the massage today at 11:30 am.  I drove to his 

https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Witter_Bynner


studio and he found I was a little tense.  After 75 minutes, as 
stated, I was putty. You do get a little knotted up after two arduous 
hikes and a 10 hour drive.

Today, I met Steve Kerr who used to work for the Broward County 
Library until he retired and then was the chief librarian at 
Stonewall Library and Archives when I was a volunteer.  We got to 
be good friends and we kept in contact over the years after he 
moved to a retirement community in Santa Fe.

 
Lunch at Pasqual’s.

We had lunch at Cafe Pasquals, one of the older and more 
celebrated restaurants in Santa Fe. It was a 20 minute wait at 1:30 
pm, but worth it. It was nominated for a James Beard award in 
1999 for best southwestern restaurant.



 
Pasquale's - one of the oldest restaurants in the city.

From there we walked to the Georgia O'Keeffe Museum.  It was an 
excellent collection and spanned most of her career.  There were 
plenty of photographs of her by her husband Steiglitz.  It's the 
largest collection of O'Keeffe I've seen.



Steve then gave me a tour of Santa Fe and his retirement 
community.  It would be very easy to fall in love with Santa Fe. 
Steve is leaving Monday for a trip in the Black Hills and we both 
agreed we are very lucky to be able to chase our dreams at our age.

Tomorrow is a 7 1/2 hour drive to the south rim of the Grand 
Canyon!



Cross Country Tour - Day 14 
11 September 2016

No ghosts last night. I'm probably not creative enough. I awoke at 
5 am and packed the jeep.  I then showered, shaved, looked around 
one more time for Bynner and then headed to breakfast.

The menu for today was:

- artichoke frittata

- apple chicken sausage

- tomato basil salad

- cheddar herb scones

- pear spinach ginger smoothie.

It was difficult but I forced myself to eat everything!

The trip to the Grand Canyon was uneventful except for the large 
number of transfer trucks on the road.  Fortunately it was four lane 
all the way except for two short construction sections.



 
Selfie on the rim

I passed both Petrified Forest National Park and Meteor Crater. I 
would have liked to have seen both but I felt a little tight on the 
schedule to make it to Bright Angel Lodge and dinner tonight at El 
Tovar. I used Meteor Crater a good bit in my lectures and it would 
have been my choice of the two but I had no idea how far from my 
route it was and how long it would take to get to the bottom.

 
Sunset over the Grand Canyon, south rim



I foolishly thought that September might see fewer people at the 
south rim.  The place is packed.  I almost didn't find a place to park 
and when I checked in, the desk suggested I not move the jeep or 
try for anything closer to the room. I'm staying in Bright Angel 
Lodge.

 
Bright Angel Lodge.

The room is 40's primitive with a sink in the room with shared 
toilets and showers.  That doesn't bother me since that's how I grew 
up.  The room rate is the most reasonable in the park.

Tomorrow, I intend to do a day hike along the rim.  I can go as far 
as 8 miles along the rim in one direction and if I get tired, simply 
catch the park bus back to the room.



 
El Tovar Lodge, south rim 

El Tovar Dining Room

I'm really excited about dinner at El Tovar tonight at 6 pm.  I tried 
to get a room here but that's virtually impossible.  Most tour groups 
rent en masse and there are few individual rooms available and 
they sell out the first week available.



  
El Tovar Bar

Dinner was El Tovar salad and strip steak with beef from Arizona. 
For desert I had a ten year old tawny port. I won't tell you how 
much it cost.



Cross Country Tour - Day 15 
12 September 2016

OK, I'm getting good at this. I did 9.73 miles today on the West 
Rim trail at Grand Canyon, South Rim.  Admittedly, it was a very 
easy trail and paved most of the way and the temperature stayed 
below 80 F and there was a great breeze.  Still, it was almost 10 
miles at an elevation from 6,000 - 7,000 plus. I climbed to 1300 
plus feet over the distance.

The night before had just gotten started when I woke at 10:45 pm 
and needed to pee. I used the second key card that was in the 
packet given. I had been warned not to put the key card near a 
credit card or electronic device.  This one had not been near either. 
 I completed my business and tried to re-enter the room.  No go.

I walked to the lodge office and had to wait while a man explained 
his problem. As near as I could make out, he had been hiking the 
Bright Angel Trail and had sprained his ankle.  Someone loaned 
him a pair of walking sticks and at 10:45 pm, he had just gotten to 
the rim.  He was leaving the walking sticks for the person who 
loaned them. He was exhausted.

He asked if there were any rooms available in the park.  The 
answer was one room but it was a 15 minute walk away with good 
ankles and the desk closed at 11 pm.  He then asked about a taxi to 
take him to the visitor's center 5 miles away.  I started to tell them 
if he took the taxi, he could make the 11 pm desk closing and get a 
room but the desk clerk didn't seem interested.  Apparently he 
parked his car at the visitor's center and walked down the Bright 
Angel Trail without any gear!  The park website warns it is a 
dangerous hike and it has lead to several deaths.

In any case, I got my key card re-imaged and got back to my bed 
around 11:15 pm. I got up around 5:00am and was on the trail by 
7:30 am.



 
Grand Canyon at dawn

For the most part, the west rim trail is paved. There is a section in 
the middle that is more typical of trails. It seemed every bend in 
the trail brought a more spectacular view.

 
Intrepid hiker on the precipice

Near Powell Point I met an artist painting the scene, Dawn 
Sutherland. She's part of this weeks art-in-the-park where artists 
from all over the U.S. Come to paint to raise money for the Grand 
Canyon Foundation.  We had an interesting conversation (I needed 
a rest) and we exchanged contact information.



 
Artist Dawn Sutherland

The trail only had a few early birds at first and some regulars either 
passed me or I passed them along the way. One couple was taking 
the shuttle from overlook to overlook and I kept a running 
conversation with them.  Towards the end of the trail, a good many 
people were coming towards me, but I don't think very many 
people hiked the entire trail. I rode the bus back from Hermit's Rest 
and most got off and one off three stops back to the lodge, so they 
were using the shuttle on a regular basis.

Hermit's Rest is an interesting end-of-the-trail building designed 
by some famous architect with an amazingly large fireplace inside. 



 It has been converted into a gift shop and deli for the shuttle 
crowd but it still retains it's charm.

 
Hermit's Rest at the end of the west rim trail 

 
Fire place inside Hermit's Rest

This has been a very exciting day for me.  I did a long hike, saw 
beautiful country, met new people, and re-fell in love with the 
canyon.  Tomorrow I'm off to Joshua Tree National Park for one 
night en route to Kings's Canyon/Sequoia National Parks.  Any one 
up for scheduling a white water rafting trip down the Colorado?
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I went to bed very early last night - 8:45 pm - and slept very well. I 
awoke at 4:30 am and made the dawn patrol at the rim, then 
decided to splurge with breakfast at the El Tovar. It was ok but 
nothing to blog about.

Interestingly, I was seated next to a couple from Meridian, 
Mississippi, my birthplace. They were nice but Mississippi State 
fans. We talked about Weidmann's and a few other old landmarks 
in the city.

I was on the road by around 8:30 am and was surprised when I was 
routed off interstate 40 to old Route 66. Actually, I was very 
pleased. It was very poorly maintained and you wondered if the 
bridges over the washes would support you, but it lead me more or 
less into the park. I have to admit I was a little dubious of the GPS 
and the routing, but it got me to Joshua Tree National Park.

One interesting feature was on one side of the road where a bank 
was formed from construction of the road bed, people had written 
names, sayings, and provided memorials by spelling words with 
rocks. This went on for miles and miles and was quite fascinating. 
I passed several that looked like memorials to Vietnam vets and 
probably many were spelling out the name of some lost loved one. 
I was very tempted to stop and put Rocky in stones but decided to 
pass.



 
Route 66 dedication

When I stopped at the Oasis Ranger Station, I asked about Black 
Rock (remember the movie with Spencer Tracy - Bad Day at Black 
Rock?) campground since I had read on their web site that was the 
only place for tent camping. It seems all of their sites accept tent 
camping and the ranger steered me to Jumbo Rocks campsite, a 
very good description, because the rocks are indeed jumbo. 
Apparently this was voted the number one place to see either 
sunrise or sunset by some magazine.



 
Now you see why it is called Jumbo Rocks!

I found a space and since I get in the park free with my senior pass, 
the campsite only cost $7.50 instead of the $10 per night for tent 
camping. They have done an excellent job with the campsite. 
There are over 100 camping spots tucked away in the boulders 
with outdoor toilets every 50 yards or so. There is no water or 
electricity but plenty of RV space for those so inclined.

 
Campsite at Jumbo Rocks. Note the Joshua Tree in the 
background.



I noticed two Airstream trailers, one pulled by a jeep and one by a 
Range Rover. I've thought seriously about one of these once the 
house is paid off in two years.

There is a loop hike at Jumbo Rocks to Skull Rock, about 1.7 miles 
in length. With a few digressions, my walk was 2.6 miles in 1.4 
hours. The total ascent on the hike was 307 feet at a maximum 
elevation of 4,487 feet. It was a neat trail, well maintained and 
marked and it did lead you to a massive rock that did indeed look 
like a skull.

 
Skull Rock

After the sun set, I climbed to the top of one of the jumbo rocks to 
see if I could get some good star shots.  Unfortunately the moon 
was out and pretty much over shown the stars.



 
Moon Shadow

However, I did get one shot of the Big Dipper and I later noticed a 
meteor streaking across the shot.

 
The a Big Dipper with a meteor across the sky

Tomorrow is another 7 plus hour drive to King's Canyon/Sequoia 
National Park. Redwoods, here I come.
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The morning dawned around 6 am with much cooler temperatures. 
The jeep recorded 43 F and I was glad I had put a jacket in the tent 
with me over night. I broke camp fairly quickly and was on the 
road again by 7:15 am. I packed camp with a coyote serenade.

Jumbo Rocks campsite has Joshua Trees, but as I drove through the 
park to exit the other side, I got a feel for how many are in the 
park. Some areas of the park it was the dominantly form of 
vegetation and several were absolutely huge. Like our palm trees 
in Florida, the Joshua Tree is a monocot - like grasses - just bigger 
and thicker. The Joshua Tree is related to the agave or closer to 
home, our yucca.

On the way out I saw a lone coyote near the side of the road 
foraging. I stopped the car but before I had gotten my camera out 
and focused, he had wandered away.

The jeep GPS guided me to I-10 and the outskirts of Los Angeles. 
The reason, I suspect, is it is currently coded for the quickest route. 
You can change it to scenic route but with these seven plus hour 
drives I opted for quickest. Well, the LA route was not the 
quickest. You were in stop and go traffic through most of the 
interstate by pass. Once clear of LA, it was much faster.

The scenery north of LA is pretty spectacular. Huge, rolling hills 
kept the transfer trucks at bay and you could pass them relatively 
easy. California has a law that if you are an auto towing a trailer, 
the maximum speed for you is 55 mph. No one does 55 in 
California so I couldn't imagine trying to tow something on 
California freeways.

The road next led more inland and I passed through Bakersfield as 
I headed northeast. I was amazed by the number and size of feed 



lots in this flat area. It looks like your steaks come from the 
Bakersfield area.

I soon left the flat area and started to climb. Again, the scenery was 
magnificent as I rose to 6,000 plus feet with nothing but "S" curves 
and hairpin curves with sheer drop offs on the sides with only an 
occasional guard rail.

I reached Grant Village at King’s Canyon National Park around 
3:00 pm and checked in at the Muir Lodge (main check in for the 
park no matter where you stay) and got my cabin. It's a duplex 
cabin with my own bath. Tucked away are other cabins and tent 
cabins. I suspect the tent cabins have heat and they have shared 
showers but if they don't have heat, I bet it got cold in them last 
night. I had to turn the heat on twice last night in the cabin. 
Unfortunately, the thermostat doesn't work but at least I have off 
and on heat.



Dinner last night was a hamburger with mac and cheese at their 
food truck. The restaurant that normally serves guests has been 
demolished and they are constructing a new one from scratch. In 
addition, I bought a few snacks at the park "market".

I was asleep by 8:15 pm with plans to visit the General Sherman 
and General Grant sequoias tomorrow.



Cross Country Tour - Day 18 
15 September 2016 
 
After going to bed last night a little after 8 pm, I woke at 4:30 am. I 
was dressed and ready to go by 6 am and walked to the jeep to find 
I had left the hatch open last night. Lights on, etc. No bears were 
interested in the dehydrated food. I think that tells me something.

I decided to start the day with Sequoia National Park, a beautiful, 
harrowing 27 mile drive up and down. Sequoia has more redwoods 
than King's Canyon, at least to my eye, and they are the largest I've 
seen. I thought the ones in Yosemite were large, but these are 
gigantic. By the way, the temperature was 43F this morning at 
Grant Village but 32F in Sequoia.

My idea was to stop at the visitor center and then have breakfast. 
The center was open but not the "restaurant". After a short talk 
with the ranger, I decided to start with General Sherman's tree, the 
most massive tree in the U.S. and probably the world. Each year it 
adds enough growth for one mature oak tree. It was a downhill 
walk of 0.5 miles and you know the trouble with that. It was 0.5 
miles back up hill. I've learned to rest frequently!



 
Me and the general

My next stop in Sequoia was Moro Rock, an impressive climb of 
stairs and steps (mostly in concrete) with an elevation of over 
6,700 feet at the top with clear vistas of neighboring mountain 
ranges and the valley below. It was absolutely stunning. At least on 
this hike, it was downhill on the way back. The hike up and down 
is not for the faint hearted or for those afraid of heights.



 
On the way to Moro Rock



 
The 400 steps to the top of Moro Rock



 
Atop Moro Rock 

My last hike of Sequoia was a 1.3 mile loop to Crescent Meadow. 
It was mostly level with massive redwoods and plenty of shade. 
Like all of the hikes so far, including the two just mentioned, my 
GPS always reads a longer distance. Since this determined by 
satellite with numerous data points, I think the GPS is probably 
more accurate. I suspect the park service measured the trails years 
ago with the old wheel device.

I stopped for lunch at the so called restaurant at the Sequoia visitor 
center which was really just a grill. I had a hamburger and fries - 
that seems to be both parks' specialties. Then came the 27 mile 
return trip to King's Canyon and a short drive to Grant's Grove to 
see the General Grant tree. It is supposedly the second largest tree, 
after the General Sherman. Since Sherman had the bigger tree 
named after him, I wonder if it was the politics of the time.

When I get up tomorrow, I need to decide whether or not to stop at 
Pinnacles National Park on the way to San Francisco. It would add 
a minimum of four hours to a four hour drive to San Francisco. I 



figure if I sleep late tomorrow, I'll head straight to San Francisco. If 
I get up early, I'll squeeze in the pinnacles.
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I opted to head straight to San Francisco instead of a side trip to 
Pinnacles National Park.  I needed a haircut and needed to wash 
clothes and needed a martini.  I can use the excuse of another trip 
out west to visit the Pinnacles.

It was a little over four hours to reach San Francisco and 
amazingly the traffic wasn't too bad.  I usually get held up at the 
Oakland Bay Bridge because of toll lanes but I breezed through 
today.

I checked in at the Parker Guest House, my usual haunt while in 
San Francisco and immediately headed for a haircut.  I was so 
relieved to get the fuzz off, I stopped into Twin Peaks for my 
obligatory martini.



Once I got back to the room, I gathered dirty clothes and headed to 
the laundromat. An hour later and I was good to go.  As I sit here 
writing this, I'm in the garden of the Parker House with a cup of 
coffee, sitting in the shade and contemplating dinner later tonight.

Tomorrow, I have lunch with my good friend Wade at the Rotunda, 
Neiman Marcus downtown.  Later that night, I have the first of two 
operas, Andrea Chenier.

Wine social at the Parker begins at 5:30 pm!
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The day started out cold and foggy in San Francisco but by noon, 
the fog dissipated and it started to warm up. September in San 
Francisco is usually hot, but my friend Wade, who is a longtime 
resident of the city, said this has been a long, cold, foggy summer.

Usually, when I'm in town, I buy either a three day or week MUNI 
pass which allows me on all city transit, including the cable cars 
and transfers.  However, since my travels in the city will be mostly 
back and forth to the opera house, it was cheaper to buy a clipper 
card and put a few dollars on it.  That's one of main things I like 
about San Francisco - excellent public transportation.

Around noon, I grabbed the J line near the Parker House and got 
off at the Powell Street Station for a quick walk to Neiman Marcus 
at Union Square for lunch at the Rotunda with my friend Wade.  I 
last saw him in Fort Lauderdale a few months ago and he kindly 
treated me to lunch at the Rotunda. We had a grand time talking 
old friends, trips, and such and before we knew it, we had spent 
about 2 1/2 hours at a prime window seat overlooking Union 
Square where they had a Korean Festival going on.  NM, to their 
credit, didn't try to rush us.

I rode the MUNI back to the Parker House and relaxed a little, had 
some wine and munchies at their wine social and then headed to 
the War Memorial for the night's opera, André Chénier which was 
excellent! The opera is by Umberto Giordano and is not often 
performed anywhere.  It was first performed in San Francisco in 
1923 and has only been on the stage here 11 times in the entire 
history of the opera house.  Four performers stood out: George 
Gagnidze as Carlo Gérard, Anna Pirozzi as Maddalena di Coigny, 
Yanghoon Lee as André Chénier, and J'Nai Bridges as Bersi. 
 Gagnidze is from Tbilsi, Georgia; Pirrozi from Naples; Italy, Lee 



from Seoul, Korea; and Bridges from Lakewood, Washington so it 
was quite the international, star-studded cast. 

 
War Memorial Opera House, San Francisco

The opera is based on a real person (Chénier) during the French 
Revolution. The stage design was over the top along with period 
costuming. It was four acts with one intermission.  The opera has 
its detractors but I thoroughly enjoyed it.

Today, I intend to do a little pre-packing for tomorrow's trip to Pt. 
Reyes National Seashore and then I have a 2 pm opera, Dream of 
the Red Chamber, based on a classic of Chinese literature and co-
created by the San Francisco Opera for its world premier.

After leaving San Francisco, I have five nights of tent camping: 
two at Point Reyes where I have to backpack in to the site, one en 



route to Crater Lake at Whiskeytown, CA and two at Crater Lake 
where the overnight temperature was 35F. Stay tuned!
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Dream of the Red Chamber was a bust. I left at intermission. I kept 
trying to doze off during the performance and I thought the first act 
would never end. It probably didn't help that San Francisco 
decided to get its first day of summer today. It's been quite warm, 
more typical for this time of year. I may have to take the blanket 
off the bed tonight and use a fan.

I checked the info on Pt. Reyes National Seashore again.  I'll be 
staying at Glen Camp, a 4.7 mile hike from the visitor center. 
Luckily, there is potable water at the site and also a toilet. No 
showers for the next two days so I'll be a little rank by the time I 
get to Whiskeytown campsite. At least they have showers.

I've enjoyed the city but have a hankering to get away from the 
noise for a while. However, I hear they have particularly 
aggressive raccoons at Pt. Reyes who won't take no for an answer.
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I must be getting old.  I was scheduled to hike into a campsite at 
Pt. Reyes National Seashore (4.7 miles) and camp two nights. 
When I got the permit the ranger suggested now would be the time 
to see the Pt. Reyes lighthouse since it closed at 4:30 pm today and 
it would not be open Tuesday or Wednesday.  I agreed since it was 
on my agenda, and headed out.

Getting to Point Reyes National Seashore took me over the Golden 
Gate Bridge, by Muir Woods, and Stinson Beach over twisty, 
curvy, steep roads.  I managed to probably average 40 miles an 
hour.  Stay with me, I'm building up to something.

 
Lighthouse from atop the steps

To get to the light house from Bear Valley Visitor Center where I 
registered took 45 minutes on the same curvy, twisty type roads. 
Once you parked, it was 0.4 miles to the steps leading to the 
lighthouse.  They go down, down, down for about the depth of a 30 
story building.  The view were amazing and you could hear the 
surf pounding the rocks.



 
Steps equivalent to a 30 story building

Eventually, I had to climb the steps.  I did ok so I guess all that 
hiking paid off - that and I was not at 7,000 feet elevation.  There 
was another short hike to another point from the parking lot.

I had lunch overlooking the Pacific Ocean and watched whales 
spouting in the distance.



 
Look closely and you can see a whale spout

From there, I drove 2.2 miles (twisty, curvy) to the parking lot for 
Chimney Rock and Elephant Seal Overlook.  The hike out to 
Chimney Rock was 0.9 miles and you had great vistas of the 
Pacific and more whales spouting.

 
At Chimney Rock Overlook

After I returned to the parking lot, I took the Elephant Seal 
Overlook trail but didn't see any elephant seals, but I did hear their 
bellows.  There were plenty of otters playing in the water and a 
group had gathered to watch them and debate whether they were 
sea otters or river otters.  No consensus was reached.



 
Otters frolicking in Drakes Bay

As I got back in the jeep to head back to Bear Valley Visitor Center 
and the trail head for my campsite, I decided I just wasn't up to a 
4.7 mile hike with pack.  I figure I had already done over 3 miles 
this afternoon.  I've already concluded my limit is around 6 miles a 
day with pack.  So, having come up with enough excuses, I 
decided to camp in a motel room.

I checked into the Tomales Bay Resort for a room for the night. 
 I'm already thinking I may just head north tomorrow and perhaps 
put off camping for a while to spend an extra day at the Columbia 
River Gorge.  I'll keep you posted, regardless.
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I'm not sure what happened to me yesterday but I was done in. 
Instead of hiking 4.6 miles into Glen camp at Point Reyes National 
Seashore, I camped at Tomales Bay Resort for the night. I splurged 
on the motel room, splurged on dinner at Saltwater Oyster Bar and 
didn't get my $10 worth of camping site.

Whatever it was, I felt much better today and headed for Bear 
Valley Visitor Center where the trailhead for Glen camp begins. 
There were deer everywhere at the visitor center, totally 
unconcerned about us early morning hikers.



Before I got to camp, I got up close and personal with a covey of 
quail. I'll have to be wait until I get to my bird book to determine 
which species. They looked perfectly black with a cute top knot 
but they were in the shade and I may not have seen their markings.

Another interesting discovery was a banana slug crawling across 
the trail. They are huge!

I think I must have gotten started around 9:15 am on the trail. I 
made it to the camp just a little after noon. It was mostly uphill. It's 
a good thing I didn't try to hike in yesterday. I don't think I had the 
energy. The trail is actually a road bed and I shared it with morning 



walkers, cyclists, and horse riders. The camp has potable water and 
a double toilet so it's considered a really nice camp. I'm in site 11, 
directly across from the toilet and more importantly, in the shade. 
They also have boxes to lock up your food at night to keep the 
raccoons out. Mice still get in but larger animals can't.

Once I set up camp, I wanted to do a little more hiking so I set out 
for Wildcat camp 2.5 miles away and on the beach. In particular, I 
wanted to walk to Alamere falls just down the beach from Wildcat. 
I just about made it when the fog started rolling in and I decided 
there wouldn't be much to see in pea soup fog so I started back.

On the way to Wildcat, I stopped to photograph some wildflower 
and got an intense burning sensation in my left leg, just below the 
knee. I had knelt on a stinging nettle. I had forgotten how intense 
the pain could be. As I write this, it still burns.

All in all, it was 7.19 miles but 4.6 was with a pack with an 
elevation gain of 1156 feet and a maximum elevation of 1270 feet. 
I'm a tired puppy.

So far, there is only a young couple in campsite 5. They walked 
back from Alamere falls and told me the fog was ok this morning 
but had begun to roll in during the afternoon.



I think dinner tonight will be beef stroganoff. I'll pack out 
tomorrow morning and head to Whiskeytown/Mount Shasta 
National Recreational Area.

Later in the afternoon a single hiker came into site #3 and we've 
had some good conversation. He's pretty hard core. He did 13 
miles today and will do 20 tomorrow. Even later, a threesome came 
in and pitched camp next to me at site 10. At least the hard core 
guy is older. The threesome is two guys and a girl probably in their 
20's. They have a lot of energy. Hope they sleep some tonight.



Cross Country Tour - Day 24 
21 September 2016

OK, I'm officially beat.  With yesterday's hike in and today's hike 
out, I'm wiped.  Instead of camping out at Whiskeytown/Trinty/
Shasta, I'm checked in to a Super 8 in Redding, CA, near the 
campground.  I needed a shower in the worst way, the stinging 
nettle is still a little sensitive and I am exhausted.  I'll drive to 
Crater Lake tomorrow and assess my physical state then.  I'm 
scheduled for two nights of camping there.

I remembered the hike into the campsite as all up hill but I was 
mistaken, as I found out this morning on my return.  I just didn't 
remember the downhill parts yesterday.  It took me about 3 1/2 
hours to hike out this morning and that was with plenty of rest 
stops, so the pace wasn't too bad.

As I started the drive to Whiskeytown, I realized how tired I was 
and I had to force myself to stay awake.  I got plenty of good sleep 
last night, it just must have been the physical effort.  It didn't help 
my ego that three joggers ran past me on my way back to the jeep.

Probably no wifi service at Crater Lake so you may not hear from 
me for a few days.
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I'm at the half way point of the trip and boy, does a night in a bed 
with a shower make a difference.  I woke around 6:30 am, late for 
me, and got on the road by 8 am.

The drive from Redding to Crater Lake was really nice.  It had 
some wide open spaces that reminded me of my days in Montana.

 
I-5 from Redding, CA to Crater Lake

Confession time.  I'm over backpacking in to sites and pitching a 
tent.  The hike into and out of Glen camp pretty much did me in. 
It's day hikes from here on out with hotels and lodges for the 
sleeping accommodations.

I lucked out at Crater Lake.  I had wanted to stay in the Mazama 
Village cabins but they were completely booked a year ago.  Last 
night in the Super 8 in Redding, I checked again and they had a 
vacancy!  It's cabin C-4 for me for the next two nights.  I was too 
late to cancel the tent reservation but let them know when I 
checked in in case someone wanted  my tent space.  Not likely.  I 



talked to a young couple while washing clothes this afternoon and 
it snowed on them last night.

For the remainder of the trip, I have hotels/motels for Yellowstone; 
Caprock Canyons, TX; and Mineral Wells, TX.  In Yellowstone, 
the closest I could get was the town of West Yellowstone, but I 
know that place and it is very close to Old Faithful and my center 
of operations there.

 
It really is that blue!



 
Snow coming across the lake 

I arrived at Crater Lake around 1 pm to snow flurries.  I quickly 
drove to the rim and got a few shots of the lake at the Crater Lake 
Lodge as snow began to obscure Wizard Island.

 
Crater Lake Lodge



 
Lobby of Crater Lake Lodge

I then started to drive to a hike I wanted to do called the 
Watchtower, but the snow really started coming down with such 
intensity it obscured the road.  I decided to come back down off the 
rim and do it tomorrow.  I needed to wash clothes anyway.

 
Snow pelting the windshield

To be honest, it was thrilling to drive through the snow on the 
twists and turns of the rim road.  The jeep does everything 
automatically.  The seat warmed up, the steering wheel warmed up 
and the windshield wipers kept time to the music I was playing. 
The only thing I had to do was turn on the window defroster.



I have a special relationship with snow.  I love watching it fall and 
I love the acoustical silence it provides.  I love walking in it, 
feeling the individual flakes pelting your skin.  I suspect the young 
couple will get more snow tonight!

I stopped for a brief 0.4 mile loop called Castle Crest which I loved 
in June two years ago for the wildflowers.  I didn't expect much 
this time of year but did get to see some Monk's Hood still in 
bloom.

 
Castle Crest Trail

 
Monk's Hood



I finally got the washing done and met the young couple I 
mentioned who were on a 30 day circuit of national parks.  We 
compared notes on various parks and made suggestions to each 
other on ones we intended to visit.

I ate dinner at Annie's Creek Restaurant in Mazama Village - fried 
chicken which was surprisingly good.  It was certainly better than 
the fancy restaurant at the Crater Lake Lodge that I dined at two 
years ago - and cheaper.

Tomorrow is some day hikes around the rim.
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There was ice on the jeep when I got up.  I headed to Annie's 
Creek Restaurant for breakfast and then, with good intentions, 
headed to Watchman Peak to hike the 1.6 mile up and back trail. 
They were repaving the west rim road and I had to be escorted via 
1 lane to the pull off.  When I got out of the car, it was 32F with a 
stiff wind, light rain and you could barely see the summit.  I 
decided to wait for better weather.

I had to wait again to get back on the west rim road and traveled it 
until I started the return trip on the east rim road.  There are several 
great overlooks on the east rim road and I took advantage of 
Cloudcap Overlook, Phantom Ship Overlook, Sun Notch, and a 
few unnamed ones.

 
At Cloudcap Overlook, east rim

My first "hike" of the day, if you can call it that, was a 0.5 mile 
loop at Sun Notch to get a great view of Phantom Ship Island.



 
Phantom Ship Island from Sun Notch, east rim

Most people know the large island in Crater Lake is Wizard Island, 
but Phantom Ship (supposedly the pinnacles look like ship masts) 
is often overlooked.

 
Wizard Island from west rim

There are several additional potential islands in the lake if the 
water level drops which is entirely possible because Crater Lake is 
formed from rainfall - it is not fed by any springs or rivers.



 
At Sun Notch, east rim

One additional stop was Vidae Falls.  All you have to do is pull off 
the road and it's there in front of you.  It is a fairly tall fall but not 
with a tremendous amount of water flow.



 
Vidae Falls, east rim 

I returned to the cabin for lunch and then tried one more time for 
The Watchman - a spectacular hike.  Again the road wait but when 
I got to the pull out, the weather was actually worse.  You couldn't 
see the top at all.  I don't know how the road crews do it but they 
were laying asphalt in that weather when visibility was about 15 
feet.

I decided it was a good day to curl up in bed so I started back to 
the cabin when Godfrey Glen Trail caught my eye.  It's found near 
Mazama Vikkage and it is a 1.0 mile "easy" loop along Munson 
Creek Canyon. You can hear Duwee Falls as you walk the trail but 
the canyon is too steep to see the falls.

 



 
Munson Creek Canyon on Godfrey Glen Trail

Tomorrow I set out for Columbia River Gorge to eventually see 
Multnomah Falls, the prime reason for this trip.  Everything I've 
done so far has been planned around this stop.  I hope for good 
weather the next day so I can get some good shots.  Then I intend 
to view numerous other falls and overlooks along the gorge.
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I made it! Goal accomplished!

OK, I'm officially in a state of nirvana. The ultimate goal of this 
trip was to see Multnomah Falls in the Columbia River Gorge and 
I did it.

Many years ago, I saw a photo of this waterfall and decided I 
wanted to see this.  The photograph was stunning and I did have an 
idea it could not be as beautiful as portrayed in the photo, but 
worth the effort to see it in any case.  Boy, is this thing beautiful! 
More on this later.



I started out a little late this morning.  I woke at 6 am and was on 
the road by 8 am.  Wouldn't you know it, it was a blue sky day with 
perfect temps in the low 30's. As I drove past The Watchman on 
my way out of Crater Lake, I had a tremendous urge to stop and do 
the hike, but I was on a schedule and had already done the hike 
two years ago.

As I traveled, I kept seeing this snow covered peak.  It finally 
dawned on me it was Mount Hood.  As I got closer, it got more 
spectacular.

 
Mount Hood

In any case, I headed to Columbia River gorge in Hood River, 
Oregon and checked into the historic Columbia River George 
Hotel.  What a great place!  My room was not ready (2 pm) so I 



decided to drive to Multonmah Falls to see what it would be like 
for tomorrow.

 
Columbia River Gorge Hotel

The place was a zoo.  Cars were parked on the sides of the road 
and there was a back up of traffic forever.  I tried to find a parking 
place to no avail, so I headed up the road and turned around, 
thinking of an early start the next day when a parking space opened 
up.

I did not realize how the falls were so close to the road and there is 
a restaurant and gift shop as well as a ranger station on the site. 
You can walk right up to the scene in everyone's photos and the 
sight of the falls was everything I expected.

 



Click on the image for a video.

I decided while there, to walk to the bridge in the photo which was 
0.2 miles away and when there decided what-the-hell, climb to the 
top.  It was a mile in distance, straight up with 11 switchbacks.  I 
can tell you it was a bit of a climb but I made it surprisingly well. 
The traffic on the trail was like Grand Central Station at rush hour. 
You needed traffic cops to sort it out.



 
One of the switchbacks on the trail to the summit



What they didn't tell you was the last switch back was downhill 
quite a ways, which meant a steep climb to the next to the last 
switchback on the return.  It was worth the effort, worth the trip. 
Everything before and since has been icing on the cake.

 
One of the switchback markers. This started the downhill part to 
the falls. The other 9 were all uphill.

I met a couple from Albuquerque and we got into a friendly banter 
about the trail, our itinerary, and retirement - he's wanting to. 
Everyone on the trail was super friendly and realized how difficult 
the climb to the summit was and encouraged everyone along the 
way.



 
At the top of the falls looking over the edge 

I returned to the hotel and had dinner there at Simon's.  This is a 
great old hotel with an elevator that must be operated by someone 
at the desk, like I remember as a kid - "3rd floor, men's".  I had an 
outstanding halibut and I'm sorry to admit, 2 martinis - well, not 
really sorry.

The hotel sits on the banks of the Columbia River, impressive in its 
own right, and my window overlooks the river.  On the wall of the 
rooms and in the hallways are the prints that I remembered as a kid 
from my grandparents of the golden age with lovers in swings, 
languid images of women staring into space, etc.  To me, this was 
the art of the 1910's and 1920's before Art Deco.

My intention is to get up early-ish tomorrow and head back to that 
area of Multnomah Falls and see other waterfalls along historic 
highway 30.

Cross Country Tour - Day 28 
 
25 September 2016



For some reason I woke at 5:30 am and was raring to go. However, 
I had to wait until my room service breakfast was delivered at 7 
am.  In any case, I was one the road at 8 am and headed towards 
Troutdale/Portland on I-84 west.  My idea was to travel old, 
historic highway 30 as far as possible and see what "old" Oregon 
looked like.  I exited at Troutdale and started back east on Oregon 
30.  If you are ever in this area, I recommend it.  There are a lot of 
twists and turns and narrow lanes and bridges, but it takes you 
back to the 40's and 50's.  There were a lot of mom and pop inns 
and restaurants along the way.

Click on the speaker icon below to hear “Roll on Columbia.” 

 
Old highway 30



My first stop was at the Portland Women's Forum State Scenic 
Viewpoint. I'm not sure why the name other than the obvious but it 
has some of the best vistas of the Columbia River Gorge along 
with a view of the Vista House.  To the west of you, Portland, and 
to the east of you the mighty Columbia River.

 
Vista from Portland Women's Forum Scenic Viewpoint just off 
Oregon highway 30

Next up was Vista House at Crown Point. This is a basalt 
promontory on the gorge and the building that occupies the site 
was designed by Edgar M. Lazarus. His detractors referred to it as 
the world's most expensive bathroom. Samuel Lancaster 
supervised the Columbia River Highway project in 1913 and the 
idea of the Vista House was to promote travel on the highway. 
Construction on the house was completed in 1918. It is, of course, 
much more than bathrooms.  It has an observation deck, a small 
cafe, gift shop, and exhibits.



 
Vista House

 
Interior of Vista House



 
View of Columbia River Gorge from Vista House 

Heading east on 30, the next stop was Latourell Falls.  The hike to 
see the falls was all downhill and fairly short (0.2) miles.  It's a 
spectacular waterfall of approximately 249 feet in height. It's a 
straight shot down for the falls whereas most of the falls in the area 
are tumblers in they have steps down.



 
Latourell Falls

Bridal Veil Fall was next.  Most states have a waterfall named 
bridal veil and they are all fairly broad in appearance.  This was a 
little further in hiking distance (0.6 miles) but worth the downhill 
part - which meant all uphill on the return.  Also at Bridal Veil was 
an interpretive trail with overlooks of the Columbia River Gorge.



 
Bridal Veil Falls

The last falls of the day was Wahkeena which was a short hike 
upward to a bridge spanning the creek in front of the falls.  You 
were so close to the fall, you got wet from the mist.



 
Wahkeena Falls

I missed the last two falls on the scenic leg: Oneonta Falls and 
Horsetail Falls.  I could have seen Oneonta as I stopped at the 
Oneonta Gorge to view the tunnel carved into the Rock for old 
highway 30, but did not know the falls was there,  further up the 
gorge (1.5 mile hike).



 
Oneonta tunnel at Oneonta Gorge for old highway 30

Horsetail Falls was so busy, I couldn't get a parking space 
anywhere near the place. I opted to head to Bonneville Dam for a 
tour of the visitor center.

 
Bonneville Dam - finished in 1938 and still providing electricity to 
Wahington and Oregon

Bonneville is a large dam and one of the first on the Columbia 
River. It also has locks to allow ship traffic and barges through. 



 Since the dam stopped the natural flow when completed in 1938 
(F.D.R. Dedicated it in 1937) they installed salmon ladders to 
allow migration further upstream.  In the visitor center, you can see 
salmon swimming upstream through specially designed portals in 
the salmon ladder.

 
Salmon ladder at Bonneville Dam

Next, I crossed the Bridge of the Gods into Washingon.  It was 
built in 1926 and is a 1,856 foot cantilevered bridge across the 
Columbia River connecting the two states.  There is a toll of $2 in 
both directions and I assume it goes for the upkeep of the bridge 
since it was in pretty good shape.  It's very narrow and as I was 
returning to Oregon, a transfer truck was beginning to cross, so it is 
still used commercially.



 
Driving across the very narrow Bridge of the Gods into 
Washington

My last attempted stop was the picturesque town of Hood River.  I 
say attempted because the downtown area was like the traffic at 
Multnomah Falls.  I think I found two parking spaces in the entire 
town and they were far away from the main drag.  With amount 
Hood close by, it's a popular stopover for campers, hikers, bikers, 
and what not.  It looked a lot like parts of Tallahassee to me with a 
collegiate atmosphere.
 
Tomorrow, I have to be at the Coho Ferryboat in Port Angeles, 
Washington by 1 pm for my trip to Victoria, British Columbia.  I 
have reservations (not that I knew I needed them, but Keith, who 
has been to Victoria many times clued me in). It's about a six hour 
drive, so I need to be on the road around 6 am to allow me a little 
leeway in case I hit a traffic jam or something.



Cross Country Tour - Day 29 
26 September 2016

It was interesting traveling out of Oregon into Washington.  Even 
though the scenery is similar, you can still differentiate between 
the states, if nothing else, by the road quality and speed limits.  The 
speed limits are slower in Washington and the roads are better in 
Oregon.

My main concern today and biggest worry of the trip was to make 
the 1 pm deadline to be in line at the ferry at Port Angeles, 
Washington to travel to Victoria, British Columbia.  I wanted to 
build in a little extra time for unforeseen circumstances, so I awoke 
at 4:30 am this morning and was on the road by 6 am. I pulled into 
the ferry terminal at 12:30 pm, paid the $126 remainder of my fee 
for my round trip passage,  had my passport checked, and filled out 
the passenger card.  I then killed time by walking around Port 
Angeles a little and catching up on some phone calls.

 
Black Ball Ferry Terminal, Port Angeles, Washington



At exactly 1:30 pm, they started loading cars and I was positioned 
in such a way I was the first off the ferry.  The trip is billed as an 
hour and a half, but part of that time frame is off loading the cars 
once in Victoria.  When the customs agent found out I was from 
Florida, he paid particular attention to my answer I was carrying no 
firearms.  He then asked if I normally carried guns in my car. 
 Guess he had been reading about all the gun legislation in Florida.

I made it to the guest house, Dashwood Manor, so named from one 
of the previous owners.  The "beach" is across the street but it isn't 
a real beach. Instead it is riprap to stave off erosion from storms 
they get from Hawaii. The guest house owner called the storm the 
Pineapple Express.  Strangely, from 1-4 pm, no one is on staff. 
 They put a sign on the door they have gone shopping (apparently 
an everyday thing - or at least an excuse not to deal with guests).

 
Dashwood Manor, 1 Cook Street, Victoria, British Columbia

I have to admit the room is quite nice.  It has a king size bed, 
electric fireplace, a "spa" tub in the bedroom along with a shower 
in the bathroom.



 
The Cambridge Room at Dashwood Manor, Victoria, British 
Columbia

My room overlooks the beach.  The owner seemed a little reserved 
but once I paid the charge, he seemed to warm up.   Perhaps it's 
just the Victoria way.  Most Canadians are very friendly and 
outgoing, but I noticed that when I walked to a restaurant for 
dinner, very few made eye contact with me much less provide any 
sort of greeting or acknowledgment to my greeting.



 
View from my window of Strait of Juan de Fuca

Tomorrow I intend to tour Buchart Gardens, the main reason for 
my visit to Victoria.  I may try to have tea at the gardens.  Several 
have recommended I have tea at the Empress Hotel, the oldest and 
most famed, but the price of their tea is $125 Canadian. Even with 
the exchange rate, that's $94 American. Besides, it's too much food 
for one person.  I understand the Buchart tea is similar and $35 
Canadian and a lot less food.

I may, if I have time, also visit the Abkhazi gardens.  It's 
supposedly a short distance from the guest house. Now for some 
sleep.



Cross Country Tour - Day 30 
27 September 2016

I have mixed feelings about Victoria.  It's a pretty, clean, historic 
town but the people leave me cold.  Maybe it's because the climate 
is so consistent, but there seems to be no emotion to them.  The 
nicest people I have met so far are the gardeners at Butchart 
Gardens (I've been spelling it wrong all this time) and the cook at 
the Mexican restaurant down the street from the guest house.

I woke up Florida time, 5:30 am here, and had coffee, checked out 
who everyone thought won the debate, then showered and shaved 
for breakfast.

That's another thing.  Breakfast started at 8:15 am, not 8:00. 
Everything in this guest house is very precise.  There's a note on 
the door that it locks automatically, a note with glasses there is ice 
in the dining room, a note in the bathroom not to use the "good" 
towels to remove make up or you'll be charged.  I get the feeling 
that one of the owners is a little bit of a control freak.  Those are 
just some of the notes in the room.  They are all over the place.

Breakfast was a pleasant surprise (perhaps because the owners 
subcontract it out).  I had soft scrambled eggs which really were 
soft scrambled, bacon, toast, fruit, fruit juice, and a complimentary 
fruit tart along with coffee.

I left after breakfast for Butchart Gardens.  It's several miles out of 
town on some back roads and when I drove into the place, I was a 
little worried about the commercial atmosphere and the 
ordinariness of the initial view.

My first wow moment was the sunken gardens, produced on the 
site of an original cement quarry.  It was pretty stunning.



 
Sunken Garden, Butchart Gardens

The next part that I really liked was the Japanese garden. I've seen 
many Japanese gardens: San Antonio, San Francisco, Morikami, 
etc., but this has to be the best and best maintained.

 
Japanese Garden at Butchart Gardens
 
I was pleases to see my birth flower, the Chrysanthemum, in 
bloom.



 
Pink Chrysanthemum

Another favorite of mine is the Dahlia.

 
Red Dahlia

When I used to work in Montana years ago, I was introduced to 
Fuchsia and they had two types blooming all over the place.



 
Fuchsia

I drove back to town (decided not to do lunch or tea at the garden) 
and drove downtown to see the Empress Hotel.  I walked through 
the lobby to the sound of the fire alarm which everyone was 
ignoring and then walked through the dining room and tea room.

 
The Fairmont Empress Hotel, downtown Victoria

After that, I took a quick walk around the block and headed back 
towards the guest house.



 
British Columbia Parliament Building on the waterfront 

Before I pulled in, I decided to follow Dallas St. For a ways to see 
the shoreline.  It's classified as a scenic way, but I confess the view 
of the mainland leaves me a little cold.  It looks a little plain and a 
little rundown.  Perhaps I just don't like cities.

 
View of the mainland from the scenic drive along Dallas St

I returned once more to the guest house and then walked a half 
mile down Cook Street to have lunch at a Mexican restaurant.  It 
was some of the best Mexican I've had in a while.  Most Florida 
restaurants can't decide whether they are Mexican or Cuban and try 
to do both - poorly.



I have to be at the ferry terminal tomorrow by 9 am, so no 
breakfast for me.  I'll spend the night in Olympic National Park at 
the Sol duc Hot Springs Resort.  I can't wait to see the rainforest!



Cross Country Tour - Day 31 
28 September 2016

Damn! Jim Wilson is right again.  He threatened to have Governor 
Scott deny me re-entry into Florida if I didn't go to Hurricane 
Ridge in Olympic National Park.  He also said something about 
extradition to Mississippi, so with that hanging over my head, I 
reluctantly headed to Hurricane Ridge.

As it turns out, the road was a straight shot from the Port Angeles 
Ferry.  It's a beautiful drive along a curvy road that took you into 
sunlight and into shadows.  At one time, the outside temperature 
dropped 7 F on one curve alone.

 
Hurricane Ridge, Olympic National Park

I arrived after a 45 minute drive from the ferry and immediately 
started on a loop trail. I started the Cirque Rim Trail which is 0.75 
miles, got to the overlook and doubled back on the High Rim Trail 
(0.5 mile segment) and the hiked to Sunrise Point (0.1 mile).



 
Trail to Sunrise Point, Olympic National Park

From Sunrise Point, you could not only see the Olympic Mountain 
Range but also Port Angeles and, across the Strait of Juan Fuca, 
Victoria.  Spectacular!  You could see at least 4 glaciers on the 
mountain tops.



I stopped and had lunch on an overlook at an elevation of around 
5400 feet.  Lunch was cheese and crackers and water.  I sat next to 
a lady and her teenage son who lived 2 1/2 hours away and her son 
had never seen the park.

 
Near Sunrise Point, Olympic National Park

Wilson considers this the ultimate in views and I reluctantly agree, 
but I do want to come home some day.

I think the GPS in the jeep is even getting into the trip.  I 
programmed both Hurricane Ridge and Sol Duc Hot Springs 
Resort into the GPS and when I left Hurricane Ridge, the system 



took me along back roads to Sol Duc.  One road was even a 
washboard dirt road.  I can't even remember the last time I drove a 
washboard road and it brought back fond memories.

I arrived at Sol Doc around 4:30 pm and my room was still not 
ready.  The resort apparently had some kind of inspection and they 
were behind.  Sol Doc Hot Springs is noted for, wait for this, hot 
springs.  There are four areas: one normal temperature 60F, and 
then three others of increasing temperatures.  I'll try it once I get 
settled in the cabin.

 
Sol Duc Hot Springs, Olympic National Park

Tomorrow I intend to travel to the Hoh rainforest, another bucket 
list item. I remember learning about this temperate rainforest in 
high school and have always wanted to see it.  I hope to bring 
home some good photos!



Cross Country Tour - Day 32 
29 September 2016

I woke before sunrise to a herd of deer in front of my cabin. It 
seems they know a great grazing ground when they see one. They 
could care less about the guests and only move out of your way 
when you walk past.

 
Sunrise at Sol Duc Hot Springs

Since my room was so late yesterday, they comped me for 
breakfast and I splurged on a short stack of buttermilk pancakes. I 
then fired up the jeep and headed to Hoh Rain Forest, some 40 
miles away but almost two hours travel time.



 
Cabin at Sol Duc Hot Springs, Olympic National Forest

You are constantly entering and leaving the Olympic National Park 
and you go from 60 mph outside the park to 45 mph within the 
park, to 35 mph when you enter the Hoh Rain Forest.

I remember reading about a temperate rain forest as a kid and 
always wondered what it would look like. My imagination was 
stimulated by an old movie staring Jan Michael Vincent and Chief 
Dan George called “Shadow Hawk” that took place in the rain 
forest will all the ferns and mosses.



 
Moss Trail At Hoh Rain Forest

I have to admit I was at first disappointed. It lacked the wow factor 
of the past few days and then I realized it was a more sedate, 
sensuous, quiet beauty and I got into it. The air was amazingly 
fresh smelling, almost to the point of what the ozone you smell 
after a lightening discharge.



Roosevelt Elk are supposedly found grazing within the park but 
none were seen today. I suspect there were too many people on the 
trail.



 
Moss Trail at Hoh Rain Forest, Olympic National Park

I hiked a couple of trails, ran into some people that wanted to 
converse, and then had lunch on a picnic table at the park. Sol Duc 
Hot Springs will provide a "hiker" lunch and that's what I had. I 
didn't eat it all, so as I was getting ready to trash the Saran Wrap, a 
raven opened the bag and stole a potato chip.



 
Me and the temperate rain forest

I decided to continue south along highway 101 and stopped at 
Ruby Beach and got some great shots of the massive rocks out in 
the ocean that everyone sees when the Pacific Northwest is 
portrayed. You could walk right down to the beach, crawl over 
deadfall, and get up close and personal to the "islands." It was 
scene right out of a Chevy commercial!



 
Ruby Beach

The drive back took two hours and by then I was ready for dinner. 
It seems Sol Duc Hot Springs has as a visiting chef, the chef at 
Bryce Canyon National Park. This guy is great. Last night I had 
their special, Dungeness crab cakes and cream of broccoli soup. It 
was outstanding.

Tonight I had to explain to the young lady who was bartending 
how to make a vodka martini. She thought extra dry meant extra 
vermouth - ugh! I also had to explain how to make a simple syrup 
and two people were constantly referring to the bartender's guide 
for the drinks. My martini per my instructions was pretty good. 
The hamburger the chef did for me was great and I would come 
back here just for his French fries, they were that good.

Tomorrow is a nine plus hour drive to Spokane. I really wanted to 
do highway 20 and pass through North Cascades National Park and 
see Grand Coulee dam, but that would put me in excess of 11 
hours. I'll simply have to come back to Washington for those!



Cross Country Tour - Day 33 
30 September 2016

The route to Spokane took me back to Port Angeles then along 
highway 101, and then surprisingly to highway 104 through a 
really beautiful community called Port Gamble, then to Kingston 
and then by ferry to Edmonds.  I had not anticipated the ferry and 
it was a large one - a double decker.  The efficiency of getting cars 
and transfer trucks on and off is pretty amazing. No reservations 
were required.

I caught a glimpse of the Space Needle while driving through 
Seattle and I was also surprised at the number of tunnels through 
Seattle.  Trees are beginning to get their fall foliage so the drive 
was especially interesting.

The mountains in that area are great and the road system gets you 
through without any problem.  Then you hit the long, long stretch 
on the eastern side of the Cascades that misses being classified as a 
desert by less than 2 inches of rainfall a year. Because of irrigation, 
it is anything but desert-like - quite lush, actually.  I remember 
reading about labor unrest in this area during the Great Depression 
which at times got very bloody and brutal.

I did not anticipate the beauty of eastern Washington.  It was worth 
the long drive and it reminded me somewhat of Montana.

I checked into the Davenport Lusso, a boutique hotel across the 
street from the historic Davenport of Spokane.  This is probably 
the biggest hotel room I've stayed in this trip and its plush and 
relatively inexpensive for the night.  It seems I got an up grade in 
rooms.



I had dinner last night across the street in the Davenport's Palm 
Court restaurant.  Their claim to fame is Crab Louie, created at the 
Davenport and named after the owner Louie Davenport.  It was a 
huge salad with plenty of Dungeness crab. I highly recommend it. 
I've seen Crab Louie on the menu at other locations but it was nice 
to have it where it originated.

Today is a drive to Grouse Mountain Lodge outside Glacier 
National Park.

 



Cross Country Tour - Day 34 
1 October 2016

OK, whatever you doing, stop right now and go online and 
purchase an airline ticket to Kalispell, Montana and fly in and meet 
me at Glacier National Park.  Hands down, this is the best national 
park in the U.S. for scenery.

 
Enjoy the view!

Every bend in the road (and there’s a whole lot of them) is more 
spectacular than the one before.  I've never seen such an awesome 
display of nature, and all I did was drive the "Going to the Sun" 
road this afternoon. I haven't hiked one inch yet - that's for 
tomorrow. The road is perhaps the most aptly named thing in any 
of the national parks.  You actually feel like you are heading into 
the sun.

 



 
Clouds rolling in. Look left, center and you will see a small white, 
vertical streak. That's actually a pretty good size water fall.

I drove in from Whitefish, Montana to West Glacier entrance.  This 
is the steepest climb of the "Going to the Sun" road as it goes 
through Logan Pass and the continental divide.  Talk about white 
knuckles! I think my fingerprints are indelibly etched into the 
steering wheel of the jeep.  It's a very narrow road and going up to 
Logan Pass it is a sheer drop off of several thousand feet!

 
Guess who?



I was intent on driving the entire length of the road from west 
entrance to St. Mary campground.  At Logan Pass, elevation 6,647 
feet, I stopped for a few photos and I got into a hail storm!

 
Hail storm arriving

Click on the image to hear the sound of hail pounding the 
pavement and cars in the parking lot.



As I started down the other side, the hail turned to rain and it came 
down in sheets.  I turned around at St. Mary campground and made 
my way back.  The entire length of the road is 49 miles, so I drove 
98 today holding on tight to the steering wheel. 

 
Waterfalls were everywhere!

The return wasn't so bad since I was on the inside face of the cliffs. 
However, you could tell the people heading up the way I first came 
were more than a little cautious.



 
Storm coming through a gap

If you haven't been to Glacier, it is a must.  I have no idea as yet 
what hikes I intend to do tomorrow.  It depends somewhat on the 
weather, and as I found out today, expect high and low 
temperatures, sun, rain, hail, and maybe even snow.



 
Birch trees in all their glory



Cross Country Tour - Day 35 
2 October 2016

I have hiked a lot in 66 years and I can't think of a hike I enjoyed 
more than the one today to Avalanche lake via Avalanche Creek 
and Avalanche Gorge.  It is considered the most popular hike in 
Glacier and I can understand why.  

Avalanche Gorge. Click on the image.

I got going around 8:30 am by defrosting the ice off the car and 
heading to Whitefish for breakfast at Loula's right as you get into 



town on highway 93. It's in the basement of what looks like an old 
bank building.  Whitefish is a neat town where the downtown 
section never died.

It's an 18 mile trip to the west entrance of Glacier from Whitefish 
and then another 12 miles to the Avalanche parking lot.  There 
weren't that many cars there at 10:15 am, so I headed out for the 
Cedars Loop part of the trail which leads to Avalanche Lake.

No sooner had I started than I ran into a closed trail sign. 
Fortunately, it was only one part of the loop that was closed for 
renovation and I started at the exit point and walked the boardwalk 
for the Cedars Loop.  The loop is so named for the huge Western 
Red Cedars found in this section along Avalanche Creek.  This part 
of the trail was approximately 0.4 miles and is wheel chair 
accessible.

Once you get to the midway point of Cedars loop, you have this 
wonderful viewpoint of Avalanche Gorge.  It is not a large gorge 
but the water rushing through is impressive.



 
Avalanche Gorge

From that point, you can opt to return or continue along the 
Avalanche Lake trail, approximately 2.0 miles to the lake.  The 
trail is pretty much uphill from that point on until you drop down 
on the lake.  The good news is the trail is well designed with 
manageable switchbacks.  Either that or I am finally getting into 
shape.



 
Along the trail to Avalanche Lake

Your pathway is through another temperate rainforest.  This one is 
actually how I pictured a rainforest to be and the understory was 
rich in mosses, ferns, lichens, clubmosses, and an olio of other 
plants.  I was in heaven.



 
Temperate rainforest along the trail

Too many years go, I read a book for young adults (we were called 
juveniles then) called Freckles by Gene Stratton-Porter. The story 
is set in the Limberlost Swamps of Indiana where Freckles, who is 
missing one hand, is hired to protect the tall timber from timber 
thieves.  He refers to his charges as his cathedral.  That's akin to 
how I felt today, walking through nature's cathedral.

Enough of the religious references! I arrived at the glacial lake and 
it was quite ordinary at the point you exit the trail.  However, if 
you continue walking around the lake (approximately 0.7 mile) 
you reach the area of glacier runoff into the lake. It seems the lake 
is fed by three waterfalls which you can see off in the distance. 
 The waterfalls look tiny when you see them but you can hear the 
roar of water as it comes off the mountain. In reality, the vastness 
of the mountain diminishes your perception of the waterfalls.



 
Avalanche Lake from the trail

I had lunch lakeside (granola-like bar that Holley had given me) 
and met a couple from Missoula, Montana and another couple 
from Spokane, Washington.

 
Avalanche Lake

It was then back down the trail, thankfully mostly downhill to the 
car.  I stopped a couple of other places on the "Going to the Sun" 
road for photos and then headed back to Whitefish.  I stopped in 
Columbia Falls for diesel fuel and a car wash.  The jeep looked a 
sorry state from all the road mud and the layers of bugs that were 



plastered to the front and windshield.  It took about $6 of quarters 
to get it clean.

I then stopped in Whitefish at a local grocery to purchase Windex, 
paper towels, and a scrubbing sponge to get off the rest of the 
stubborn bugs.  I also needed to clean the inside of the windows 
because there was a film build up that caused a glare when you 
were heading into the sun.

Dinner tonight was at La Cocina Feliz, a good place for tamales. 
Dessert was at Sweet Peaks ice cream parlor. I kept the Mexican 
theme with Mexican dark chocolate which had more than a hint of 
jalapeño in it.

Tomorrow is a six plus hour drive to Chico Hot Springs in Pray, 
Montana (again with the religious theme). I've stayed here before, 
January two years ago.  I'll be sure to dip into the hot springs 
again.
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It's hard to get used to 80 mph speed limits in Montana,  but if you 
are going anywhere in Montana, you need to pour on the speed.  I 
had Carte Blanche most of the way from Whitefish to Pray, 
Montana. It still took me 6 1/2 hours.

Pray is the name of the little community in which Chico Hot 
Springs resort is located.  This is my second visit here under 
decidedly different environmental conditions.  The last time I was 
here was January 12, 2015 with the temperature around 20F and 
snow on the ground.



 
January 12, 2015

 
Buggy ride in the snow - thanks to Michel for the photo!

This trip is positively balmy by comparison with an outside air 
temperature of 52F. However, snow is predicted for tonight.  As a 
harbinger, it rained on me the whole way here.



The hot springs are interesting.  There is a large pool of varying 
temperature with the shallow end somewhat cool and the deeper 
end somewhat warm.  The smaller pool is around 106F.

At the end of every day, the pool is drained, cleaned, and refilled. 
As a guest, you get access free but if you want a robe, you have to 
pay $8.  It's worth it.  The pool is very relaxing and if you like, you 
can order from the bar/restaurant right at poolside.



 
106F in the pool, 52F air temperature!

My room tonight is two doors down from my visit in 2015 - part of 
the old building, but not the oldest part.  The rooms are very 
modern, clean, and very quiet.

Tomorrow, it's off to West Yellowstone and then Yellowstone Park!



Cross Country Trip - Day 37 
4 October 2016

I really do like the Chico Lodge.  It's old, out of the way, and a 
little tacky but they run it like a class joint.  It's comfortable, the 
Chico Saloon is friendly with good food, and the staff go out of 
their way to make sure you are enjoying yourself.  I reluctantly bid 
adieu around 8 am this morning and headed to West Yellowstone.

Normally, the route would be through Mammoth, but that road is 
already closed for the winter so I had to backtrack to Bozeman and 
come in from the southwest instead of the north entrance.  It added 
only 20 minutes to an already short travel time of a little over two 
hours.

I drove into West Yellowstone around 10 am, asked about the 
check in time at the Stage Coach Inn (3 pm) and headed to 
Yellowstone.

The inn attracted me via a web page and I thought it looked quite a 
bit like the Wort in Jackson Hole.  It seems the person who built 
the Wort built the Stage Coach Inn to be like it.  The Wort is much 
classier and far more high end - one of the top boutique hotels in 
America, but this one is much cheaper to stay.

I toured Firehole Lake road with its geysers, made my pilgrimage 
to Grand Prismatic Springs among 10,000 Chinese tourists, all 
taking selfies, and made my way to Old Faithful and lucked out in 
that it was due to erupt just as I got there.  I got a good video shot 
of the eruption that I posted on Facebook.



 
Great Fountain Geyser along Firehole Lake Road

 
White Dome Geyser along Firehole Lake Road

From there I walked over to the Old Faithful Inn which 
surprisingly was still open for the season, and walked into the Bear 
Pit Lounge for a bison burger and martini.



 
Old Faithful Inn

 
The famed crow's nest at the top of the Inn at a height of 76 feet. I 
got to touch the ceiling up there in 2013. The crow's nest was 
where the orchestra was located during dances in the lobby.



 
My favorite watering hole

It was about that time it started snowing.  It is predicted an 
accumulation of 6-8 inches tonight.  I'll find out whether I have to 
rent snow shoes tomorrow when I head back to the park.

I made one more short stop at Emerald Geyser, just right out of 
Old Faithful Geyser Basin in a snowstorm and decided it was time 
to head back to West Yellowstone for the night.

I would like to take several short day hikes tomorrow, particularly 
the overlook of Old Faithful.  I did that hike several summers ago 
and it nearly killed me.  I want to see if I really am in better shape 
this time.  It depends on the snow.   
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There is no accounting for the stupidity of humans - especially me. 
 I knew I had not explored Biscuit Basin, so on the way to hike 
Observation Point at Old Faithful, I stopped in at Biscuit Basin.  It 
looked no more than a boardwalk, but as I got about halfway 
around, it said Mystic Falls.  Well, you know me and water falls! 
 It was only 0.5 miles! Then as I got to the path, it said Overlook 
0.7 miles. I stupidly started off without water, without the pack, 
and most importantly, without the bear spray.

Fortunately, there were two hikers in front of me and I figured they 
would greet the bear first.  All in all, I met 6 hikers on the trail and 
only one had water and it wasn't me and none had bear spray. It 
was like we were out for a Sunday stroll.

In any case, in spite of my stupidity, I'm glad I made the hike 
which was a little over 3.8 miles round trip at an elevation of 
around 8,000 feet.  From the observation point, you could see the 
entire lower geyser basin, including Old Faithful.  It was a pretty 
awesome vista.



 
View from Overlook at Biscuit Basin of the entire Upper Geyser 
Basin

It was also a steep climb of over 500 feet vertical to get here. 
 Thank goodness for switchbacks!



 
Trail up to overlook at Biscuit Basin

I left the observation point and followed the trail upward thinking 
this was an overlook to the fall.   Wrong! It was a loop trail to the 
fall with various view points of the fall as you hiked ever 
downward. Mystic Falls is spectacular with a drop of 70 feet into 
the creek below.  Every switchback had a better and better view.

 



               Mystic Falls. Click on the image for a video.



Previous to the Biscuit Basin hike, I walked Fountain Paintpots. 
 It's a total boardwalk hike and we had a surprise visitor at the 
paint pots.

  
A visitor to Fountain Paintpots

Eventually, I made my way to the Old Faithful Inn, had a quick 
lunch and started out for Observation Point, this time with pack, 
water, and bear spray!

I was in luck, Old Faithful was to erupt in about 20 minutes after 
reaching the summit.  I needed a rest anyway and so waited with a 
Chinese family and a mother and daughter from Indiana.  This 
time, Old Faithful was about 15 minutes late with numerous false 
eruptions which usually means a pretty powerful "real" eruption. 
 It proved to be true; this eruption was the tallest I've ever seen.



 
Old Faithful erupting as seen from Observation Point

A bonus to the hike was a few minutes after Old Faithful blew, 
Beehive erupted.  It is my favorite geyser in the park and the force 
of the eruption reminds me of a firehouse under great pressure. 
 You could also hear the eruption from Observation Point.



Beehive Geyser erupting as seen from Observation Point. Click on 
the image for a video.



I then decided to call it a day and head back to West Yellowstone. 
 The trip was interrupted several times for bison crossing the road.

 
Guess who has the right of way?

I made it back around 4 pm and hurried to launder clothes.  This 
makes the third time I've washed clothes this trip and unless I get 
really messy, it'll probably be my last.

Tomorrow is a 12 plus hour drive to Estes Park, Colorado and 
Rocky Mountain National Park. 
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For some reason, I couldn't get to sleep last night.  It must have 
been the drive I was facing the next day.  I got up around 5 am and 
after defrosting the jeep which had a coat of ice and snow on it, I 
was on the road by 7:40 am.

The clock in the jeep was reading 7:01 and then 7:02 and back and 
forth between the two.  I chalked it down to the cold weather 
(25F). The GPS routed me through Yellowstone and the Grand 
Teton which I thought correct.  Just as I hit the road to West 
Yellowstone Lake, the GPS went haywire.  It had me driving 
across Yellowstone Lake, cutting across country, and constantly 
recalculating the route.  It must have really been colder than the 
25F reading of outside temperature.  Eventually, I pulled over and 
cut off the engine and restarted the jeep and everything was OK.

As I climbed to the Continental Divide in Yellowstone, I ran into 
snow and then a sign that said snow tires required.  I kept going. 
Although I don't have snow tires, they are rated all-weather.  I 
simply put the jeep in "snow" drive and kept going.

I kept passing signs saying if lights flashing, turn back but the 
lights weren't flashing.

The drive ended up being 10 1/2 hours and it's the longest drive 
I've attempted on the trip, yet the jeep kept me very comfortable. 
Whenever I got too tired, I pulled off and got out and walked 
around.

I hit snow in the passes all through Wyoming and then I started 
highway 34 to Estes Park through  Big Thompson Canyon.  This is 
a very impressive canyon!  I couldn't stop since traffic was backed 
behind me and in front and there was construction on the road.



Tomorrow, I want to head to a bear Lake and re-hike that.  The last 
time I did it was in the dead of winter with snow shoes!
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Sunrise in the Rockies

This past March, Nancy, Michel and I snowshoed Bear Lake in 
Rocky Mountain National Park.  You drive to the lake and the 
fasten your snowshoes and follow the guide to the lake up a small 
incline which nearly killed us.  Bear Lake is at an elevation of 
9,450 feet.  Most hikers tell you elevation begins to affect you at 
6,000 feet.

The walk around the lake is a little over 1/2 mile, but two years 
ago, we climbed up to Nymph Lake, a 255 foot increase in 
elevation to 9,705 feet.  We got to walk on the surface of both 
lakes which had frozen solid.

I wanted to revisit Bear and Nymph Lakes on this trip. Remember, 
I've been hiking at 7,000-8,000 plus feet of elevation on this trip, 
so I figured I would be up for it.

In getting to Bear Lake this morning, I ran into a traffic jam of elk. 
Twice.  I parked in the Bear Lake parking lot with about 10 cars 



already there. I laced up my boots and was immediately out of 
breath.

 
Elk Traffic Jam

I made the loop around Bear Lake and took in the spectacular 
scenery and then headed up the trail to Nymph Lake.

 
Bear Lake, elevation 9,450 feet. Notice clouds coming over the 
mountain.

The trail is heavily used and as a consequence, the snow had been 
pounded into mush and then frozen over.  The trail was like an ice 
rink.  You had to be exceptionally careful in taking a single step.



 
Ice Trail to Nymph Lake

After making it up the ice trail, I felt The lake looked smaller this 
time because it was not covered in snow.



 
Nymph Lake, elevation 9,705 feet.

From Nymph, you can continue upward to Dream Lake which 
many consider to be the most beautiful.  Again the ice trail.  I 
wasn't too worried walking up but I had a bad feeling about 
walking down the same ice path.



 
Trail to Dream Lake

Dream Lake is at an elevation of 9,775 feet and even though I was 
hiking well, taking short breaks; it felt like someone was sitting on 
my chest.  I couldn't get enough oxygen into my lungs.



 
Dream Lake, elevation 9,775 feet

From Dream Lake, a trail led ever upward to Emerald Lake at, for 
me, a record busting elevation of 10,110 feet above sea level.



 
Trail to Emerald Lake

It was windy at Dream Lake.  At Emerald, it was like being in a 
wind tunnel.  All us hikers took a couple of quick photos and then 
retreated to some shelter to defrost.



 
Emerald Lake, elevation 10,110 feet

The walk down was tricky, tricky, tricky.  I think it took me more 
time to hike down than it did to hike up. I immediately decided my 
first task upon getting down off the mountain would be to purchase 
ice cleats for the boots.  I did later today.

I kept meeting more and more people on the trail and by the time I 
got to the parking lot, the lot was full and rangers were directing 
traffic.

The hike up to Emerald Lake was 1.8 miles, so round trip it was 
3.6. Add to that 0.5 miles for Bear Lake and I did 4.1 miles at over 
9,000 feet.  I feel pretty good about that.



 
Bear Lake, Nymph Lake, Dream Lake, Emerald Lake Trail Sign

I decided to head to the visitor center at the entrance and the traffic 
was backed up to get into the park all the way to Estes Park.  I 
purchased the ice cleats at Estes Park Mountain Shop where we 
rented snowshoes in March and they were 20% off! I decided to 
call it a day for hiking and headed to get some lunch.

Tomorrow is an 8 hour drive to Mesa Verde, Colorado.
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These eight plus hour drives would be getting old except for the 
scenery you are driving through.  I normally don't stop for 
photographs but one place was just too nice to pass up.

 
Viewpoint on Drive

I also passed through a really neat little town called Pagosa Springs 
at the juncture of highway 160 and 84.  It was quaint and not too 
touristy and in the center of a national forest so there are plenty of 
opportunities for hiking.



 
Wild beast at Mesa Verde

In any case, I made it to Mesa Verde around 4:00 pm, did the 
visitor center and then headed out for my lodging for the night, Far 
View Lodge which really is in the middle of the park, so I had 
another 15 minute drive along the curvy curvy.

 Far View “Lodge"

The lodge is really the registration desk with restaurant, and bar 
but it overlooks the valley below.  The rooms are motel-like, each 
with their own view and they are quite modern with all the 
amenities except television which I have probably watched all of 2 



hours the entire trip with most of that being Hurricane Matthew 
coverage.

 
My "cabin" at Mesa Verde Far View Lodge

I'm only here for the night.  Tomorrow I have the "700 Years Tour" 
from 8 am until noon of the park and I'm hoping that will take me 
to all the major sites, particularly the Long House.  If not, I have a 
little leeway in time to go to any site I miss before I head to Taos 
tomorrow.

 
Sunset at Mesa Verde
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Today started with a breakfast buffet at the lodge restaurant.  You 
are always taking you life in your hands when doing the buffet, but 
this was a good one. The eggs were not rubbery and the view from 
the window overlooked the valley below.

About 7:45am, our tour director Holley started ushering us to the 
bus where we met the driver Leonard.  Both were extremely 
competent and well versed in the culture of the area.  Leonard was 
especially good at spotting wildlife which included a buck mule 
deer, turkeys, and an elk.

 
Mule Deer Buck



 
Wild Turkeys

We first stopped at one of the earliest Pit houses, so named since 
they were in essence a pit dug into the ground with a roof. This 
was on the top of the Cuesta (Mesa Verde is misnamed, it should 
technically be Cuesta Verde because the whole thing slants 
southward).

 
Kiva at Pit House

From there we bussed to an overlook of Oak House and Mummy 
House.  Oak because of the presence of an oak tree at the site and 
Mummy House because a mummified corpse was found inside the 
house.



Oak House. Notice the steps carved into the rock.

We also had a pretty good view of Sun Temple from the overview 
and later got an up close and personal view of the place.



 
Holley Explaining Brick Laying at Sun Temple

Next was Balcony House which we would get to tour.  Drew, the 
temp park ranger who is in actuality an archeologist, led the tour. 
He was very enthusiastic about this particular tour.



 
Drew, Archeologist, Park Ranger

First, he asked if we were up to a three story climb on a wooden 
ladder, then a 12 foot crawl on hands and knees through a tunnel, 
and then two more ladder climbs and a series of steps carved into 
the rock to get back to the starting point.

We all enthusiastically (some more than others) agreed we were. 
We were to regret the enthusiasm.

We first left the Mesa and went down by a series of concrete steps 
constructed by the Civilian Conservation Corps to an overhang 
were Drew introduced us to Balcony House.



Next, was the three story ladder climb to the Balcony House itself, 
home to about 40 people when it was occupied.

 
First Ladder to Balcony House

Immediately noticeable were two large kivas or ceremonial 
chambers.  These normally had a roof over them and the roof 
would be covered and plastered so you could walk on the roof of 
the kiva.



 
Kiva at Balcony House

Drew did an excellent job of eliciting answers from the 49 hardy 
souls (and one 7 week old baby) who ventured this far (one person 
took one look at the ladder and went back to the starting point).

We continued to explore Balcony House and then came the tunnel. 
 It was apparently built for defense after the house was constructed 
and you could see it would have been very effective since any 
enemy would have to crawl through the tunnel one at a time.



 
Tunnel

Next came another ladder.

Then came the steps carved into stone.



 
Stone Steps

Lastly, there was a third ladder.  Remember the native Pueblos 
didn't use the ladders.  It was all hand and foot climbing in the 
rock.  The only ladders were down into the kivas through the roofs.

We all managed to make the climb and then return to the bus.  The 
next part of the trip was the main reason for my detouring to Mesa 
Verde: the Cliff Palace, the largest of the cliff dwellings in Mesa 
Verde and the one I had studied in college.

Unfortunately, it was closed to the public but we accessed two 
overlooks that gave you a great bird's eye views of Cliff Palace.  It 
goes 90 feet back into the cliff and has 217 rooms and 23 kivas and 
housed perhaps over 400 men, women and children.



 
Cliff Palace

 
Cliff Palace Close Up

After bidding Holley and Leonard farewell, I started a six hour 
drive to Taos through some beautiful country.



 
Enroute to Taos

I arrived at Hacienda del Sol about 6 pm and found I had chosen 
the Escondida room with a fireplace, heated floor tiles, and a 
massive bed.

Upon the recommendation of the B&B, I had dinner at Lambert's 
in Taos. It was excellent.

Tomorrow, I head for Caprock Canyons in Texas.
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Originally, I was to camp out at Caprock Canyons State Park at 
Quitaque, Texas, but as you may have read previously, I've given 
up on camping out for a multitude of reasons and am now 
ensconced in the Best Western Plus (whatever that means) in 
Clarendon, Texas, about an hour's drive from the park.

That hour was enough to discourage my visiting the park even 
though I have been told by a Texas couple when I was at Lost 
Maples that Caprock is second only to the Grand Canyon in the 
size of its canyons.

I did check what maps I could find and it didn't have any scenic 
drives shown even though the park says it has them. In any case, I 
called it a day.

The day started out at 4:30 am (I'm still on EDT) and I read until it 
was time to go to breakfast at Hacienda del Sol.  Mark, who 
checked me in at 6 pm was already up and preparing breakfast.  He 
did an excellent New Mexican omelet, perfectly cooked, with a 
green chili salsa.

After breakfast, I hit the road for a 6 1/2 hour drive to Clarendon. 
Strangely, GPS started me south and then southwest before I 
finally hit I-40 east.  I didn't make great time since large stretches 
were through mountainous roads with a 40 mph speed limit.

Those of you who know me know I pretty much follow the speed 
limit anyway but especially so on trips since police and highway 
patrol sometime feel out-of-staters are fair game.

The upside of the slow trip was beautiful scenery, especially the 
golden color of the quaking aspens.





Another upside is that I am in the Central Time Zone and I should 
be getting more adapted to the time change and may sleep a little 
later. Or not.

Tomorrow is a short trip to Mineral Wells, Texas, just outside of 
Dallas/Fort Worth.  Mineral Wells used to be  the "in" spot in Texas 
for their curative mineral waters, but like a lot of those places, now 
out of favor.
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I must have been very tired.  I slept 10 hours last night. I was a 
little late in starting for Mineral Wells but got off around 9 am.  It 
was a little over 4 hours driving time and it went by pretty quickly.

I checked in with the Days Inn just outside of town and found I 
could get into the room around 2:30pm so I had time to get gas, 
visit an ATM, and get a haircut.

The haircut was compliments of Coy's Barber Shop downtown for 
$13.  I no longer look so shaggy. I told him about my desire to see 
some of the old hotels associated with Mineral Wells and he gave 
me some directions.

The first I found was Crazy Water Hotel, about 2 blocks from his 
shop.

 
Crazy Water Hotel. Its last incarnation was a retirement home but 
has since closed for good. 

It's called Crazy Water because the hotel was built at the site of one 
of the (then) mineral wells and a crazy woman often sat at the well 



asking visitors to draw her some water from the well. They soon 
determined her "condition" was getting better and people began to 
flock to the site.  The first two hotels burned but the one in the 
photo was completed in 1927.

There's something to her getting better.  The mineral water has 
high concentrations of lithium, the major ingredient in Valium.

Mineral Wells had one of the highest concentrations of mineral 
springs in the U.S.  Unfortunately, they have pretty much run dry. 
There's only one left in town.

The most decorative and ornate hotel is the famous Baker, named 
for the hotelier, opened in 1929 at a cost of 1.2 million dollars. The 
architect was Wyatt C. Hedrick who modeled the hotel after the 
famous Hot Springs Hotel (I knew I had seen something similar). 
It's 14 stories and had over 450 rooms with an Olympic size pool 
in front of the hotel filled with mineral water.



 
Entrance to Baker Hotel

Guests had all kinds of amenities like circulating ice water in each 
room and a laundry deposit that could be emptied by staff without 
entering the room.



 
Backside of the Baker Hotel

Some of the famous people who have stayed include Glen Miller, 
Clark Gable, Judy Garland, Lawrence Welch and Lyndon Johnson.

 
This shows the walkway to the pool and fountain at Baker Hotel.

It is considered one of the more haunted hotels since people were 
generally ill when they came here and many died in the rooms.



 
The Olympic size pool at the Baker Hotel which used to be filled 
with mineral water

Unfortunately, the springs dried up, penicillin was introduced and 
Mineral Wells was no longer popular - until a military base opened 
just outside of town.  That helped for years until WWII ended and 
it finally closed for good in 1963.

 
Mineral Fountain At Baker Hotel, Adjacent to Pool

Currently, there are plans to renovate the hotel.  All it needs is 
financing and they have been working on that since 2010.  I really 
hope they do renovate.  I love these old classic structures.



 
Bridge to Olympic size pool at Baker Hotel

I enjoyed my walk around town.  It's like a time capsule.  I did a 
double take when I saw an auto dealership in the middle of town. 
In my home town, we had a Ford and Chevrolet and they looked 
exactly like this one.

 
This is what car dealerships looked like when I was a kid.

When was the last time you saw a dry goods store? Do you know 
what dry goods are? We had several in my home town but the 
largest was Gaddis' Dry Goods. I even worked there one Christmas 
rush.  They had an old cash register that was big as a wardrobe 



which individual teller drawers. I liked this one since it had a bar 
next to it.

 

I then headed to Lake Mineral Wells State Park where I was going 
to camp but changed my mind.  It's a small lake mostly used by 
fishermen but there is an extensive trail system and neat picnicking 
grounds.

 
Lake Mineral Wells

Some of the original structures were made by the Civilian 
Conservation Corps in the 1930's.



 
Stone picnic tables made by CCC at Lake Mineral Wells State Park

Tomorrow, I'm off to Little Rock for one night.
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Today has pretty much been a travel day of six and a half hours, 
most of it along I-30. I have come to the conclusion that drivers in 
Dallas/Fort Worth are actually worse than south Florida.  I've never 
been cut off so many times in so short of a time.

The consolation was pulling into  Capital Hotel in Little Rock. 
This is really nice.  The room isn't terribly large but everything is 
first rate.



After relaxing a moment, I called Shawn Leary to see about 
meeting up with him tomorrow in Memphis.  I've known Shawn 
since I first taught at Itawamba Junior College in the early 80's. 
Unfortunately, Shawn thought I was arriving in Memphis today 
and his schedule is full tomorrow.  We had a nice long talk and I 
got to speak with his partner Greg. We promised to stay a little 
better in touch than we have in the past.

Next I called Stuart Sineath who I've known since the late 80's 
from BCC.  We plan to meet in Memphis tomorrow around noon. 
It'll be good to se Stuart again. Unfortunately, I'll have to meet him 
at work and miss seeing his wife Nikki and their kids.

Later tomorrow, I plan to head to Hoover, AL to see Lynn and 
Robert Buford for a couple of days.

I finally added up my hikes and found that I hiked 68.3 miles and 
climbed 8,896 feet with a range of elevations of 59 feet in Florida's 
Broussard State Park to 10,110 feet in Rocky Mountain National 
Park.



As I contemplate this, I wonder where I got the determination to 
hike the miles and climb the elevation.  I think it comes from my 
maternal grandmother, Ruby Agnew.  She had stamina.  I 
remember one time she was late for church but arrived late and 
took her place in the church choir. Later we found out she had 
wrecked her car on the way to church, found out she was OK and 
the car was drivable and came to the church service anyway.  Only 
later did the wreck affect her.

I don't anticipate any more hikes, so this is probably my final total. 
Once  I get home, I'll produce a spreadsheet of the hikes and the 
data associated with them.
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Well, that was a luxurious stay at the Capital Hotel! Strangely, 
there was something wrong with their shower. It would run hot, 
then cold, then lukewarm, then cold again.  It took a lot of running 
around in it to get the right temperature.  Not only that, they placed 
a soap dish in the shower about head high and I was constantly 
hitting my head on it as I showered.

It took me 2 1/2 hours to drive to Memphis to meet Stuart Sineath. 
I haven't seen him in 3 years and it was good to catch up.  We had 
lunch, talked old times and new times and too soon, it was time to 
get on the road again.

My next stop was Hoover, Alabama to see Lynn and Robert 
Buford.  Highway 78/I-22 pretty much takes you direct to their 
place.  I have to admit that this section of Mississippi and Alabama 
are really attractive.

I made it to their door by 6 pm and we immediately fell into 
conversation as old friends do.  I've known them for over 35 years 
through the college and we picked up right where we left off.  I did 
tell them that I was upset they had retired before I did, but now that 
I'm retired, it's OK.

They treated me to dinner at a really nice Mexican restaurant and I 
had my favorite, steak fajitas.  I really like the house they have. I'm 
particularly jealous of Robert's fully finished basement.

Tomorrow we plan to tour some sites in and around the area.
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My first trip to Birmingham was as a kid.  My grandfather owned 
and ran Agnew Hardware in Morton, Mississippi and I went with 
him and my grandmother to a hardware convention in 
Birmingham. My grandmother won first prize for some contest 
where you had to make something unusual and she mad a pair of 
ear rings out of fish hooks.

It was also at this convention that they picked up an advertisement 
for some paint company that was given away by the company - an 
electric clock. That thing lasted over 40 years.  I finally lost track 
where it ended up but it may yet still be keeping time somewhere.

My next trip was still as a kid.  My grandmother took me to 
Bessemer, on the outskirts of Birmingham, to see my great Aunt 
Ernestine and great Uncle Bivin Johnston and their son Terry and 
daughter Amanda.  Terry was all grown up and in the military, so I 
didn't see him but I fell in love with my cousin Amanda.  She was 
an absolutely beautiful girl and although I was much too young for 
her, I never missed a chance afterward to see her. It was like she 
got a hefty dose of beautiful genes in the family.

Aunt Ernestine doted on me and made a very shy little boy feel 
welcome.  I remember her playing the piano and singing me the 
song "Monkey, monkey, bottle of beer, how many monkeys are 
there here? One can read, one can write, one can smoke his 
pawpaw's poopoo pipe." I know, I know.  Totally silly, but those 
were the words to the song and she played it with great relish over 
and over to entertain just me - to heck with the others in the room. 
Come to think of it, I remember my great Aunt Deliah singing that 
song, so it must have been something in their childhood.

Since  then, I've been to and driven through the city many times 
and it has always been a place of good memories.



You can't drive through Birmingham (at least I couldn't) without 
noticing Vulcan, the largest cast iron statue in the world, and the 
steel mills.  When I was young, many were still in operation 
belching smoke and making steel.  Later, after they closed, you 
saw the rusting hulks of the mills and saw how it devastated the 
city of Birmingham.  For many years, the city was dirty and 
decaying.

After a great breakfast with Lynn and Robert at a newly discovered 
place, Robert and I headed for a tour of the town.  I have to admit, 
the city has come back a long way from the last time I drove 
through the city streets.  Robert showed me where he went to high 
school, several of the significant civil rights landmarks and several 
of the places he and Lynn frequented as kids, teenagers, and adults. 
 Some were still there and some weren't.

We then drove to Tannehill State Park, the site of the original 
foundry for iron in the region.



 
Marker for where it all began

To make iron, you need the red iron ore abundant in the hills of 
northern Alabama, charcoal (also abundantly made from the trees 
in the area) and limestone (abundant throughout the South). Not far 
from the original foundry, three blast furnaces were eventually 
constructed with the aid of the Confederate government on site and 
which supplied a major part of the pig iron used to make steel for 
armaments during the War of the Rebellion.



 
Reconstruction of the three blast furnaces at Tannehill State Park

Wilson's raiders, a mostly Iowa regiment of some 14,000 soldiers, 
destroyed the foundries in 1865, just before the end of the war. 
However, after the war, Birmingham became a major center of 
steel and iron production, particularly for World War II.



 
Chimney and door to feed in iron ore, charcoal and limestone

Robert took me to the museum in the park and one exhibit was 
very poignant. It listed every steel and iron mill ever in operation 
in Birmingham (I think I counted at least 12) and sadly, their 
closing dates.  Robert says there is one mill still in operation. 
These were companies that ran company towns with company 
script good only in company stores.  Eventually the companies 
recognized the importance of insuring the health and well being of 
their workers and began schools, housing, and social services for 
their workers.

Birmingham has a fascinating history. Robert took me to Ensley, 
the original "Birmingham" and showed how it spread out from this 
tiny community into the city it is today.  It was also the city of Bull 
Connor, the bombing and death of three little girls at the 16th St 



Baptist Church, and the KKK.  It is also the city of culture and arts 
in the South and a city in renaissance.

After we returned home, Lynn and Robert cooked us a steak dinner 
with salad, potatoes and all the accompaniments.

This has been a great visit.  Robert and Lynn have been steadfast 
friends over many years and we have laughed, joked, relived good 
and bad times.  And Lynn, I promise never to bring up the word 
"camper" again!  Thanks for everything!



Cross Country Tour - Day 48 
15 October 2016

I left Birmingham around 8:45 am after bidding Lynn and a Robert 
goodbye. They stoked me full of fresh fruit, yogurt and coffee 
before I left and I admit to reluctance to leave such good friends.

The drive southward was uneventful.  The road took me down via 
Montgomery and Dothan, Alabama.  Dothan is where Fort Rucker 
is located and where my father was stationed for a period in our U. 
S. Army nomadic existence. I remember Dad driving my brother 
and me around the base  roads when soldiers were on maneuvers 
and the soldiers would run across diamond back rattle snakes. 
After they killed them, they would drape them across the base road 
signs.  It was not unusual to see three or four snakes draped across 
the signs and I'm not talking about small snakes. These almost 
reached to the ground and they were often as big around as a man's 
forearm.  At least it seemed so to my eyes.

From Dothan it is a short drive to I-10, the state of Florida and the 
eastern time zone.  I made it to Stephanie's by 4 pm.

I've known Stephanie for many years now.  We met through her 
husband's cousin Ed.  George and Stephanie were wonderful hosts 
when they lived in Fort Lauderdale and I admit to eating many 
meals in their home.  One year I won an award at the college and 
George and Stephanie threw a surprise party for me.

George and I were both faculty at Broward College.  He was on 
Central Campus teaching criminal justice and I was on South 
teaching biology. Both Stephanie and George  retired to Monticello 
in the panhandle and after too few years, George died.  My friend 
Joel and I came up for the funeral and were with Stephanie and her 
extended family when she spread George's ashes at the local 
airfield.  We've kept in touch over the years and I admit it being too 
long since I've last seen her.



Stephanie is amazing.  She just recently won her age group in a 20 
kilometer marathon.  What she does puts my exploits to shame.  I 
don’t know that I would have the discipline to do what she does 
(nor the knees).

She welcomed me in and I got to meet Joe, her boxer.  I've seen 
photos of Joe on Facebook but  his pictures don't do him justice.  
This is one cute dog.

Stephanie and I caught up on each other's lives while Joe was 
figuring me out.  We had a great dinner that Stephanie prepared 
and by my bed time, Joe and I had become friends.  I also like to 
think I brought Stephanie some rain. While we were eating dinner, 
it poured.

Since you are reading this a day late, you'll know I have no phone 
reception in the wilds of the panhandle.  By the time you read this, 
I'll be getting ready for jury duty on Tuesday.



Cross Country Tour - Day 49 
16 October 2016

I hate goodbyes and especially to good friends.  I tried to get Joe to 
go with me but he wasn't having any of it.  Smart dog to stay with 
Stephanie.

The trip from Greenville, Florida was about 7 1/2 hours drive time, 
first via I-10, then I-75, then the turnpike.  Later, around Jupiter, 
Florida, the GPS shuttled me off to I-95 and I and I appreciated it. 
The turnpike was getting some rain and people were stopping dead 
in the rain and blocking traffic.  You would think Floridians would 
know how to drive in the rain since we get 50 inches a year.

I stopped at the local Publix to get milk and other things for 
breakfast the next day and then pulled into the driveway with the 
trip odometer reading 11, 090 miles for the entire trip.  I'll certainly 
need my next 10,000 mile checkup on Wednesday (assuming I 
don't get picked for a jury on Tuesday).

Below is a summary of my hikes.  I did over 64 miles of trails and 
cumulatively climbed 8, 896 feet (and it felt like it).  Thanks to 
Robert Buford, I found out I was not 66 years old but 67, so I'm 
even more impressed since I'm older than I thought.

I've learned that 6 miles is pretty much my limit with a full size 
pack.  I've also learned that every time you think the rest of the 
trail is downhill, it isn't.  I don't like public campgrounds (national 
or state) because the people generally are there to party, not camp. 
You are not necessarily any better off if you go primitive and have 
to hike into the campsite because some people just don't get it.

Even with the above complaints, this was a wonder trip.  I will 
eventually post some albums of the trip on my personal website 
(see the link at the top right of the page) along with some videos.

Thanks for following my blog.  I hope I wasn't too boring.



DATE Park Hike Distance Max 
Elev

Elev 
Gain

Aug 29 Allen David 
Broussard 
Catfish Creek 
State Park

Campsite 1 4.6 59 30

Aug 30 Torreya State 
Park, Bristol, FL

Rock Bluff Primitive 
Camping

2.0 150 30

Sep 6 Lost Maples 
State Natural 
Area

Campsite A 3.26 538 490

Sep 8 Big Bend 
National Park

The Windows 6.7 5447 945

Sep 12 Grand Canyon South Rim from 
Angel Falls Lodge 
to Hermits Rest

9.73 6820 1300

Sep 13 Joshua Tree 
Narional Park

Skull Rock 1.7 4360 121

Sep 15 Sequoia/Kings 
Canyon

Moro Rock 0.3 6725 150

Sep 15 Sequoia/Kings 
Canyon

General Grant 0.5 6350 9

Sep 15 Sequoia/Kings 
Canyon

General Sherman 
Tree

0.8 7000 154

Sep 19 Point Reyes 
National 
Seashore

Point Reyes Light 1.3 535 314

Sep 20 Point Reyes 
National 
Seashore

Glen Camp 7.19 1270 1156

Sep 23 Crater Lake Sun Notch 0.5 7054 82

Sep 22 Crater Lake Castle Crest 0.4 6434 276

Sep 23 Crater Lake Godfrey Glen Loop 1.0 6102 102

Sep 24 Columbia River 
George

Multnomah Fall 2.0 420 784

Sep 25 Columbia River 
Gorge

Wahkeena Fall 0.2

Sep 25 Columbia River 
Gorge

Latourell Fall 2.1 659

Sep 25 Columbia River 
Gorge

Bridal Veil Fall 1.0 127



Sep 27 Butchart 
Gardens, 
Victoria, BC

0.5

Sep 29 Olympic National 
Park

Ruby Beach 0.5 68 68

Sep 29 Olympic National 
Park

Spuce Nature Trail 1.2 2493 135

Sep 29 Olympic National 
Park

Hoh Rainforest Hall 
of Moss

1.0 2493 75

Oct 2 Glacier National 
Park

Avalanche Lake 5.8 3905 715

Oct 5 Yellowstone 
National Park

Observation Point 2.3 7555 200

Yellowstone 
National Park

Mystic Fall at 
Biscuit Basin

3.5 7600 315

Oct 7 Rocky Mountain 
National Park

Bear Lake 0.7 9450 39

Oct 7 Rocky Mountain 
National Park

Emerald Lake 3.6 10110 620

Total 64.38 8896



Chapter 15    

On The Road Again 
Torreya State Park Trip - Day 1 
16 January 2016

The itch to travel got to be too much so I planned a three night 
camping trip to Torreya State Park in the Florida panhandle.  For 
those who followed my cross country blog, this was the park I 
packed out of in the middle of the night due to a hurricane 
warning, near Bristol, Florida.  The park has 12 miles of 
challenging trails (for Florida) and I wanted to try my hand at some 
of the most difficult hiking in the state.  It's the elevation. 
Relatively speaking.  The highest elevation in Florida is near the 
park at a staggering 345 feet above sea level.  That is the lowest, 
highest elevation of 50 states.

I decided to divide the drive to the panhandle into two parts and 
put in at Lakeland, Florida for the night.  I'm at The Terrace on 
Main Street.

 
The Terrace Hotel



I stayed here last year when a friend and I toured the Frank Lloyd 
Wright campus of Florida Southern.  The Terrace is listed as an 
historic hotel of America.  The hotel was renovated and it's 
centrally located to downtown.

Lake Mirror is directly across the street and is famous for its 
swans.

 
Lake Mirror

The original population was wiped out by 1954 but the Queen of 
England donated a pair and now over 80 live in and around Lake 
Mirror.



 
Tribute to Lakeland's swans

The lake is the centerpiece of the town and is a beautiful walk.  It's 
equally impressive at night.

 
Lake Mirror at night



 
Lighting along Lake Mirror

Near the hotel is Harry's Seafood and Bar where I ate last visit and 
this one.  They specialize in New Orleans cuisine and I have to 
admit it is pretty close to the real thing.  Tonight was blackened 
redfish with collard greens.



 
Harry’s

Tomorrow I hit the road for Torreya and three nights of tent 
camping.  Let me explain.  It's actually tent camping from a car.  I 
realized this new year I wanted to explore more of Florida's state 
parks (also to save a little money and not do another cross country 
trip so soon). I invested in a new tent that is large enough you can 
stand upright.  As I get older, this becomes more important.  Once 
I get it set up tomorrow, I'll send photos so you can see.



 
Wind chime in town square 



Torreya State Park Trip - Day 2 

 
Historic Gregory House

17 January 2016

I left Lakeland around 8:30 am. It takes forever to get anywhere in 
Florida - either due to traffic or the length of the state.  It takes less 
time to drive the length of California than to get to the panhandle.

All during the drive I was contemplating checking in at the park 
and then driving further west to Falling Waters State Park to see 
the tallest water fall in Florida. As I drove, it kept getting cloudier, 
so I decided to check in and pitch camp.  I can do the other park 
later in the week.  It was a good call.

Last Friday, I did a dry run on pitching my new tent.  It is a 
Kingdom 8 from REI and will sleep eight people.  More 
importantly, you can stand upright.



 
The tent is tall enough to stand upright plus more.

 
It is a VERY large tent!

My reasoning was if I were to do state parks this year, I would 
want a little more comfortable camping experience, especially 
since I wouldn't be back packing into a campsite.  The Kingdom 8, 
to quote someone, is "YUGE".



 
All the comforts of home

My dry run was in the front yard was on a windy day. It took over 
2 hours and I was exhausted to the point that when I finished, I 
went to bed at 4:30 pm.  Not a good omen.

Today, I got the tent up in under an hour and feel confident it will 
only take he about 30 minutes from now on.  This is luxury 
camping.  I have a living room, kitchen and garage as well as a 
bedroom and bathroom!

 
It even has a garage



I checked in later with the ranger/host and met a couple of 
campers.  Dinner was prepared inside because of the slight chance 
of rain turning into a deluge.

I had a pork chop sautéed in butter and rosemary and cabbage 
sautéed with baby Bella mushrooms and garlic.  To toast the 
occasion, I had a Chloe Chardonnay from Sonoma.  Life is tough.

 
Sautéed cabbage with shrooms and garlic and pork chop with 
rosemary. Wine was a Chloe Chardonnay from Sonoma.

As you can see, I really do have all the comforts of home.  I don't 
even have to get up and hike to the bathrooms in the middle of the 
night. The toilet has a chemical compound that solidifies any liquid 
waste and deodorizes any smell.  It comes with its own disposable 
bag.



 
And I mean ALL the comforts!

Tomorrow, I plan to hike the Torreya Challenge, a 6.5 mile hike in 
the steepest terrain in Florida.  I suspect I will be walking up and 
down hills the whole way.



Torreya State Park Trip - Day 3 
18 January 2016

I got a great night of sleep last night in spite of not having received 
my queen size air mattress.  Sleep didn't look too good earlier in 
the evening.  The camper next to me was watching movies on tv 
with his windows open. The camper is not much to look at but the 
TV has surround sound.  However, the movie was over around 
8:30 pm and I slept well.

Again, park trail maps lie.  Either that or my Garmin is badly 
misreading data points via satellite. There are two trails in the park 
with several connecting trails.  The first trail, called the Torreya 
Trail,  starts at the Gregory House and follows the Appalachicola 
River and then breaks away into the park.  It is a 6.5 mile loop.

The second trail is the Torreya Challenge Trail. To get to the trail 
head, you have to hike in 1.03 miles (there calculation, not mine). 
Once you reach the trail head, it is a 6.5 or 6.75 mile loop, 
depending on the map or the bulletin board.



My Garmin said I did over 9 miles today.  It felt like 9!  I've hiked 
over 9 in a day twice last year: Grand Canyon South Rim and Point 
Reyes National Seashore - Glen Camp trail. I was as tired today as 
then.

The hike started out foggy and very humid.  You could barely see 
the trail markers at first.



Florida State Parks have a convention for trail markers.  Blue 
blazes on trees (actually blue spray paint) are for connecting trails 
and red/orange is for main trails.



I have to admit TSP has some of the best marked trails I've seen. 
Not only that but whoever laid them out did a great job.  You don't 
unnecessarily go up and down ridges but follow natural contours 
where possible.



I met one hiker starting out.  He went counterclockwise around the 
trail and I went clockwise.  We met again at mile marker 3. He was 
a much faster hiker than I and he intended to do both loops today.



On my last leg of the trail, some young adults stopped where I was 
resting. One young man lives directly across from Broward 
College, South.  His girl friend is majoring in marine biology.

The last two hikers I met are staying in the campsite.  In talking 
with them after the hike, they started the hike at 11 am and finished 
before I did.  I started at 10 am and met them on the way out. They 
also said their phone measured over 9 miles.



It seems I start out strong, but have to catch my breath (and get my 
heart rate down) on the hills.  I've learned breath control in hiking 
and when I get to the top of a climb, I rest 45 seconds to 60 
seconds - enough I don't hear my heart pounding in my chest.

As the hike wears on, I end up resting part of the way up a climb. 
Towards the end of the hike, I may have to stop 3 or 4 times in a 
climb to get my heart rate down.

Depending on how I feel tomorrow, I'll either do the Torreya Trail 
loop or drive to Falling Waters State Park to see the tallest 
waterfall in Florida.



Torreya State Park Trip - Day 4 
19 January 2016

...or I should say Falling Waters State Park and Florida Caverns 
State Park. I copped out of hiking Torreya today and did these state 
parks.

I first headed to Falling Waters.  I wanted to see the tallest 
waterfall in Florida (67') into a sink hole.  No water pools at the 
bottom - it simply goes underground thanks to our Karst 
topography. It is impressive as it tumbles into the sink hole.

 
Falling Waters



The path to the falls is all newly done walkway and steps to the fall 
for optimum viewing. There are numerous sink holes along the 
way, prepping you for the falls.

You can then walk through a wire grass/long leaf pine community 
(again, all on boardwalk) and see the first oil drilling in Florida 
(they struck gas, not oil, and sealed it). Wiregrass is interesting in 
that it must have fire to produce seed. There is a close association 
with longleaf pine which also needs fire to reproduce successfully.

 
Wire grass (Aristide stricta) 



From there, I drove through their campsite to see what the sites 
looked like in case I wanted to come back and camp.  This park 
seems relatively up-to-date with new facilities everywhere.  Other 
than the falls and a few nature trails and a lake for swimming, 
there's not much to it as far as entertainment. Just quiet and 
solitude.  My kind of place.

From there I traveled back east along I-10 to Mariana, Florida and 
Florida Caverns State Park.  I used to exit I-10 at Mariana when I 
would return to Mississippi and pass the park every time.  I'd 
always wanted to see the place but was in too big of a hurry to 
stop.  I'm glad I did this trip.  I had an hour to wait for the tour and 
so quickly walked a trail near the cave.

 
Caverns Lodge and Visitor Center

Apparently, wildflowers did not receive the memo on global 
warming.  Carolina jasmine was blooming.  This is a Fall plant. 
You could always see it after the trees lost their leaves.



 
Carolina jasmine (Gelsemium sempervirens)

Trillium and rue anemone, both Spring flowers, were either in 
bloom or about to do so.



 
Wakerobbin (Trillium sp.)



 
Rue anemone (Thalictrum thalictroides)

 
Atamasco lily (Zephyranthes atamasco)



I added to my "never seen but heard of" plant list with Allegheny 
Spurge.  My major professor thought this plant should be within 
my collection area and I knew he would be disappointed if I did 
not collect it in Tishomingo State Park where I did my thesis work. 
I never did.  The damn stuff was growing like a weed in Caverns 
State Park!

 
Allegheny Spurge (Pachysandra procumbens)

Most of the caverns were prepared for public viewing by the 
Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) back in the 30's. I was told it is 
the only cavern system in Florida you can tour. The others are 
mostly under water and even this one flood periodically.



 
Down into the cave

 
Our guide



I was surprised at the myriad of formations and the pristine 
condition of the cave. We had a guide and guide-in-training, so we 
got some interesting perspectives from each.

 
Stalgtites



 
Guides say this was where the floor sank and created breaks that 
eventually resealed.

 
"Bacon" formation



 
These were called sweet potatoes because of their shape. 
Apparently the CCC was always hungry and most of the 
formations are named after foods.

 
Floor of cave where water has etched the pattern



 
The guide said newer formations were white in color with calcite.

We did see one inhabitant of the cave.



 
Cave bat

Both of these parks are well worth a visit so put them on your 
Florida bucket list.

One other aside. There was a guy on the tour that looked exactly 
like my friend Chris - in height, hair color (and amount) and even 
the way he stood and the mannerisms. I spoke to him briefly and he 
and his wife were from Canada (Chris originally from England). A 
true Doppleganger.

For the past two mornings, we've been socked in by fog. One of 
the park volunteers told me he had been working here six months 
and had never seen it like it has been.  I have to admit, the fog has 
been nice.  It kept the temperature down and it would condense on 
the tree branches and drip softly on the tent all night long. It was 
very soothing and peaceful.



It is predicted to rain all night and all day tomorrow, so I'll be 
packing up a wet tent for the trip back.  I don't mind since I need to 
clean the inside anyway and will need to air it out when I return.

From the dripping of fog condensate to rain on the tent, it has made 
for excellent sleeping weather!

    



Torrreya State Park Trip - Day 4 
20 September 2016

So much for gentle raindrops on the tent lulling you to sleep. 
Around 9 pm the bottom fell out.  I doubt Noah was subjected to 
this amount of rainfall in so short of time.  It was deafening inside 
the tent.  It finally tapered off around 4 am.

I was more worried about the wind.  You could really hear it roar 
in the tree tops but for some reason, it never reached ground level. 
 I had staked the tent and fly fairly securely but the one complaint 
given about the tent on the REI website was the lack of stability in 
wind of over 50 mph.  Everything was ship-shape when I checked 
the tie downs this morning.

The good news was the rain had stopped by the time I got up.  I 
had to pack a wet tent but at least I didn't have to do it in the rain. 
Tomorrow will be dry out day for the tent - if it doesn't rain here.

The great news is the tent never leaked!  I've been in downpours in 
tents many times and all of them leak.  This one didn't let a single 
drop in.  I even kept the screens open for ventilation and I still 
didn't get any rain inside. More importantly, there was no 
condensation inside.  I've never seen the inside of a tent after a 
rainstorm that didn't have some inside condensation.  This tent was 
dry to the touch.

I always learn something new on each trip.  The one thing I should 
have packed was door mats for the tent.  It got really dirty and 
gritty inside with all the rain and foot traffic.  I thought to bring 
rugs for the inside but not for the outside.

The table I purchased from REI was great.  I may even purchase a 
second so one will hold cooking gear and the other will serve as a 
reading table (for the lantern) and to hold my wine glass.



I'm afraid I was a bad camper.  Twice this trip I accidentally 
bumped my electronic key in my pocket and set off the car alarm - 
at 7 am each time.  Good thing quiet hours are supposed to be over 
then, but I hate I disturbed some people sleeping in both days.

On the way in to the park the first day, I saw a single whitetail doe 
along the side of the park road.  The same occurred the second day. 
On the way out this morning, a herd of whitetails crossed the road 
in front of me.

Although this is bear territory in Florida, I never saw one but did 
see several trees that had been clawed to get grubs.  I assume it 
was a bear since the trees were rotten and pretty much shredded.

The trip back was uneventful except for the area around Palm 
Beach.  It seems everyone on I-95 is trying to get to the Florida 
Turnpike and everyone on the Turnpike is trying to get to I-95.  My 
GPS wanted to route me to I-95 at Jupiter, Florida (you can see 
I-95 from the Turnpike there) but decided there were traffic jams 
on 95. It then kept me on the Turnpike until there were traffic jams 
on that.  I opted for bumper-to-bumper 6 lanes of traffic from Palm 
Beach to home on 95 rather than bumper-to-bumper traffic on 2 
lanes of the Turnpike.  I'll never know if I made the right decision.

Added to the traffic problem was five cars were in a race south on 
the Turnpike and really put everyones' lives at risk.  They were 
even trying to pass each other on the right of the traffic lane just to 
get ahead of the other car.  The speed limit on the Turnpike is 70 
mph and I figure they were weaving in and out at 90 mph.

I thoroughly enjoyed this trip.  The hike was great, albeit a little 
long, and the camping part was a lot of fun.  Even dishwashing 
was not too onerous of a chore. I actually learned to relax, sitting 
in my REI folding chair, chilling with a glass of wine and listening 
to the wind in the trees, the owls calling out to one another, and 
getting to see constellations forever occluded in south Florida.

 





Chapter 16    

Fanning Springs State Park - Day 1 
20 February 2017

I finally got away from the house at 10 am and drove the Turnpike 
to I-75 to just below Ocala and then veered off to SR 27 and then 
19.  I passed Williston, Chieftan, and finally made it to Fanning 
Springs where the park is located just a little after 4 pm.

These are the quintessential small towns of the south and I would 
like to have an opportunity to explore them further this trip.

After meeting the ranger who was in the mood to talk (27 years as 
manager of the park) I found the cabin.

 
Cabin number 2



 
Living Room

 
Bedroom



 
Kitchen

The park became a part of the state system in 1992 and as a 
consequence, everything is pretty new.  The cabins are really nice 
and they tried to maintain the feel of the old CCC cabins in other 
state parks.

Cabin #2 has a L-shaped screened porch with swing, picnic table 
and ceiling fans.



 
L-shaped porch



 Porch

After settling in the cabin, I walked down to the springs and saw 
the swimming area.



 
Swimming area

The springs are categorized as a category 4 spring but at one time 
it was a category 5, the highest.

 
The very clear waters of Fanning Springs

Flow rate is reported in their brochure as 40-60 million gallons a 
day.  Alas, no manatee sightings but I did see Jim Wilson's favorite 
eating fish.



 
Jim Wilson's favorite eating fish - mullet!

I then walked the boardwalk which leads to a gazebo overlooking 
the Suwannee River.



 
Boardwalk along the Suwannee

 
More cypress knees



I sometimes forget what a large river the Suwannee is.  Fanning 
Springs was a steamboat stop on the river at one time.

 
Suwannee River from the board walk

My next endeavor was to walk the 2/3 mile or 3/4 mile nature trail 
The brochure says 2/3 mile and the web site says 3/4.  Who knows. 
In any case, it is through a hardwood hammock and very flat.  I 
walked it just before dark and before the mosquitoes tried to take 
me off.

 
Sinkhole along nature trail



Tomorrow is a bike trip. For those who don't know, Fanning 
Springs State Park is next to the Nature Coast Trail, a bicycle trail 
made from old railroad lines in the area.  If you go one direction, 
you travel 12 miles and end up in Old Town, Florida. Another 
direction takes you to Trenton (7 miles away) and a third direction 
takes you to Chiefland, 9 miles away.  It's fully paved and mostly 
in the shade and most importantly, flat as a pancake.

I've wanted to get back into cycling and so I recently purchased a 
Fuji Traverse 1.5 from Bicycle Evolution in Fort Lauderdale.  I've 
known the owner Matt and his wife Leslie for several years and 
wanted to purchase from him.  The bike is a hybrid, meaning it is 
good for paved roads and simple off trail bike paths.  I love the 
bike.  I put over 7 miles in two days at home just riding in the 
neighborhood and I look forward to getting on the trail tomorrow.

 
Fuji Traverse 1.5 with disc breaks!

The trip up here was easy but I can tell I need a doctor to look into 
my left hip.  It is probably arthritis but I need to know how far 
along it is.  I had to make three rest stops to ease the pain in the 
hip.  I'll embrace Advil tonight before bed!



 

Fanning Springs State Park - Day 2 
Nature Coast Trail and Trenton, FL 
21 February 2017

I have come to the startling conclusion that the older I get, the 
steeper hills are, miles are longer than they used to be, and 
distances can be really be far even on a bicycle.

 
At a rest stop I tried my hand at a timer setting with the camera

The map provided by the park shows the mileage to Trenton as 7 
miles.  I passed the 7 mile marker quite a ways from Trenton.  All 
total I did 21 miles on the bike this day when it was only going to 
be 14 round trip. Life is funny like that.  One thing I noticed is that 
my hands tingled after the ride.  I can see that long distance riders 
could experience nerve damage.  My butt didn't tingle but it did get 
sore.  Strangely, my hip didn't bother me.

The bike path is well marked, paved, and mostly level.  They have 
rest shelters along the path every 1 1/2 miles or so and mileage 



posts to depress you since you are sure you just pedaled two miles 
and the mileage post says only one.

 
Which way do I go?

As I started out, I was impressed with the spring wildflowers. 
There was nothing blooming in the park and so I assumed this 
would be a dull trip flower-wise but I was pleasantly surprised.  
 
One stunner all along the trail was Hog Plum (Prunus umbellata) 
in full bloom.  I had forgotten how pretty these can be. They stick 
with me memory-wise because my mother used to watch birds eat 
the black "cherries" when they were ripe, get drunk off the 
fermentation, and fall out of the tree.



  
Hog Plum (Prunus umbellata)

  
Hog Plum (Prunus umbellata)

I had the path to myself as I began at 8:30 am and finally did pass a 
walker about 1/4 of the way to Trenton. Once I reached Trenton, 
and on the return trip, I probably me 13 bikers and 1 more hiker. 
Even so, this is not a heavily traveled trail and you can see why 
some of the reviews on TripAdvisor call this Florida's best kept 
secret.

Along the way I passed the Lancaster Correctional Facility.  It 
spreads out over a large piece of ground just outside of Trenton.  I 



kept a lookout for escapees. I also felt relief when they didn't 
detain me.

Trenton is a righteous town!  It's he county seat of Gilchrist County 
and is the largest town in the county.  The 2010 census put the 
population at 1,999 and it has an estimated 2015 population of 
2,066.  Must have been some long winters in there some where.

My first stop was the bathroom at the Old Depot which is one of 
several trailheads for the Nature Coast Trail.

 
The old Trenton Depot now used as a trailhead for the Nature 
Coastal Trail

I love depots.  I used to live by the one in my home town of 
Morton and my great grandfather, at one time, was an agent. 
Everything used to arrive by rail in Morton and grandfather owned 
the local hardware and was all time having to pick up goods there. 
This was back in the day of coal locomotives and as I traveled the 
trail, I thought I could smell the smoke - a very distinctive smell. 
Close, but no cigar.  There was a tire recycling center along the 
trail and the odor from all those tires was very similar to coal 
smoke.

My second stop was the Suwannee Rose Cafe/Quilt Store/Gift 
Shop/and Exhibition Space.



 
The Suwannee Rose Cafe, Quilt Shop, and Quilt Gallery in 
Trenton, Fl

As I walked in, a woman who introduced herself as Dianne, 
greeted me as "Mark" and shook my hand.  I told her I wasn't Mark 
and she apologized.  I told her I wanted to look at quilts and she 
said it was my lucky day.  Down a hallway, past the kitchen, was 
an amazing array of quilts.  It was part of a national traveling 
exhibit of thousands of quilts. It was a themed exhibit where 
everyone had to incorporate to colors of a piece of cloth into their 
quilts.

 
This was the inspiration for the exhibit on display at the Suwannee 
Rose.



Winners were selected for cash prizes and she was pleased to show 
me the third prize winner for the entire contest.

 
Third Prize winner of thousands of entries. The young girl's hair is 
composed on a lot of different colored threads with unbelievable 
needlework. Work by Delores Fegan of Stanford, Ky.  Contest 
sponsored by Hoffman Fabrics 

Really, the work was jaw dropping.  There was one Florida entry 
and one from Hattiesburg, Mississippi (this one by a man) but the 
most poignant was from Jopland, Missouri that had been severely 
damaged by an F5 tornado with over 160 deaths.  Almost all 
worked the colors into their quilts and also the butterflies.  The 
Joplin entry stated how school children said they survived by being 
saved by butterflies or butterfly people.
 
Dianne is the promoter for the quilt festival scheduled in Trenton 
for March 18 and she designed the poster for the event.



 
Dianne, the publicist for the festival gave me a tour of the 
Suwannee Rose emporium and quilt display. She designed the 
poster for the upcoming quilt festival.

Apparently, quilting is big in Trenton.  I counted three quilt stores 
and two quilt museums.

She insisted I stop by the main museum on Main Street (yes, that's 
the official name) which she said opened at 11 am.



 
Quilt Museum in Trenton, Fl

I had time to kill until 11 and decided to tour the town of Trenton. 
Folks, this town has more restaurants per capital than any place I 
know.  I counted eight within 2 city blocks.  I even saw the one I 
had planned on eating tonight, Cherry's Seafood and Steakhouse.

 
Cherry's Seafood and Steakhouse where I intend to dine tonight

It was rated as one of the best in the region by TripAdvisor. I 
suppose it can support all the restaurants with the prison personnel 
down the road.



I strolled over to the court house.  It's hard to believe a town of 
2,066 is a county seat with a courthouse.  I liked the architecture 
and had a great time watching people go in and out from a park 
across the street.

 
Gilchrist County Courtouse in Trenton, Fl

I headed back and found the quilt museum already open.  They 
didn't have a bike rack so they let me bring my bike inside.  There 
was a lady doing needle point and we chatted as I toured the 
exhibits. What I liked about the museum was the antique furniture 
in the building and the quilts actually displayed on beds.  There 
was an old fashioned quilting frame with pulleys that pulled the 
frame and quilt under construction to the ceiling so it would be out 
of the way during everyday chores - just like at my grandmother's 
house in Pulaski, Mississippi.

Lunch was soup and sandwich, where else, at the Suwannee Rose.



 
Suwannee Rose Cafe

While eating, I noticed some activity at the Depot across the street. 
 It was a tai chi class! This is some interesting little community!

As I started the trip back, I ran into an older couple on a bicycle 
built for two.  They were starting in Trenton and headed to Cross 
Town, 19 miles away. Add in the return mileage and I was 
immediately tired.  Not them.  They just finished a 55 mile trip 
from Oleto State Park the day before.  Everyone I meet seems 
older than me, in better shape than me, and faster than me!

I also stopped and talked with a man from Pennsylvania. His wife 
had just injured herself on their last trip and so he was solo.  He 
and his wife travel down here during the winter months doing 
trails.  I think they find a central, location, stay a month, then move 
on to another and stay another month.

I extended my journey to the rail road trestle across the Suwannee 
River.



 
Railroad trestle across the Suwannee River near Fanning Springs

 
Way down upon the Suwannee River….



The trestle is in pretty good condition.  I then kept going to Old 
Town, Florida and then returned to the park.  I admit I was tired. 
The 21 miles seemed longer but I can tell I want to do more trails 
in the future.

 
I must have looked more tired than I realized at the end of the trip 
 



Fanning Springs State Park - Day 3 
Dakotah Winery and Manatee 
Springs State Park 
22 February 2017

It was a rain day and instead of bicycling, I visited the Dakotah 
Winery and Manatee Springs State Park.

 
Entrance to Dakota Winery

The Winery is about halfway between Fanning Springs and 
Chiefland and I pulled in just at opening time.  They were just 
starting a fire in the fireplace and they wanted to know if I wanted 
a tasting. I deferred until I had a good look at the place.  If you 
wish some item relating to wine, they have it.



 
Wine isn't the only thing they sell

Their first vineyard was planted in 1985 and they specialize, like 
most Florida vineyards, in muscadine grapes. In talking with the 
owner, I found out there are some 300 varieties of muscadine 
grapes - all from the native muscadine I used to eat as a kid - Vitis 
rotundifolia.

They do have a Chardonnay, a Cabernet and a Merlot but those 
grapes are flown in from California.  Their muscadine wines are a 
little sweeter and more grapey and I must confess, stir memories of 
eating muscadines as a kid.  Some would grow the grapes at home 
but mostly, we would find a vine in the woods and pick enough to 
eat or bring them home for jelly.

As you know, in the south, no one ever takes a drink and would 
never make wine.  However, almost all households would make 
either muscadine "acid" or elderberry "acid" or Blackberry "acid". 
Ah, wine by any other name....

I admit, I preferred the muscadine wines.  I bought a couple of 
bottles and I think they will be great sipping them by the pool on a 
hot summer day.



 
Dakotah Winery gardens and wildlife sanctuary

They have a nice garden/wildlife sanctuary in the back of the 
Winery and there are wood duck boxes all over the place.  The 
wood duck is the logo of the Winery. If you've ever seen a wood 
duck house, the hole looks too small for that size bird. The way 
they enter is flying directly into the hole at what seems like 90 
miles per hour and you wonder if the duck survives the impact 
with the back of the house, but they always seem to do so.

From the Winery, I headed down south to Manatee Springs State 
Park, my destination for some tent camping in March.  The park is 
larger than Fanning Springs State Park and it has 8.5 miles of 
trails.

When you look at the Springs you can see the water bubbling up 
from the depths.



 
Manatee Springs bubbling up from the depths

The springs were visited in 1774 by the famed explorer and 
botanist, John Bartram and his notes contain a description of the 
springs.  Manatee Springs is described as a first magnitude spring 
(greatest flow of water) while Fanning Springs is a second 
magnitude spring.



 
Boardwalk at Manatee Springs

I got a chance to visit where I would be camping and also walked 
their board walk to the Suwannee River.  Guess what was waiting 
for me?



 
Black vultures.  I really must be looking haggard. They are 
following me around.

I returned to Chiefland and ate at Bar-B-Q Bills, recommended by 
the Winery. So far all these "Great" places to eat have simply been 
OK.

I then decided to visit, by auto, the last (or first, depending on 
where you start) stop on the Nature Coast State Trail, Cross City, 
Florida.  Of the towns along he trail: Cross City, Old Town, 
Fanning Springs, Trenton, and Chiefland, the only one with any 
character or charm is Trenton.

I drove back to the cabin, took a nap, and will dine in tonight. 
Tomorrow I start the homeward journey and depending on how my 
hip holds up, I'll either drive straight through or spend the night en 
route.

By the way, I've self-diagnosed as sciatica.  Apparently arthritis of 
the hip gives pain the the front of the thigh and groin area while 
sciatica is painful in the back of the buttocks and hip.  Anyone 
know any good exercises to allieve sciatica?



Chapter 17    

Daffodils - Day 1 
Paynes Prairie 
5 March 2017

It's strange what stimulates your mind, particularly as you age. 
Several weeks ago, I thought about what got me interested in 
becoming a botanist, and particularly concentrating in taxonomy 
and classification of plants.  That led to my wondering what was 
the first flower that registered with me. I came to the conclusion it 
was daffodils.

Both my grandmothers had them in the yard and I learned what 
they were at an early age.  I also learned they were the harbinger of 
Spring, at least in my area of the state of Mississippi. Later I was to 
learn that in north Mississippi, it was crocus.

By early summer, the daffodil blooms were gone and you mowed 
them down to allow the bulbs to go dormant and they would 
magically appear the next spring, often in greater numbers. I soon 
learned there were varieties like butter and eggs which really didn't 
look too much like the classic yellow ones and paper whites which 
had the yellow outer layer of petals with a white cup.

That got me to thinking I hadn't seen daffodils bloom in over 35 
years and I decided I needed to plan a road trip to do so. Best laid 
plans.... Apparently it has been a very early spring and everywhere 
I searched, gardens were declaring the bloom over.

I did sign up on Facebook for a daffodil site and low and behold, I 
later received a notice from Gibbs Gardens in Ball Ground, GA 
that although the early bloomers were gone, there is a mid and late 



season.  Gibbs advertises itself as the largest collection of daffodils 
in the U.S. with over 20 million planted.

Since this was to be a daffodil trip, I decided to stay in motels for 
the journey and not camp.  The only problem was getting out of 
Florida. I knew not to try a 10+ hour drive to Ball Ground, so I 
decided to stay the night in Valdosta.

I was going to get to Valdosta early enough, And so I started to 
look for a side trip.  I knew I would be passing Gainesville on I-75 
and had always gotten a glimpse of Paynes Prairie and the exit to 
the state park.  I can't tell you how many times I've passed the 
place and never stopped, so this became a mission.  I'm glad I did. 
Apparently Bartram, the botanist, not only wrote about Manatee 
Springs (see previous posts) but also was one of the first to see 
what is now known as Paynes Prairie.

There's a relatively new welcome center and there is a short trail 
from there to an observation tower.  The views were great but the 
tower shook and squeaked as you walked up and down.  Maybe it's 
settling into the muck of the Prairie.

 
Welcome Center at Paynes Prairie State Park



 
Wacahoota Trail at Paynes Prairie State Park near Gainesville, Fl

 
A view of Paynes Prairie from the Observation tower



On the way out, I toured downtown Micanopy, another first.  Very 
quaint and very touristy with antique shops every other store.

I pulled into Valdosta around 5:30 pm, ate dinner and turned in.  I 
was on the road to Jasper, Ga by 9 am.



Daffodils - Day 2 
Amicolola Falls 
6 March 2017

OK, my sciatica is bothering me but less than usual on these long 
drives.  I discovered a new use for heated seats.  It seemed to take 
some of the pain away or at least mitigated it.

In any case, I was getting into Jasper, Ga too early for my Microtel 
reservation. When I started planning this trip, I looked for 
something other than Gibbs Gardens to do.  Bless TripAdvisor. 
They suggested Amicolola Falls State Park and the trail to the falls, 
the tallest waterfall in Georgia at 729 feet.

Instead of heading to Jasper, I detoured off the interstate to 
Dawsonville.  I loved traveling the back roads even though the 
speed limit was mostly 45 mph because of the mountainous terrain 
and "S" curves.

 
Welcome Center at Amicolola Falls State Park 
 
I pulled into the park about 2 pm and paid my $5 admission.  I 
asked the ranger about the trail.  It depends on which web site you 



go to, but there is some confusion about the distance and even 
when you check maps, most are not to scale and you cannot 
determine the distance.  She said it was a 2 mile round trip hike 
and warned me it was strenuous. 

The trail up to the falls is approximately one mile and is along a 
mostly paved trail, well marked with blazes and signs which then 
turns into a series of stairs to the top.

Your first stop is the reflecting pool at the base of the falls.

 
Reflecting Pool from the base of the falls

The stairs and trail were made from labor of Georgia convicts with 
the approval of the state park service and the Department of 
Corrections.  All I can say is thank you to those who built this 
amazing set of stairs.  The longest section is 435 stairs but all total, 
they exceed 600 steps.  Conveniently, every so often, there is a 
landing with overlooks of the falls and benches to rest.



 
Some of the 600 steps

Everyone I met on the trail told me how strenuous the climb was, 
and I began to have misgivings.  However, I managed just fine. I've 
learned to control my pace and breathing on climbs.  I still feel the 
Appalachian mountains are tougher than the Sierra Nevadas, the 
Rockies, and anything I climbed out west.



 
Amicolola Falls



 
Guess Who?

The falls were pretty spectacular and I immensely enjoyed the hike 
to the top.  Once at the top, I climbed a little farther to the lodge. 
This looks like a perfect place to stay.  It's very new and modern 
but fits in with the scenery.



 
Lodge at the Top of the Falls

 
Lobby of the lodge



The view from the back deck was spectacular.

 
View from the back deck of the lodge

The lodge is the starting point for a connecting trail to Springer 
Mountain, 8.5 miles away.  Springer Mountain is the beginning of 
the Appalachian Trail and I've always wanted to hike on Springer. 
Another bucket list item!

What happened next was typical Fred.  I thought the return trail, 
according to their map, ran behind the lodge.  It showed a 
connection with an exercise trail.  I followed what looked like a 
disused trail behind the lodge to head back to the jeep.  I 



rationalized that most people probably did not do the loop and 
simply returned the way they came.

As I got further down the "disused trail" I finally realized it wasn't 
the return trail at all.  The only bad thing was it dropped rapidly in 
elevation from the lodge, so I now had to hike back up and find the 
return trail.

I returned to the overlook at the top of the falls and finally saw a 
sign you would only see coming back down from the lodge for the 
East Ridge Trail.  On their map, it shows the falls trail is marked in 
blue blazes and the East Ridge Trail marked in brown.  There were 
no blazes anywhere along the length of the trail, but it was 
certainly worn with use.

I met several people on their way up to the falls on the return trail. 
I would not recommend it.  Take the stairs up and the East Ridge 
Trail down.  The East Ridge Trail is steep and rocky and only the 
bottom 1/3 has switchbacks.  That said, one young lady jogged up 
past me, reached the top and then jogged past me on the way 
down.

At 4:30 I made it back to the jeep, tired but thoroughly satisfied.



Daffodils - Day 3 
Gibbs Gardens 
7 March 2017

Wow! What a day.  It first started with daffodils and ended with 
water falls.

Gibbs Gardens are located near Ball Ground, Georgia and were 
established in the 1980's by Jim Gibbs, a nurseryman from Atlanta. 
It is a 300 acre estate/garden with 50 acres of daffodils with over 
20 million bulbs and over 100 varieties.

The gates had not opened and therefore I was first in line.  I had a 
ticket for the tram at 10 am and an hour to kill, so I started walking 
and followed the signs to daffodils.  Once you got to "Daffodil 
Hill", they were everywhere!



Daffodils belong to the genus Narcissus and they are also called 
jonquils.  As a kid, I knew them as daffodils, jonquils, and by a 
couple of variety names as yellow jonquil, butter and eggs, and 
paper whites.

Some think they were named from the Greek legend of Narcissus 
but no one knows for sure since Narcissus has many connotations.



This was a trip down memory lane for me.  What was in bloom in 
the gardens was exactly what I remember blooming in both my 
grandmother's yards: daffodils, yellow bells, bridal wreath, and 
flowering quince.  Today yellow bells are more commonly know as 
Forsythia and bridal wreath is known as Spirea.

 
Yellow Bells or Forsythia



 
Forsythia, close up

 
Bridal Wreath or Spirea



 
Close up of Spirea

What originally attracted me to daffodils as a kid was their aroma. 
Some had no smell at all but others could overpower you with their 
scent.  The ones I smelled on the trails were not terribly strong but 
it could be age has affected my olfactory perception.  However, as 
I walked through parts of the garden it became quite heady.

In addition to daffodils, they have a Manor House which I assume 
Jim Gibbs lives in part of the year.



They also have a Japanese garden but it was not in bloom this 
early.

However, in a previous blog I wrote about Pachysandra, or 
Allegheny Spurge.  I had never seen it before.  This time I got to 
see it in bloom!  We botanists take our joy where we can get it.



I've posted a video of the garden on Facebook so you can get a 
better concept of the gardens.

After leaving the gardens, I headed for Talullah Falls.  See the next 
blog.



Daffodils - Day 3 continued 
Talullah Gorge 
7 March 2017

The daffodil excursion is found in the previous blog.  Thanks to 
James Holloway, a colleague from Broward College, for 
suggesting I take a drive to Talullah Falls, about a two hour drive 
from the gardens.

Talk about nostalgia! The gps took me through back country roads 
similar to what I knew as a kid and some of the houses along the 
way even looked familiar even though I was new to this area.

I pulled into the park around two and got a map for the north and 
south rim trails, a three mile loop that takes you down to the 
bottom of the gorge and then across and up the other side. The 
gorge can drop over nine hundred feet in places from the rim.

The trail on the north rim begins at the interpretive center and your 
first overlook is of L'eau d'Or Falls and Hawthorne Pool.



From there you walk down 531 steps to the swinging bridge over 
the gorge.

You are now on the south rim trail and you descend more stairs for 
a view of Tempesta Falls.



You return to the swinging bridge and climb more stairs to the top 
of south rim.



 
Swinging Bridge

If you head east, you can get a view of Hurricane Falls and a 
glimpse of Oceana Falls.



 
Hurricane Falls

You then retrace your steps and cross back over to the north rim 
across the dam over the river and back to the interpretive center.

In all, you manage 1,099 steps of which 568 were up from the 
bottom of the gorge to the top of the north rim.  Interestingly, the 
park ranger rated this as "difficult" while the ranger at Amicolola 
Falls rated their 600 plus as "strenuous".

This was a wonderful hike.  I returned about 3:30 pm and headed 
back to Jasper.  I had dinner at an Asian restaurant and guess what 
my fortune cookie said?





Chapter 18    

Manatee Springs - Day 1 
20 March 2017

Today I returned to Manatee Springs with the intent to hike some 
of their trails, complete another segment of the Nature Coast State 
Trail by bike, and to visit Cedar Key.

I left the house just before 10 am and arrived after 6 pm. The 
reason for the eight hour drive was I drove State abroad 27 until 
Winwood and then cut across the state by heading west. The speed 
limit for most of the trip was 65 mph so that was good (turnpike is 
70). The problem was all the small towns where you slowed to 35. 
However, the drive was infinitely more entertaining than the 
turnpike.

In particular, the town of Inverness and Dunnellon were really 
nice. Some day I would like to come back and explore them a little 
more. They had the classical Main Street with old brick buildings 
with definite character.

On the way through Lake Placid, I kept an eye out for the infamous 
caracara. When I first heard this mentioned years ago, I thought 
someone had invented the name and was playing a trick as in snipe 
hunting. Later I found out it is a real bird and an exceptional 
predator. It is a very large bird and very distinctive. You may be 
wondering why I don't include a photo.

It's like this. If I have a camera at the ready in the car, I never see 
one. If I don't have a camera ready, they are usually on every other 
fence post. I had the camera ready this trip, hence the lack of the 
photo.



However, I did see 4 Sandhills cranes. The first was a loner in a 
field. The next were a pair and finally another loner. This is horse 
country and cattle country. I've always seen the Sandhills in cattle 
pastures with cattle around but never in horse pastures with horses 
around. Wonder if that is significant?

I have become adept at putting up the tent and garage attachment 
but I did have trouble with my new queen size air mattress. I 
finally got the thing figured out and I look forward to an excellent 
night of sleep - if I can get the damn deer to quick roaming the 
woods behind my tent.



Like all trips, I forgot something. This time it was the batteries for 
the lanterns. I'll stop in Chiefland tomorrow and pick up 8 A 
batteries and 2 AAA. Otherwise, things have gone fairly smoothly.

Tonight, I used a Coleman oven on my Coleman stove to make a 
hobo dinner using an aluminum foil packet for hamburger meat, 
potatoes, carrots, and onions, all seasoned with chipotle pepper and 
rosemary. It turned out perfect and soon disappeared.



Manatee Springs - Day 2 
21 March 2017

It was a cool night, as in 47F. It's a good thing I brought my down 
bag. I needed it last night. The new mattress works great and I got 
plenty of sleep last night, a rarity for a first night out.

It was bacon and eggs for breakfast with percolated coffee and then 
off to do some trails. On the beginning of the Scenic Trail, I ran 
into a doe and her fawn. She very politely held a pose for me and 
then they were off.

My first bit of trouble was the way the park marked their trails. The 
first trail marker did not indicate any of the named trails on the 



map, simply pointed the direction to the youth camp and ranger 
station. The ranger station looked farther on the map so I chose 
that trail. It was a lucky guess. It did lead to the trailhead for the 
Scenic Trail.

The second problem came with the next split: Scenic Trail and 
Loop Trail. The signs looked exactly opposite from the perceived 
direction. I opted for the Scenic Trail and later found myself on the 
Loop Trail. Muttering under my breath about a stop at the ranger 
station, the Loop Trail did feed me back into the Scenic Trail.

The next split was the Clay Trail. It finally dawned on me these are 
not the usual trail markers but akin to street signs like you see at 
intersections. I have no idea why they did them that way but once I 
figured out their system, I was OK.



The map showed a branch road leading off Clay Trail. I assumed, 
incorrectly, it would lead to the river. It simply dead ended 0.4 
miles down the trail. Note to self - no more branch trails without a 
description of the end of the trail.

The Clay Trail led into the Fence Trail which led into the 
Shacklefoot Trail, which on the map seemed to show a view of 
Shacklefoot Lake. It turns out that Shacklefoot Lake is a temporary 
lake visible only during river flooding and the rainy season.



Shacklefoot Trail led to the beginning of the Scenic Trail and thus 
a return to the springs. In all, it was a little over seven miles. Most 
of the trail was unpaved roadbed. Along the way, I ended up 
picking up trash others left, including a tin can which cut my right 
hand and a brand new tennis ball???? Luckily, as a former Boy 
Scout, I was prepared with my first aid kit in my daypack. As the 
day wore on, it got pretty warm, but it was easy hiking.

I was warm enough that 72F water of the springs looked enticing 
and so I changed and went swimming. A couple of families were 
obsessing over some snakes they saw. One pair were water snakes, 
but two of the others were cottonmouths. However, they were 
probably so stunned from the forty degree weather, they were just 
trying to warm up.



After the swim, I headed to the Walmart at Chiefland to buy 
batteries. From there I drove to Cedar Key and drove around the 
town.

In 1993, Cedar Key was voted best small community in the US. It 
is no longer small. It reminds me of Key West just before 
gentrification completely took over. It has several quaint hotels and 
motels, a bar every 30 feet, and water everywhere. It would 
definitely be worth spending a week on the island in one of the 
historic hotels and getting better acquainted with the place.

Tonight, I am warming in the oven some homemade Jambalaya I 
made. The temperature is scheduled for the low 50's.



Manatee Springs - Day 3 
22 March 2016

For some reason, I woke at 5 am this morning and by 5:30, knew it 
was best to get up and put the coffee on. Breakfast was hot biscuits 
with strawberry jam and butter.

My goal for the day was to ride another segment of the Nature 
Coast Trail. This is a nine mile segment to Fanning Springs and, to 
be honest, I wasn't sure I could do it.

The biggest problem was finding the old depot which is the 
trailhead. I Googled it and found no real address but did find a map 
that pinpointed it somewhere along SW 4th Avenue. The problem 
was it didn't give any intersection. After about 30 minutes, I found 
the depot was now the chamber of commerce. I parked, sought out 
a restroom to keep from having to make pit stops where there were 
none. One review about the trailhead was the restrooms were iffy. 
That was a generous review. It was pretty filthy. The good news, 
upon my return, someone had cleaned it.

If you have read my blogs, you know one of my truisms about 
hiking - just when you think it can't be any more up hill, there is. I 
propose a new truism for biking. In whatever direction you are 
going, there will be a head wind.

On the trip to Fanning Springs I was pedaling against a head wind. 
I was looking forward to a tailwind on the return. No such luck. 
The wind shifted 180.

The trip to Fanning Springs took 54 minutes with numerous stops 
for wildflower photography and one rest stop. I managed to 
average 10 mph on the outward bound segment. The return trip 
was faster because I had photographed everything I wanted on the 
outward bound portion. In all, the distance was 18.2 miles through 
mostly canopied trail. Best of all, it was overcast and about 72F for 
most of the round trip.



It was just after 11:30 am when I made it back to the trailhead and 
I decided to check off another state park by visiting Rainbow 
Springs near Dunnellon. There are three sections to the park: a 
campground separate from the original tourist part and a tubing 
entrance.



The tubing entrance was closed so I headed to the main park area 
which was at one time a privately owned tourist “trap.” It was sold 
to Florida in 1990. To be honest, it didn't do much for me with the 
tourist kitsch still obvious. Most of the grounds are tended by a 
local volunteer group and all the waterfalls were constructed for 
the tourists. It's about an hour drive from Chiefland. At least I can 
check it off my list.



One thing that has made an impression on me is how many snow 
birds come down and stay in RV parks, state parks and 
campgrounds. One couple I met next to me was from Ontario and 
they had been in various campgrounds in Florida for the entire 
winter. They had an rv, were retired, and move from location to 
location. That's why almost all these places have a duration limit 
for camping. Otherwise, they would stay in one location for the 
winter and no one else would get to use the camping sites.

Tomorrow, I pack up and return to Fort Lauderdale.



Chapter 19    

Bahia Honda State Park - Day 1 
30 May 2017

No signal strength so posts will be delayed until I can access wifi 
at the concession stand.

I spent yesterday gathering camping equipment and today packing 
it in the jeep. I managed to leave the house around 12:30 pm and 
had a leisurely drive down highway 1 to the Keys. No matter how 
many times I make the trip, it still amazes. It's also fun to see what 
is new along the way and what has stayed the same. Ominously, 
Key Largo and several other keys have massive developments 
going in. At least they are building them for hurricanes and 
flooding. All were concrete block and elevated one story.

I pulled into Bahia Honda State Park a little after 3 pm and 
registered with the ranger. I'm facing the Atlantic in Sandspur 
campground (yes, there is some sandspur around) in site #50. I 



highly recommend the site. It is totally shaded with gumbo limbo 
and you get a sea breeze. Even the ranger commented he thought it 
was a good site.

I guess I'm a little rusty setting up the Kingdom 8 tent. I spent the 
first 15 minutes trying to set up the fly before I realized it was not 
the tent. Once I corrected that, it went up pretty quickly. Again, I 
have the port-a-potty at the ready in the tent and the queen size air 
mattress for my sleeping comfort - I hope. I've peeled the fly back 
from the sleeping area to increase the breeze. Hopefully there will 
be no rain or I'll have to get up and pull it back over the tent 
tonight.

I also brought my battery powered fan in case it is too warm 
tonight. All the comforts of home, minus air conditioning. Just wait 
until I get my Airstream.

After downing 2 bottles of water and resting, I got on the bike and 
cycled the roads of the park, visiting the other two campgrounds 
(the park has 80 campsites and 6 cabins). The Atlantic side is the 
best, in my opinion. The Florida Bay side gets the afternoon sun 
and you can tell it was hotter on that side. However, most of the 
campsites are shaded. The distance around the park is 5 miles. If 



you come to Bahia Honda, be sure to bring a bike. Getting to the 
concession or the old bridge, or even the nature trail is quite a hike.

Dinner tonight is red beans and rice, thanks to Reed Bilbray and 
his recommend Cajun seasoning and brand of red beans. I made a 
large pot yesterday and simply warmed it up in the Coleman oven.

Tomorrow I want to hike to the top of the bridge, do the nature trail 
and eventually treat myself to some seafood at a local restaurant.



Bahia Honda State Park - Day 2 
31 May, 2017

It was an interesting night. The bed was comfortable, the breeze 
was blowing, but I wasn't used to the heat, even with the portable 
fan. As a kid, without air, I remember the term "prickly heat". I 
now remember what it was like, particularly in the armpits and 
groin area. Then, I remembered what the solution was - talcum 
powder. When I think of my grandmother, I still think of that 
smell. I just so happened to have some baby powder in my kit. 
Problem solved!

One set of campers next to me came in early - around 8:30 pm - 
and went to bed around 10, but the ones on the other side came in 
around midnight. However, both sets tried to be as quiet as they 
could which I appreciated.

Later, the wind picked up and started flapping the tent fly that I had 
rolled back to allow ventilation. I thought I could sleep through it, 
but around 2 am I got up and tucked it in. I had dozed a little 
before that but after that, I slept pretty soundly.

Breakfast was fresh perked coffee with an English muffin, 
Canadian Bacon and a scrambled egg. To finish it off, I had a home 
made cinnamon bun, brought from home.

I started the morning with a bike ride to the Nature trail at the end 
of the park. It's a very nice trail with everything well marked. I was 
busy taking plant photos the entire walk.

From there, I headed to the bridge at the other end of the park. You 
can walk to the top of the bridge where cars used to cross Bahia 
Honda channel. It is very narrow and you think how could two cars 
fit on this bridge? Before the terrible 1935 Labor Day hurricane 
that destroyed Flagler's railroad to Key West, trains crossed on the 
bottom part of the trestle. Afterwards, the upper part of the trestle 



opened in 1938 for autos. The top is very scary to drive. Later, the 

bridge was superseded by a new bridge to the west of it.

After viewing the bridge, I toured the very small nature center and 
had lunch at the much larger concession stand. Tonight, I head in to 
"town" for some seafood.

View from the top of the bridge down into the swimming area 



Bahia Honda State Park - Day 3 
Key West 
1 June 2017

Last night was dinner at Herbie's in Marathon Key. Herbie's, in one 
form or another has been in business since 1940 and has always 
been a go to restaurant for me in the Keys. They even will prepare 
your own catch. Since I was fishless, I let them fix me a deep fried 
whole snapper. Delish!

Before I made it to Herbie's, I did a little touring of Big Pine Key 
and No Name Key, just south of Marathon. My first stop was 
Frederick C. Mannillo, Jr. nature trail, a very short walk through 
some pine lands. Next was Blue Hole nature trail, another short 
walk to a freshwater pond on the key.



Then it was a trip down memory lane to No Name Key, past No 
Name Pub (a great bar and restaurant) to visit the area a good 
friend had an off-the-grid weekend home. I stayed there a couple 
of times. I didn't go to the house since they no longer have the 
place but I did get to see a Keys deer that apparently escaped the 
screw worm infestation.

I headed back to camp after Herbie's and took a requisite dip in the 
Atlantic to cool off. The surf was rough and the Atlantic side is 
very rocky. However, the water was warm but refreshing. I read a 
little outside the tent and was in bed by 9:30pm. Later that night, it 
began to sprinkle and I had to get up and cover my sleeping area 
with the rain fly. My tent allows you to pull the fly back and 
expose a mesh screen roof in clear weather. It took only a minute 
and I was back in bed, sound asleep again. I got much more sleep 
last night than the night before. I also must be getting used to the 
heat.

For a change, someone else's car alarm woke everyone this 
morning. I showered and headed to Key West, 36 miles away. I 
have good luck finding a parking space on Fleming Street and so it 



was his time. I unmounted the bike from the rack and began my 
tour.

First stop was the Key West Cemetery, one of my favorite places. 



My favorite epitaph is found here: "I told you I was sick." 

I then pedaled Duval, the Truman Annex, Southern Most Point and 
back to Simonton where I had lunch at Sarabeth’s.



I'll probably park the bike this afternoon and do some walking. 
Hopefully, I will last until dinner time here in Key West and head 
back to Bahia Honda afterwards. Tomorrow morning I pack up and 
head home.

Bahia Honda has been a blast. I'll post some photos later on 
Facebook and my web site after I return.



2 June 2017

On the way to Key West yesterday, just outside of town, I saw a 
sign for the Key West Botanical Garden.  I've been coming to Key 
West since 1983 and either I have not paid attention to it or I did 
and it slipped my memory. In any case, on my way back to Bahia 
Honda, I decided to stop in. I was taken by surprise by the facility 
and grounds.

It could be a little better maintained and marked, but you must 
realize this is not a manicured botanical garden - it’s what the keys 
used to look like.  It is a surprisingly large garden with primarily 
native plants, particularly those endemic to Key West and the 
Caribbean.  The volunteer behind the desk was very chatty and 
helpful and was very proud of what Key West accomplished.

The garden is an outgrowth of efforts by the Key West Garden 
Club of 1934.  At the time, Key West was suffering from recent 
hurricanes and the Great Depression. In desperation, the city 
turned itself over to the state and the state director of the Federal 
Emergency Relief Administration visited the city and determined it 
had great potential as a tourist destination.

The garden club took this idea and applied for federal funding and 
was awarded enough money to purchase 55 acres.  Over the years, 
this was whittled down for state and national priorities.  However, 
it still occupies a significant piece of real estate.  It is currently 
known as the Key West Tropical Forest and Botanical Garden.  It 
also has several butterfly gardens. If you are in town, this is a must 
see.  It is classified as the only frost-free tropical forest within the 
continental United States.

As you might guess, my last night I had to ask someone to turn 
their music down.  It was a family of campers and they had backed 
their pickup truck into the campsite, opened all four doors and was 
blasting music from the truck.  I think they thought they were the 
only ones to hear the music, but I was five campsites down and it 
was too loud where I was.  I met a woman and child from New 
Orleans who asked me if it was legal for them to play music that 



loud.  I replied quiet hours start at 11 pm (unusual - most parks say 
10 pm) and left it at that.  Finally, around 9:30 pm I decided I 
didn’t pay camping fees to listen to someone else’s music.  I 
walked down, asked them to lower the volume and he agreed.  
However, someone else must have said something after I left 
because they eventually turned it off.  It wasn’t the park rangers.  
They drove right by his site and never stopped.

I always check the weather whenever I camp, usually every few 
hours of so.  The weather report for the area would say rain, no 
rain, rain, no rain.  They couldn’t make up their mind.  In any case, 
I prepared for rainfall.  It was a good thing I did.  About 6:30 am 
the bottom fell out of the clouds with blowing rain - enough that 
the tent was vibrating.  This is the second torrential downpour I’ve 
been in with the new tent and everything was perfectly dry.  
Unfortunately, rain was to continue throughout the day, so I packed 
a wet tent.  I’ll need to pitch the tent tomorrow in the yard (more 
rain predicted) and either wait for a rainstorm or hose it down to 
get the salt off the outside.  Once that it done, hopefully the rain 
will let up and let me air dry the tent.  Otherwise, it’s into the dryer 
for an air cycle.



Chapter 20    

Linville Falls Trip - Day 1 
16 June 2017

I was awake by 5:30 am and on the road by 10 am. There wasn't 
much to pack since only 3 nights will be camping at Linville Falls. 
I probably forgot to pack things, I always do, but the more I do 
this, the more I remember to pack. It's the little things like clothes 
pins. I generally wash a shirt and pants out on the trip. Most 
campsites either provide a clothesline or there are two trees to hang 
a line but I always forget clothespins to hold the clothes on the 
line. I remembered them this trip. I even packed a line.

My first night is outside of Savannah at a cheap hotel off I-95. 
Tomorrow, I head for Greensboro, NC for a two night visit with 
my cousin Jimmie and her husband Stephen. Greensboro is a neat 
town - typically old South, and I always feel welcome staying with 
them.

After Greensboro, I head to Linville Falls, just north of Asheville 
for my 3 nights of camping. I packed the small tent and I'm doing 
bare essential camping. Stephen and Jimmie will join me on the 
second day there and we plan to do some short hikes to waterfalls 
in the area along the Blue Ridge Parkway.

After Linville Falls, I return through Warm Springs, GA for 3 
nights in a cabin at Franklin D. Roosevelt State Park near Pine 
Mountain. My friend Tom will fly to Atlanta and drive down for 
two nights there. He hasn't seen the Little White House nor the 
springs, so I get to do my favorite thing and play tour guide.

After Warm a Springs, I head to Silver Springs, FL, just outside of 
Gainesville for three more nights in a cabin there. I'm really 
roughing it this trip! I think I previously mentioned my Dad visited 



there while stationed a Camp Blanding prior to WWII and I have 
photos of his trip there.

Here's hoping for an early start tomorrow because I want to stop in 
at Congaree National Park in South Carolina on my way to 
Greensboro to add another national park to my life list.

 



Linville Falls Trip - Day 2 
Congaree National Park 
17 June 2017

Hotel Hell. If you read my blog with any consistency, you know, 
like a Dickensian Scrooge, I find something to complain about. 
This hotel is it. In Paul Simon's song "Duncan" he says "...these 
motel walls are cheap....". In this case, so are the floors.

I chose the hotel for its easy on, easy off to I-95, economical rate 
and decent ratings on TripAdvisor. In fairness, the staff are friendly 
and efficient, the rooms clean and the bed is comfortable. 
However, the floors squeak and you can hear even low level 
conversations from one room to another. The walls must be one 
layer of sheet rock with no insulation and the floors sound like 
wood.

I had just turned in when two lead footed people entered the room 
above mine and proceeded to walk back and forth from the bed to 
the bathroom - continuously. Finally, around 12:45 am, they fell 
exhausted into their bed and I was much relieved they had not 
fallen through my ceiling crushing me.

No sooner than the dancing hippos stopped than the couple next 
door entered with the wife gnawing loudly at the husband's butt. 
Usually, I turn the fan on in hotel rooms to provide white noise to 
allow me to sleep but for some reason, the fan function on the a/c 
in this hotel does not work. Apparently, all is well with the couple. 
They were simply bantering back and forth in normal street voices 
at 1 am. I've been thoroughly entertained as they prepared for bed 
and now, almost 2 am, she is singing to her husband.

The hippos stirred at 5:45am.

I was on the road to Congaree National Park by 8:30 am and was 
taken aback by the heavy traffic on a Saturday. Like Florida, South 



Carolina roadways are under construction which didn't help. I 
pulled into the park around noon.

 
Congaree National Park Visitor Center.

This must be the least visited national park in the U.S. It became a 
national park in 2003 and is mostly wilderness area. You really 
have to have a good GPS to find it since the signage to the park is 
sparse. Part of the boundary follows the Congaree River and a 
search for the word “Congaree” suggests no known meaning.

In a lot of ways, it's reminds me of the Everglades. When I stopped 
in the visitor center, the ranger informed me most of the trails were 
currently underwater. One elevated walkway was available and I 
took that. It's the longest walkway I've ever seen. Only part was 
accessible due to flood waters and that was 1.2 miles one-way of 
wooden planking. Check another national park off the list. The 
nice part about the “hike” was most of the walkway was shaded 
and bug free. I anticipated clouds of mosquitoes but saw nary one.



There are several trails, back country camp sites and developed 
camping. Again, national parks don't have shower facilities. Spit 
baths all around.

I pulled out around 1:30 pm and headed for Greensboro, NC to see 
Stephen and Jimmie - not without hazard. I was almost wiped off 
the road by an inattentive pickup pulling a trailer with a vat of 
some chemical solution. He was behind me and did not notice all 
traffic coming to a stop on I-75. He could not break in time so he 
pulled between me and a car in the lane left of me. I caught him 
out of the corner of my eye and eased to the shoulder to let me pull 
forward and pass me with millimeters between his rig and my jeep. 
It scared him pretty badly.

Stephen and Jimmie prepared a wonderful meal of fresh salad, a 
chicken curry with rice, garlic bread and watermelon for desert. I 
begged forgiveness around 8:30 because I needed a shower after 
the hike, and because I’ve had 3 hours sleep in the last 24 hours. 
More tomorrow.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 3 
Greensboro, NC 
18 June 2017

Finally, a great night’s sleep! I dozed off sometime after 9:30 pm 
and didn't wake until 6 am. It was bliss. No stomping in the 
overhead and no noisy neighbors in the next room. I have the 
entire second floor to myself. Stephen kindly offered to have 
someone tromp around in the attic to make me feel more like the 
Savannah stay but I demurred.

After breakfast and two cups of coffee, Jimmie, Stephen and I 
headed to the Greensboro Arboretum.

 
Jimmie and Stephen at the Greensboro Arboretum. Jimmie knows 
the sculptor of the gate. The top is composed of many numerous 
wrought iron oak leaves.



 
Wrought iron oak leaves of arch.

The city, according to Stephen, converted some regions in the town 
into parks to help control excessive runoff from storms. There are 
several parks in town in flood plains and this one space was 
converted into the arboretum. This is a narrow strip along a busy 
road that is perfect for drainage mitigation and a public park at the 
same time.



 
Jimmie and I at the arboretum. Yes, that's my smile.

The arboretum is well laid out with both paved and I paved 
pathways. It also has excellent signage. I would estimate 80-90% 
of the plantings were labeled and easily read from the pathways.



 
Massive wind chimes at the arboretum.

After the arboretum, we adjourned to McDonalds for iced coffee. 
Later, we headed to the Weatherspoon Art Gallery to see their 
collection. It's a part of the University of North Carolina, 
Greensboro and is a very neat little museum, also with classroom 
space for students.

 
The Weatherspoon Art Museum - back entrance.

One exhibit at the Weatherspoon was paper art by Greensboro 
residents. My favorite was by Steven M. Cozart who interviewed 
people and drew them during their interviews on paper bags. The 



bottoms of the paper bags had quotations from each interview as 
their captions.

 
The Miller Interview



]  
Didactic for Cozart

Tomorrow, I head to Linville Falls for three night of, in all 
probability, soggy camping. Stephen and Jimmie have better sense 
and are staying at Linville Lodge. We’ll do short day hikes while 
there.

There is a distinct possibility the next few days will be blog-less 
because of lack of signal strength to do the posting.  Whenever I 
get a signal, I'll post but it may be a few days lag.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 4 
19 June 2017

Last night, Greensboro was the recipient of a tremendous 
thunderstorm. I finally drifted off to sleep around 1 am and got up 
around 5:30 am, packed and met Jimmie and Stephen downstairs 
for breakfast.

I left first and they followed about an hour later in their car - 
destination Linville Falls. They are staying in a quaint lodge near 
the falls and I’m staying at the Linville Falls campground just off 
the Blue Ridge Parkway. My main concern was getting the tent set 
up before the 80% chance of rain set in.

 
Thanks John for the doormat!

I pulled into the camping area around 1 pm, set up the tent (10 
minutes) and headed out to Linville Falls Lodge to pick Jimmie 
and Stephen up.

They were walking out the door to come find me (no cell 
reception) and it was pure luck I got there before they left. They 
are about a mile and a half from where I am located just of NC 
226. We piled in the jeep and headed out.



Stephen had consulted with the owners of the lodge and found if 
we headed north from the lodge, we would come to a gravel road 
which would lead to the falls. Four miles further on the road and 
we would come to an overlook of the falls. As we were heading to 
the falls, it began to rain, so we decided to do the overlook first and 
if the rain quit, do the falls hike. The road was definitely unpaved, 
gravel in some places, boulders embedded in the road in other 
places and some mud.

 
Linville Gorge

You really couldn't see the falls from the overlook but you had a 
spectacular view of Linville Gorge.



 
Jimmie and Stephen at Linville Gorge Overlook



 
Linville Gorge

It was an easy walk, paved all the way and with handicapped 
access. It rained on us for most of the way and really poured on us 
on the way back. We got the jeep going over the road again and 
stopped at the Linville Falls access (more gravel).

After our soaking, Jimmie and I decided to hike to the falls. As you 
begin the 0.4 mile trip (more like 0.6 according to Jimmie’s 
odometer) you start a serious drop in the trail. It started raining as 
we started down. I had left Stephen the key fob so he was in good 
shape back at the car. In the back of your mind is the trip back up. 
We persevered and eventually the trail leveled out at the falls. We 
did the usual tourist photos and began the hike back up. It began to 
rain again, but eventually tapered off.



 
Jimmie and I at Linville Falls

The falls are split into two major runs at the same level and a 
smaller, center run. The forest service has done a nice job of 
providing steps, stone retaining walls, and overlook points.

We returned to the lodge and eventually had a very nice dinner at 
their restaurant. It seems tourist season is not in full swing yet. The 
lodge was not full and there are are numerous spaces in the camp.

Tomorrow, I meet them for breakfast and we head north on the 
Blue Ridge for more short hikes, sightseeing and shopping. 
Temperature night is expected to dip to 59 F.  Cellular reception is 
iffy.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 5 
20 June 2017

I never sleep well the first night in a tent. I was a little anxious 
since a group camp of young kids were nearby and they were 
running around screaming at 9 pm. Just before 10 pm, I was 
getting ready to walk over to the campground host to ask him to 
ask the supervisor to quiet them down when it started raining and 
did the job for me. I tossed and turned until 1 am and finally dozed 
off until 5:30 am.

I made coffee and then headed out to find Jimmie and Stephen. We 
were planning to eat at Famous Louise’s Rock House Restaurant 
(not sure of her fame) near their lodge but it was closed on 
Tuesday. Instead, we headed to Linville and had breakfast at the 
Tartan Restaurant. I recommend their biscuits!

After breakfast, we headed to Linn Cove to see their famous “S” 
shaped viaduct. It seems to be some engineering marvel. It is 1,243 
feet in length and was completed in 1987.



 
Linn Cove Viaduct

I heard the ranger tell some other visitors that the Blue Ridge 
Parkway was finished in segments and the viaduct was the last 
segment of the parkway completed. There are 153 segments to the 
bridge and only one is not curved in some fashion.

Next stop was Price Lake where Jimmie and I walked around the 
lake. It's a beautiful hike, level, and for the most part shaded with 
Rhododendron.  It was supposed to be 2.7 miles in length but 
Jimmie’s fit bit hit 3 miles about 3/4 of the way through.



 
Canopy of Rhododendron along trail at Price Lake

We thought we would have to turn around half way due to flooding 
from information received from a ranger but it was pretty dry most 
of the way. By the end of the hike it was time for lunch and we 
headed to Blowing Rock for lunch at Six Pence Pub. Trust me, 
mayonnaise is a key ingredient in everything.

I said goodbye to Jimmie and Stephen and headed back to Linville 
Falls. I really appreciated their willingness to share their time with 
me along the Blue Ridge. It gave us more time together. We travel 
well together and hopefully there will be other opportunities.

On my return, I stopped at Grandfather Mountain, paid the $20 
admission and headed for the top.



 
Swinging Bridge at Grandfather Mountain

At the top, you have a spectacular view of a condominium across 
the valley. Really, it was fun to cross the swinging bridge and the 
views were nice.



You could see clouds rolling over the top of the bridge. After 
Grandfather Mountain, I headed south on the Blue Ridge Parkway 
and made several stops to photograph the scenery and wildflowers 
and the headed back to Linville Falls.

 
View from Bear Den Overlook

I then decided to hike to the lower falls on the recommendation of 
the ranger. The views were spectacular. Until today, I didn't realize 
what we had seen yesterday were the upper falls which were nice 
but small in height. The Lower Falls are far more impressive.



Lower Linville Falls from Chimney View. Click on the image for a 
video of the falls.

As usual, something was funny about the mileage. The Chimney 
View Overlook is supposedly 0.7 miles from the visitor center and 
the Erwin's View Overlook is 0.8 from the visitor center. My gps 
said 1.07 miles. So double that and add 0.2 for the Plunge Basin 
Overlook and it was 2.16 round trip. The ranger called the hike 
moderately difficult and I would agree. Most of the overlooks are 
uphill.

Tonight’s dinner was chicken and noodles. I think I prefer the 
noodles with the beef version, but what can you say about 
dehydrated/freeze dried food other than it helps with constipation?

Tomorrow, I head South on the Blue Ridge Parkway for more 
waterfalls and hiking. Stay tuned.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 6 
Blue Ridge Parkway 
21 June 2017

The campground was quiet last night and I got more sleep than the 
night before. I needed it because today was a busy day. In addition 
to pulling off the Blue Ridge for all their observations points as I 
headed south, I did three hikes - one pretty difficult and the other 
two easy.

 
Look what I found on the way to Crabtree Falls.

First hiking stop was Crabtree Falls, a 70 foot beauty. To get to the 
falls, you begin at the trailhead near the information center and 
hike through the campgrounds and begin your descent to the falls. 
It supposedly is a two mile loop, but typically, my gps registered 
over 4 miles. The initial descent is steep, rocky and muddy and I 
pity anyone who tries to do it without a good pair of hiking boots. 
The hike down and back up is listed as strenuous and I would have 
to agree.



 
Me and Crabtree.

You have the option of returning as you came (I would not 
recommend it) or take the 0.9 mile loop back. It has a very steep 
set of switchbacks but once you make the ridge, it levels out until 
the last 0.8 miles. It returns you to the campground and you must 
retrace your steps to the trailhead parking lot.



Click on the image for a video of Crabtree Falls.

 
Stairs at Crabtree Falls

The signage on the trail was excellent and the trail fairly well 
maintained. They need to work on some of their staircases but 
otherwise this was an excellent hike.

My next stop was Mount Mitchell State Park, the highest mountain 
east of the Mississippi at 6,684 feet. This was the first State Park in 
North Carolina established in 1915. The park is named for Elisha 
Mitchell, a professor at the University of North Carolina, Chapel 
Hill who died trying to prove its height. He’s buried at the summit.



 
Observation Deck and Tomb of Elisha Mitchell



In reality, you drive to the top (no admission fees) and wall 0.4 
miles via a paved walkway to the top and to the observation tower. 
The views were spectacular.

 
Observation deck atop Mount Mitchell

There was a bicycle club of young kids that pedaled their way to 
the top! I was amazed at how young they were. I think it was some 
type of money raising event.

Lastly, I stopped at Craggy Gardens and hiked 0.3 miles up to a 
Rhododendron bald at the top. The path was steep but easily 
walked without too much effort. Again, with the rocks, a good pair 
of hiking shoes is recommended.



 
Me at the top of Craggy Gardens Rhododendron Bald

I returned to Linville Falls campground, took a “spit” shower and 
ate fried chicken with fried okra, mashed potatoes with gravy and 
iced tea at Famous Louise’s Rock House Restaurant. The famous 
part is the house sits directly at the meeting point of 3 North 
Carolina counties. Desert was homemade cherry pie with vanilla 
ice cream. I felt I needed to treat myself after all that exertion 
during the day.

It's supposed to rain tomorrow so I may be packing a wet tent. I 
head to Asheville for a short visit with Joyce and Alfred Hiller and 
then to Franklin D. Roosevelt State Park at Pine Mountain, 
Georgia for three nights.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 7 
FDR State Park 
22 June 2017

It did not rain and I didn't have to pack a wet tent. I'll need to air it 
out upon my return home, but I lucked out. I woke up around 5:30 
am and after coffee, was packed and ready to go by 7:15. My GPS 
routed me along NC 221 and then interstate to Asheville. I finally 
got a cellular signal about 45 minutes outside Asheville and was 
able to call Joyce and Alfred Hiller to let them know I was coming.

The last time I saw Joyce and Alfred was when they were in Fort 
Lauderdale, I think for a cruise. That was many years ago and it 
was a treat to see them again. We all commiserated with each other 
about health issues and caught up with each other's lives.

When I met Joyce, I was stationed at USCG Communications 
Station in New Orleans. I wanted to volunteer in the Boy Scouts 
and met her then husband Fred through a troop led by Glen Buck. 
Fred insisted I come over for dinner one night where I met Joyce 
and their son Reed. Joyce and Fred pretty much adopted me while 
I was stationed there . I was constantly eating at their place. The 
friendship lasted. Fred died after I came to Broward and Joyce 
married Alfred. I got to know him the first time when they came to 
Fort Lauderdale. He’s a very interesting guy and devoted to Joyce, 
Reed, and Reed’s family.

It was so good to visit. Unfortunately, I was on a tight schedule to 
get to FDR State Park at Pine Mountain, GA and had to leave after 
a couple of hours. Although it has been years since I saw Alfred 
and Joyce, we picked up like it was only a few days instead of 
years. Good friends are like that.

I wasn't able to visit with Reed, Sandra and the twins.  I thought 
they were out of town and didn't notify them and they had plans for 
today.



Just as I was approaching the park, Sirius went crazy with a 
tornado warning. Twice. Then one time, the radio just started 
beeping. I kept looking around for funnel clouds but thankfully 
none showed.

 
Cabin #4

The cabin is great. They modernized an old CCC cabin, refinished 
the floors, redid the bathroom and still kept the quaint features. I 
have two fireplaces. I'm tempted to drop the air conditioner just to 
have a fire a la Nixon but will not.



 
Bedroom of Cabin #4

Considering I haven't had a shower in three days, I lingered a little 
tonight in the hot water. I enjoyed my stay at Linville Falls and will 
miss the nightly firefly show. Maybe FDR will provide them here.



 
Kitchen, Cabin #4

 
Patio, Canin #4



 
Mists rising in the valley



Linville Falls Trip - Day 8 
Calloway Gardens 
23 June 2017

Another great night of sleep! It helps when you are not on an air 
mattress within the confines of a back packing tent. After coffee 
and a doughnut, I headed out to visit Calloway Gardens, just 
outside of Pine Mountain, GA.

I've heard a lot about Calloway Gardens and I have to admit I was 
disappointed for some reason that I cannot put my finger on. I 
knew the azaleas were not in bloom but it seemed as if nothing else 
was either. I don't think they have figured out whether they want to 
be a horticultural garden or a wild, natural area, or an amusement 
park. I'm sure it suits them with a golf course, bike and hiking 
paths, flower walks, cafes, etc., but it just didn't resonate with me. 
However, it serves as a great job market for high school kids 
working the summer.



 
Visitor Center at Calloway Gardens

I rented a bike, even though I brought mine on this trip, I didn't 
think they would allow me to use mine, so I left it at the cabin. I 
should have brought it. The one they gave me had a front wheel 
that was out of round and needed the spokes adjusted. It had only 
three gears for some fairly steep inclines. Even though I rented it 
for half a day, I returned it within the hour.



 
Azalea pavilion at Calloway Gardens

I finished touring the garden by jeep and continued to be 
underwhelmed. I decided to head back to FDR and do laundry in 
the campground. I was running out of clean clothes and Tom Green 
was to show up today and I didn't want to stink him out of the 
cabin.

Tom arrived around 4 pm after getting lost only once. He relaxed 
on the patio with a glass of wine while barefoot. Something about 
him and shoes don't get along. Our first stop was Dowdells Knob 
where FDR and Missy Lehand liked to picnic.



 
Me and FDR at Dowdells Knob

Later, I gave him the tour of Warm Springs. If you’ve ever been to 
the town you know the entire downtown area can be walked in 10 
minutes, and that’s stopping in some businesses along the way. It 
does have a little seedy charm to it, however.

We then drove past the historic pool where FDR received his 
therapy (we’ll tour that tomorrow as well as the Warm Springs 
White House) and then drove through the Institute for 
Rehabilitation, an out growth of the original polio institute. The 
institute has grown into a massive campus.

While in Warm Springs, Tom purchased some boiled peanuts, so 
we sat on the patio upon our return to the cabin and ate “goober 
peas” and drank wine.

Dinner was at the Meriwether Steak Company restaurant outside of 
Warm Springs. It's a huge restaurant literally in the middle of 
nowhere. The steak was good and the service excellent. We were a 
little reluctant after reading one bad review but persevered and 
were pleasantly surprised. Tom treated me to my dinner.

We returned to the cabin patio and stargazed until rain drove us 
inside. Tomorrow we hit the pool and little White House and eat 
more boiled peanuts.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 9 
FDR State Park 
24 June 2017

This morning I cooked bacon and eggs in the cabin. Usually, they 
provide some type of frying pan for the cabin - they certainly had 
pots - but no frying pan. However, they did have an electric pan. I 
can't remember the last time I cooked on one of those. In any case, 
the eggs turned out great and the bacon OK. I think it was more the 
brand of bacon than the cooking of it.

By 10:30 am Tom and I were at the entrance to the Little White 
House. There were not many people but there was one group of 
young kids, remarkably well behaved. You first enter a museum 
that does an excellent job of exploring the life of FDR. They have 
a well done video narrated by Walter Cronkite (it’ll be a little hard 
to update).

While we were in the museum, it began to sprinkle outside so I 
suggested we beat the group of kids to the actual Little White 
House since the house itself is so small, moving around in a large 



group is difficult. I know Tom was surprised at how small the 
house really is and how much simpler life was back in that time.

 
Chair where FDR had his cerebral hemorrhage

From the Little White House, we did the Avenue of the States 
where every state sent in their signature stone. Florida’s was 
“fossiliferous limestone.



 
Avenue of State Stones

Next, we headed to where the unfinished portrait of FDR is 
housed. Roosevelt was sitting in the living room while Elizabeth 
Shoumatoff was painting his portrait when he began rubbing his 
temple and complained of a headache. He then collapsed and after 
being taken to his bed, he died. Both the unfinished portrait is 
housed here as well as the finished one she did later from memory 
and photos.

We returned to the museum to see what we didn't get to the first go 
round when the bottom fell out of the sky and we got our 80% 
chance of rain during the day in 30 minutes time.

From the Little White House, we drove to the historic pools. Our 
admission at the Little White House allowed us entrance to the 
pool museum. The ranger suggested that the pools, which are 



drained because of structural problems, may one day be renovated 
for use again. In any case, you can feel the temperature of the 
water which is consistently near 88F.

 
Historic Pools, Warm Springs, GA

Tom found out the water that would normally go to fill the pools is 
collected on site, treated and then used at the Institute on the hill 
above the pools, so it is not wasted.

At the historic pools, it again started pouring rain. In killing time 
talking to the ranger, we found out there was a winery just a little 
ways down the road. We detoured there, toured the Warm Springs 
Winery (about 30 square feet) and did a wine tasting. Their wine 
comes from their own muscadine vineyard plus a red wine from 
north Georgia which is mixed with some of the muscadine wines.

I bought a case, got a 15% discount, and loaded it into the jeep. I 
like to use it as gifts and I find if you chill muscadine wine, it 
works well on a hot summer afternoon on the patio. Summer is on 
its way so….

Lunch was at the Lightning Bug Cafe, a little hole in the wall 
section of the Firefly gift store. There seems to be a theme here. 
Lunch was excellent but the highlight for me (other than Tom 
paying for lunch) was their caramel cake with whipped cream. My 



great aunt used to make me a caramel cake every year for my 
birthday and the first taste was pure nostalgia. I finally got tired of 
caramel cakes as a kid and she then started making me German 
chocolate cakes for my birthdays. My great aunt Buleah was an 
outstanding cook, and she made the very best cakes I’ve ever 
eaten. Tie that slice of nostalgia with the Little White House 
primitive structural elements constructed of pine, ice box that 
worked with ice as a cooler, tube radio, etc. and you have my 
childhood.

Upon arriving at the cabin, I opened the back door to take the wine 
inside when the entire box of 12 fell on the ground on top of some 
rocks. Amazingly, only one bottle of the 12 broke. Can we say 
wine shock?

Tomorrow I travel to Silver Springs, FL.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 10 
Silver Springs, FL 
25 June 2017

Bridge out. That was my notification after my GPS routed me the 
back way to I-75 just south of Macon, Ga. That meant I had to 
suffer through 10 miles of “recalculating route” in order to 
complete the detour.

I had just said goodbye to Tom and turned in the key when my 
GPS asked if I would like an alternate route due to a problem 
ahead on the road. I said yes. Yet, it led me to the bridge out, 
showed it on the map when I arrived, and insisted I cross the 
washed out bridge. I declined.

As I was following the detour, I came upon a severe wreck along a 
stretch of country road where a wrecker was pulling a car up an 
embankment deep in the woods. There were two ambulances and 
numerous highway patrol on scene and since the ambulances were 
not going anywhere, I assumed there were fatalities.

Later, I must have passed twenty vintage vehicles, a part of some 
kind of rally. It varied from pickup trucks to Volkswagens, all 
vintage.

Once on I-75, I hit three major downpours to the point I had to 
slow down due to hydroplaning. Just before I reached Ocala traffic 
slowed to a crawl even though the rain had abated. I never cease to 
wonder at drivers who slow or stop in light rain but barrel through 
in heavy downpours.

Silvered Springs is just east of Ocala and I checked into the park 
around 5 pm. The cabin is new and patterned on the one I stayed in 
at Fanning Springs.



 
Cabin #10

It seems to be a cookie cutter blueprint for all new cabins. It is 
really nice but one strange omission is bath soap. Every cabin I’ve 
stayed in provides bath soap but either I haven't found it yet or they 
don't provide it. Fortunately, I always pack some.



 
Living Room with fireplace

Hopefully, while here I’ll get some hiking and cycling in and 
maybe a glass bottom boat ride.



 
Front Porch of Cabin #10

 
Bedroom 1 of 2



I had a great time visiting with Tom even though he lives close in 
Wilton Manors.  I think he had a good time and we both indicated 
we got a little emotional with the FDR sites.

Tom is always smart and lucky - two excellent traits.  His original 
flight back out of Atlanta was 5 pm which meant 5 hours in the 
Delta Club Room, not necessarily a bad thing.  However, before he 
left, he managed to get the 4 pm flight.  He later texted me he got a 
2 pm flight with upgrade to first class.  See what I mean lucky/
smart?

Early to bed tonight.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 11 
Silver Springs, FL 
26 June 2017

Silver Springs State Park is actually two parks. One part is 
composed of the old Silver Springs tourist area with glass bottom 
boats and the other part, separate, is a regular state park, originally 
known as Silver River State Park. The state acquired Florida’s first 
tourist attraction (Wikipedia) in 2013 and combined both parks to 
form Silver Springs State Park.

For some reason, I woke around 3:45 am completely refreshed and 
ready to go hiking. I made breakfast (dehydrated granola, berries, 
nuts with milk powder - just add water) had two cups of coffee and 
dawdled long enough that I was on the trail by 8 am.

My first hike was the Sinkhole Trail which forms a loop while 
intersecting with several other trails. The Sinkhole Trail itself is a 
2.2 mile loop with no view of a sinkhole.



 
Sinkhole Trail

Just as I started down the trail, a sign indicated the park had bears 
and they recommended bear spray. Mine was back in the car so I 
hoofed it back and added it to my pack. It was a good thing I did 
because I saw bear sign of rotten logs being ripped apart for insects 
grubs.



 
Evidence of Bear - ground torn up and log ripped apart

About half way along the trail I ran into a buck and doe whitetail 
deer. They were totally curious about me and unconcerned.

 
Mr. and Mrs. Whitetail

Later that day when I went into town to get some supplies, a doe 
with a fawn crossed in front of me. The fawn was so tiny, at first I 
thought it was a very small dog following the doe across the road.

The trail was nice and level, wide, and easily discerned and yet at 
the same time, poorly marked. You would come to an intersection 
of merging trails and one direction was clearly marked for one trail 



but you had to walk a ways down a trail leading from the 
intersection to see the next trail marker to see if you were on the 
correct path. It was almost as if you were required to walk the trail 
in one direction only.

I was going to branch off to the Sandhill Trail from the Sinkhole 
Trail but a sign indicated a burn was in progress and the trail was 
closed. I later found out it was not. This seems to be a theme in this 
park. Another section was closed (a boardwalk) but someone I met 
later informed me it was fine - he just ignored the closed sign. The 
museum and all the old buildings for exhibition also said closed 
Monday-Friday for classes from the local school district - do not 
enter - with no one in sight.

In any case, instead of the Sandhill Trail, I looped back and walked 
the Swamp Trail which had the closed boardwalk.

 
Swamp Trail with no evidence of swamp. I did pass some cypress 
and cypress knees in the distance.



From there I looped back and walked the River Trail which takes 
you down by the Silver River where you can launch canoes and 
kayaks.

 
Silver River (source is Silver Springs)

 
Kayaker heading home before the rain starts. He was at the landing 
and was in the mood to talk.

The Swamp Trail is a 1.9 mile loop and the River Trail is a 1.9 
mile loop, none of which were the correct mileage according to my 
GPS. According to their mileage, it was 5.4 miles of hiking. 
According to my GPS, it was more like 7.



I headed back to the cabin for an afternoon nap and then into town 
to purchase a few things. Silver Springs seems to merge into Ocala 
as I drove through and almost all the stores are set back from the 
road. You can only find the store by reading a sign near the road. 
For example, Lowes and Walmart were set so far back from the 
road you could not see them from the road.

If it doesn't storm late this afternoon, a very big if, I'll try the 4.5 
mile bike loop off the River Trail. Tomorrow I plan to hike the 
closed Sandhill Trail loop and the head to the tourist trap and do a 
glass bottom boat ride.

Dinner tonight was at Fat Boy BarBQ, in business since 1970. It 
was very good barbecue with excellent sides of their baked beans 
and cole slaw.  After I returned, I rode around the campgrounds. 
There are 10 cabins and 60 campsites.  The campsites are well 
equipped but not very suitable for tent camping.  Every park likes 
to put gravel down for rv's and don't realize tents don't fair well on 
gravel.

No matter how many times I proofread these blogs, once I review 
them after posting, I always find typos.  For some reason, this 
program likes to capitalize everything except after a period.



Linville Falls Trip - Day 12 
Silver Springs, FL 
27 June 2017

Boy, am I embarrassed!  I thought I had reserved the cabin at 
Silver Springs for 3 nights.  Instead, it was for two.  I got up early 
and hiked the Sandhill Trail as I had planned.  I'm glad I did.  I 
enjoyed this hike more than the others.  However, the trailhead had 
no sign about the trail closed but when the trail intersected the 
Sinkhole Trail, there was the sign saying the trail was closed for a 
burn!  If I had obeyed the sign, I couldn't turn around and return to 
the jeep.

 
Sandhill Trail



After hiking the trail, I then did the bike trail.  It was a 4.5 mile 
round trip over roots, puddles, and dips.  This was my first off-road 
experience and I enjoyed it.
 
After a quick shower, I decided to head to the other section of the 
park with the glass bottom boat rides.

I pulled into the other section of the park around 12:00 and decided 
on a hamburger before the boat ride.  I lucked out and the next 
glass bottom boat trip was just coming up after I finished the 
burger.

 
2017 Glass Bottom Boat

About halfway through the trip, I got a phone call from a Silver 
Springs number.  Since the guide was talking and the electric 
motor of the glass bottom boat was making noise, I decided not to 
answer.  Later, I checked to see if there was a message and it was 
the park letting me know I was supposed to vacate the premises by 
11 am this morning.

They were very nice.  I called as soon as we docked and told them 
I could be out within the hour.  I asked if I owed them anything and 
they said no.  Apparently, the cabin was rented for the night or I 
would have stayed the extra night.  Instead, I drove back to Fort 



Lauderdale.  I wanted to tip the cleaning crew but they couldn't 
accept tips so I left $20 in the donation box.  I hate being a bother 
to people and I put them behind schedule.

As usual, around Boca Raton, I-95 was horrible and the Turnpike 
was slow.  The GPS kept trying to route me to I-95 and then when 
I got off, it said congestion and 20 mph with stop and go.  I 
returned to the Turnpike and with a couple of slow downs, made it 
back home by 6:30 pm.  I had traveled 2166 miles on this little 
excursion.

I was glad I did the glass bottom boat.  I think in a past blog I 
mentioned I have a photo of a glass bottom boat circa 1940.  Dad 
apparently made it to Silver Springs when stationed at Camp 
Blanding, just north of Gainesville. It seems I have come full 
circle.  He was stationed in Florida and so have I been for the last 
33 years.  He went to Silver Springs and so did I.



 
Dad's photo of a glass bottom boat at Silver Springs around 1940



Chapter 21    

Fall Foliage Trip - Day 1 
1 October 2017

Enough with the yard work.  I spent all of August and most of 
September clearing the back yard of vegetation that might be 
remotely attractive to iguanas. I mean, almost every day from 
anywhere from 1-3 hours a day hacking, cutting, sawing, piling, 
etc. in 90+ degree heat.

Then comes Hurricane Irma which meant more of the same.



Combined with the stress of Irma and the heat, and the last straw of 
an iguana pooping on my head, I decided I had had it and needed 
to get away.

What cinched it was an internet item that said the best time to see 
fall colors on the Blue Ridge Parkway was the first week in 
October, at least in the higher elevations.  Since I had to cancel a 
trip to Cloudland Canyon State Park in northwest Georgia due to 
Irma, I decided to combine that with a trip through the Smokey 
Mountains and Blue Ridge.  I’ve never done a fall foliage tour of 
the area and so decided now is the time.

My first day was an 8+ hour drive to Macon, Georgia in order to 
make the next day’s drive to Cloudland Canyon a more 
manageable 4 hour drive. I’ve made this drive so many times it’s 
second nature and I even think the Jeep knows the route even 
though it tried to get me off on the wrong exit for the motel.

This spring, I plan another cross country trip to finish up visiting 
all the continental US national parks.  Although about 40% will be 
camping, many nights will be motels.  I joined the Choice program 



which has Quality Inn and Comfort Inn in their chain in order to 
earn points for some free nights.  Tonight is a Comfort Inn just off 
I-475 outside of Macon.  It seems relatively new, quiet and clean 
my only complaint is very few places to eat around this area.

After  2 nights in a cabin at Cloudland Canyon, where I hope to do 
some day hiking, I leave for a drive to Gatlinburg through the 
Smokey Mountains.  After one night in Gatlinburg, I travel the 
Blue Ridge Parkway to Boone, NC for a night.  Next is 
Greensboro, NC for a short overnight visit with my cousin and 
then a stop at Hilton Head Island for lunch with friends.  I’ll spend 
one night in Brunswick, GA on the way home.  Maybe then, I 
won’t mind so much getting back to the never-ending yard work.

 

 



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 2 
I have to admit the Comfort Inn was comfortable.  I had an 
excellent night of sleep -and then awoke to the shootings in Las 
Vegas.

I was on the road by 9 am and made it to Cloudland Canyon State 
Park a little after noon. The park ranger surprised me with a ready 
cabin even though check in is 3 pm. I had intended to settle 
accounts and simply start a day hike but I was able to dump 
luggage at the cabin before I started off.

 
Cabin # 6

The cabin is great and fairly isolated from the other cabins.  It also 
has a workable fireplace that I intend to get lit before the trip is 
over.

The park was established in 1938 and is comprised of 3,488 acres 
along the western edge of Lookout Mountain (Chattanooga is only 
a few miles away).  My intention today was to hike the West Ridge 
Trail Loop and do the falls tomorrow.  Right!



 
West Ridge Loop Trail

The West Ridge Trail Loop is a five mile trail that Backpacker 
magazine once rated as one of the top ten trails in the U.S.  After 
today, I can see why.  The magazine this past month rated it as the 
top trail in Georgia.

Most of the trail follows the ridge of the gorge and is well marked 
(with one exception).  Switchbacks are well designed and there are 
several overlooks that are well placed and well maintained.



 
Overhang on the way to the falls

At a certain point in the loop, you can break off and go the the 
falls.  There are two in the gorge: Cherokee and Hemlock. 
Cherokee has a 60 foot drop and Hemlock has a 90 foot drop. You 
start the trail down to the falls at the top of the ridge and drop to 
the canyon below, a distance of 1000 feet.



 
Cherokee Falls

Cloudland Canyon is the deepest gorge in Georgia.  Of course, you 
retrace your steps up 1000 feet!  The trail down is 1.8 miles.  At 
one point, to reach Hemlock, you have to descend 600 steps.  I can 
honestly say I would rather walk a steep, rocky trail than to walk 
up 600 steps.



 
Stairs down to the falls
 
Both Falls had a decent water flow and I got some great photos.



 
Hemlock Falls

On the return trip, I retraced my steps back to the loop trail and 
headed back to the cabin. As the West Ridge Loop wound back up, 
as you passed cabins, a sign on the trail marked each one.  Except 
for one.  Cabin 6 was not marked and the side trail so indistinct, I 
walked about a mile further than I needed.



 
Trail to the Falls

I have to brag.  My tracker measured over 8 miles for the trip today 
with maximum elevation and elevation gain and loss of over 1600 
feet.  I only started getting tired towards the last so I guess those 
hot yard work days paid off.  However, the stairs were a killer.

  



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 3 
I can safely say I’ve had the worst meal of my life for lunch today. 
TripAdvisor rated Geneva’s in Rising Fawn, Ga as number 2 of 8 
restaurants in the town. Number 1 opens only for dinner.  The 
people were very nice and I even met Geneva, but the food was 
very, very bad.  I ordered fried chicken, mashed potatoes, pinto 
beans and fried okra.  First, I didn’t know you could get fried okra 
that greasy.  The mashed potatoes tasted like a mix and the pinto 
beans were from a can -all unseasoned.  The chicken was the 
worst.  It looked delicious but had an off taste - either the batter or 
the chicken or both.  They served sweetened ice tea and for desert, 
I had Watergate Cake, whatever that is.  The price was a bargain at 
$9.20.

I should have realized something when I was the only car in the 
lot.  They had just switched over to the lunch menu and were still 
cooking lunch when I arrived.  Only one other person came in for 
lunch while I was there.  Live and learn.

I slept well and woke up sore from yesterday’s hike.  I did not plan 
anything extensive today and so started out for the two main 
overlooks in the park  - a mile loop trail

 
Overlook Trail at Cloudland Canyon



I could tell my knee wasn’t going to let me do a lot of downhill 
walking, so I called it quits after that hike.  I intended to do another 
2 mile loop but decided instead to head to Chattanooga and 
Lookout Mountain.

Over they years, I’ve been to Ruby Falls and Rock City twice and 
had no interest in seeing them again and instead, thought to find a 
cheap overlook to view the city below.  Apparently, the locals are 
fed up with tourists and there are no non-paying parking sites 
anywhere on a lookout Mountain nor any free overlooks.  I found 
some parking at the Chattanooga National Battlefield and Park 
Point. In my opinion, it’s the best view on the mountain.

 
Lookout Mountain National Battlefield

Parking is $3.00 for the first hour and if you have a annual or 
national pass, the entrance is free.  However, I ended up paying $5 
for admission since their machine would not recognize my lifetime 
pass.  Only later did I see a sign saying those with passes to go on 
in  well, the park service needs all the help they can get.



 
Park Point Overlook

Be sure to go to Park Point and descend to Ochs’ Observatory.  
This has fantastic views of the valley below, the Tennessee River 
and the city of Chattanooga. You can only imagine the horror of 
Union forces storming Lookout Mountain Under fire from 
confederates.  There is a story that the rebels could not aim down 
at Union soldiers for any length of time because the Minnie ball 
rolled out the barrel.  They had to put a patch  on top.  Also, they 
couldn’t aim cannons down the slope.  The Union army had no 
such trouble with their rifles and cannons.

 
Ochs’s Museum



I came back to the cabin around 2 pm and simply chilled out for 
the rest of the day with a nap added in.

As I write this, I’m having a glass of wine in front of a roaring fire 
to take the chill out of the room.  Tomorrow I drive to the Great 
Smokey Mountain National Park for the foliage and a night in 
Gatlinburg.

 

 



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 4 
4 October 2017

MANY years ago, Crag Knox and I would get a wild hair and 
decide to drive all night to the Smokies from Oxford, Mississippi 
for a hike.  We actually did this on several occasions and often left 
Ole Miss around 10 pm. Crag had a Ford Bronco then and we 
always had camping gear packed.  He was in pharmacy school and 
I was in graduate school in biology, so we could tweak the class 
schedule somewhat.

I remember one night with Crag driving along highway 64 (one 
lane road) in a very dense fog. You could barely see the road in 
front of you.  Out of nowhere a man appeared on the road and we 
barely stopped in time. This was around midnight.  He asked if we 
had seen his hunting dog.  Crag, without missing a beat asked what 
color.  The man said black.  We told him no and promised to come 
back if we saw him. As we drove off, Crag said if the dog had had 
a strobe light on his head and a flare attached to his tail, we still 
wouldn’t have seen it.

Around 1 am we pitched a tent, crawled in and slept the sleep of 
the dead.  Crag awoke the next morning, got out of the tent and 
said “Damn, where did that river come from?”  I told him he had 
been driving beside it all night long with no guard rails and a fifty 
foot drop in dense fog.

On another trip, again along highway 64, in the daylight, we 
noticed power stations built into the sides of the mountain. The 
Ocoee is dammed in three paces and water is funneled 
underground to the tops of the mountain.  When TVA needs extra 
power, water is released down shafts and over turbines to generate 
electricity.

The reason for the previous discussion was I asked the gps to route 
me away from interstates and toll roads and it took me back in time 
along highway 64.  It really brought back memories and I saw the 



same power stations, still in operation and still managed by TVA. 
Most people have little knowledge of TVA and neither did I until I 
moved to Ole Miss for graduate school and started paying an 
electric bill.  The TVA bill was approximately 1/3 of  the cost of 
the regular Mississippi non-TVA company.

I started the trip with the idea of seeing fall foliage in the 
Appalachians.  Truth be told, I am about a week early, two at the 
most, but the leaves are beginning to change and the drive through 
the Great Smokey Mountain National Park is still spectacular.

I really do believe it is one of the most scenic drives in America 
and I never tire of it.



I did the obligatory stop at Clingmans Dome and hiked the 0.5 
mile trip to the top.  The observation tower was closed and under 
construction but that was OK since I’ve climbed it many times.  It 
was nice, however, to be at the highest point in the Smokies.

On a rest break to the tower, I saw two hikers.  I asked where they 
were heading and they said the AT which crosses near the top and 
then they were headed to Fontana.



Crag and I tried that hike one winter and we began at Fontana.  We 
had to have our packs inspected by the park rangers for winter 



camping. The hike from Fontana to Sassafras Gap is pretty 
strenuous and we both were lugging 55 lbs packs.  We made the 
campsite and pitched a tent.  The next morning we got up and our 
boots had frozen and Crag had the beginning of frostbite on his 
toes.  I remember going to the creek for water for coffee and the 
pail of water froze before I got it back to the campsite.  I had to 
threaten Crag within an inch of his life to get him back down the 
mountain so he could keep his toes.  His boots didn’t thaw until we 
got the heater going in his Bronco.

The hikers I met today came from Davenport and were headed to 
Fontana opposite of what Crag and I had intended.  I didn’t tell 
them but if they had to hike this segment, they were definitely on 
the downhill portion of the trail.

Next I stoped at Newfound Gap and snapped a few shots and 
straddled the state line between Tennessee and North Carolina.



 
Newfound Gap



I then headed to Gatlinburg and passed Chimney Tops, my favorite 
day hike in the Smokies.  Crag and I, Charlie Cooper and I, and 
even some students from Itawamba Junior College and I have 
made the hike.  The trail was closed because this was the start of 
the devastating fire that damaged so much of the park, Gatlinburg, 
and Pigeon Forge.  The chimneys stood out in stark relief since the 
trees were gone.

I checked into another Choice motel, this time a Quality Inn on the 
main drag.  I then walked the strip, purchased my taffy quota for 
the year and then headed to Peddlers Steakhouse and had a great 
filet mignon with 2 martinis.

Tomorrow, I head to Boone, NC with a trip along the Blue Ridge 
Parkway.





Fall Foliage Trip - Day 5 
5 October 2017

What a difference a day makes!  The fall foliage was more intense 
this morning than yesterday.  I retraced my route back over the 
mountains to Cherokee from Gatlinburg in order to pick up the 
Blue Ridge Parkway.

Part of the reason for brighter foliage was the early morning sun 
highlighting the foliage and part was the temperature difference on 
the Gatlinburg side.  I awoke to 51F in Gatlinburg and it was 13 
degrees warmer once I descended Newfound Gap into Cherokee.



As I was heading out, I got a great view of Chimney Tops which is 
far more visible since the fire.  The fire is evident there and only a 
few places in Gatlinburg.

 
Chimney Tops- you usually only see the very tips of the peak 

As I walked to the restaurant last night, across the river were 
several burned out homes.  Hopefully, the park, Gatlinburg and 
Pigeon Forge are well on their way to recovery.  Gatlinburg was 
certainly busy.



 
They are not called the Smokies for nuthin’!

I stopped in Cherokee for breakfast and then headed to the Blue 
Ridge Parkway.  Traffic was heavy but most people were very 
courteous and pulled off at overlooks to allow faster moving traffic 
to pass them by.



 
Goldenrod

At first, it seemed the foliage wasn’t as brightly colored but I 
noticed that instead of the yellows on the Gatlinburg side, the 
Cherokee side of the mountains were mostly reds of maples and 
gums.

There are parts of the Blue Ridge that are amazing.  I’ve done a lot 
of the overlooks but what impressed me more were the totally 
shaded areas with sunlight dappling through the canopy 
highlighting the colors.  As I passed Grandfather Mountain I 
noticed an abundance of red colors on the side of the mountain.  It 
was quite spectacular.



I really made this trip to get away from all the yard debris and if 
the colors were good, it would be a bonus.  I got away and got the 
bonus, so it’s been a great trip thus far.



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 6 
6 October 2017

Yesterday ended on a high note.  I had left a message the day 
before for an old colleague from the college, Terry Hamilton, who 
had retired to Boone. I hoped to meet up with him, take him to 
dinner, and reminisce over old times.  I had not heard back from 
him so I assumed I missed him this trip.

I had just walked into the motel room when my phone rang and it 
was Terry. He had just walked in the door from a 7 hour drive from 
Ohio.  He picked me up around 6pm and we headed to the 
Peddling Pig Restaurant for some excellent North Carolina BBQ 
and a couple of beers.  He filled me in on his travels and I filled 
him in on mine and we told old tales and laughed heartily. He 
insisted on paying for dinner and then gave me a guided night tour 
of Boone.  It was really good to see an old friend and I agreed to 
come by next time in the area.

The trip to Greensboro was uneventful and I got to my cousin 
Jimmie and her husband Stephen’s house around 12:30 pm. After a 
brief reunion we headed to the Village Tavern for lunch.

Afterwards, they drove me through the Guilford Courthouse 
National Military Park where Nathaniel Greene lost to Lord 
Cornwallis but with such terrible loses to the British that it had an 
ultimate effect on the outcome of the revolutionary war. Then 
Jimmie and I did a short hike along one of the many trails in the 
park.



We returned home and continued to catch up.  Jimmie and Stephen 
then prepared an excellent black beans and rice with vegetables 
and salsa for dinner.  I really love visiting them.  They are so easy 
to be around and yet you feel like the very close family we have 
always been.  Jimmie and I grew up together and are like siblings. 
Stephen and I are also a good match and we get along great.

Tomorrow, it’s a trip to Hilton Head Island to visit more friends.



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 7 
7 October 2017

I feel badly about getting Stephen and Jimmie up so early, but I 
needed to get off early in order to make a lunch date at Hilton 
Head Island. Jimmie fixed me a bagel and after excellent directions 
from Stephen, I was on the road by 6:30am.

I had followed Stephen’s directions to I73 which led to I74, which 
led to I95 and was on my way to Ashboro when my GPS said 
traffic jam ahead and did I want to re-route? Against better 
judgement, I said yes and I was soon directed to back roads 
through back towns for what seemed forever.  I was finally routed 
to I95 which would lead me to the Hilton Head Island exit.

I’ve decided to name my GPS lady Cassandra since she 
prophesizes doom and I usually ignore her.

In any case, I pulled into Hilton Head Island and Moss Creek at 
12:15 pm to meet Mary Ann and Terry.  We met several years ago 
on a barge tour of Bourgogne and have remained in contact since. 
They had recently returned from a trip to Alaska into the waiting 
arms of Irma which had pushed marsh grass up to their doorstep 
with the flooding.  Happily, the marsh grass is back in the marsh.

They treated me to lunch at their club and I had an excellent 
seafood chowder and a Ruben. I’ll have the other half of the Ruben 
for dinner tonight.  It was good to catch up with them and get first 
hand accounts of their trip.

After a wonderfully leisure lunch, I dropped them at home and 
headed to Brunswick, GA for the night.  I’ll make the final leg of 
the trip home tomorrow.

This has been a great trip and a much needed break from iguanas 
and hurricane Irma. Tomorrow begins the battle anew.



Fall Foliage Trip - Day 8 
8 October 2017

The trip home was uneventful.  I was routed I95 to the Florida 
Turnpike and then home.  As I got closer to home, I was 
disappointed to see the debris had not been picked up in the 
neighborhood.  Wonder of wonders, when I rounded the corner, the 
debris pile in my front yard had been picked up, except for some 
old landscape timbers that they will pick up the next go around.

 
This is all gone now!

Unfortunately, they were not too neat with their debris removal.  I 
filled a yard waste bin with the material they left behind on the 
swale and the street.  It took me about an hour to clean up their 
clean up.  Oh well, at least the grass can start growing again in the 
bare spot.



I traveled over 500 miles on this trip.  It's now time to take the jeep 
in for servicing and continue preparations for the cross country trip 
this spring.



Chapter 22    

Kissimmee Prairie Preserve State 
Park - Day 1 
30 October 2017

It was a two hour and 40 minute drive to Kissimmee Prairie 
Preserve State Park, north of the town of Okeechobee and the lake 
of the same name. Prairie is an apt description of the 54,000 acres 
of very flat, and since Hurricane Irma, very wet terrain.

 
Campsite #5

I’m in campsite number 5 and fortunately there is no standing 
water. I think this park gets so few visitors that they really don’t 
stand on ceremony - checking you in, making sure you are toeing 
the line, etc. They are just glad to see you.

I pitched the 8-person tent and even set up the garage on the back 
in record time. Practice really does make perfect and even though 
it has been a while since I set this monster up, it went smoothly.



Tonight, for the first time, I am sleeping on a cot. After three nights 
on an air mattress, I find it more and more difficult to get upright 
from the ground. I purchased the cot from REI and it seems very 
sturdy and extra long. I also bought a self-inflating air mattress for 
the top of the cot to provide a little more insulation on cold nights. 
It really does self inflate and you only need to add a few puffs of 
air to top it off. I added a Hudson Bay type blanket and then my 
down sleeping bad and pillow, so I should be set for any cold 
weather. Tonight’s low is predicted to be 45F. The down bag is 
good down to 20F.

 
Hammock Loop Trail

I decided to hike the very short Hammock Trail Loop next to the 
campsite. It was a 1.6 mile hike (according to my Garmin ETrex 
which may or may not be accurate). It was at least in the ball park 
of the stated distance on the map. About halfway through the hike, 



I stirred up Mr. and Mrs. Wild Hog and three little hoglets. 
Fortunately for me, they were more scared of me than I was of 
them.

 
Mr. Alli Gator

On the way back to the campsite, I did a small detour by the office 
and met Mr. Six Foot Alligator. Wild life seems abundant here.



 
Crested Caracara

This trip has already been a success for me in that I got a photo of 
a caracara bird. I’ve been trying to photograph this thing for 35 
years. Usually, I see them along the roadside when I’m traveling 
55-60 mph and by the time I get stopped and turned around, 
they’ve flown. There were two sitting on some posts across the 
road from the visitor center and very accommodating with their 
poses!



 
Dusk at Kissimmee Prairie Preserve State Park

This park is considered the best place in Florida for stargazing. The 
ambient light from towns is negligible and I hope to try some star 
photography tonight. There is a moon so it won’t be the best but 
it’ll be interesting to see the milky way again.

Tonight’s dinner is home made beef stew. Breakfast will be 
sausage and biscuit with Blue bottle coffee.



Kissimmee Prairie Preserve State 
Park - Day 2 
31 October 2017

For my first night on a cot, it went really well. It was far more 
comfortable than the ground. The self-inflating air mattress was 
perfect insulation for the 44F temperature last night. More than 
ever I appreciated the indoor potty so I didn’t have to trudge to the 
public facility.

There were only 4 campers in the campground last night and one 
of those was the campground host. To me, this is perfect camping 
weather so I don’t know why there weren’t more people. At least 
the campground was quiet.

I used my Blue Bottle drip system for coffee this morning and it 
worked perfectly. Before I left home, I prepared several packets of 
sausage and biscuit and froze them for the trip. The idea was to 
warm them in the Coleman oven this morning. I forgot to take into 
consideration the biscuits would keep on baking. The bottoms were 
charred but otherwise very tasty.

I was warned on Facebook by Tracey to watch out for the crows - 
they would steal the food. Sure enough, two kept a close watch but 
a red shouldered hawk perched over the site and kept them honest.



The morning sunrise was magnificent. There were a set of low 
clouds in the distance that gave the impression of a mountain 
range.

Today, I intended to do some hiking. One thing I appreciate about 
parks is their warnings to hikers about the terrain. For example, 
they warn you it is very flat here and hikers don’t have any 
landmarks to find their way. They also warn you about wearing a 
broad brimmed hat to protect you from the intense sun. However, I 
have never been warned to look out for UNEXPLODED 
ORDINANCE! It should be an interesting hike.

The trail I intended to hike was the Kirkpatrick- Homestead Loop. 
I got about 30 feet down what I assumed was the trail and it 
quickly became obvious I needed to be able to walk on water like 
the Jesus lizard. No such luck. I looked for a way around the low 
part but quickly ran into a slough, so I turned around and headed 
back to the campground. One problem with the trails is they are 
supposedly marked by letters of the alphabet at junctions on the 
map. I have yet to see a junction marking on any trail.

I decided to look around the town of Okeechobee and have lunch. 
It’s 28 miles from the park with a speed limit of 25 mph for five 



miles in the park and mostly 40 mph until you come to Highway 
98 so it’s a 45 minute drive each way. I had red snapper at the Tin 
Fish which was pretty good. It was grilled and placed on a 
ginormous bed of slaw.

On the way back to the park I saw another natural area listed and 
took a side road which pretty much dead ended to nowhere with no 
hint of the natural area. I returned to the campground and met one 
of three campers leaving.

I’ll try one more area tomorrow morning and if that is impassible, I 
may head back home a day early.



Kissimmee Prairie Preserve State 
Park - Day 3 
1 November 2017

Happy 69th birthday to me!  I decided to celebrate by folding camp 
and heading back home.  I pretty much gave up on finding a trail 
that wasn't under 2 feet of water.  I was ready to leave by 10 am 
and had just started to pull out of the camping area and realized I 
didn't have my Tilley hat.  I had left it in the shower from last 
night, so I made a u-turn and grabbed the hat.  I'd hate to lose that 
hat even though Tilley will replace it free of charge.

 
Blazing Star with butterfly



My opinion of the park is it needs a lot of work.  The trails are very 
poorly marked and are really nothing more than road beds through 
the preserve. Unfortunately, most of the rangers seem to make their 
rounds in four wheelers which only adds to the ruts (and standing 
water) along the trails.

 
Shrike

The park does have facilities for those people who have their own 
horses.  They even have their own campground.  Other than bird 
watching, there's not a lot going on for one of the largest preserves 
in the state of Florida, but perhaps that's the way it should be.



 Pickerel Weed

I made it home by 1:30 pm and immediately unloaded the car, 
started a load of wash, and then pitched the tent to get out the sand 
from inside, let it air out, and dry out the fly.  I spread the "garage" 
and the ground cloth for the tent so they could dry and then un-
pitched and packed everything again.  So far today, that's one 
breaking camp, one pitching camp and another breaking camp.  I'm 
pretty tired and plan to hit the rack early tonight.



 
St. John's Wort with dew



Chapter 23    

Myakka River State Park - Day 1 
Sunday 19 November 2017

I got away from the house around 10 am, gassed up, and made a pit 
stop at Duncan Doughnuts before fighting with my gps to get me to 
the park.

For some reason, it wanted to take me north of Okeechobee and 
then down towards Sarasota instead of heading across I75 direct. 
In any case, I ignored it until I got to SR 29 where it suggested I 
take that since there was a traffic jam ahead on I75 around 
Sarasota. I figured that was OK and was new scenery for me. It 
definitely was. I got my first ever view of the Big Cypress 
Reservation. It was really interesting to drive through the town.

After passing through, the gps really went nuts. It insisted I turn 
left down a dirt track that it labeled and FPL road. If it was, it was 
invisible in the tall grass. Next it wanted me to turn down a private 
dirt road. I refused. It next had me head back the way I came and 
head north, not west. At that point, I killed that gps and went with 
Google Maps on my I pad. I made it to Immokalee and had a 
bathroom break and lunch at McDonald’s. I finally got to the park 
around 3:30 pm.



 
Campsite 24

I got camp set up in about 45 minutes. I’m getting good at this.

Afterwards, I did a short tour on the bike, visited the cafe and met 
some really nice people there who made me a wrap for dinner 
while filling me in on the park. The wrap, edamame salad and 
chips were $8. I was stunned. It’s a huge wrap, sufficient salad and 
more than enough for me.

 
Boat launch and restaurant



At the boat landing, I got the closest to two sandhill cranes I’ve 
ever been. Some people just walked all around them but I kept my 
distance and let them feed in some peace.

 
Sandhill Crane

There are turkey vultures circling the camp, and near the boat ramp 
wood storks, roseate spoonbills, deer and apparently wild hogs, 
although I’ve yet to see the hogs.

 
“Dry” Prairie at Myakka River State Park

Tonight it’s supposed to get down to 50F and I can tell the 
temperature is steadily dropping with the sun.  So far, I am 



impressed with the park and facilities.  The campsite is almost full 
and it’s a good mix of people.  The site next to mine has set up a 
large outdoor screen and are projecting football games on it.  The 
two women have attracted a large male crowd.  Hmmmmm.

 
Myakka River State Park

Tomorrow will be a hiking day.



Myakka River State Park - Day 2 
20 November 2017

I’ve been camping since I was 15 in the Boy Scouts and have 
camped in all kinds of conditions all over the United States and 
Canada but I have to admit I’ve never had a wilder night than in 
the campground last night. The young ladies with the projection 
screen attracted a large number of horny males (their words, not 
mine). It seemed the only way tumescent males can converse is a 
the top of their lungs, answered by females in the same decibel 
range.

Fortunately for me, they migrated to a campsite further down from 
me and then the party really started. The adults were playing bean 
bag toss while the kids played hide and seek in everyone else’s 
campsite but their own. I can’t blame the kids, they were just 
having fun, but the adults neglected any control on the kids and 
themselves.

It kept getting worse as the night wore on and I assumed the 
campground host was going to intervene any minute, but he didn’t. 
Finally around 10:30 pm other campers started screaming at the 
revelers which only fanned the flames. Threats were made, F 
Bombs were tossed and threats to call the park manager was made. 
It finally quieted down around midnight.

I was up around 6:30, made breakfast and was ready to hike by 
8:30. I first walked 2 miles along the park road to a bird 
observation deck. On the way, I stopped a park ranger and related 
the tale of the campsite. She promised to check with the 
campground host and if the guilty parties could be identified, talk 
with them. I told her I didn’t want to spend another night like the 
last one. It was very close to becoming violent.



 
The only native wood stork in North America.

At the bird observation deck, you could see in the distance roseate 
spoonbills, wood storks, and white pelicans. Just before I got there 
some photographers managed to photograph five immature bald 
eagles.

One photographer was a retired correctional officer who had 
brought a neighbor’s son with him for a nature outing and had 
loaned the young man a very expensive camera. The kid was in 
hog heaven. The retiree said the kid had no father figure in his life 
and he was home from school for Thanksgiving and he decided to 
bring him to the park. He said the kid loved nature, especially 
reptiles. I wonder if he likes iguanas?



From there, I headed to the trail head for Myakka River Trail and 
hiked first to Mossy Hammock primitive campsite and from there 
to Bee Island primitive camp. The trails are maintained by the 
Florida Trail society and were well marked.



The intersecting trails not so well. I ended up taking a wrong turn 
on a road (even with a compass reading) and came out on a trail 
that added 0.6 miles to my hike. At the end, I hiked 6 1/2 hours 
today and covered 11.2 miles. Believe me, I am bushed. 
Fortunately, it was pretty flat and ok walking. Some of the trail was 
rutted from use but passable. No waders needed.



 
A mossy hammock. This reminds me of the Ho Rainforest in 
Olympic National Park.

One thing the park service needs to do is not allow anyone on a 
four wheeler lay out a trail. During a 3.3 mile stretch of dry prairie, 
you could tell the trail just meandered around the prairie for fun. 
I’ll bet the person laying it out just decided to have fun on the four 
wheeler and that became the trail.



 
Milkwort

A surprising amount of wild flowers were still in bloom and there 
was plenty of bird life. I actually met two humans in the middle of 
the prairie. I told them I wasn’t sure I would see humans again 
after meandering through the prairie. They looked about as done in 
as I and I couldn’t tell them they had a very long way to go to get 
off the prairie.

Low tonight predicted to be 63F with a chance of showers. 
Tomorrow is 72% chance of rain. I was so tired, I went into 
Sarasota and ate dinner at some restaurant I can’t remember.  The 
natives have started out restless again tonight.  It has been a 3 
Advil  day.



Chapter 24    

Unicoi State Park - Day 1 
17 December 2017

I admit to a little cabin fever after my Myakka River trip and the 
need to get back on the trail, especially since I feel the need to 
increase elevation on my hikes.  I need to hike upward since my 
first hike on my spring cross country trip will be an attempt on 
Guadalupe Peak in Texas at and elevation of 8700+ feet with an 
elevation gain of 3000 feet.

The area around Helen, Georgia may fit the bill. I found a Groupon 
for the Unicoi State Park Lodge for a very good rate and I booked 
4 nights at the lodge.  My intent is to do some day hikes in and 
around the park.

As usual, the hard part is getting out of Florida.  I made it to Tifton, 
Georgia, 242 miles and 6 1/2 hours from home.  I pulled into the 
Choice Inn and Suites around 4:30 pm and had dinner at 
Applebee’s across the highway.

I saw an interesting trick by the FHP on the Florida Turnpike 
around Jupiter.  Four FHP had pulled over speeders all in a 
distance.  Apparently what they were doing was stopping the first 
car and when everyone thought they had passed that FHP by and 
resumed speed, a second FHP pulled the next speeder over.  This 
worked for 4 speeders and 4 FHP. Then when you’ve driven 
another 6 miles and think you are home free, there was another 
FHP with a speeder.  Fortunately, I had put the jeep on 70 and kept 
going.

My intention is to bypass Atlanta tomorrow.  I’ll head toward 
Athens.  It’ll increase my travel time by 1 1/2 hours but at least I’ll 



not have to face Atlanta white knuckle traffic.  It is probably an 
even better idea since the closing of Atlanta airport.

There are several hikes I researched in the Helen area.

1) Andrews Cove Trail, 7.2 mile round trip with 1105 foot 
elevation gain

2) Dukes Creek Trail, 4.6 mile round trip with 344 foot elevation 
gain

3) Mount Yonah Trail, 4.2 mile round trip with 1450 foot elevation 
gain

4) Raven Cliff Falls, 4.8 mile round trip with 567 foot elevation 
gain

5) Smith Creek Trail, 8.9 mile round trip with 1699 foot elevation 
gain

6) Anna Ruby Falls Trail, 0.8 mile round trip with 193 foot 
elevation gain

7) High Shoals Trail, 4.9 mile round trip with 1204 foot elevation 
gain.

I’ll decide what and how many to hike after talking with Park 
rangers and taking weather into consideration. It’s supposed to rain 
for the first two days in the park and temperature in the 40’s. 
However, even if I get wet, I’ll dry out by the fire at the lodge.



Unicoi State Park - Day 2 
18 December 2017

I awoke at 5 am and tried to get back to sleep but gave up at 5:30. I 
rolled out of Tifton around 8 am and set the GPS to avoid 
expressways. Boy, did it ever.  It routed me through highways 11, 
129, and 23 until I arrived in the Bavarian village of Helen, 
Georgia, circa 1968. The morning was fogged in and I didn’t see 
sunlight until around noon.

In 1968, the town businessmen decided a make over was needed 
and an artist at a nearby town remembered his stay in Bavaria just 
after WWII and pitched them on the idea.  It looks remarkably as 
you would think a Bavarian Village to look like (since I’ve never 
been to Bavaria).

I checked in at the lodge at Unicoi State Park,  and Groupon, true 
to form, did not warn you about unmentioned fees.  I added $42 to 
the amount I already paid - tacked on by the lodge.  In any case, 



the room is serviceable.  It was freezing cold when I walked in and 
I quickly jacked up the temperature.

After unloading everything to the room, I headed out to Helen to 
tour Bavaria.  Key West and Duvall is a piker compared to Helen. 
Tee shirts, jewelry stores, restaurants and pubs galore. I made a 
quick tour of downtown and headed back to the park.

I checked out the zip line adventures in the park and scheduled a 
Thursday experience when the kid asked me how many were 
participating. I said one.  Wrong answer.  They require a minimum 
of two.  If anyone wants to join me, come to Unicoi State Park on 
Thursday for zip lining.  He took my phone number and will call 
me in case anyone else signs up.

I need to decide what hikes to do tomorrow.  There is a 9.2 mile 
round trip, 6 hour hike to Anna Ruby Falls starting in the park. 
However, I could simply drive to the falls, pay a $3 admission fee 
and walk 0.8 mile round trip.

They have a brochure of local waterfalls in the area and I may try 
to complete the tour of all six.



1) Anna Ruby Falls 0.8 mi round trip, easy

2) Duke’s Creek Falls, 3.8 mi round trip, moderate difficulty

3) Raven Cliff Falls, 5.0 mile round trip, moderate difficulty

4) High Shoal Falls, 2.4 mile round trip, moderate difficulty

5) Horse Trough Falls, 0.8 mile round trip, easy

6) DeSoto Falls, 4 mile round trip, easy to moderate.

Dinner tonight will be in the lodge dining room.





Unicoi State Park - Day 3 
19 December 2017

It was an eventful day.  I hiked 3 of the 6 waterfalls starting at 8:30 
this morning and finishing at 3:30 pm.  My puppies are tired and I 
suspect it will be a 3 Advil night tonight.

I went to bed early last night but didn’t get to sleep until after 
midnight because I was wrestling with the thermostat.  I set it and 
it never shut off.  The heat was unbearable even though it read 76F. 
I kept lowering it to get it to shut off and then it would run until I 
lowered the temperature again.  Finally, I had lowered it so much 
that it was too cold in the room. I shut the fan off (it was on 
continuous run) and that did the trick.  I was awake at 5 am and up 
by 5:30 pm.

I decided to do the closest fall first - Anna Ruby, just outside of the 
park.  It is in the Chattahoochee National Forest and the fall keeps 
bankers hours - the gate did not open until 8 pm.  I guess the US 
Forest Service sleeps in.

I then headed to Dukes Creek Falls.  Depending on who you 
believe, it is either a 2.3 mile round trip or a 3.8 mile round trip.  It 
felt more like the 2.3 was correct.  You experience a 344 foot 
elevation gain while you hike.  This was the tallest fall I saw today 
at 165 feet.  The water flow was pretty good and a fly fisherman 
added to the idyllic view.



 
Duke’s Creek Falls - 165 feet

The fee for parking was $4 payable to the US Forest Service.  It’s 
an honor system and you fill out your envelope with your car tag 
and make of vehicle, the date and time, etc.  Guess who does not 
provide pens or pencils and guess who didn’t have one on them? 
The pen I had was dried up but I etched the form and put the 
envelope in the box.



 
Desoto Falls - 35 feet

From there, I headed to DeSoto Falls, so named because a piece of 
Spanish armor was discovered near the falls and supposedly 
DeSoto explored in this region.  This was about a half mile round 
trip to the lower falls.  There are three falls along this creek - 
upper, middle and lower.  The middle and upper were closed due to 
debris on the trail - another casualty of Hurricane Irma.



Parking here was $3 but I found out at this area that your Senior 
Pass with the National Par Service works also for national forests. 
Both the previous area and this one had notices for a proposed 
increase in fees to $5.

The lower falls are 35 feet high and you experience a 160 foot 
elevation gain on the trail.  The first part is steep but after that the 
trail flattens out.

The next decision was a tough one.  I wanted to hike Ravens Creek 
Falls but this was a 2.5 mile one-way trip to the falls meaning that 
I had to hike 5.0 miles round trip.  I decided to go for it and I am 
glad I did.  The falls are really nice and you pass another fall, Duke 
Falls (not to be confused with Dukes Creek Falls earlier).



 
Duke Falls along Ravens Creek Falls trail

The trail was almost all up hill for 2.5 miles (567 feet elevation 
gain) and the last 100 feet were very steep, almost to the point of 
climbing hand over hand.  The falls are 50 feet high and pour 
through a split in the rocks.  The elevation here was 2,639 feet so I 
succeeded in getting some height in with my hikes.



 
Ravens Cliff Falls - 50 feet

Along the trail, I passed some older and younger hikers (I must be 
getting my second wind) and was feeling pretty good until some 
younger hikers passed me on the trail.



 
Duke Falls along Ravens Creek Falls Trail

There was a class of young students with their chaperones and they 
made it to the top as well.
 
After I got back to the jeep, I decided to call it a day.  My tootsies 
were tired and tomorrow is another day. However, there is a 99% 
chance of rain tomorrow, so I may not be hiking after all. Stay 
tuned.



Unicoi State Park - Day 4 
20 December 2017

Probably no hiking today.  I awoke to a downpour.  I probably 
need a day of rest anyway after the 7.8 miles I hiked yesterday, 
half of which was uphill. I went to bed last night at 8 pm and did 
not stir until 5:30 this morning.

Against better sense, I ate breakfast in the lodge restaurant.  Every 
breakfast on the menu includes 3 eggs, bacon and sausage in 
addition to whatever else comes with it.  I settled for the smallest 
option which simply included French toast.  The total was $11.50 
including the tip.  You can’t complain about the prices.

I reported a slow drain in the shower and now plan to do a little 
driving in the area to see the sites.  The rain shows no sign of 
letting up, so any additional hiking will probably be tomorrow.

Later in the Day

I headed down highway 129 to view Cleveland and Gainesville, 
Georgia.  It poured the whole way.  Cleveland is the smaller of the 
two communities and both have town squares and both are very 
attractive.  I’ve contemplated moving into northeast Georgia to get 
nearer mountain hiking and these are two possibilities.  Even 
better, Cleveland has an outfitter store on the square.  Also in its 
favor is I used to live in a town called Cleveland in Mississippi-
shades of nostalgia!

The rain took its toll on travelers.  A section of 129 was blocked 
both ways due to a traffic accident further up the road.

I figured I would be too sore to hike today, but I felt surprisingly 
spry for my 69 years.  Since the rain began to let up, I decided to 
see Anna Ruby Falls, located next to the park but part of the US 
Forest Service.  The entire 0.4 miles to the fall is paved, uphill, and 
extremely steep in places.  I had to chug harder on this paved 



section today than on any trail yesterday.  The falls are worth it. 
The two separate falls cascade over Tray Mountain.  The one fed 
by Curtis Creek plunges 150 feet. The York Creek one cascades 50 
feet and both creeks unite below the falls to form Smith Creek.

 
Anna Ruby Falls

With all the rain from last night and this morning, the falls were 
roaring.  The falls were owned by John H. Nichols and named for 
his daughter, Anna Ruby.  Both Falls have the same name.

Feeling feisty, I decided to finish the 6 falls in the area by hiking 
Horse Trough Falls and High Shoals Falls.

The directions to Horse Trough say “Turn right onto GA 17/75 & 
go past Flea Market for approx. 9.4 miles.  Close to the top of the 
mountain turn left onto Wills Rd & proceed 4.8 bumpy miles to FS 



[Forest Service Road] 44F.”   It was bumpy and of dirt and rocks.  I 
got to use the 4 wheel drive a little.   When I reached FS44F, it was 
blocked by downed trees and an earthen berm,  so no Horse 
Trough.

Persevering, I pressed ahead to High Shoals, another  FS road that 
was not marked as I headed towards it.  After a good distance, I 
turned around and headed back.  Off to the left was another dirt/
rocky road that had a ford.  A sign said the depth of the ford in 
high water was 12 feet.  After the days rain, I assumed it was all of 
12 feet. I figured my Jeep was good but not that good.  No High 
Shoals.

Of the water falls on this trip, Anna Ruby was the most 
spectacular, even taking into account the extra water flow from the 
rains.

Tomorrow, if the weather cooperates, I intend to tackle Mount 
Yonah.  The hike is 2 miles one way bit it gains 1500 feet in those 
two miles.  It is considered as a “hard” hike.  At least it will tell me 
if I can hope to ascend Guadalupe Peak in March.



Unicoi State Park - Day 5 
21 December 2017

The Mount Yonah hike is described as “moderately strenuous” and 
“hard” hike.  I concur.  As you leave the trailhead, you 
immediately begin to climb.  Gradually at first, but then it gets 
steeper and the trail rockier. Atlanta Trails calls it a 4.4 mile round 
trip hike and it feels like it.  The peak is 3,166 feet high and your 
elevation gain from the trailhead is 1400 feet.  Atlanta Trails has an 
excellent description of the hike and I used their distances in my 
descriptions.

 
You can see Mount Yonah in the distance

Two guys set off as I pulled up and one said he would have hot tea 
waiting for me at the top.  (I’m still waiting for the tea!)  Another 
group pulled up and beat me on the trail by a few seconds but 
quickly out distanced me

At mile marker 0.3, you cross the fanciest bridge I’ve ever crossed 
on a hike, that’s probably due to Army Rangers.

https://www.atlantatrails.com/hiking-trails/yonah-mountain-hiking-trail/


 
Bridge at 0.3 mile mark

Around the 0.5 mile mark you go through a series of switchbacks 
as it progressively gets steeper.  On my way back down, I passed 
several day hikers that looked as if they were in over their heads on 
this section.

At 0.8, someone had put a series of cut stone steps to ease your 
climb to the next switchback.  The trail at that point actually begins 
to descend significantly until you round the base of the mountain. 
 Once around the base, you then climb at a steady rate.  About this 
time, I was stopping every few yards to catch my breath.

 
Moss and Lichens



Mile 1.0 has a short scramble over a boulder field that was more 
fun than difficult.  However, I wonder how some of the dogs on the 
trail will handle it?  Perhaps better than their owners.

Mile 1.2 is a clearing with a majestic boulder overlooking the 
valley.  This is apparently a popular campsite. The incline gets 
steeper and rougher due to erosion of the trail until you reach 1.6, 
the ranger station and landing zone for their helicopters.  They 
have the most outdoor toilets I’ve ever seen at a site - six.

 
Army rangers train on the mountain, including rappelling.

From hereon, you pretty much follow a gravel road until you are 
near the summit.  Then it is back to trail, boulders, and as you 
round the bend is a jaw dropping view of the valley below.  You 
get a tinge of vertigo standing near the edge.

 
Panoramic view from near the top



I followed the trail upward and made the summit which is a large 
bald (and helipad).  I back tracked a little to the cliff edge and had 
lunch overlooking the valley.

 
View from near the summit

I admit I am slow, but I’m old.  I can climb for long periods of time 
as long as I take numerous breaks.  However the downhill part 
takes a toll on my hips and knees.

As I was finishing lunch, the group of three who beat me to the 
trail started their descent.  I think they were surprised, but pleased I 
made it to the top.



 
Proof I made it to the top

The trip down was faster, but in someways tricker with the loose 
rocks.  It took me a little over 2 hours to make the climb and about 
an hour for the descent.

Everyone on the web raves about his hike and I can see why.  It 
challenges you but pays off in the end.

On the way back to the lodge, I took a side trip to Sautee. This is a 
really quaint little village that has made the most of old buildings, 
converting some into gift shops, sandwich shops, potteries, etc.  It 
isn’t nearly as touristy as Helen.



 
Inside the General Store

I stopped to get a sandwich for dinner and bought my required 
amount of taffy.

Tomorrow, I start the trek home with a night in Orlando.

  



Unicoi State Park - Day 6 
22 December 2017

I never thought I would get out of Georgia.  Somewhere around 
Gainesville my GPS seemed to go crazy and routed me back to the 
park.  I cleared it and restarted with Orlando as the destination. In a 
fit of pique, it then took me down back roads, and then eventually 
two separate dirt roads before it decided to head south.  I think it 
was the Russians.

Recently, I paid to have the GPS updated and ever since, it seems 
to be more confused than I.  No update is a good update.

I finally crossed the state line at Lake City.  The old downtown is 
rather quaint.  I then made excellent time until just below 
Gainesville, Fl when I75 became stop and go traffic until I reached 
Wildwood.  I kept wondering why my GPS kept saying I was still 
and hour and a half out of Orlando.

Much later, I got to the Ronald Reagan Turnpike and found 
sections of it were also stop and go.  Damn those holiday travelers 
- spoiling traffic for us retired hikers.

In any case, I pulled into the DoubleTree Hilton just off I4 around 
7 pm.  I started the trip this morning at 7:30, so it made for a long 
11 1/2 hour day of driving.  That’s what happens when you get lost 
in the Georgia backcountry.

This is my first time in a DoubleTree and it is nice.  I got a good 
rate through my Hilton Card which I never use.  Tomorrow should 
be an easy 3 1/2 hour drive home.



Unicoi State Park - Day 7 
23 December 2017

A couple of points about DoubleTree in Orlando.  It's showing its 
age but is still a very nice hotel.  Strangely, the bathroom only had 
a back lit mirror for illumination.  I would hate to try and shave 
with that mirror and I admit while taking a shower, it was mostly 
by feel, not sight. Strangely, you are charged for self parking - 
$12.50.  God only knows what the valet parking would have cost.

I had an opportunity for some XXX rated entertainment.  I went to 
bed around 10:30 pm and heard what I assume to be a young 
couple come in the room next to mine.  It sounded as if they had 
been shopping because you could hear shopping bags being moved 
around.  They were talking pretty loud at first but I got up and 
turned on the fan on the A/C and couldn't hear them any more, so I 
dozed off pretty quickly.

Around 12:30 am, I awoke and heard some kind of sounds that 
sounded like someone was hurt.  I listened for a little while and 
then got curious and got  out of bed.  I shared an inside door with 
the couple next door and things were getting hot and heavy in the 
next room.  The young lady certainly seemed to enjoy things and I 
know the man's name is Denny because it kept being shouted out. 
 He was much less vocal - mostly grunts.  I'm always surprised 
people don't realize how thin hotel walls are.

All good things must come to an end, and so they finally got to the 
post coitus stage and I was able to get back to sleep.

The drive home was uneventful except for getting out of Orlando. 
 My GPS got a little confused (or I did) and it took about 15 
minutes longer to leave Orlando than it should.  I was home by 
11:30 am.  The trip was everything I had hoped.



Chapter 25    

Cross Country Trip Itinerary 
On March 20, I begin an 81 day cross country trip to visit 21 
national parks which will complete my goal of visiting all the 
national parks within the contiguous U.S. You never know what 
the journey may bring or even if you finish the journey but I intend 
to do my best.  It's a big, wonderful country out there and the 
national parks represent the best of the best of this country.

Below you will find my itinerary.  I invite you to meet me 
somewhere along the way en route.  For those of you into camping, 
I have a tent big enough for eight people (theoretically, at least). 
Bring a sleeping pad and a sleeping bag and hiking boots.

DATE DAY DESTINATION HOURS LODGING

Mar 
20

1 Tallahassee 7h 37m Country Inn & Suites, 
3096 N. Monroe St.

Mar 
21

2 New Orleans 6h 40m Hilton, 333 St. Charles 
Ave

Mar 
22

3 New Orleans Hilton, 333 St. Charles 
Ave

Mar 
23

4 Beaumont Texas 5h 47 Village Creek State 
Park, 8854 Park Road 
74
 

Lumberton, TX 
77657

Mar 
24

5 San Antonio 5h 53m Comfort Inn & Suites, 
8640 Crownhill Blvd, 
San Antonio, TX



Mar 
25

6 Guadalupe 
Mountains 
National Park, 
400 Pine 
Canyon
 

Salt Flat, TX 
79847

7h 36m No Reservations 
accepted

Mar 
26

7 Guadalupe 
Mountains 
National Park

No Reservations 
accepted

Mar 
27

8 Guadalupe 
Mountains 
National Park

No Reservations 
accepted

Mar 
28

9 Saguaro 
National Park

7h 32m Catalina State Park, 
11570 N Oracle Rd
 

Tucson, AZ 85737
Mar 

29
10 Saguaro 

National Park
Catalina State Park, 
11570 N Oracle Rd, 
Tucson, AZ 85737

Mar 
30

11 Petrified Forest 6h 22m Quality Inn, 2602 
Navajo Blvd. Holbrook, 
AZ 86025

Mar 
31

12 Petrified Forest Quality Inn, 2602 
Navajo Blvd. Holbrook, 
AZ 86025

Apr 1 13 Death Valley 8h 26 Panamint Springs 
Resort, 40440 Highway 
190, Panamint Springs, 
CA

Apr 2 14 Death Valley Panamint Springs 
Resort, 40440 Highway 
190, Panamint Springs, 
CA

Apr 3 15 Death Valley Panamint Springs 
Resort, 40440 Highway 
190, Panamint Springs, 
CA

Apr 4 16 Ventura, CA 5h 40m Rodeway Inn, 1690 E. 
Thompson Blvd, 
Ventura CA 93001



Apr 5 17 Channel Islands Island 
Packers 
Confirma
tion 
W85583 
Ventura 
to East 
Santa 
Cruz  9 
am

Camping Santa Cruz - 
Scorpion - Lower Loop 
# 001 Confirmation 
#2-39311667

Apr 6 18 Channel Islands Camping Santa Cruz - 
Scorpion - Lower Loop 
# 001 Confirmation 
#2-39311667

Apr 7 19 Ventura, CA East 
Santa 

Cruz to 
Ventura 

4 pm

Rodeway Inn, 1690 E. 
Thompson Blvd, 
Ventura CA 93001

Apr 8 20 Pinnacles 5h 37m Site 20, Loop A, 5000 
Highway 146, Paicines, 
CA 95043, Tel: 
831-389-4486

Apr 9 21 Pinnacles Site 20, Loop A, 5000 
Highway 146, Paicines, 
CA 95043, Tel: 
831-389-4486

Apr 
10

22 Pinnacles Site 20, Loop A, 5000 
Highway 146, Paicines, 
CA 95043, Tel: 
831-389-4486

Apr 
11

23 Lassen Volcanic 6h 37m Apples River House 
Bed & Breakfast 201 
Mora Ct Redding, CA, 
530-243-8440

Apr 
12

24 Lassen Volcanic Apples River House 
Bed & Breakfast 201 
Mora Ct Redding, CA, 
530-243-8440

Apr 
13

25 Lassen Volcanic Apples River House 
Bed & Breakfast 201 
Mora Ct Redding, CA, 
530-243-8440

https://www.recreation.gov/reservationDetail.do?contractCode=NRSO&reservationNumber=2-39311667&mode=current
https://www.recreation.gov/reservationDetail.do?contractCode=NRSO&reservationNumber=2-39311667&mode=current


Apr 
14

26 Redwood 5h 59m Jedediah Smith 
Redwoods SP Cabin 6 
(003) Confirmation: 
467144

Apr 
15

27 Redwood Jedediah Smith 
Redwoods SP Cabin 6 
(003) Confirmation: 
467144

Apr 
16

28 Redwood Jedediah Smith 
Redwoods SP Cabin 6 
(003) Confirmation: 
467144

Apr 
17

29 Hood River 
Oregon

8h 33m Comfort Inn Columbia 
Gorge, 351 Lone Pine ?
Drive, The Dalles, OR 
97058

Apr 
18

30 Mount Ranier 10h 37m National Park Inn, 
47009 Paradise Rd E. 
Ashford, WA 98304

Apr 
19

31 Mount Ranier National Park Inn, 
47009 Paradise Rd E. 
Ashford, WA 98304

Apr 
20

32 Mount Ranier National Park Inn or 
PNational Park Inn, 
47009 Paradise Rd E. 
Ashford, WA 98304

Apr 
21

33 Chelan, WA Campbell’s Resort on 
Lake Chelan 104 W. 
Woodin Ave, Chelan 
Washington 98816 Tel: 
509-682-2561

Apr 
22

34 North Cascades 6h 52m Stehekin Lob Cabin # 2

Apr 
23

35 North Cascades Stehekin Lob Cabin # 2

Apr 
24

36 North Cascades Stehekin Lob Cabin # 2

Apr 
25

37 Chelan, WA Lakeside Lodge & 
Suites 2312 W Woodin 
Avenue Chelan, 
Washington 98816-9133 
Tel: 800-468-2781



Apr 
26

38 Coeur D’Alene 
ID

6h 52 Quality Inn & Suites, 
280 W. Apopleway 
Avenue, Coeur d’Alene, 
ID 83814

Apr 
27

39 Craters of the 
Moon

9h 3m Lava Flow Campground 
- No Reservations

Apr 
28

40 Craters of the 
Moon

Lava Flow Campground 
- No Reservations

Apr 
29

41 Craters of the 
Moon

Lava Flow Campground 
- No Reservations

Apr 
30

42 Great Basin 8h 56 Hidden Canyon Retreat, 
2000 Hidden Canyon 
Parkway, Baker, NV 
89311

May 1 43 Great Basin Hidden Canyon Retreat, 
2000 Hidden Canyon 
Parkway, Baker, NV 
89311

May 2 44 Great Basin Hidden Canyon Retreat, 
2000 Hidden Canyon 
Parkway, Baker, NV 
89311

May 3 45 Capitol Reef 5h 42 No Reservations, Fruita 
Campground near 
visitor center

May 4 46 Capitol Reef No Reservations, Fruita 
Campground near 
visitor center

May 5 47 Capitol Reef No Reservations, Fruita 
Campground near 
visitor center

May 6 48 Black Canyon of 
the Gunnison

5h 34m No Reservations: first 
come, first serve.  South 
and North Rim or east 
portal

May 7 49 Black Canyon of 
the Gunnison

No Reservations: first 
come, first serve.  South 
and North Rim or east 
portal

May 8 50 Black Canyon of 
the Gunnison

No Reservations: first 
come, first serve.  South 
and North Rim or east 
portal



May 9 51 Pagosa Springs 
- Chimney Rocks

4h 58 Elk Trace Bed and 
Breakfast, Pagosa 
Springs, 7008 Honey 
Bee Bpo, Pagosa 
Sporings, CO 81147

May 
10

52 Great Sand 
Dunes

3h 13m Great Sand Dunes 
Lodge, 7900 Highway 
150N, Mosca, CO

May 
11

53 Great Sand 
Dunes

Great Sand Dunes 
Lodge, 7900 Highway 
150N, Mosca, CO

May 
12

54 Great Sand 
Dunes

Great Sand Dunes 
Lodge, 7900 Highway 
150N, Mosca, CO

May 
13

55 Rapid City, SD 10h 57 Hotel Alex Johnson, 523 
Sixth St, Rapid City, SD 
57701

May 
14

56 Theodore 
Roosevelt

5h 1m Cottonwood 
campground, north loop, 
site 13

May 
15

57 Theodore 
Roosevelt

Cottonwood 
campground, north loop, 
site 13

May 
16

58 Theodore 
Roosevelt

Cottonwood 
campground, north loop, 
site 13

May 
17

59 Voyageurs 10h 22m Ash-Ka-Nam Lodge, 
10309 Ash River Trail, 
Orr, MN 55771

May 
18

60 Voyageurs Ash-Ka-Nam Lodge, 
10309 Ash River 
Trail,Orr, MN 55771

May 
19

61 Ashland, WI Quality Inn, 30600 US 
Hwy 2, Ashland, WI 
54806

May 
20

62 Hancock, WI 8h 47 Portage Canal 
Seaplane Base 21125 
Royce Road, Hanckock, 
MI 49930

May 
21

63 Isle Royale 
National Park

906-482-
0984

Windingo  - no 
reservations required



May 
22

64 Hancock, WI Portage Canal 
Seaplane Base 21125 
Royce Road, Hanckock, 
MI 49930

May 
23

65 Saugatuck 10h 42m Hidden Gardens 
Cottages & Suites, 247 
Butler Street, Saugatuck 
MI 49453

May 
24

66 Saugatuck Hidden Gardens 
Cottages & Suites, 247 
Butler Street, Saugatuck 
MI 49453

May 
25

67 Cuyahoga Valley 6h 2m Clarion Inn Hudson-
Akron North, 6625 Dean 
Memorial Parkway, 
Hudson, OH, 44236

May 
26

68 Cuyahoga Valley Clarion Inn Hudson-
Akron North, 6625 Dean 
Memorial Parkway, 
Hudson, OH, 44236

May 
27

69 Cuyahoga Valley Clarion Inn Hudson-
Akron North, 6625 Dean 
Memorial Parkway, 
Hudson, OH, 44236

May 
28

70 Adirondack Park 10h 6m Alpine Homestead Bed 
& Breakfast (Tannery 
Room) 1314 Co Why 
29, Olmstedville, NY 
12857

May 
29

71 Acadia 10h 7m Yellow House Bed & 
Breakfast

May 
30

72 Acadia Yellow House Bed & 
Breakfast

May 
31

73 Acadia Yellow House Bed & 
Breakfast

Jun 1 74 Bridgeport, CT 9h 11m Quality Suites, 1500 
South Avenue, Stratford, 
CT

Jun 2 75 Shenandoah 7h 11 Big Meadows Lodge, 
Skyline Drive Mile 51, 
Shenandoah National 
Park, VA



Jun 3 76 Shenandoah Big Meadows Lodge, 
Skyline Drive Mile 51, 
Shenandoah National 
Park, VA

Jun 4 77 Shenandoah Big Meadows Lodge, 
Skyline Drive Mile 51, 
Shenandoah National 
Park, VA

Jun 5 78 Greensboro 5h 7m Jimmie & Stephen

Jun 6 79 Greensboro Jimmie & Stephen

Jun 7 80 Fernandina 
Beach, FL

6h 5m The Addison on Amelia 
Island 614 Ash Street, 
Fernandina Beach, FL 
32034 800-943-1604

Jun 8 81 Home 7h 45m



Cross Country Trip - Day 1 
20 March 2018

The day started around 6 am and if you believe in omens, it started 
ominously.  I was getting a glass of water at my bedside and 
managed to spill it on my iPhone.  Fortunately, the phone still 
works.  I packed the car the night before and it is pretty amazing 
what the Thule cargo box will hold.  It is rated for 168 lbs but I 
suspect I packed it only with around 140.  The jeep is totally 
stuffed but at least I can see out the back window so the cargo box 
was worth the investment.

I pulled out of the driveway at 8:45 am and headed for the Florida 
Turnpike.  Just north of the Coconut Creek exit, traffic started 
slowing.  Then it stopped.  Dead. Still.  It eventually began to 
crawl and then stop again.  As you might guess - no accident - no 
FHP - no reason for the slowing and stoppage.  Around Jupiter, it 
picked up and then cars started getting pulled over by FHP which 
slowed it again.



Once I got past Jupiter, the pace accelerated and I cruised to 
Orlando without any problem.  Once on I75, I was surprised at the 
lack of traffic.  It was busy but not nearly as busy and on Mondays 
that I typically travel I75.  Around Lake City, the skies opened and 
everyone was caught in a deluge.  My Sirius even broadcast two 
thunderstorm warnings.

I was curious as to how the cargo box would affect mileage of the 
jeep.  Normally, when on interstate or turnpike, the jeep averages 
31 mpg.  When I first got up to 70 mph on the Florida Turnpike, 
the mileage dropped to 29.  Not bad.  However, the winds picked 
up along the Turnpike and I found the mileage eventually dropped 
to 29.  I guess the cargo box decreases the mileage anywhere from 
2 to 5 mpg depending on the winds. I can live with that.

As I got to Tallahassee, there were wind warnings in effect, so I 
suspect if they don't die down tonight, I'll be pulling 29 mpg again.

Some sage once said a journey of a thousand miles begins with a 
single step.  The sage obviously never tried to get out of the state 
of Florida.  After 7 hours and 17 minutes of driving and covering 
459 miles, I checked into Country Inn and Suites off exit 199.

Tomorrow is around a six hour drive to New Orleans to meet my 
brother and his wife.  They were originally going to take the train 
from Jackson, MS but flooding of the Mississippi has closed the 
tracks between Jackson and New Orleans so they opted for a bus 
ride. Dinner tomorrow night is at Arnaud's. 



Cross Country Trip - Day 2 
New Orleans 
21 March 2018

It was a fairly uneventful night with the exception of several 
school groups camping out at the hotel.  I must say they were well 
regulated.  After 9:30 pm, everything calmed down.  Kudos to the 
chaperones.

I left Tallahassee at 7:15 am with the temperature at 46 F.  I forgot 
to check the weather when I got up and I was in shorts and t-shirt. I 
quickly got into the jeep and turned on the heater.

I-10 to Mobile was fairly uneventful, and again, traffic was lighter 
than usual.  At Mobile, I got off I-10 and decided to drive US 90.  I 
haven't been on that highway in years and after fighting the gps 
which kept wanting to reroute me to I-10, it gave up and let me 
stay on US90.

When I was a kid (and I mean a very little kid) my grandmother 
would often take me to the Mississippi Gulf Coast for a vacation. 
Sometimes it was extended to nieces and nephews of hers and 
sometimes just me and my brother Archie, but most times, it was 
just me and her.  I have very fond memories of the Gulf Coast.



I remember on time my great Aunt Buleah, her daughters Hilda, 
Sandra, and Ann, and my brother Archie , my grandmother and me 
stayed in a motel on the beach.  We had been crabbing that day and 
kept our catch in a large bucket in the room we all shared.  
 
Someone got up in the night, tripped over the bucket because the 
lights were off and loosed the crabs upon unsuspecting toes and 
fingers of those bedded down on the floor.  I suspect the owners of 
the motel wondered what kind of wild party was going on. It took 
forever to round up all those crabs.

The best place for oysters (fried, of course) was the Friendship 
House on US90 between Gulfport and Biloxi.  I also remember a 
trip to a night club with my Uncle Ray and Aunt Minrose where 
we heard the Righteous Brothers perform.  That was my first 
exposure to club music.  "Unchained Melody" is still one of my 
favorite songs.  The club, of course, sold alcoholic beverages even 
though Mississippi was a dry state.

We would often stay in different hotels, but my grandmother's 
favorite was the old Buena Vista - a behemoth built in the 20's.  It 



was also my favorite. The staff let me get away with pretty much 
anything.

At the time, there were hotels actually on the beach, along with 
restaurants, clubs, etc.  Camille solved that problem and pretty 
much destroyed all the beach front property.  There was some 
attempt to rebuild on the beach but Katrina finished that idea.  Now 
there is nothing but beach on the beach.  It looks more attractive 
but it certainly is less exciting that it used to be.

As you leave Pass Christian [pass chris CHEE ANN - as we say in 
Mississippi] US 90 gets more like Mississippi and Louisiana used 
to be in the 50's and 60's.  After entering Louisiana, you pass over 
rusted out bridges, seafood companies,

and "camps" on pilings that push into Bay Saint Louis.  Some of 
the camps were primitive and in need of serious repair - much like 
I remember them as a kid - but some were million dollar "camps." 
Several had clever signs along US90 naming their camp.  For 
example, there was "Rhodes to Paradise".  My favorite was a sign 



announcing "It's a camp, not a condo!" I suspect that particular one 
would list for $1.5 million.

Another thing about using US90 to enter New Orleans is you are 
routed through the back streets, the industrial section, and some of 
the older parts of the city.  GPS eventually took me down to 
Bourbon, across Canal and to the hotel.

This is my first stay at the Hilton on Saint Charles.  It seems like a 
very nice, old, refurbished hotel, much along the lines of the 
Roosevelt.



 
View from the 18th floor of the Hilton - not sure why they needed 
chicken wire on the windows that high up. 

Dinner tonight was at Arnaud's, one of New Orleans oldest and 
finest restaurants, courtesy of my bro and his wife.  Thanks Archie 
and T!





I had an appetizer of Shrimp Arnaud and an entrée of 
Sheepshead meunière.  It was delicious.





Cross Country Trip - Day 3 
New Orleans 
22 March 2018

New Orleans is in the Central Time Zone.  I'm waking up in the 
Eastern Time Zone.  Four-thirty is too early to wake up in the CDT 
zone.  Fortunately, I got a good nights sleep even if it were only 6 
hours.

After the complimentary breakfast on the 7th floor (nothing to brag 
about for a Hilton hotel) Archie, Tanis and I hopped the Saint 
Charles Avenue Streetcar.  You can ride the entire line for $1.25 or 
all day for $3.00 per person.  The streetcar takes you through the 
Garden District, by Loyola University, Tulane University, the New 
Orleans zoo and the famous Camellia Grill.

Maybe I have forgotten how friendly the people in the south are, 
but everyone seemed to strike up a conversation while riding the 
streetcar.  It helps that my brother has never met a stranger.  There 
were some interesting conversations.  In particular, a lady from 
Memphis sat down next to me and told me she had visited the 
WWII museum with her daughter.  That led to a conversation 
about war in general and the Viet Nam war in particular. She 
started the conversation about Viet Nam by asking if I knew of any 
Viet Nam museums.  I told her no, only Viet Nam memorials.   I 
recommended to her the PBS series on Vietnam as I thought it 
gave a very balanced view of the war from both sides.  She had not 
heard of the series and promised to look.



Since my days of riding the streetcar, they've changed their end-of-
line procedure and disembark passengers before the end point and 
now have you re-board a little later after the car returns.

It used to take you to the end of the line, have everyone vacate the 
streetcar and the conductor would go through the car and flip the 
seat direction.  Then you would re-embark.

On the return trip we got off at Canal Street.  Canal Street, of 
course, was once a canal bisecting the city but is probably more 
famous these days for the big Mardi Gras parades of several 
krewes.



Bourbon Street before the serious drinking begins in the evening

From there, we walked into the French Quarter and eventually 
found a nice bar, The Chart House, on, appropriately, Chartres 
Street. After a rest from walking, we headed to Mr. Ed's Seafood 
House on Bienville, literally across the street and down 3/4 of the 
way from The Chart House.  Archie and Tanis shared a seafood 
platter and I opted for "A Taste of New Orleans" with jambalaya, 
red beans and rice and crawfish étouffée.  The jambalaya was a 
little fishy for my taste but the other two were excellent.

It was at Mr. Ed's that I found the most unique urinal I have ever 
seen.  Someone took a beer keg and turned it into a quite functional 
urinal that auto flushed. I propose all urinals look like the one 
shown below instead of the sterile porcelain ones we see today. It 
seems more appropriate in a bar environment in any case.



We used Uber for the second time since our visit began and made it 
back to the hotel where we all three decided we needed a nap.  I 
realized that I had lost one of the key cards to my room, so when I 
awoke from the nap, I headed to the front desk and had that key 
card cancelled and two new ones made for my room.  All I needed 
was for someone to find the key card with my room number and 
the hotel to find it and come enter the room while I am gone.

Tonight, Tanis and Archie treated me to dinner at the Redfish Grill 
on Bourbon.  It has been voted best seafood restaurant in New 
Orleans for two years in a row.  They had seafood and I had roast 
chicken.  I can't vouch for theirs but mine was delicious.

We headed back to the hotel after dinner.  I think Archie and Tanis 
were fading fast and I have the beginnings of a cold - scratchy 
throat, runny nose, etc.



Tomorrow I say goodbye to Tanis and Archie and head out to 
Village Creek State Park in Lumberton, Texas for a single night of 
camping.  After that, I head for a single day visit with my cousin Jo 
in San Antonio.  Once I leave San Antonio, I begin my National 
Parks tour.



Cross Country Trip - Day 4 
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Well, it's a full blown cold today with coughing and runny nose to 
make things unpleasant.  Fortunately, I don't feel too ill.

I got up at my usual 4:30 am (CDT) and finally went to breakfast 
around 6:30 am.  I got back to my room and called Tanis but she 
had turned her phone off.  I figured they needed the sleep so I let 
them sleep in and I packed and loaded the jeep and was off about 
8:30 am.

I left Tanis a message and a text.  I'm not real good at goodbyes 
anyway and I prefer they get a few extra winks of sleep before 
their long bus trip back to Mississippi. I so seldom get to see my 
brother and it's always special when I get a chance to visit with 
them but I hate saying goodbye.

Funny how you think you have everything.  Check the room twice, 
three times and then again.  One thing I missed during my last 
cross country trip was a dirty clothes bag.  I bought one on the trip 
midway through and when I got home decided to put it someplace 
safe for any future trips.  Of course, I could not find the damned 
bag for this trip.  I turned the house upside down twice.  I then 
ordered two from Amazon and started to pack only one.  I finally 
threw the other in the suitcase as an afterthought.

I had started filling the first bag with dirty clothes from Tallahassee 
and New Orleans.  Guess what I left in the hotel?  It's a good thing 
I have the second bag or I would have had to buy another en-route. 
The hotel will ship the bag and my dirty clothes home for me via 
Fedex.  What a surprise I have waiting for me when I get home.

I was going to go the backroads to my overnight at Village Creek 
State Park in Lumberton, Texas, but when I found I was restricted 
to 45 mph in Louisiana on US 61, I decided to cut over the I-510 to 
Baton Rouge and make up some time.



I've decided you don't miss too much by going interstate and in 
reality, the back roads are often just strip malls.  At least the 
interstate sometimes cuts through wilderness of a sort and you can 
get some pretty nice vistas.  In this case, I got some great views of 
the Achafalaya Wilderness Area and the flooding from the 
Mississippi.  The Bonnet Carré spillway was flowing to beat the 
band.

Unless you hit construction, you can make good time.  My gps did 
say there was a traffic jam on I-10W to Beaumont.  It certainly 
was.  It was backed up for about 10-15 miles - dead stop. 
Fortunately, it was not in the west bound lane.  I wish the gps 
would tell you which direction the jam is clogging.

I made it to Village Creek State Park around 2:30 pm.  The entire 
park is closed for flooding except one campground.  The sites are 
fairly nice and I got to pitch my new one-man tent which I intend 
to use for overnight hikes.  It went up really quickly.  I'm still 
working out the kinks in what I need and where it is located in the 
car - which bin, backpack, suitcase/duffle bag.  Hopefully, I'll get it 
down before my first real expedition at Guadeloupe National Park.



 
Sleeping bag inside my 1-man tent

Now, if only I can get over this cold and cough. Lumberton is 
much warmer than New Orleans.



My big decision to night is whether I will eat Chili Mac with Beef 
or Three Cheese Mac & Cheese.  Dehydrated, of course!

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 5 
San Antonio 
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It's very difficult to get out of Lumberton, Texas.  My gps 
apparently was set to the shortest route.  I was routed through back 
country roads in Lumberton.  One in particular ended in a cow 
pasture and another was more a trail in the woods.  Ever since I 
upgraded the software on the gps, I get very weird directions. 
Instead of taking about 15 minutes to get to I-10W, it took me at 
least 45 minutes to find a way to get to I-10.

Once on I-10, there was a traffic jam were we inched along for 
about 45 minutes.  Several times the gps had me get off I-10 (for 
no reason) and then re-enter I-10.  Whoever  did the software 
upgrade apparently phoned in the new coordinates while at some 
bar.

One of my favorite drives, strangely, is I-10 from Houston to San 
Antonio.  Not for the road but for Lady Bird Johnson.  In her 
"Beautify America" campaign, she had Texas roadsides seeded 
with blue bonnets, paintbrush, and other wildflowers.  Spring is the 
optimal time of the year on this stretch.  The combination of the 
blue of blue bonnets, the orange of paint brush, and the pink of 
primrose was pretty stunning.  It never fails to please.

Eventually, I made it to San Antonio.  My cousin Jo has a great old 
home built in the 1930's in a beautiful section of San Antonio.  We 
spent the next hour hiking some nearby trails around the house and 
returned to get ready for dinner at Cappy's where I had a great 
halibut dish and Jo had crab cakes.  We both had dessert after 
dinner: New Orleans Bread Pudding and for me, Toffee Bread 
Pudding.  I really enjoyed the place.  We sat on the patio and were 
able to talk.  The inside of the restaurant was nice, but like a lot of 
them, a little noisy so the patio was a perfect solution.



After we returned to the house, we spent the next few hours 
reminiscing about family, childhood, and current events.  It's 
always special to get to visit with Jo and catch up on each other's 
lives. We see too little of each other.  Jo's sister Jimmie texted me a 
welcome to San Antonio from London (returning from a cruise). 
We've all (sisters Jo, Jean, Jimmie, me and Archie) been close over 
the years, as children and adults.  Now, if I can get their sister Jean 
to visit in Fort Lauderdale....

While waiting to go to dinner, I called an old friend Larry Thrash. 
Larry, like me, is retired and I had hoped he would be able to go to 
Guadeloupe Mountains National Park for some hiking but, like me, 
he's had a few days of ill health plus house problems.  Hopefully, I 
can convince him and Bill to come down for some Fort Lauderdale 
time.  I first knew Larry when I was manager of Golden Memorial 
State Park in Walnut Grove, Mississippi and Larry was a student at 
Millsaps College in Jackson, Mississippi. He came to work at the 
park as a lifeguard.  It's a friendship that has lasted over the years.

Tomorrow I'm off to Guadeloupe Mountains.  It's at least an eight 
hour drive.  I don't have reservations there - it's a first come, first 
serve basis campground.  I hope to spend three nights there and if I 
can, climb Guadeloupe Peak, the highest mountain in Texas at over 
9,000 feet.  No promises other than an effort.  The park 
recommends you allot 8 hours for a round trip to the top and back.



Cross Country Trip - Day 6 
Guadalupe Mountains National Park 
25 March 2018 
I got a great night of sleep at Jo's but I waked her with my 
coughing as I was getting up.  She made me toast and tea with a 
side of Texas sized blueberries and we had breakfast together, 
covering new territory with out conversations.  I reluctantly 
bid adieu around 7:30 am and headed for Guadeloupe Mountains 
National Park.  The traffic around San Antonio was the lightest I 
have ever seen it - the benefit of an early Sunday morning 
departure.

Some of you may know that after I chucked graduate school at the 
University of Mississippi Medical Center in Jackson (I just 
couldn't face the idea of publish or perish nor did I think I was any 
good at original thinking and research) I went to live with my 
cousin Jo in San Antonio in 1984.  I lived with her for several 
months at her old address while holding down some really odd 
jobs.  Later, I temporarily relocated to Atlanta before the call came 
through for my years at Broward College. So, in essence, San 
Antonio is fairly familiar to me.

I-10 west carries you to within 2 hours of the Guadeloupe 
Mountains.  I made pretty good time since the speed limit was 80 
mph most of the way (the cargo box is rated for 85 mph).  It came 
through without any problem but there was a little movement when 
some semi met you on the road.

The drive is quite beautiful, albeit flat as a pancake for a while. 
 Only when you get close to the Guadeloupe Mountains do you 
begin to see some significant hills and terrain.  Oil, oil and more oil 
is the business of this region.  They are either pumping it out of the 
ground via the conventional method or fracking it out.  Even with 



all the oil rigs and pumps and fracking stations, the wide open 
Texas skies are absolutely stunning.

 
Guadeloupe Mountains with Guadeloupe Peak (Signal Peak) 
second apex from the left

The best laid plans gang aft agley. I got to the park before 3 pm 
and walked into the welcome center only to be told there were no 
tent sites available.  Since the park does not allow reservations, 
that must mean there is a huge number of people camping in the 
park in tents who got there before 3 pm.  The ranger suggested a 
Bureau of Land Management area at mile marker 10 (heading to 
Carlsbad, NM) which has free camping but no water.  The other 
option was hotels/motels in White City (near the park) or Carlsbad. 
I would have done the Bureau of Land Management area if it had 
water, but I didn't want to fool with hauling water to the site for 
three nights.

The White City address is adjacent to Carlsbad Caverns National 
Park (I visited the caverns in 1972) and signage suggested you can 
find camping within the park.  Not so.  After driving 7.1 miles to 
the welcome center, I was told that the only camping was in White 
City (nothing but RV camping) or a state park north of Carlsbad.  I 
opted for a hotel room in Carlsbad.



I'm a member of Choice Rewards which gives you points for a 
stay.  I checked Choice options out and the rooms began at $254 
per night!  With my membership, I got it at $250.  Even so, that's 
almost as expensive as the Hilton in New Orleans.  I'm now 
camping at the Quality Inn and Suites in Carlsbad for three nights. 
I'm sure if I had chucked the idea of camping due to no 
reservations and reserved a hotel room 6 months ago, I could have 
gotten a much better rate.  Oh well.

I'm about an hour drive from the park in Carlsbad so I'll need to get 
up super early tomorrow to try my hand at climbing Guadeloupe 
Peak.

Most Texans know the peak as Signal Peak, but whether you called 
it Guadeloupe Peak or Signal Peak, it's the highest point in Texas 
at 8,749 feet above sea level (I erred in previously blogging it at 
over 9,000).  The roughest part of the climb is the first mile and 
then it gets slightly less strenuous.  There is a 3,000 foot elevation 
gain from the beginning of the trail head.  The park recommends 
hikers set aside 6-8 hours for a round trip of a little over 8 miles.

I have no idea if I am physically able to climb this but I'm going to 
give it a try.  If you don't read a blog post from me tomorrow night, 
I either fell off the mountain or died of a heart attack somewhere 
on the peak. Wish me luck!



Cross Country Trip - Day 7 
Guadalupe Mountains National Park 
26 March 2018

OK, I admit it, I severely overdid it today.  I was so tired when I 
got back to the car, I could hardly walk.  My ankles were aching 
and my right knee tried to go out several times.  I can walk uphill, 
albeit very slowly, all day but the downhill kills me.  It was worse 
in the trail was steep at the beginning and at the end, so coming 
down really pounded my hips, knees, and ankles.

To add to the fun on the downhill, it started to rain and the rocks 
got very slick.  The trip to the top of Guadeloupe Peak should take 
the average hiker 6-8 hours.  It took me 9 1/2.  The wind was so 
strong that several times it almost blew me over.  After I got down, 
I headed for Carlsbad and pizza. When I got into the restaurant I 
started to get chills.  They finally stopped after I ate something, so 
I may have been out of energy.  I ate four times en-route to the top 
so I don't think I was low on fuel but how else to explain the 
chills?  One benefit was my cough/cold seemed much better.

Even with the total exhaustion (it's a four Advil night) I was 
thrilled to make it to the top.  Considering my age, I think this is 
the greatest physical challenge I've ever had.  Boot camp was not 
as physical as this and Coast Guard boot camp is extremely 
rigorous.



 
Guadeloupe Peak on the right

I rose at 6 am and had a quick breakfast and was on the road to 
Guadeloupe Mountains National Park by around 8:15 am.  I forgot 
Texas is on Central time so when I arrived at the park, it was 
already 9:30 am.  I was on the trail shortly after.  The trailhead 
intersects with a horse trail at mile 0.7.  As you steadily climb, you 
eventually come to a cliff where people with horses are told to 
dismount and walk their animals along the ledge.  That is a mile 
1.5.

Later, you come to a neat bridge and you are again required to 
dismount if on a horse and walk them across.



You reach the back country campsite at 3.25 miles and you still 
have 1 mile to go to the summit - all uphill, sometimes hand over 
hand.  Everyone passed me on the trail.  I passed no one except 
those coming back down.  In the end, I was the last person on the 
mountain - not my preference - but I had to stop and rest the knees 
more frequently the further I hiked downward.

 
Ever upward and rocky as all get out

I met some great people on the hike.  There were two volunteers at 
the campsite picking up litter.  An Hispanic family kept checking 
on me to see if I was OK and they took my picture at the summit. 
They also kept checking on me on the way down. Roundtrip was 
8.5 miles although my gps said 10 miles.  It felt like 100.



The scenery is drop dead beautiful.  The sky was overcast and the 
temperature was in the 60's so it was perfect hiking weather.  The 
only drawback was the wind.

It was so powerful at the summit, you could only last up there for a 
few minutes.  At the summit, they have an army surplus ammo box 
with a journal.  You sign your name for posterity and replace it in 
the ammo box.  Everyone did exactly what they were supposed to 
do and no one abused the journal.  Hikers are just great people.



 
The marker was presented by American Airlines in 1958 before it 
became a national park.

As you might guess, there was one runner who ran to the summit. I 
fully expect to see him in the next Olympics.

As steep as our trail was, there was another that was even steeper. I 
shudder to think of even trying to get up that trail.

 
Now that is a hiking trail that goes straight up!

Tomorrow is likely to be a recovery day.  I've already put the "do 
not disturb" sign on the hotel door.  Speaking of hotel, I am ecstatic 



that I ended up having to get a hotel.  I could not image camping 
out tonight in my physical condition.



Cross Country Trip - Day 8 
Carlsbad Caverns National Park 
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It was supposed to be a recovery day, but in searching for 
something easy to do, I decided to revisit Carlsbad Caverns.  I 
originally visited Carlsbad either in 1971 or 1972 while stationed 
on board the CGC Reliance in Corpus Christi.  I was simply 
driving around during a period of leave and happened upon the 
park just in time for the bat flight.  That in itself was amazing, but 
later when saw photos in National Geographic of the big room, I 
was surprised to see a full service restaurant at the bottom (it's no 
longer there - just sandwich concessions).

 
Entrance to the cavern and also where the bats exit during the bat 
flight

I remember reading somewhere (National Geographic?) that there 
is a theory that Mammoth Cave in Kentucky is connected to 
Carlsbad Caverns via subterranean passages.

I figured this would be an easy, leisurely stroll through the mostly 
flat trails.  Wrong!  The elevator was out of service and the only 



way into the caverns was by a 1.25 mile descent of over 700 feet - 
the equivalent of a 79 story building (oh my aching knees).  Of 
course, that meant 1.25 miles back out of the caverns, all uphill.

 
Lions' Tails

I decided in for a penny, in for a pound and walked the 1.25 mile 
Big Room Trail.  All in all that was a 3.75 mile trip.  Again, it was 
the downhill that was the worse.  Once at the bottom, the trail 
flattened out.



 
Crystal Springs Dome. According the park service, 95% of the 
formations are dry and inactive. An exception is Crystal Springs 
Dome which is still growing.

The trails are all completely paved with rubberized material, so it's 
easy on which to walk.  Every so often, the park service carved out 
benches for people to rest on the way back up, but some of the 
downhill travelers availed themselves of the seats also.



 
Draperies are formed with calcite crystals form from gently arched 
ceilings.

Carlsbad Caverns is fascinating and very well maintained.  There 
were park rangers all over the place and everyone walking the cave 
were very respectful not to touch formations.



 
Chinese Theater. I assume someone thought the formations looked 
like pagodas.

Parents cautioned their kids about needing to whisper so as to not 
disturb people and for the most part, they did.

After the tour of the Big Room, I decided on a sandwich for lunch 
washed down by a gatorade.  I didn't want a repeat of the chills.  A 
young couple from Connecticut joined me at the table for lunch. 
They were planning on hiking Guadeloupe Peak tomorrow so I 
told them a few things to look out for and to prepare for.  They 
were appreciative.  We then began a discussion of favorite National 
Parks (hers was Zion, mine was Glacier or Big Bend).  That got us 
into a discussion on Big Bend and other hikes.  They left for the 
King's Chamber tour and I headed back out to daylight.



 
Twin Domes (one of the twins is in the background) 
 
I was amazed at the number of people who insisted on walking 
down and back out.  It included all ages and all physical abilities. 
I'm not sure the cautions the park rangers gave them at the 
beginning of the tour sunk in until they were about half way into 
the cavern.



 
View of the Big Room

The trails were very crowded but everyone tried to make way for 
anyone on the uphill climb. As a rule, hikers give way to anyone 
hiking uphill.  You politely stand aside if you are descending and 
allow the uphill traffic to pass you. Surprisingly, everyone seemed 
to follow this intuitively.

 
The iron ladder was built in 1924 by Jim White, an earlier explorer 
for use by the National Geographic Society. It descends 90 feet 
into the cave.

I made it back to the surface around 1:30 pm, so the whole trip 
took me around 3 1/2 hours.  I surprised myself by making the 



uphill climb fairly easily and quickly.  The hike into and out of the 
caverns are considered strenuous and I would agree.  The incline 
can be pretty severe at times.

 
Light at the end of the tunnel!



That gave me enough time to stop at the Walmart in Carlsbad and 
buy laundry detergent and wash clothes at the hotel.  I'm now all 
clean again and ready to head out tomorrow to Saguaro National 
Park near Tucson.  I'll be camping out there at a close by state park 
since there are no campgrounds other than wilderness 
campgrounds sans water in Saguaro.



Cross Country Trip - Day 9 
Saguaro National Park 
28 March 2018

It was a 7 1/2 hour drive from Carlsbad to Tucson and Catalina 
State Park where I have reservations for the next two nights.  The 
two campgrounds are totally full.

I was a little nervous at first with the gps which routed me to El 
Paso and from the look of it, to Ciudad Juárez, Mexico.  I didn't 
bring my passport so I was relieved when it routed me north of El 
Paso and then to I-10 west.

As I passed Guadeloupe Mountains National Park, I got a very 
good view of El Capitan and decided it was worth a stop and a 
photo.



 
El Capitan at Guadeloupe Mountains National Park

Life on I-10 was uneventful and I checked into Catalina State Park 
around 4 pm.  I immediately set up my one person tent and put my 
40 F sleeping bag in the tent.  After the sun went down, I decided 
that was a mistake and took out the heavier bag for the night.  It's 
gonna get real cool tonight.



 
Saguaro Cactus at Catalina State Park

The park is very attractive and it has several trails that would be 
interesting to hike were it not for my itinerary for Saguaro. 
 Saguaro National Park is divided into two sections: west and east 
of Tucson.  In most cases, unless you intend to do overnight hikes, 
you basically drive through the park and take short walks from 
overlooks and pullouts.

 
Catalina State Park near Tucson

Since I'm still a little sore from the last two days, that suits me fine.

I have a feeling I will have some visitors tonight.



 
Ground Squirrel



Cross Country Trip - Day 10 
Saguaro National Park 
29 March 2018

It was cold this morning.  I think the temperature was around 48F. I 
slept fairly warm in my sleeping bag with a blanket on top of me. 
Breakfast was a bit chilly but as soon as the sun came over the 
mountains, it warmed up very quickly.

I set out around 8 am for the Tucson Mountain District portion of 
Saguaro National Park.  The park is in two sections: west of 
Tucson is the Tucson Mountain District and east of Tucson is the 
Rincon Mountain District.  I arrived at the park office one minute 
before they opened.

The road to get to the park passes through a city (or county) park 
that has interesting dips in the road.  You feel you are on a roller 
coaster.  Some of the dips are quite steep - similar to going down 
some of the steep streets in San Francisco.  You tend to hang on 
and hope for the best.

The visitor center is where you pay your fees.  It's pretty much on 
the honor system but everyone seemed to be stopping in and 
paying.  My national park pass gets me in free.

I stopped on the way to the visitor center and then also as I drove 
their loop trail to take photos (wildflowers of course) and walked a 
short nature trail.  All of Tucson is in the Sonoran Desert which 
takes in parts of Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, and of course, 
Mexico.



 
Sonoran Desert

The one thing I dearly wanted to see, I did not.  A Gila monster.  I 
loved teaching about it in zoology class.  I suspect it was a little 
too hot by the time I got into areas where it was found and it was 
hiding in the shade.  Maybe I'll see one at Petrified Forest National 
Park - next on the agenda.

Of course, the Saguaro cactus is the star of the show.  I have to 
admit, they are quit impressive.  It's also interesting to see the 
different patterns of growth.  They may live up to 150 years and 
more and are a significant part of the ecosystem - providing shelter 
for animals, food, and water.



 
Saguaro cactus

Spring is beginning to sprung here and wildflowers were beginning 
to come out.  The colors here tend to be red and yellows and one 
very vivid blast of color comes from the Ocotillo.

Some cacti, when they have enough water, will have the spines 
(which are modified leaves) leaf out.  



 
Ocotillo 

The red spike of flowers is very arresting when you see it against 
the rather drab background on the Sonoran Desert.



 
Ocotillo bloom

Another interest cactus is the Fishhook cactus.  I doubt very 
seriously you could use the spines as fishhooks but the name is 
certainly appropriate.



 
Fishhook cactus

One cactus has a cuddly name but I wouldn't recommend it.  The 
Teddy Bear Cholla (chollas are a dominant form of vegetation here 
with numerous species) looks cute but is lethal.



 
Teddy Bear Cholla
 
On the Rincon Mountain District side of the park, there are less 
saguaros but they do have an interesting area called Signal Hill that 
has pictographs by some of the indigenous people from centuries 
ago.  They were rather crude but they were etched into the rocks by 
using rock chisels and hammers.  No one knows what the symbols 
mean.



 
Pictographs on Rincon Mountain District

Another stop on the Rincon side was Javelina Point where 
javelinas tend to congregate.  I saw none but it was very touristy 
when I stopped so they probably were hiding in the shade along 
with the Gila monsters. By this time, it was 84F.

 
Javelina Point in Rincon Mountain District

Right now I'm debating fighting traffic and having dinner in town 
or do a dehydrated meal here.  Tomorrow, it's off to see the 
Petrified Forest!



Cross Country Trip - Day 11 
Meteor Crater 
30 March 2018

It wasn't nearly as cold this morning when I got out of the sleeping 
bag.  Only 54F.  I skipped breakfast and broke camp and was away 
by 8 am.  The gps routed me first along US 79 and then US 60 
through some of the most beautiful scenery I've experienced.  It 
took me through the White Mountain Apache Tribe Reservation 
and Salt River Canyon.

 
Salt River Canyon on the Apache Reservation

It was white knuckle time on the steering wheel with sheer drops 
as you first descended to the White River and then back up to the 
other side.  The experience was as if you were allowed to drive 
down into the Grand Canyon and then back out.  Elevations range 
from 2,200 feet to 4, 200 feet so you can get some idea of the type 
of drive you experience.  Every turn or bend in the road brought 



another. jaw-dropping sight. So far, the trip has been worth it for 
this.

My gps told me the total time to Holbrook, AZ would be around 5 
hours so I would be way too early to check into the hotel (Quality 
Inn - not so quality) so I decided to do something I've wanted to do 
for a while but had not planned on this trip - go to Meteor Crater 
just west of Winslow.

 
A little perspective of the size of the crater

I used to explain the theory of Luis and Walter Alvarez about the 
extinction of dinosaurs by talking about craters on the moon, 
Meteor Crater, weathering and why most craters are not seen on 
earth as they are on the moon, and then eventually explaining how 
large Meteor Crater is (4,000 feet across and 700 feet deep).  I then 
explained how the meteor that formed Meteor Crater was relatively 
small at 150 feet across and several hundred thousand tons.  It 
would have been too small to cause an extinction event.  The 
Alvarez' put forth the idea the meteor that caused the extinction hit 
in the Gulf of Mexico (thus creating that body of water).  It has 



since been proved a meteor of the size that could cause and 
extinction event did indeed form the "bowl" of the Gulf of Mexico.

 
Panoramic view of Meteor Crater
 
I've always talked about it and have never seen it so the 
opportunity was too good to pass up.  Like the Grand Canyon (and 
Salt River Canyon) Meteor Crater is impressive.  I did get a little 
miffed that it is listed on I-40 west as a National Landmark and as 
such, it should have allowed me free entrance with my National 
Park passport but instead, I find it is privately owned.  That has its 
own problems, but the crater has been maintained in pretty pristine 
condition and research is still going on in the crater.

 
Looking up at the rim of the crater from the observation platform 
below the rim



However, never pass up a chance to fleece the tourists.  To get to 
the restrooms, you had to walk through the gift shop and the 
Subway store.  All in all, it was a great experience if you ignore the 
touristy stuff. 

 
View of the bottom of the crater of the mine shaft - taken from a 
view scope with my iPhone

I just read a story of the internet about a California man who, in 
2013, illegally hiked down to the bottom of the crater and jumped 
into the mineshaft (100 feet) to "appease the gods".  Somehow he 
wasn't killed and survived some very cold temperatures until 
emergency services could extract him from the shaft. He suffered 
from a broken arm and leg and hypothermia.  However, once they 
got him out of the shaft, they had to physically transport him to the 
top of the rim (700 feet) even though the man weighed 200 lbs. 



The rescue helicopter was grounded because of flight conditions. 
The rescue crew worked through zero F conditions to get him back 
to the top.

Tomorrow is the Petrified Forest National Park with a drive 
through the park and short day hikes at various points along the 
drive.  It should be a fairly easy day of hikes - famous last words.



Cross Country Trip - Day 12 
Petrified Forest National Park/
Painted Desert 
31 March 2018

I admit it.  I was prepared to be underwhelmed with the Petrified 
Forest National Park.  I mean, it's just a bunch of petrified wood, 
right?  I'm sure you have heard the rumors of how depleted the 
park has become due to souvenir hunters.  That's false.  The park 
has resourced old images from the 20's and 30's and find the 
locations of those images and the petrified formations are still 
there.

This was a pretty awesome stop on my itinerary.  I totally 
underestimated this park.  Theodore Roosevelt, in 1906, designated 
the park as a national monument and it became a national park in 
1962.

There are two entrances to the park.  The northern entrance is just 
off I-40 (and old Route 66) and is referred to as the Painted Desert 
entrance.  The southern entrance is southeast of Holbrook and is 
designated the Rainbow Forest entrance.  From entrance to 
entrance is 26 miles of paved road with numerous pullouts and 
sites.  The speed limit is 45 mph for most of the trip, 35 mph 
around congested areas and 15 mph around the visitor centers.  I 
drove the length twice today.  You really don't pay attention to the 
mileage nor the time, the scenery is so spectacular.

I was the first car to enter from the south entrance today at 8 am. 
The gates automatically open at that time.  For the first hour of the 
journey, I pretty much had the entire park to myself.  Only later in 
the morning did I begin to encounter cars and people at the sites.



My first stop skipped the visitor center and two sites: Long Logs 
and Agate House.  More on those later.  Instead, I pulled in at 
Crystal Forest which has a 0.75 mile loop through a badlands-like 
landscape.  It was a brisk 45F so I wore my jacket and by the time 
I got back to the car, I had removed it and it was 61F.

 
Crystal Forest is a 0.75 mile loop through badlands with many 
intact (not this one) permineralized logs.

Opposite the Crystal Forest stop is a site called The Battleship. The 
right portion of the formation seems to resemble the old bows of 
WWI battleships.  It's an impressive formation regardless.



 
The Battleship - note the formation on the right. The base looks 
like the bow of old WWI battleships. This was opposite Crystal 
Forest.

The next stop was Jasper Forest which large numbers of logs 
primarily composed of the mineral jasper (chalcedony).  There's a 
great panoramic view from the overlook.

 
Jasper Forest which apparently has high content of jasper 
(chalcedony) in the mineral deposition of the trees

Next was Agate Bridge, a 110 foot long petrified log.  In the 30's 
they had to support it with concrete but the park service feels it 



will soon collapse due to water erosion. They have no plans to 
shore the bridge up any longer.

 
Agate Bridge is a 110 foot long petrified log bridge. The concrete 
support was provided in the 1930's to prevent its collapse but water 
erosion will eventually do it in.

The highlight of the park was my next stop - Blue Mesa.  You take 
a 3 1/2 mile loop road through badlands that put the Badlands of 
South Dakota to shame.  These are some of the most beautiful 
formations within the park.  If you feel feisty, you can take a steep 
trail down for a 1 mile loop at the bottom of the badlands.  When I 
went to the Badlands of South Dakota, there were no hikes down 
to the bottom.  To really appreciate these, you need to get down to 
the bottom and look up at the formations.  The hike, once down to 
the bottom was easy.  However, there's always that up segment that 
was the steep descent at the start.  The entire trail is paved so 
walking is easy.



 
Blue Mesa Overlook

 
Blue Mesa at the bottom of a steep 1 mile trail through badlands



 
Blue Mesa with Blue Skies!

 
Blue Mesa - the colors, although muted, are quite striking

After leaving Blue Mesa, the next formation to appear is named 
The Tepees. You can see why from the photo.



 
These are called The Tepees for obvious reasons.

After The Tepees, I pulled into Newspaper Rock.  There are a 
series of rocks at the bottom of an overlook with over 650 
petroglyphs, some dating to over 2000 years ago.  There are a 
couple of telescopes so you can get a good view of the petroglyphs 
and if you have a telephoto lens, you can get some good closeups.

 
A section of Newspaper Rock. With all the rock sections, over 650 
petroglyphs are found with some over 2000 years old.

Next up was Puerco Pueblo.  This site has only been 1/3 excavated 
and is thought to have 100 rooms for over 200 people around AD 
1250-1380.  I don't think there are any plans for further excavation. 



 One interesting feature was a summer solstice device.  It used a 
crack in a rock to project a beam of light on a petroglyph.

 
Puerco Pueblo. It consisted of approximately 100 rooms and 200 
people around AD 1250-1380. Only about 1/3 of the site has been 
excavated.

The only stop on the entire trip I did not make was the Route 66 
stop.  They had a rusted out 1932 Studebaker at the site.  I've 
driven long segments of Route 66 in Arizona and California, so I 
didn't think it necessary to pay homage here.

All the next sites, in succession, were overlooks of the Painted 
Desert.  I've seen a portion of the painted desert in the 70's but this 
is the most significant expanse I've seen.  The stops were Lacey 
Point, Whipple Point, Nizhoni Point, Pintado Point, Chinde Point, 
Kachina Point, Painted Desert Inn, Tawa Point and Tiponi Point.



 
Painted Desert. A portion of the Painted Desert is found within the 
boundaries of the northern section of the park.

The Painted Desert Inn was actually an inn at one time during the 
heyday of Route 66.  It's been beautifully restored and you ache to 
be able to stay there for several nights and watch the sunset from 
Kachina Point.

 
The Painted Desert Inn really used to be an inn along old Route 66. 
It is now a museum.

I stopped at the Painted Desert Visitor Center and had lunch 
(hamburger and chili) and then decided to redo the entire route!



 
Old Faithful - one of the largest petrified trees in the park - behind 
the Rainbow Forest Visitor Center

My last stop of the day was at Rainbow Forest Visitor Center. After 
visiting the center, walking the Giant Logs loop, I decided to get a 
little more walking in with the Long Logs Trail and Agate House 
Trail.  If you do the complete trail, it is 2.6 miles.  It's well worth 
it.  Some of the longest petrified logs in the park are found here, 
some 180 feet long.



 
Long Logs Loop near Rainbow Forest Museum is a 1.6 mile trail 
along a Triassic logjam with some specimens over 180 feet long.

The Agate House is interesting but a reconstruction.  It was not 
done exactly the way the pueblo people would have done it but at 
least you see the basics of the structure.  Think of a stone house 
made entirely of agate.  There are a total of severn rooms but only 
one is completely restored.



 
Agate House found a the end of a 2 mile roundtrip trail near 
Rainbow Forest Museum and Visitor Center

 
This is a reconstructed seven room pueblo (only one room 
obvious). Generally, the parks do not do reconstructions any 
longer.

All in all, I did about 5.1 miles of hiking today.  It was easy hiking 
and the scenery could not be beat!



 
Cross section of a piece of petrified wood along the Agate House 
Trail. The reds, yellows, oranges and purples are due to iron 
oxides. The grays and blacks are due to manganese oxides, and the 
whites are pure quartz.

Tomorrow, I head to Death Valley.  I have reservations at the 
Pamamint Resort for 3 nights on the west side of the park, on US 
190.  Unfortunately, my gps does not recognize the address, so if 
and when I get there is anybody's guess. I am assuming 7 plus 
hours on the road tomorrow.



Cross Country Trip - Day 13 
Death Valley National Park/Hoover 
Dam 
1 April 2018

SORRY ABOUT THE LAST 3 DAYS OF NO POSTS - NO 
INTERNET CONNECTIONS!

It was more than 7 plus hours to Death Valley from the Petrified 
Forest.  Try 11 hours.  That’s with the time change from Mountain 
to Pacific Time. The drive was actually quite nice.  

I got to realize one of my goals in life - to drive across Hoover 
Dam (aka Boulder Dam) - one of the engineering miracles of the 
ages.  You exit off US 95 and there was an extensive line down the 
road to the dam.  All vehicles had to stop and be inspected by 
federal agents.  I was one to be specifically searched (the cargo 
box) and then there were so many people and cars at the dam, you 
had no choice but to either pay $10 for parking or simply drive 
over the dam, turn around, and exit.  

 
Crossing over Hoover Dam - shot from my jeep.



I only wanted to drive over the dam and then get a snapshot of the 
dam from a decent angle.  I was already late to get to Panamint 
Springs Resort in Death Valley.  I spotted a pull out on the way 
onto the dam and decided that when I turned around, that would be 
my chance to get a view of the structure.  

 

 
Hoover Dam from the pullout

I seem to have this thing for the depression era.  Perhaps it has to 
do with how my Dad talked about it when he was growing up.  In 
1929, he was 16 years old and working on the family farm. He 
would relate the day he was plowing in the field and his brother 
Ray came to notify him that he had been selected for the Civilian 
Conservation Corps (CCC).  He threw down the reins of the mules 
and never looked back.

To drive across the dam you had to constantly stop for pedestrians.  
They were everywhere.  I think everyone in the U.S. decided to 
visit Hoover Dam on Easter Day.  I finally made passage across the 
dam, turned around, and started to exit. 

The pullover had space for me and so I hopped out and snapped a 
few photos. Mission accomplished!



 The drive to Death Valley routed me around Las Vegas.  That was 
the scene of an interesting episode in the Venetian Hotel - you can 
read about it in a past blog.  Las Vegas, in my opinion, is best seen 
from the bypass.  

The scenery into Death Valley was beautiful and I finally made the 
park around 5 pm.  I pulled into Panamint Springs Resort, dieseled 
up the jeep ($5/gallon) and checked into the room.  It’s primitive 
but sufficient for the next three days to explore the park.  There is a 
restaurant outside my door, and I’m pretty centrally located to see 
anything I wish in Death Valley.

This may be the last you hear from me for the next 3 days.  Internet 
access is limited at the resort - they suggest it’s akin to dial up.  
There is no phone service.  You may next hear from me when I am 
getting ready to embark on the Channel Islands tour.  Note: it has 
been 3 days.  Sorry, but it’s hard to let you know I have no internet 
connection when I don’t have a connection.



Cross Country Trip - Day 14 
Death Valley National Park 
2 April 2018

The “resort” room reminds me of the old hotels from the 40’s and 
50’s.  Just the basics - no frills.  There is a bed, a shower, a sink, a 
toilet, a dresser, and one lamp and table.  There is also only one 
electrical plug (behind the bed).  The a/c is controlled by the motel 
and it blows constantly until around 9:00 pm.  They then turn it off.  
I had to pull out a blanket from the jeep and throw it on the bed to 
keep from getting frostbite. 

 
Pananmint Springs Resort

The walls between rooms are paper thin and I had people to either 
side of me.  However, even with kids, they were very quiet and I 
suspect I was the noisiest with my cough.  As usual, I was awake 
by 6 am.  



Breakfast at the restaurant is buffet style and very similar to most 
hotels with free breakfast.  However, they charge $10.  Coffee by 
itself is $3.  Everything is expensive here because it must be 
shipped in from a long distance.  For example, I paid $5/gallon for 
diesel yesterday here in Panamint Springs.  In Furnace Creek, 54 
miles away, it is $6.   

I started the journey this morning by driving to the visitor center 
and Furnace Creek and checking in with the ranger.  From there I 
drove 11 miles to Badwater Basin, the lowest point in the 
continental U.S. at 282 feet below sea level.  There is water at 
Badwater but it is highly  saline and undrinkable.  

 
Badwater Basin - lowest point in continental U.S. at -282 feet



Bad water at Badwater. Highly saline!

From there, I backtracked along Badwater Road and stopped at 
Natural Bridge.  You drive up a very, very rutted dirt road which 
shook the jeep sideways more than up or down.  At the end of the 
dirt road is a parking lot and you hike 0.3 miles to see a natural 
bridge in a canyon.  The bridge is 35 feet long and 35 feet at its 
highest point.  

 
Natural Bridge - 35' high, 35' long

After the bridge, you hike a little further up the canyon and see a 
dry waterfall.    



 
Dry Waterfall

If you continue up the canyon (my motto this trip is “in for a 
penny, in for a pound”) you come to a dead end (at least as far as 
hikers go).  I was amazed that a parent let his very young children 
scramble up the face of this wall.  However, they made it fine and 
only the smallest one had to be coaxed back down.   It seems these 
were free range children. The hike to the end was all uphill and the 
round trip was a little over a mile.

I returned to the jeep and took a short side trip to Devil’s Golf 
Course. It’s in the middle of salt flats and the salt is still being 
deposited.  It pretty much looked like a lunar landscape.  I wonder 
what the handicap would be for the course?  Apparently salt 
“globes” often form in this landscape and there are salt-loving 
creatures that can be found within.



Next was Artist Drive, a 9 mile loop that has two stops.  The first 
stop is pretty basic. The salts in the soil give the badlands features 
quite striking colors.  There are reds, blues, greens and yellows.  

At the second stop - Artist Palette - you will be blown away by the 
hues.  It’s absolutely stunning.  I am amazed the park service 
allows people to walk all over the hills.  There are no set paths and 
people wander all over them.  I confess to doing so also, but I 
wonder how long these features can take the human traffic. 

 

 
Artists Palette

From Artist Drive, I backtracked to US 190 and headed to 
Zabrinski Point, one of the most popular areas in Death Valley.  I 
can see why.  It is particularly popular during sunrise and sunset, 
but I think any time you stop here is worthwhile.  The views were 
amazing.  



 
Zabrinski Point

Another side trip was 20 Mule Team Canyon.  It twisted and 
turned, and dipped.  I can’t imagine bringing a wagon through that 
area.  It is today a one way dirt road but easily managed in a 
typical car without 4 wheel drive.  Dips are big in the park.  When 
they say dip, they mean dip.  It’s like a roller coaster.

I wanted to head to Dantes View but it was closed for some reason.  
However, that didn’t seem to stop some people.  As I turned around 
and headed back to Panamint Springs Resort, people passed me 
and continued down the road.  

I hiked a lot today.  Most of it seemed uphill and interestingly, the 
down hill didn’t seem to bother me my hips and knees too much.  I 
will try to get back to Golden Canyon tomorrow (the only stop I 
didn’t make today on that road) for a 4.3 mile loop hike.  Also, a 
couple I met along the way today suggested I travel Titus Canyon 
Road.  It’s a one-way loop that twists and turns through canyons 
where you vehicle barely makes it through.

Before I left home, I threw into the jeep an old pair of boots that 
had worn down pretty well from my first cross country trip. I 
figured if worse came to worse, I could use them in a pinch.  It 
seems I’ve worn my newer boots down to the point one of the 
soles is coming off.  I may now have to mix and match boots to 



finish the trip.  I tried to epoxy the sole today after I returned from 
Furnace Creek, but I don’t hold great hope in the “patch” holding.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 15 
Death Valley National Park 
3 April 2018

Help! I’m running out of superlatives.  I had a great day!  I left the 
motel around 7:45 am and headed straight to Golden Canyon just 
west of Furnace Creek Visitor Center.  It takes about an hour to 
make the drive and I was on the trail at 9:06 am.  

 
Entrance to Golden Canyon
 
Golden Canyon is considered the most popular trail in the park and 
I can understand why.  It’s called Golden because of the effects of 



sunrise and sunset on the lightly colored hills forming the canyon.  
You can hike the canyon and turn around (2 miles round trip) or 
continue to either Zabrinski Point (no way I was going to hike up 
there) or finish with Gower’s Gulch.  The Golden Canyon/Gower’s 
Gulch loop is 5 miles.  My gps clocked it in as 5.3, but who 
besides me is counting?

 
Golden Canyon

The walk up the canyon is wonderful.  There were patches of shade 
from the surrounding hills and a wind blowing down the canyon.  
Even though the temperature was climbing into the 80’s the hike 
was perfect.  It’s a steady climb up the canyon and the canyon 
narrows as you hike upward.



 
Ever upward

Just before you reach the connection to Gower’s Gulch, the trail 
takes a sharp upward tract. Up and up and up.  At one point, I 
thought I was standing on top of the world until I realized I was in 
the shade of a peak that towered over me.  



 
View from The-Top-of-The-World

The trail could be a little better marked.  As I mentioned in the last 
post, there were numerous side trails that people had made and 
unless the park service placed a marker, you were unsure of where 
the real trail was.  

 

 
Can you see the hiker in the lower right? A speck on the horizon.

I descended the “top of the world” highpoint and found the 
connecting trail to Gower’s Gulch.  I’ve always wondered what a 



gulch looked like.  Now I know.  This gulch is the definitive 
concept of the word.  

 

 
Gower's Gulch

Eventually, the gulch narrows and you have sheer walls on either 
side of you rising up at least 100 feet.  Always on my mind was 
flash floods.  Even though it was a beautiful clear day, I always 
kept an eye out for where I might be able to make a quick climb to 
high ground.  That’s probably a little paranoid with a beautiful blue 
sky, but the Boy Scouts always taught me to be prepared.  

Later, you have to descend hand over hand down boulders. After a 
point the gulch levels out and then loops back to the parking lot.   



 
Hand over hand - downward

The average hiker walks about 2 1/2 miles per hour (according to 
Backpacker magazine) and it took me a little over 2 hours to do the 
loop.  For the most part, it was pleasant walking and I highly 
recommend the hike.  

From there, I had my sights set on Titus Canyon Drive.  It was 
recommended to me by a couple I met yesterday.  This is a 29 mile 
(one way for 26 of them) that begins outside the park near Beatty, 
Nevada.  You turn onto a dirt road.  A sign warns you that (1) have 
a full tank of gas [I was half full] and (2) carry plenty of water (3) 
have a full size spare [I don’t] and (4) have a high clearance 
vehicle. 

It’s a very rough road.  Exactly the type of road for which I bought 
the jeep.  At first, it was just a rutted road that shook you to pieces.  
Then you began to climb ever upward with hairpin curves and 
nothing to keep you from going over the side.  Eventually you 
reach the top and begin the same type of descent.  

There were several places where the road had large boulders 
embedded in the road with a drop off the other side.  The jeep 
performed like a champion.  It has a 4 wheel feature titled “Rocks” 
and I used that a couple of times.  It downshifts into 4 wheel and 
very slowly allowed me to ease over the rocks as it raises the 



chassis.  Some of the grades were so steep I had to use the “Down 
Hill” feature of the jeep.  Again, great performance.  Cars that 
passed me on the road eventually were parked along side the road 
and I ended up passing all but one - another jeep.  

 

 
Titus Canyon Drive from the jeep

The last 5 miles of one way traffic was through a very deep 
canyon.  In some places, there was room for the jeep but just 
barely.  What an experience to drive through a very narrow canyon 
with walls extending up hundreds of feet. The entire drive was 
worth it for the last 5 miles.  

I’m a little sad leaving Death Valley.  I didn’t know what to expect 
but I would like a couple of more days to explore this place.  The 
only drawback is this is the second largest national park (Denali in 
Alaska is larger) and you have to drive an hour to get to most 
sights.  Believe me, it’s worth it.  

Tomorrow I head to Ventura, California and hopefully a chance to 
wash clothes.  After one night in Ventura, I catch a boat to the 
Channel Islands for two nights of camping.  I catch the boat back 
and spend a second night in Ventura and then head for three nights 
of camping in Pinnacles National Park.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 16 
4 April 2018

Sorry for the lack of posts but internet service was exceptionally 
spotty at Panamint Springs Resort.  You sometimes got 
connections around 3 am.  It’s hard to inform you about no internet 
without internet.

It was a 4 1/2 hour drive from Panamint Springs Resort to Ventura, 
Ca.  You started to climb westward out of Panamint Springs and 
kept climbing with more hairpin turns.  Once at the top, you began 
to descend into another salt flat and your view west gave you snow 
covered peaks of the Sierra Nevada range.  

I pulled into Channel Islands National Park Visitor Center around 
12:30 pm and checked the weather on Santa Cruz.  It should be in 
the high 40’s at night and low 70’s during the day.  I have two 
nights of camping on Santa Cruz.  I decided to pack my heavy 
sleeping bag rated to 20F just in case.  The ground can get a little 
cold.

There are eight islands in the chain of islands off Ventura and five 
are in the national park: Santa Cruz, Anacapa, San Miguel, Santa 
Rosa, and Santa Barbara.  The others not in the park are Santa 
Catalina, San Clemente, and San Nicholas.

I then stopped in at Island Packers, the approved NPS boat service 
to the islands.  I need to be at the dock by 8 am for a 9 am 
departure.  Everything must be packed in, including water.  You 
have to also separate your water and fuel supplies from your 
backpack.  They are carried in separate areas of the boat. 

I made it to the Rodeway Inn on Thompson in Ventura.  It’s a real 
dump but for $79 a night, I’m not complaining.  The room seems 
clean and the hotel is quiet so far.  The only iffy thing is when I 
went to connect my computer via bluetooth to my iPhone, FBI 
Mobile Surveillance Van #2 and FBI Mobile Surveillance Van #7 



appeared as choices for Wifi connections.  I’m not sure how 
undercover the FBI works or whether they are staking out the 
Rodeway Inn but you would think they would know their Wifi will 
show up as connections.  I may be in for a raid tonight.  Strangely, 
my computer will not connect via bluetooth to my iPhone at all and 
there is usually no trouble.

I’ve washed clothes and am waiting for a dryer.  Someone has been 
drying ever since I got here and it is still running.  Hopefully, it’ll 
end soon and I’ll get to dry my clothes for the camping trip 
tomorrow.

You won't have any posts for the next two days - I'm on the island 
of Santa Cruz!



Cross Country Trip - Day 17 
Channel Islands National Park 
5 April 2018

It's 2 am and I just finished with the Ventura Police Department. 
They knocked on my door at 1:30 am to inform me my bike had 
been stolen off the back of the jeep.  The motel management saw 
someone on the video struggling for 10 minutes to get the bike off 
the carrier and called police.  There's no word as to why the police 
didn't get here in time to catch the thief or why it may have taken 
management too long to call, but as you can guess, I'm cancelling 
my reservation here on my return from the Channel Islands and 
looking for another hotel.

The police stated all the hotels along Thompson (Highway 101 
Business, aka Ventura Freeway) are subject to thieves due to the 
drug problem in the area. The police were very courteous and 
explained someone was already out looking for the bike, but they 
were not encouraging.

I usually bring the bike into the hotel room with me when I travel, 
but I didn't this time because of a series of steps I would have had 
to carry the bike.  That'll teach me.  They'll notify me of any 
success in finding the bike but I don't have much hope.

I had a bad feeling about the motel and should have turned around 
but I figured it was for only one night and what harm it could do.  I 
now know.

The bike was a Fuji Traverse and was around $700 when new (it's 
over a year old).  Whoever stole it now has a very nice bike.



Cross Country Trip - Day 17 - 
continued 
Channel Islands National Park 
5 April 2018

The day got better. Even though didn’t get back to sleep after the 
police left, I calmed myself and decided it was no use to cry over 
spilled milk. I got up at 5:30 am and packed the jeep after a shower 
and a shave (my last for 2 days). I also discarded the bike carrier 
since it had been giving me trouble anyway. Maybe the thief will 
come back for it. Before I left the Rodeway Inn, I canceled my 
reservations for Saturday and booked a Hilton Garden Inn in Santa 
Barbara.

I arrived at Island Packers a little after 7 am and they didn’t open 
until 8. I separated the propane cylinder and water which had to be 
separate from your pack and loaded the boat M/V Island Explorer. 
It’s about an hour and a half to Scorpion campground on Santa 
Cruz Island.



The seas were relatively calm but there were a lot of green people 
on board and you had to wait in line for the bathroom. My Coast 
Guard sea legs stood me in good and no seasickness for me.

It’s a short walk to the campsite and even shorter for me since I am 
site #1. They warn about the Island foxes and ravens. The ravens 
can unzip your pack and get food and shiny objects. The foxes 
unzip your tent and mark their territory on your sleeping bag. You 
need to have the tent zipper end on top and secure it - I used a 
carabiner.



After pitching camp and stowing food in the animal box, I started 
the hike to Cavern Point (0.5 miles) and that led to Potato Point. 
Actually I bypassed Cavern Point to hike the Potato Point trail (5 
miles round trip) first and I’m glad I did. I had no sooner started 
the Potato Point Trail instead of hiking up to Cavern Point when an 
earthquake hit and caused a rock slide. I would have been in 
danger of falling into the Pacific.

The epicenter was supposedly 30 miles to the south of us. Park 
rangers were checking all the cliff faces and boats were checking 
the waters because a lot of people were snorkeling and kayaking. 
All seems OK but we did have a few after shocks.

Both trails are spectacular. You walk the rim and overlook the 
Pacific while sea lions bark at you from below. The overlooks take 
your breath away but if you have a problem with heights, this is 
not for you.



Wildflowers are in bloom and I snapped my heart away. It’s a good 
thing digital fame along.

Tomorrow, I may try an 8 mile round trip labeled strenuous but let 
me see how I feel when I wake up.



Today was 5.78 miles with 693 ascent and 656 descent for a time 
of 3 hours and 28 minutes.



Cross Country Trip - Day 18 - 19 
Channel Islands National Park 
6-7 April 2018

First the good news.  My cough and cold are much better.  Now the 
bad news.  I fell on the trip to Smugglers Cove and sprained my 
ankle.  More on that later.

 
Early Morning Fog

The campsite is in a grove of eucalyptus trees that are tremendous 
in size.  They give off the most wonderful aroma and almost 
compensate for the two days of no shower or bath I've endured. 
Strangely, national parks do not provide showers.

Also smelling good are the outdoor toilets.  I've never experienced 
outdoor toilets like these.  They are roomy, warm (probably 
because they are out of the wind) and they have no odor.  Not only 
that but they provide air freshener, sanitary napkins for the ladies, 
and toilet seat covers.  They are well ventilated and it is almost like 
going to the bathroom at home.



I decided on an early start to Smugglers Cove, a 7 mile round trip 
described as strenuous.  It was.  Unfortunately, about 3/4 of the 
way to the top, I fell.  I was standing on relatively level ground 
when I heard someone yell from another peak and turned to see if I 
could see who it was.  My left foot slipped out from under me and 
probably because I was carrying the large backpack, it took me 
down.  My left foot curled under me and I fell on it.

 
If you look in the background you can see the trail I climbed.

Stunned, I lay there for a minute or two and then decided to get up. 
I put weight on the foot and it felt fine.  Foolishly, I continued the 
hike and the climb.  Not  only did I finish the climb but I 
descended the mountain towards Smugglers Cove.  I decided to 
rest for a moment, eat something, drink some water and then 
proceed.  As I got up and made my first step on my left foot, I 
knew I was done.  I was within sight of the cove.  I could see 
breakers on the beach and boats moored in the cove.  Reluctantly, I 
turned around and started the uphill climb to the top of the 
mountain.



 
View of Smugglers Cove

Uphill was OK.  I met a couple on their way down to the cove who 
asked me whether I was OK and said I think so but I was going 
slow.  They then pointed to a park ranger approaching from 
Smugglers Cove in a truck and said they would stop him and ask 
him to give me a ride.  I actually made it to the top of the mountain 
- limping all the way.  I hit a straight path and found walking on 
the level areas and any downhill excruciating.

 
Anacapa Island from the top of Smugglers Cove trail on Santa 
Cruz



The ranger stopped and got out and asked if I was OK and if I 
wanted a ride.  My pride said no but my foot said yes.  I got in the 
truck and he drove me down to the bottom of the mountain.  I'm 
glad I took his offer because I would still be on the mountain 
tonight, still limping down.

I took an anti-inflammatory when I got to the bottom and then 
again that night.  I kept my boot on to prevent swelling.  It's better 
today but I can tell no more strenuous hikes for me for the next few 
weeks.  I'll be doing easy or nothing at all.  The ankle is pretty 
swollen but tolerable. The more I walk on it the better it is until I 
stop for a period and then it's back to square one.

I met many nice people on the island.  Lonnie was the park ranger 
that picked me up in the truck and we had a great conversation 
about his background in science - influenced by his high school 
science teacher - and how that motivated him to join the National 
Park Service.  He's been in it for  18 years, 15 of those in the Great 
Smokey Mountains.  I also met a lot of the hikers and we 
exchanged information.

It was from them I learned the quake was a 5.3 on the Richter scale 
and that we had been on the national news.  My 15 minutes of 
fame, part of the quake!

I met two volunteers: Linda, a naturalist, and Mike, a handyman. 
Both volunteer three days a week at the park.  The park simply 
couldn't operate without its volunteers and because of budget cuts, 
the park service is more than ever dependent on them.

The boat scheduled to take me off at 4 pm ended up with engine 
trouble and another Island Packers boat replaced it and we were 
around 4:30 leaving the island.  Island Packers owns the only 
concession for the island and they do an excellent job.  Everyone 
was very professional.

I didn't know what to expect for the Channel Islands.  This is a 
little bit of heaven.  Most of the rangers have been working on the 



island for a long period of time and would not trade their position 
for other parks.  One look at the scenery and you can see why.

I checked into the Hilton Garden Inn in Goleta (suburb of Santa 
Barbara).  This is probably the nicest Hilton I've stayed in.  No 
more Rodeway Inns for me.  I had two whiskey sours thinking the 
bourbon and lemon juice would help with the cold.  Not sure about 
that but I feel less pain.  After two days of freeze dried food, a 
hamburger and fries hit the spot.

Tomorrow I head for the Pinnacles for 3 nights of glamping - my 8 
man tent, cot and air mattress and indoor toilet.  I'm not sure of 
internet or phone connections so you may not hear from me for the 
next three days.  After the Pinnacles, I head to Lassen Volcanic 
National Park and have 3 nights in a bed and breakfast, so I should 
be back in contact then.



Cross Country Trip - Day 20 
Pinnacles National Park 
8 April 2018

It was a luxurious night at the Hilton Garden Inn in Goleta.  I got a 
great night of sleep, two showers, and a full belly.  It helps to break 
the camping up and do a lodge or motel every once in a while.  

I delayed my departure so I could get to the REI store in Santa 
Barbara.  I needed a new pair of boots, some body wipes for those 
parks that don’t have showers, and an air pillow.  The one I had bit 
the dust.  A small thing like a pillow makes a big difference.  

The boots I wanted are Solomon’s.  They have no break in period, 
are high top and fit me to a T.  I wear a size 10.  When I arrived at 
REI (I had to drive back south 13 miles to Santa Barbara) I headed 
straight for the boot department.  They had the newer, improved 
version for $230 in size 9 1/2 and size 11.  No size 10.  I then 
asked about other stores along the way.  I was referred to the front 
cash register where one guy tried to help me but the supervisor said 
they were too busy and  pretty much indicated I was on my own.  

I called several REI stores (California has 28) and finally found a 
pair of size 10 and in the color I wanted in Fresno.  It’s 2 1/2 hours 
out of my way, but I’ll have time tomorrow or the next day to 
make the side trip.  I needed to purchase them today because I 
could get a 20% discount.  It was a little struggle to get them to 
charge my credit card and me pick them up later in the week in 
Fresno. They thought that strange. With a 20% discount, I got them 
with $42 off the $230.  I asked about something to help when 
national parks don’t have showers and the guy couldn’t help me.  
He did show me the inflatable pillows and I bought the one he said 
got positive feedback.  

Later, in looking through the store, I found body wipes that leave 
no residue nor odor, specifically for places that don’t have showers.  



Wouldn’t you know it, Pinnacles National Park is the first national 
park I’ve found with showers for campers.

The drive was up 101 (Ventura Freeway) and then up CA25 to the 
park.  California is greener this time than I’ve ever seen it.  All 
along 101 the hills were all different shades of green. I think the 
term often used is verdant.   I’m used to the brown, dead grass on 
the hills on most of my visits.  It’s apparently a very wet spring.  
Even Yosemite has portions of the park closed due to flooding and 
all the reservoirs are now filled.  They are even worried now about 
whether the dams will hold.  

 
Green hills of California

The first time I saw the hills of California was when I was 
stationed in Alameda for Coast Guard Boot Camp.  They shipped 
up to an army base for firearms training and that’s when I saw 
those wonderful hillsides.  Your imagination can get lost in them.  
To brag just a little, I shot expert with the 45 pistol and the M-16 
(todays AK-47).  I probably couldn’t see the target today, even 
with glasses.



One stretch along 101 was totally black and brown, evidence of the 
wildfires during the last of 2017.  Even these areas were beginning 
to make a comeback.  Strangely, some of the oaks were half dead 
and half green and living.  

I may not be hiking too much since most of the trails are moderate 
or strenuous.  However, I have to admit my ankle is much better 
today.  Perhaps it is because I drove for most of the day and stayed 
off the foot.  

 
Pinnacles National Park

Pinnacles doesn’t impress at this point.  I got here around 3 pm and 
set up camp (glamp with the 8 man tent, indoor toilet, cot, table, 
chair, etc.) and bought one of the sandwiches at the visitor center 
(and a bottle of wine) for dinner.  I haven’t explored anything but 
the tent camping area so I have no idea of what lies in store 
tomorrow.  

What immediately strikes me about the place is it is run more like 
a state park rather than a national park.



I will start out driving the few roads through the park to see some 
overlooks.  I’ll cautiously judge whether or not to hike anywhere in 
the park.

The park is just west of the San Andreas fault and the pinnacles 
were formed by action along the fault.  I’ve been in one earthquake 
this trip so I hope to have a quiet 3 nights while camping along the 
fault.  

Temperatures are in the low to mid 40’s for the next three nights 
and highs in the high 70’s.  It should be perfect sleeping weather 
and hiking weather.  

As you might guess, no internet or phone service so you’ll be 
getting this later. 



Cross Country Trip - Day 21 
Pinnacles National Park 
9 April 2018

Today marks the 1/4 mark of my trip.  It’s hard to believe I’ve been 
on the road 21 days.  The count so far: Guadeloupe Mountains NP, 
Carlsbad Caverns NP, Saguaro NP, Petrified Forest NP, Meteor 
Crater, Death Valley NP, Channel Islands NP, and Pinnacles NP.  

Today was a no hike day.  I explored the two roads that lead away 
from the visitor center and then studied my topographic maps for 
moderate trails to try tomorrow.  I then headed for Fresno to pick 
up my boots at REI.

The GPS tried to route me on a 4 plus hour journey.  I took out a 
road atlas and found shortcuts through the country and the trip 
ended up taking a little under 3 hours through some magnificent 
hill country.  

I seem to wax poetic about these green California hills with the oak 
trees standing sentinel on the hillsides.  It brings back memories of 
the first time I saw them in 1970.  Our Coast Guard bus (see 
previous blog) traveled along some similar hills on the way to the 
shooting range at the fort.  It’s really hard to beat California in the 
spring.  California poppies with their orange color dotted the 
landscape and stood out among the green grass on the hillsides.

I found the REI in Fresno and walked to the register and they had 
my boots right there.  I then made a mistake and decided to walk 
through the store.  My regular, every day shoes had started to come 
apart (god, I must do a lot of walking) and I spied a pair of 
Solomon (same brand as my boots) hiking shoes.  You know what 
happened next.  

I don’t know where I think this money is coming from.  John Bell 
has informed me my a/c is not cooling properly so I’m sure I’ll 



have a big bill for that before too much longer.  I’m just glad he 
noticed it and he and Michel can look into it for me. 

I let the GPS direct me back to Pinnacles and sure enough, it 
routed me a different way but also an even quicker way.  Why it 
didn’t do that this morning is a mystery.  In any case, it took me 
around 3 hours to get back.  I put Sirius on 70’s music and rocked 
back to the park.

I stopped at the town called Tres Piños and bought a can of Spam, 
bread and mustard.  I saw that in the visitor center/camp store but 
their prices are outrageous.  The only thing cheap there is the wine.  
A bottle of BV Merlot is $10.  

Speaking of wine, I passed thousands of acres of vineyards.  They 
were all young vines so someone is anticipating a continued 
growth in the wine industry.  I don’t see how any one company can 
tend the vines.  I would think that drones would be a great way to 
overlook the vineyards to look for patches that might be dying out.  
It was a sight to see.

Fresno is a busy place.  It has all the superstores and most of the 
architecture I saw was modern.  Traffic was moderate but in this 
area, California drivers are pretty aggressive.  I always obey the 
speed limit because nothing says sucker like a Florida license 
plate.

Tonight is the second sandwich I purchased at the camp store.  
Tomorrow morning, I intend to break out the Spam for breakfast.  
It’s sad to say, I still like it from my childhood.  

I’m going to try to send this out tonight with the jeep’s hot spot.  I 
haven’t had much success with that, but we’ll see. 



Cross Country Trip - Day 22 
Pinnacles National Park 
10 April 2018

The first morning I was waked by wild turkeys calling to each 
other.  This morning I was waked by wild girl scouts calling to 
each other, followed by the turkeys.  It’s a great way to wake to the 
morning!

The temperature this morning was 48F. That was warmer than the 
previous night.  The previous night, I used the 40F sleeping bag 
and blanket.  A few hours later, I switched to the 20F bag and 
blanket.  Last night, I started out with the heavier sleeping bag but 
later came out of it and into the lighter weight bag.  It’s strange 
how a few degrees in temperature makes a big difference.

I had a Spam sandwich for breakfast with a strong cup of English 
tea.  Dishwashing was at a minimum and I was packed and ready 
to try the trail by 8:30 am.  I was torn between the Old Pinnacles 
Trailhead to Balconies Cave (5.3 miles round trip according to 
NPS) or the Bear Gulch Trail to Bear Gulch Cave (2.2 miles round 
trip according to NPS).  I chose the longer hike and I’m very glad I 
did.  I spent a lot of energy on the first hike even though both hikes 
are described as moderate.



I was the third car at the parking area for Old Pinnacles Trailhead 
and set off on the trail around 9 am.  A couple passed me on the 
trail as I was stopping frequently for wildflower photos.  
Otherwise, I didn’t see anyone until I reached the cave. The trail is 
pretty level until you get to the cave.  

There’s a large metal gate through which you enter the cave.  The 
caves are sometimes closed to the public depending on conditions.  
The park doesn’t give you much information about the cave except 
to not disturb the bats and to take a flashlight with you and it can 
be slippery.  

 
Balconies Cave - this was taken with a flash in total darkness.



I’m surprised they let the general public enter this cave.  It is hand 
over hand over huge talus, wet and slippery.  There is an 
established path if you are lucky enough to see it.  I fell once in the 
cave and banged up my left shin.  I hit pretty hard so I was lucky 
there was no real damage.

Once through the cave (it’s a total upward, steep climb hand over 
hand through the cave in almost total darkness) I looked around for 
trail signs to indicate the loop outside and around the cave.  None 
was available, so I decided to make the trip back through the cave.  
I fell a second time on my way back in, re-twisting the left ankle 
again.  

At one point, you were faced with 60% slope which was wet.  That 
was the only way down with no footholds.  I slid on my butt down 
that wall and managed to touch bottom without injuring myself.  

 
Hiking Buddy

Once back through the cave, I retraced my steps to the jeep.  I then 
headed to Bear Gulch.  I was unsure whether or not to walk the 
Bear Gulch Cave/Reservoir loop because of my ankle.  Before I 
left Old Pinnacles parking, I popped two ibuprofen for the ankle 
and I felt pretty good.  



In for a penny, in for a pound.  The trail to the cave is all uphill.  
This cave was a breeze.  There were only a couple of totally dark 
spots (unlike Balconies Cave which was almost all totally dark) 
and you could walk upright for most of the way.  They even 
provided hand rails and steps in several places.

 
Bear Gulch Cave

There were some spectacular views of light coming through the 
cave from above.  Once through the cave, I followed the fork to the 
reservoir.  It was even more up a steep path than the cave.  There 
was, at one point, a very steep set of stairs that led you to the 
reservoir.  



 
Trail to the reservoir

Pinnacles was named a National Monument by Theodore 
Roosevelt in 1903 (and National Park in 2013) and I suspect the 
reservoir was created by the Civilian Conservation Corps during 
the depression.  It’s a beautiful reservoir and the home to the 
endangered red-legged frog.  The park recently re-introduced the 
frog from surrounding streams back into the reservoir and they 
have since set up breeding colonies.  It’s tempting to go swimming 
but they ask you not to in order to protect the habitat of the frogs.  



 
Reservoir

I had company for lunch.  I suspect previous hikers had shared 
their lunch and he assumed I was willing to do the same.  

 
Lunch companion

This is prime territory for the rare and endangered California 
Condor.  I kept a lookout but no joy.  However, the the trip to Bear 
Gulch was worth it for a view of the Stellar Jay.  I’ve been trying 
to photograph this bird ever since Michel got to in 2014 when we 
did the Tauck Desert Southwest tour.  It is a good looking bird.



 
Stellar Jay

 
View of Pinnacles from Reservoir



The trip back down was beautiful but uneventful.  I didn’t fall once 
on this cave loop.  One thing I saw on the way up the trail was 
ropes for technical climbing.  On the way back down, there were 
students rappelling off the cliff face.  

 
Students Learning Technical Climbing

To celebrate the end of the days hiking, I stopped at the park store 
and had a Häagen Dazs ice cream.  

My overall impressions of Pinnacles National Park is that the 
eastern entrance seems to serve simply as campground with the 
visitor center very much like a state park operation.  What makes 
this a unique park is the trails and the wildlife and wildflowers.  It’s 
worth a visit, after all.



By the way, those wet wipes for backpackers really work well.  
You should see the dirt that comes off those things when I strip 
down and “shower” with them.  

Tomorrow morning I pack up and head for Redding, California for 
three nights in a bed and breakfast and day touring Lassen Volcanic 
National Park.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 23 
Redding, CA 
11 April 2018

Thanks to Michel and John for seeing to my a/c.  It was a bad 
capacitor and I escaped with a little over $214.  I need to start 
saving for a new one since this one is 17 years. old.  Michel and 
John went the extra mile for me and I really appreciate it.

The trip to Redding was uneventful other than making sure I found 
diesel fuel for the trip.  After the trip to Fresno, I was running a 
little low.

I packed up in a little over an hour.  The main trouble was a wet 
ground cloth for the tent (condensation, not rain) and making sure 
everything still fit in the cargo box and the jeep.

The drive was 5 hours and 28 minutes or so.  No traffic jams.

I'm staying at Apples River House Bed & Breakfast.  It's really a 
beautiful house and beautiful bedroom.  I haven't met the hosts/
owners yet (both were working today) but they provided me all the 
information I needed to get into the house.



 
Apples River House Bed & Breakfast

 
Kitchen at Apples River House with my wine waiting



 
Living Room at Apples River House

 
Bedroom at Apples River House showing my dirty clothes bag

First thing, I had a shower.  Even with the body wipes, I needed 
one.  Then a shave.  Then the hosts had left me out some wine to 



decompress.  The place is so nice, I may not want to leave here to 
visit Lassen Volcanic National Park.

It is scheduled to rain tonight with temperatures in the low 50's.



Cross Country Trip - Day 24 
Lassen Volcanic National Park/
Burney Falls 
12 April 2018

What a special place Apples River House Bed & Breakfast is. 
Especially with Rich and Connie.  They make you feel at home. 
Rich basically loaded the washer for me yesterday, and Connie 
dried my clothes and then folded them for me and put them on my 
bed.

I'm a lull in the guest house this week.  They had a very busy week 
before I got here and they have another busy week ahead of them, 
so I've had their full attention.  We have a lot in common and we've 
gotten to share stories and laughs.

Tonight they introduced me to a really great liqueur from Spain 
called "43".  It is citrus based and has hints of vanilla and 
butterscotch.  I'll definitely be looking for it when I get home.

The guest house and Connie and Rich are so nice, I don't want to 
leave.  If you are ever in the area, you must stop and stay here.

Today was a mixed bag as for as my trip is concerned.  Connie 
provided an excellent breakfast and I headed out for the northern 
part of Lassen Volcanic National Park around 8:30 am.  It takes 
about an hour to get there.  There was snow all around and a few 
flurries on the way.  The visitor center was closed and the park 
road was closed one mile into the park.  About the only thing I saw 
was the closed visitor center and Manzanita Lake.



 
Visitor Center at Lassen Volcanic National Park

Tomorrow, I'll try for the southern entrance and hope to progress 
deeper into the park and a chance for an open visitor center.

Rich suggested that I may have little to see at Lassen and said it 
would be a good trip to do a loop from Lassen to Burney Falls and 
then Mount Shasta.  I decided to head to Burney Falls and I'm glad 
I did.

Burney Falls (129 feet) Click on the image for a video.



The falls are in a state park and and they are 129 feet high.  You 
walk down a beautiful trail to the base of the falls and then you 
have the option of taking a loop trail of 1.3 miles around the top of 
the falls and back to the parking lot.  It was a steep but easy trail, 
paved all the way, with great views of the falls all along the trail. 
 This is a must stop if you are in the area.

 
Trail down to Burney Falls

By the time I left Burney Falls, it started snowing pretty good.  Not 
only that but snow melting off the trees kept falling on the 
windshield of the jeep with pretty good clunks.



 
Road to Mt. Shasta

I drove into the town of Mount Shasta.  Unfortunately, Mount 
Shasta itself was wreathed in clouds and you could not see the top 
of the peak.  The town is very nice.  I got out and walked around 
and found a bookstore and made a wildflower book purchase.

I then headed back to Redding and made a stop at a pressure car 
wash to get the dirt and grim and bugs off the jeep.  The jeep has 
been too good to me to let it look so disrespectful and I wanted to 
get the bugs off before the paint started peeling.

I had left over pizza from Maxwell's for dinner tonight.  Rich and 
Connie make sure there is plenty of wine available.  We had a great 
time talking over dinner and the "43".  What a great couple who 
really love what they do!

If I can get some hiking in at the south entrance to Lassen 
tomorrow, well and good, but if not, there is a river trail next to the 
guest house that I want to walk tomorrow.  It'll be a busy day.

So far, my left ankle is holding up but I need to invest in Advil 
stock since I take so much of it!



 

Cross Country Trip - Day 25 
Lassen Volcanic National Park 
13 April 2018

Happy Friday the 13th!  It was a lucky day for me.  I got to the 
southwest entrance to Lassen Volcanic National Park and the 
visitor center was open and they told me I could hike the road 
(even though the road was closed) to Sulfur Works.

 
Visitor Center at Southwest Entrance

It's a mile to the Sulfur Works along the closed highway 89.  It's all 
uphill but it was an easy walk.  I met two brothers who were cross 
country skiers (think my age) and I got into a conversation with 
one of them.  He was in the Navy during the Vietnam War and 
served as a radioman.  I informed him I was in the Coast Guard 
during the Viet Nam War and served as a radioman.  Of course, we 
hit it off and proceeded to talk about transmitters, duty watches, 
security clearances, and the lot.



 
Sulfur Works - notice the roadbed is clear because of the heat from 
geothermal activity

I don't think they ever found a place to cross country ski.  The 
brother was more familiar with the area and seemed to be leading 
his brother further up the road.  He did tell me to keep walking up 
the road and around two bends and I would get a pretty good view 
of the valley floor below.  He was right!

 
Lodge from the ridge top

Since this is a geothermal area, a lot of the road was clear due to 
hot spots but most of the road was iced over.



 
Highway 89 above Sulfur Works

Two years ago, I was in Rocky Mountain National Park hiking up 
to Bear Lake and met a couple with ice cleats on their feet.  They 
certainly had an easier time of it than I did since the trail was pretty 
much iced over.  I got off the mountain without falling but I 
immediately went to a camping shop and purchased a set of cleats 
for my boots.  They work!  Not only that, they work very well.  It 
made the hike to Sulfur Works and beyond much, much easier.  I'll 
never leave home without them - if there is ice involved.

 
Ice cleats give great traction!



The hike to Sulfur Works is one mile, so it's a two mile round trip. 
Since I walked around another mile above Sulfur Works, it turned 
into a little over a 4 mile trip in Lassen.

The snow was beautiful and I loved the way the clouds rolled over 
the mountain tops into the valley.  This park in winter is excellent!

 
Clouds coming over the mountain top

When I got back to the visitor center, a kinesiology class from 
some local college was getting ready to go snow shoeing.  Can you 
image Lassen as your classroom?  What lucky students!

After I got back to the Bed & Breakfast, I hiked the river trail next 
to the house for about 1.4 miles.  That made an almost 3 mile walk 
after the 4 mile walk so I got my exercise for the day.

I decided I wanted steak for dinner (all that exercise) and 
TripAdvisor recommended Jack's Grill.  It's the oldest restaurant in 
Redding (1938) and known for their steaks.  What really blew me 
away was their salad that comes with the steak.  The salad 
reminded me of the salads the Gulf Cafe in Morton, Mississippi 
used to serve when I was a kid.



 
Jack's Grill

The bar/restaurant hasn't changed much since 1938.  Well, they 
have stopped running a house of ill repute on the second floor - at 
least that's what their web page said, but otherwise, it's pretty much 
like it has always been.  The steak is very good and I recommend it 
the next time you are in Redding!



 
Inside Jack’s

Tomorrow, I head out for Redwoods National Park and three nights 
in a cabin at Jedediah Smith State Park (no mattress, no linen, but 
electricity and heat).  I doubt there will be cell service or wifi, so 
you may not hear from me for the next three days.

It'll be sad to leave Connie and Richard.  They have been the 
greatest.  I really enjoyed our conversations in the evening over 
wine.  They are such great people.

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 26 
Redwoods National Park/Jedediah 
Smith State Park 
14 April 2018 
It was sad to leave Richard and Connie.  What a swell place and 
swell people. I finally got off around 9:30 am and stopped at the 
Sundial Bridge in town.  Richard insisted I needed to stop and see 
it and I'm glad I did.  He said it pretty much put Redding on the 
map.  It's a  great investment for the city.  All along the river on 
both sides of the bridge is an exploratorium park.  It's good for 
both kids and adults.



 
Sundial Bridge in Redding, California. Designed by Santiago 
Calatrava for the city of Redding, it took 11 years to complete from 
its inception and cost $24 million.

The gps ever strangely routes me somewhere I didn't anticipate.  It 
took me through Medford, Oregon (from I-5) and then back down 
into California.  It seems there are not too many roads that lead 
west out of Redding.  In any case, it's a drive I've made twice 
before to go to Crater Lake so I knew it was very scenic.

I got to Jedediah Smith State Park/Redwoods National Park around 
2:30 pm and checked into the cabin.  No water, no bathroom (you 
know I fixed that with my port-a-potty) but it has heat and 
electricity.  However, no mattress or linen, so I pulled out my 
thermalite pad and sleeping bag and blanket and blow up pillow.  I 
should be fine.



 
Cabin 24 at Jedediah Smith State Park/Redwoods National Park

The good news is there are showers in state parks and the 
bathroom/shower is right behind my cabin.

 
Inside Cabin #24



 
The cabin sleeps 6. I seem to fill up the space.

I walked around a little and was blown away by the profusion of 
western trillium (Trillium ovatum Pursh).  It's everywhere in the 
park and it's my first time to see this plant other than in books.  As 
the flower ages, it turns a beautiful pink or rose color.



 
Western Trillium (Trillium ovatum Pursh) - flowers turn pink as 
they age

Of course, the main feature is the coastal redwoods - the tallest 
trees in the world.  They are everywhere.  This is the largest stand 
of redwoods I've ever seen - even greater than Muir Woods.



 
Coastal Redwoods (Sequoia sempervirens) - the tallest trees in the 
world

After getting settled, I headed into Crescent City (population 
around 9,000) and stopped off at the Safeway to purchase goodies 
for dinner and breakfast.  Crescent City has been hit by more 
tsunamis than any city in the U.S.  The park information alerts you 
to the possibility of tsunamis while you are within the confines of 
the park.

If an earthquake lasts for 20 seconds or more - you are told to duck 
and cover - and then run for higher ground.  Let's hope I  don't 
have to do any of that this trip.

Tomorrow, I head south along 101 to the actual Redwoods and 
then begin working my way back towards Jedediah.  I intend to do 
short day hikes that are either easy or moderate (my ankle is still 



sore - but better) and some scenic drives.  The rain forecast for 
tomorrow is 100%, so it might be a little damp on the trails.

Hurray! I have two bars from ATT so I have phone service and 
internet!



Cross Country Trip - Day 27 
Redwoods National Park 
15 April 2018

The weatherman was good at his word - 100% rain for the entire 
day.  It must have started around 4 am this morning.  I kept hearing 
these plops and finally realized it was supersized drops of water 
dripping from the branches of redwoods high above the cabin.  As 
the morning wore on, the plops came faster.

 
Coastal Redwood (Sequoia sempervirens)

I had intended to start the day by heading to Redwoods National 
Forest some 40 miles south of Jedediah Smith State Park.  You 



take highway 101 along the coast for a while and then you steadily 
climb.  You are required to keep your lights on because even 
without rain, fog fills the hills on this stretch of highway.  Add to 
that 15 mph curves and you get a thrilling ride.

  
Massive Redwood Trunk

The park map listed Lady Bird Johnson Grove and I decided to try 
my hand at the short 1.5 mile loop regardless of the rain.  It's 
suggested that if you have a 15 foot vehicle, not to attempt the road 
to the grove and definitely not if you have a trailer behind you. The 
grade is 15% with twists and turns.

Once you find the parking lot for the grove, you cross a very 
attractive bridge to get to the trail.  It's a gentle uphill climb and 
then the trail levels out.  You get to the grove about halfway along 
the trail.



 
Bridge to Lady Bird Johnson Grove trail

I equate this walk with tours of Europe where you walk into a 
cathedral.  The silence in this forest is the best.  You can hear your 
own footsteps.



 
Trail to Lady Bird Johnson Grove

Like the vaulted ceilings of cathedrals, you have nature's vault of 
redwoods above your head.  Like the cathedrals, streams of light 
illuminate the forest floor.  I haven't been in a cathedral yet that can 
compare to the experience of a walk in a redwood forest.



 
Trail to Lady Bird Johnson Grove

 A 
Little Perspective

There's a nice plaque dedicating the grove to Lady Bird Johnson. 
She apparently was present at the dedication so she certainly saw 
the redwoods in the grove named after her.  Interestingly, it was 
done under the direction of Richard Nixon.



 
Dedication plaque for Lady Bird Johnson Grove

After my LBJ Grove walk, I headed back towards Jedediah Smith 
via 101. One suggestion on the park map was to take a side trip to 
Elk Cove and Gold Bluffs Beach.

There were certainly elk at Elk Cove - at least at the parking lot 
and restrooms.  They were all over the place and paying tourists 
not one bit of mind.



 
Got Elk? These were exceptionally close!

The road from Elk Cove led to an unpaved road to Gold Bluffs 
Beach.  This reminded me of the rutted road for Titus Canyon in 
Death Valley only this road was much worse - washboard rough 
with huge holes in the unpaved road.  In some cases, the road was 
almost completely washed out.

Once at the end, you got to see a camping and picnic area with 
spectacular views of the wild Pacific.  The waves were coming in 
like gang busters and you were constantly being pelted by rain.

 
Pacific Ocean



Gold Bluffs of Gold Bluffs Beach

I made it to Gold Bluffs and back without any real problem - 
thanks to the jeep.  Some people were taking ordinary cars down 
the road and I had to wonder about that.

Once back on 101, I took another side trip to the Newton B. Drury 
Scenic Parkway which takes you through another stand of coastal 
redwoods.  It is amazing to be driving in daylight and need 
headlights to see ahead of you because of the shade from these 
giants.

I finally made it back to Crescent City and had lunch at a 
nondescript seafood place right on the ocean.  I had fried oysters 
and a salad.  It was OK but not as good as Kelly's Landing in Fort 
Lauderdale.

Upon reaching the park, I immediately headed for the shower.  It's 
a pay shower with up to 5 minutes ($1.25).  Of course, the first 
minute is waiting for the water to get hot.  I haven't experienced 
pay showers in years.  At least this one worked.

Tonight, I intend to stay in and cook on the front porch of the cabin 
- no open flames inside the cabin.  The porch is sheltered and I 



intend to bake biscuits and add Canadian bacon to some and wild 
plum jelly to the others and make a meal off that.

Then it'll be off to sleep with rain dripping from the redwoods.



Cross Country Trip - Day 28 
Redwoods National Park/Jedediah 
Smith State Park 
16 April 2018

It rained all day yesterday, all night last night, and it was drizzling 
this morning.  Yet, later in the day the sun broke out and it was an 
absolutely fantastic day.

I really feel very fortunate to be able to do this trip - physically and 
fiscally. I've decided three nights at a place is just about right.  Just 
when I think I might get bored with an area, something new draws 
my attention and I have time to explore it.

This morning, I opted for Mickey D's in Crescent City so I could 
get an early start on the road.  I traveled south of Crescent City 
looking for the Klamath Beach Road for the Coastal Drive Loop. 
Supposedly when you find the road, it becomes one way so you 
need to find the correct turnout.  I did.  It's a beautiful drive along 
the coast with glimpses of the Pacific and some stunning 
overlooks.

Shades of John Belushi and 1942, but there was a camouflaged 
radar station made to look like a farmhouse along the route.  The 
Japanese really did have submarines off the California, Oregon and 
Washington coasts during WWII.



 
Camouflaged WWII Radar Station on Coastal Trail

Eventually, the one way traffic now becomes two-way (luckily, I 
got the directions correct and made it back to highway 101.

From there I headed to Yurok Trail Loop (named after an 
indigenous tribe) and did a short 1.6 mile loop.  This was a 
stunning trail.  You walked along the cliffs above the Pacific and 
through what can easily be classified as a rainforest.

One view of the Pacific was particularly amazing.

 
View from Yurok Loop Trail



Also, along the trail, you felt you were in a jungle with the mosses 
growing all over the trees hanging over the trails.

 
Moss on trees on Yurok Loop Trail

Next was a stop at Crescent City to get a view of their lighthouse 
in the distance.

 
Battery Point Lighthouse

Then a close up view of the sea lions basking in the sun and 
arguing.



 
Sea Lions at Crescent City Harbor

Point Saint George (just out from Crescent City) really blew me 
away.  First the wildflowers were blooming to beat the band. Next, 
you have a stunning view of Castle Rock.  I wonder if it has 
anything to do with Castle Rock Entertainment?

 
Point Saint George



 
Wildflowers at Point Saint George

 
Castle Rock at Crescent City

Just about everywhere I hiked this day had tsunami warning signs. 
This area of the coast is very vigilant since it so often gets 
tsunamis.



 
A Cautionary Note

My last stop was the pièce de résistance.  When you check in with 
Jedediah Smith State Park, they hand you a park brochure with a 
piece taped to the brochure as to how to find Stout Grove.  At this 
time of year, you have to leave the park to get there through back 
roads.  However, during the summer and low water, there is a 
seasonal bridge across Mill Creek.  I'm glad they called specific 
attention to it.

 
Stout Grove

The Lady Bird Johnson Grove yesterday was very nice.  The Stout 
Grove is beyond description.  Photos, of course, don't do it justice 



but even they turned out pretty good.  This is a must do if you are 
in the area.

 
Stout Grove

A word of caution... the roads are very rough although not as bad 
as the ones yesterday.  It's still a challenge to drive but worth it 
when you get there.  It's a 0.5 mile loop or you can take a little 
longer trail for 1.6 miles.

I've been to Muir Woods, Mariposa, and now Redwoods.  Of the 
three, the Stout Grove beats them all.

 
Stout Grove



Tomorrow I leave for The Dalles, Oregon and the Columbia River 
Gorge.  I hope to see Multnomah Falls once again - my absolute 
favorite waterfall in the world.  Then after one night, it's off to 
Mount Rainier National Park and 3 nights at the National Park Inn.



Cross Country Trip - Day 29 
Columbia River Gorge 
17 April 2018

It's been a long day.  I got out of bed at 5:30 am and was packed 
and loaded and on the road at 7:30 am.  I stopped for a brief 
breakfast at a restaurant on the way out of California.

The drive north on 199 is something to see.  I pretty much took my 
time on the "S" curves taking in the scenery along the way. 
Eventually, 199 feeds into Interstate 5 at Grant's Pass.  I stopped 
for Starbucks (yes, I know) and then headed north on I-5.

About 50 miles out of Eugene, Oregon, I though about getting the 
oil changed in the jeep.  I was down to 7% left on my last change 
and the new vehicles have a thing about not letting you destroy 
your engine.  I once ran low on Diesel Exhaust Fluid (DEF) and a 
dire warning came up on the dash that said the engine would shut 
down and I would not be able to start the jeep unless I replenished 
the DEF.  I didn't want to take a chance with the oil.

I called a jeep dealer in Eugene and they said bring it in and they 
would try to get me back on the road in an hour's time.  They were 
good to their word. The whole process was easy (and cheaper than 
Fort Lauderdale).  I also had them change out the wiper blades (it 
is Oregon, after all) and the whole deal cost $102.

As it turns out, the person I talked to on the phone ended up being 
my agent at the jeep service department.  He's a graduate of the 
University of Oregon in film and is currently getting a second 
degree in business.

Once the jeep was serviced, I checked and they had failed to reset 
the oil monitor. It was still reading 7%.  There is a way to reset it 
but the guy who tried to do it for me couldn't and had to take it 



back to the service department.  Eventually, they got it reset and I 
was back on the road.

I hit a traffic jam on the interchange from I-5 to I-84 at Portland 
(heading to The Dalles).  It took a good 45 minutes to get through 
the traffic.  Once I was free of the jam, I made pretty good time.

On the way, I noticed a turnoff for Multnomah Falls, my absolute 
favorite waterfall in the world.  Strangely, you could not get on 
historic highway 30 - the first tourist highway specifically built for 
tourists - and the gateway to the falls, but you could pull into a 
center section of I-84, park, and then walk under I-84 to the Falls. 
This beats trying to fight traffic and find parking on the very 
narrow highway 30 - no matter how historic.



 

From there it was a short drive to the Comfort Inn at The Dalles.  I 
immediately started a load of clothes and I'm finishing up the 
drying as I type this.  This is a fairly nice place but it is showing its 
age.

Tomorrow, I try to find a way to the National Park Inn at Mount 
Rainier.  Tom Green will meet me there and we'll spend three days 
driving around, doing short hikes, and hopefully eating some good 
food - if we don't freeze to death.



Cross Country Trip - Day 30 
Mount Rainier National Park 
18 April 2018

I left The Dalles around 8:30 am. Before leaving I tried to find 
local jeep dealers to get a new set tires for the jeep.  They are 
getting a little low on tread.  They still have some but I’ll probably 
have to replace them before the end of the trip.  

I found a jeep dealership in Gresham just east of Portland that had 
the specific tires I wanted but the person who did the alignment 
would not be in for several weeks.  They would not put the tires 
without the alignment and I wouldn’t want them to.  I tried a 
couple of other dealerships in Portland but no one had the tires.  In 
the end, I gave up and decided to head on to Mount Rainier. 

Several years ago, John Bell had been in the Columbia River 
Gorge on a riverboat cruise and he had seen a road sign for historic 
highway 30.  He wanted to take a picture but they were on a tour 
bus and never got the chance.  

He asked me when I was here 2 years ago to take a photo of the 
highway sign.  Unfortunately, I forgot to do. it.  This trip I was 
looking for the sign but the attractive sign he’d seen had been 
replaced by a dull brown sign that just said “Historic Highway 30”.  
The standard park issue. 

I stopped back at Multnomah Falls in case the gift shop had a 
facsimile of the sign but they didn’t. I then got off I-84 at Troutdale 
and headed to highway 30 just in case they had an old sign still 
where I saw it first.  Nope.  Not there.  On the way back to I-84, I 
saw a museum for old historic highway 30.  I stopped and asked 
the person at the desk if they had a photo or post card with the old 
highway sign.  



She informed me the only person who might know about the road 
sign was in a meeting at the moment.  I said, OK, I’ll look around 
the museum until he gets free.  As I was walking around, I made 
my way back to the front desk and there in the front of the museum 
was the road sign as big as life.  I sent the photo to John and it 
turns out it was the one he remembered. 

 
Old Historic Columbia River Sign now only found in a museum

 I got to the Mount Rainier around 1:30 pm and checked in.  It’s a 
small room (it’s an old hotel - 1926) but has a full shower.  



 
Longmire Lodge with Mount Rainier in the background

I walked a little around the area of the hotel until I thought Tom 
Green would arrive and just as I walked into the lobby, he was 
checking in.  It’ll be close quarters that we share in the room, but at 
least Tom doesn’t snore.   

Tomorrow, we’ll probably head up to Paradise (11 miles past our 
lodge)  and maybe head to Mount Saint Helens.  

I thought the Redwoods were spectacular but the road into the park 
is really special.  I hope to do a little hiking (my ankle is still 
bothering me) and some local sightseeing.  

We get free breakfast with our room for the next three nights, so 
that is a plus.



Cross Country Trip - Day 31 
Mount Rainier National Park 
19 April 2018

The Longmire Lodge is quaint, close (as in small rooms) and since 
it has been refurbished, has probably lost a little of its charm.  
However, it makes for an excellent home base for exploration. 

Every meal Tom and I have had in their restaurant has been 
excellent.  It’s a very small kitchen but they have a menu that has 
something for everyone.  I met a vegetarian couple this afternoon 
and they say the chef takes pains to create something interesting 
for them every meal.  The staff go out of their way to make you 
feel at home and comfortable.

After breakfast, Tom and I decided to return his tire chains since 
we would be using the jeep for our travels.  The place was nice 
enough to only charge him for one day’s rental instead of two.  
After that we decided to try to find a spa we had seen on the way 
in.  I thought it was close to the park, he thought it was between 
Elbe and Ashford (I was right).  In any case, we drove to Elbe 
where Tom had seen a particular church he wanted to photograph.  



 
Elbe Lutheran Church

It’s a German Lutheran Church and as much as I hate to admit it, it 
was charming.  Next to the church was a series of vintage railroad 
cars.  You can rent a railroad car to spend the night.  They have 
converted all manner of cars into sleepers and they rent out like 
motel rooms.  There is also a restaurant in a diner car.

On the way back to the park, we noticed two spa signs.  The first 
one was OK but both Tom and I prefer a male massage therapist 
(we were corrected that they do not go by masseur or masseuse any 
more) and they only had a female.

The second place must be popular because I was told that for an 
appointment, they needed three weeks notice.  



As we returned to the park, we took a short walk down Kautz 
Creek Trail.  Like my tsunami signs in Redwoods, there were 
warning signs all over the place about mudflows from Mount 
Rainier that could occur at any moment and that the mud flow was 
the consistency of cement.  We did not tarry long.  There was 
evidence of mudflows in the past and apparently there have been 
some major ones in the park. I suspect the spring thaw is the best 
time to get caught up in one.

The gate to Paradise opens at 9 am and we were entering the road 
to Paradise a little after 9.  Paradise is the name of the place where 
you find a second visitor center and the Paradise Inn (closed for the 
winter).  It is aptly named!  

Paradise is some 5000 feet higher than Longmire and you 
continually climb the mountain via hairpin curves.  Every so often 
as you round the curve, you would get a glimpse of Mount Rainier 
- sometimes enveloped in clouds and sometimes set off against a 
brilliant blue sky.  



 
Paradise

Two sections of the road had signs that warned of avalanches and 
that there was no stopping or parking along those stretches of the 
road.  The park service did an excellent job of clearing the road 
and there was only one little part that had a little ice on the road.

Once in Paradise, we discovered the visitor center was closed as 
well as the Paradise Inn. 

 
Visitor Center at Paradise - closed for the season



The place was a hotbed of activity however from snowshoers, 
cross country skiers, and sledders.  The snow banks were higher 
than the cars in the parking lot and even though it was beaten down 
pretty well, anywhere you walked you did sink down a little into 
the snow so you could tell snow shoes were needed.

 
Snowshoers

This is some of the most spectacular scenery since I’ve seen 
Yosemite.  There weren’t many waterfalls, but you kept seeing one 
mountain peak after another.  You might think you were in the alps.  



 
Snow banks at Paradise were taller than the vehicles

After we returned to the lodge for lunch, Tom headed for a nap and 
I headed for two hikes.  One was a 1.5 mile loop through the 
administration facilities and ranger cabins over a suspension bridge 
and into a campground (not open) .  



 
Suspension bridge along Longmire Trail

It was this innocuous trip that I got my best views of Mount 
Rainier.  You could really see the full expanse of the mountain and 
what it would take to make it to the top.



 
Mount Rainer from the Longmire Trail

Also, near the entrance to the campground at the community center 
building was a memorial to those park personal who had sacrificed 
their lives trying to rescue people stranded on the mountain.  It was 
a moving memorial with four names carved into the stones.



 
Memorial to those who lost their lives trying to save others 
stranded on the mountain

The second hike was a 0.7 mile hike around the mineral springs 
that gave this hotel and park its start.  Much of the hike reminded 
me of a temperate rainforest.  



 
Trail of the Shadows

A restored original cabin was in place and two of the mineral 
springs were available to view.  



 
One of the original cabins of Longmire restored by the national 
park service

By the time I got back, it was 3:30 pm and Tom was still napping 
so I headed to the lounge to do the blog.  I met a couple from 
Seattle and we shared information on trips.  I recommended two 
Tauck trips: Desert Southwest Tour and the Bugaboos.  I think they 
are really interested in doing those two.  They were kind enough to 
show interest in my day’s photos and of Death Valley.

Tomorrow, Tom said he would like to do some short hikes so I 
think I’ll take him on the two I did today.  I also want to head to 
the Mount Saint Helens Visitor Center.  The ranger said on a clear 
day, you can see the mountain from the center.  Also, one of the 
roads is partially open and we might be able to get closer.  It’s 
about an hour and half drive south.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 32 
Mount Rainier National Park/Mount 
St. Helens 
20 April 2018

It started out a sunny day and that gave us a lot of hope that we 
would have clear views of Mount Saint Helens.  We headed out 
after breakfast and hit highway 7.  When we got to Morton, 
Washington, someone who will remain nameless but with the 
initials Tom Green suggested we turn west on highway 12.  It was 
the wrong way.  We figured it out after we got to the entrance to 
Mount Saint Helens visitor center and realized all the roads were 
closed into the park from that entrance. 

Our intention was to take highway 12 to Interstate 5 south and 
enter the park through the south entrance.  After our mistake, we 
got on 12 east and hit I-5 and made it to the visitor center.  We 
balked at the $5 admission fee to tour the center and opted instead 
for the view of Mount Saint Helens from the visitor center.  



However, by the time we arrived, it was overcast and we were 
afraid we would not be able to see the mountain.  However, when 
we got to the visitor center, the volcano was framed perfectly along 
the side of the center.  

We debated as to whether to drive the road to where the road 
closed and finally took the plunge.  It was 39 miles to where the 
road was closed and we would have to turn around.  I’m glad we 
did the drive.  Every turn led to a more spectacular view of Mt. St. 
Helens.  

 
Mount Saint Helens and valley that received pyroclastic flow

I remember when it erupted in April of 1980.  I used to teach 
students about the eruption and used it as an example of the power 
of volcanoes.  However, I was not prepared for the sight of the 
missing part of the mountain.  

I’ve seen all the National Geographic images, the videos, and even 
documentaries but nothing quite reveals the scale of the amount of 
the mountain that is missing until you see it close up.  

Somewhere around 1300 feet of the mountain’s elevation 
disappeared and left a gaping hole in the side of the mountain.

As interesting was the blast zone and the valley that was flooded 
with 150 feet deep of pyroclastic flow.  The valley below the 



mount still looks very bare.  All along the new road above the 
valley floor are markers telling you when the area was replanted in 
vegetation to replace that destroyed by the blast.

One marker, seemingly a little tongue in cheek said it was decided 
it was not a great idea to rebuild the road on the valley floor below.  
No kidding!

 
Mount Saint Helens

On the return trip, we ate at a restaurant that was once one of the 
only homes in the area to survive the blast.  It’s sobering to realize 
57 people perished in the eruption.  



 
Surviving home, now restaurant within blast zone of Mount Saint 
Helens

This is the last night at Mount Rainier and its been great.  The 
room has been crowded with two people but Tom and I seem to 
work well around the small size of the room.  

I head out tomorrow for Chelan, Washington which is the jumping 
off place for Lake Chelan and my ultimate destination of Stehekin, 
Washington at the end of Lake Chelan.  I’ll spend one night at 
Chelan at a resort, take a boat to Stehekin and spend three nights in 
a cabin.  Then I return to Stehekin and another night in Chelan 
before heading to Idaho.  

I suspect my three nights in Stehekin will be without wifi or phone 
service so bear with me on the lateness of the blogs.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 33 
North Cascades National Park/
Chelan, WA 
21 April 2018

I got packed and off at 7 am this morning.  Tom was staying longer 
because he had a red eye flight back to Fort Lauderdale and he 
wanted to leave as late as possible.  That would cut down on the 
time he would have to sit in the Delta Lounge at SeaTac Airport.

I really appreciate Tom coming to share this experience with me. 
He’s a great friend and we had a wonderful time laughing and 
poking fun at each other.  It certainly made the experience better.

I headed first for Marblemount, Washington (the only entrance 
open to North Cascades National Park via I-5 and highway 20. 
Once in the park, I found the visitor center was closed (although I 
had asked previously if it would be open) and so I decided to travel 
as far up highway 20 as was open.  Most of the road is closed due 
to snow.

  
North Cascades National Park entrance from highway 20



I did get a shock when I pulled into the maintenance facilities for 
the Gorge Power Station.  A siren went off just as I got out the 
jeep.  I wondered if it was a dam failure.  One look at the clock 
told me it was the noon siren.

Back when I was a kid in Morton, Farris Lumber Company used to 
blow a whistle at starting time, noon, and quitting time.  I had 
forgotten that and don't think I've heard a noon whistle or siren 
since my childhood.

There were some great overlooks and I got to see the turbine 
section of the dam and then the actual dam itself.

 
Power station of Gorge Dam



 
Gorge High Dam at North Cascades National Park

One overlook in particular was covered in moss.



Also, most of the road into the park had trees that were draped in 
mosses.  It was quite the eerie effect.  Perfect for Halloween!

 
Moss on trees at North Cascades National Park

After about an hour and a half in the actual park, I headed back to 
I-5 via highway 20 to Chelan, Washington, on the southeast end of 
the North Cascade National Forest.  The drive was amazing and 
beautiful - two adjectives that I've overworked this trip but fit the 
description.

It's been a long day.  The drive was just a little over 11 hours total.

In Chelan, I am staying one night at the Campbell Resort. I set sail 
tomorrow on The Lady of the Lake up Lake Chelan to a town 
called Stehekin.  There are no roads there and the only way to get 
there is by boat, sea plane, or hiking. The boat leaves at 10 am  in 
the morning so I need to pack everything for the trip tonight.

I meant to mention in last night’s post about the apple trees.  In 
route to Chelan were thousands of them all in bloom. It took me a 
moment to figure them out. The way the trees are pruned is surreal. 
You see the trunk and the branches and white powder puffs of 
blooms.



 
Outside my room at Campbell's Resort in Chelan, Washington

I leave the jeep in the boat company's yard for three nights ($24 for 
3) and someone will be waiting for me at Stehekin with a vehicle 
of some type (there are roads in Stehekin, just not leading into it) 
which will whisk me to a cabin for 3 nights.  I doubt very seriously 
I will have any phone or internet service, so don't expect any posts 
after tonight.

I'll try to day hike a little, depending on the ankle and probably do 
a lot of cabin sitting.  You are suggested to bring all your food 
since most of the stores in Stehekin are still probably closed for the 
season.

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 34 
North Cascades National Park/
Stehekin, WA 
22 April 2018

I have the worst luck with motels, resorts, spas, etc. when it comes 
to sleeping. I stayed at the Campbell Resort in Chelan [She LAN - 
long a].  I was ready for bed at 10:30 pm when someone above me 
(I was on the ground floor) started moving not only themselves 
around, but it sounded like furniture.  

I was able to doze off but was awakened at 12:30 am when it 
sounded like someone running on the floor above me and then 
jumping up and down.  I called the front desk and they said they 
would send security to check on it.  

It eventually died down but I was awakened at 3:30 am by a 
hammering noise, more running and jumping.  Oh well.

I got up at 5:30 am and got showered, shaved and dressed and 
headed for Starbucks across the street for breakfast.  I noticed two 
police officers sitting having coffee and they were conversing with 
another person about an incident that had just happened.  

I mentioned I needed them last night at Campbell and one of the 
policemen laughed and said that was common for the resort this 
time of year.  Apparently, there are a lot of young people that flock 
into Chelan right about now.

I made it to Lake Chelan Boat Company at 9:00 am and was told 
where to park the car for the next three nights.  I got my tickets 
(outdoing in incoming) and we were off at 10 am on the dot.  We 
did not take the Lady of the Lake,  but instead the Lady Express.



 
Lady Express heading up Lake Chelan

It’s a two and a half hour cruise up Lake Chelan to Stehekin [steh 
HE kin].  Chelan comes from Tsillane (original spelling by fur 
trappers) and is supposed to mean “deep water.”  Stehekin 
supposedly means “the way through”. 

 
Near the small encampment near Lucerne on Lake Chelan

Lake Chelan was carved out by two glaciers some 17,000 years 
ago.  The upper lake is called the Lucerne Basin and it was formed 
by a glacier from the North Cascades.  It’s the deepest part of the 
lake at 1,386 feet deep (Lake Chelan is the third deepest lake in the 



U.S. behind Crater Lake and Lake Tahoe).  This part of the lake is 
approximately 30 miles long.

 
The Narrows which separates the Wapatu Basin from the Lucerne 
Basin of Lake Chelan

The second basin is the Wapato Basin and it was formed from a 
glacier from Canada.  It is only 400 feet deep and 12 miles long.  
The Wapato Basin and the Lucerne Basis are joined at The 
Narrows where the lake is only 1/4 of a mile across.  

There are 95 full time residents of Stehekin and even though there 
are vehicles, there are no roads into the town.  The cars and trucks 
here had to be brought by barge up Lake Chelan.  Most people in 
the town are national park personnel but there are some other 
occupations.

I find it strange that with a full-time population of 95, most of them 
have no idea what the others are doing.  If you ask someone in 
town if the restaurant is open, they say maybe but only for lunch.  
It seems there may be a touch of competition going on in the town.

Robbie (short for Roberta) and her daughter met me at the boat and 
we loaded my gear into the back of a Ford Explorer (mine for the 
stay) and they led me to the cabin. 



 
Cabin # 2

Robbie operates a bakery (not open for the season yet) and has two 
rental cabins.  I’m in the smaller one and it is really cute.  It has a 
sun room, a living room, large kitchen, downstairs bathroom and 
bedrooms up stairs.  It has one large queen bed in one room and 
another bedroom sleeps four on single beds.  

 
Sun Room of Cabin # 2



 
Living Room

 
Kitchen



 
Bedroom

Robbie recommended some hikes and I decided to hike the 1.5 
miles to Rainbow Falls.  This falls has received a lot of great 
reviews on travel sights and I have to agree.  It is quite impressive 
with the spring melt.



There is a 312 foot drop for this fall which has its source very far 
back in the mountains so it picks up a lot of melt from the 
surrounding hills.



Upper Rainbow Falls (Click on the image for a video.)

I suspect I’ll have an early night tonight.  Since there is no grocery 
store in the town, I brought freeze dried food to tide me over for 
three dinners and three breakfasts.  I can have lunch at the 
restaurant in town - maybe, if it is open - no one seems to know.



 
Old Stehekin School - one room school house

Since you are reading this today, I obviously have wifi - provided 
by my hostess.



Cross Country Trip - Day 35 
North Cascades National Park/
Stehekin, WA 
23 April 2018

It was cool this morning when I waked up.  I think it was around 
42 F.  I settled for freeze dried biscuits and sausage and gravy - 
yum - just add boiling water.  After that, I packed the Ford 
Explorer with my pack and headed out to Agnes Gorge.

It’s supposed to be a 2.5 mile one way hike to the gorge with views 
of Mount Agnes along the way.  One tourist information magazine 
said hop on your bike and ride 2 miles to the starting point.  
Rightttt!  It was 9 miles to the start of the trail. 

It’s so far back into the woods, you actually enter North Cascades 
National Park.  All of Lake Chelan and the town of Stehekin are 
outside the park boundaries but if you go far enough north, you 
enter the park.

 
Boundary to North Cascades National Park



To get there, you have paved roads until you pass Stehekin Airport 
- yes,  they really have an airport.  Then you hit a dirt/gravel road 
that twists and turns for 7 miles. I was able to turn the Explorer 
around on the narrow road and park at a pull out just below the 
trailhead.  I started the hike around 9:30 am.

My first view was of Glacier Lilies (Erythronium grandiflorum) 
and my first time to see these in bloom.  They are spectacular and 
eye catching.  In one case, I found a small field of them.

 
Glacier Lilies (Erythronium grandiflorum)

It’s interesting how they can melt their way through the snow.



This is an uphill hike but very gradual (or I’m getting into shape) 
and so I didn’t need to stop to catch my breath.  About halfway 
into the hike, I started to hit some snow patches.   

As much as possible, I was trying to follow foot prints from 
previous hikers. No one was on the trail today, so they were all old 
foot prints.  All of a sudden it dawned on me someone had a very 
large foot print. I looked down and saw claw marks at the end of 
the foot print and realized I had been following a bear's trail in the 
snow.



 
Bear Paw Print in the Snow

As you rounded one bend in the trail, you had a spectacular view 
of Mount Agnes in the distance.  

 
Mount Agnes

Parts of the trail are not for people with acrophobia.  One loose 
step and it was a straight 300 foot drop into the Stehekin River.

The trail continued upward and the snow continued to cover the 
trail.  Finally at mile 1.3, I lost the trail entirely.  I was not the only 
one since foot prints went in all directions hunting for the trail.  I 
called an end to the hike and retraced my steps.



The trail was easy but the snow patches were difficult.  One time I 
sank up to my knees.  Often, you would take a step thinking the 
snow was firm and then crash through.  It really wasn’t good for 
my ankle and it started to throb on the return trip.  

 
Trail Back from Agnes Gorge

You also had to cross several melting snow streams and balance 
your way across.  

I regret losing the trail but it was a thoroughly enjoyable hike.  I 
got off the trail around 12:30 pm and headed for the town of 
Stehekin for lunch at the restaurant - open from noon until 2 pm 
most days.  After eating a hamburger and fries, I purchased a BLT 
to go with a coke for tonight.



As I got in the Explorer to return to the cabin, I felt something 
crawling on my neck.  I brushed it off thinking it was one of the 
Hemipteran bugs that seem to be breeding everywhere.  They are 
all over the cabin, the Explorer, and everything else.  

After I got to the cabin, I was sitting at the computer and a tick 
crawled across my hand,  I immediately took off my shirt and 
found 2 more.  I quickly shucked clothes and checked inside and 
out for more ticks.  I’ll probably feel them crawling all over me the 
rest of the day even though I checked in the mirror and couldn’t 
see any more.  My hostess’ daughter was walking by and I told her 
about the ticks.  She said yeah, they’ve been out for a couple of 
weeks.  Wish they had let me know sooner.  I would have put on 
repellent.  

Tomorrow, I plan an easy day.  I’ll drive the 2 miles into Stehekin 
and do a short loop near the restaurant and the hike a portion of the 
lake trail.  The lake trail is actually 17 miles long but I’ll only hike 
what my ankle allows.  The high tomorrow is in the 70’s. 



Cross Country Trip - Day 36 
North Cascades National Park/
Stehekin, WA 
24 April 2018

Service to Stehekin by the Lady Express is Monday, Wednesday, 
Friday, Saturday and Sunday.  Since today is Tuesday, the town 
was literally dead.  The restaurant and general store are closed.  
However, parking was at a premium.  For some reason, there 
seems to be a lot of people taking up the 7 day limit parking spaces 
in town and yet I don’t see any visitors.

I decided to get an early start so I was on the trail by 8:30 am.  I 
wanted to hike a ways on the Lakeshore Trail.  The trail is 17 miles 
long (to Morgan Point) but most people only hike sections of it.  I 
decided to walk until my ankle let me know it was time to turn 
around.  

For some reason, this trail is not played up too much.  I found it 
one of the best trails of my trip thus far.  The scenery was stunning 
and the wildflowers were in full riot.  



There was the orange and red of paint brush, the blue of phacelia, 
and white of the western dogwood.  

You could not have picked a better early morning walk.  The only 
drawback was the sign at the ranger station that said to watch out 
for the Pacific Coast Rattlesnake.  It stated that the snake was not 
aggressive (glad to know that) but you need to watch where you 
put your hands and feet.  It suggested parents make their children 
follow behind them.  I would have suggested letting the children 
go out front and scare the snakes away.  I suspect it was a little too 
cold for them early in the morning.



I stopped around 1.7 miles and decided to return to Stehekin.  The 
return walk was equally beautiful with another “snapshot” moment 
around every bend.

Next I decided to to the short 0.2 mile Imus Loop.  It starts by 
steadily ascending and then leveling out about the lodges and 
restaurant, and then descending back onto the road in Stehekin.  



It was not as spectacular as the Lakeshore Trail but satisfying.  I 
think I’m getting into the hang of this with the elevation.  Now if 
my ankle will only cooperate and stop bugging me about a mile 
and a half, I could really get into this hiking stuff.

Tomorrow, I pack up and leave Stehekin. Check out time in the 
cabin is 10:30 am and the boat arrives at 1:30 pm.  It should put me 
back in Chelan around 4 pm.  I have a room for one night and then 
I travel to Coeur D’Alene, Idaho.  It’s one night there then three 
nights of camping at Craters of the Moon Natural Monument.

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 37 
North Cascades National Park/
Stehekin, WA 
25 April 2018

I have to confess there were two parts to my cross country trip over 
which I had anxiety.  The first part was the trip to Stehekin.  It was 
difficult to arrange.  Every time I tried to get reservations - first at 
the campground - then the lodge - then anything that was available 
- I kept running into a wall.  

There are other national parks that I cannot get reservations for the 
campgrounds but that doesn’t bother me.  I figure there is a town 
near enough I can find a motel room somewhere.  Stehekin is 
different.  It’s a 50 mile boat ride up a lake.  You have to make 
reservations for the boat.  Then, I was faced with finding any kind 
of accommodations.  

Finally, I found two groups who each had log cabins available year 
round.  The first one I called said they were full up for the three 
nights I needed.  The second was available but it was expensive.  I 
had to rent a cabin with sleeping facilities for 6.  In the end, it 
worked out and I made the down payment and finished the 
payment when I arrived.  

I have to admit, the woman and daughter who ran the 
accommodations were not the friendliest.  She was more than 
friendly with the townspeople as I saw her interact with them.  
However, I don’t think she said more than two words to me after 
the initial check in.  She had rented the larger cabin next to mine, 
and she didn’t interact with them either.  You would think someone 
who is in that business would be a little more outgoing but I 
suspect the cabins are a major source of income that allows them to 
live the life they want.  Guests are just an inconvenience.



In any case, I loved my stay at Stehekin.  I got in four good hikes 
during my stay and saw some magnificent scenery and 
photographed some wildflowers I have been trying to find since 
forever.  I kind of hated to leave.  

I left the cabin at 9:30 am, drove the Ford Explorer into Stehekin 
and waited until someone showed up to turn on the gas pump so I 
could leave the Explorer with a full tank - a request of the hostess.  
I was the only person in town except for the day workers for the 
NPS.  Finally, around 12 noon, people started showing up at the 
dock to off load the supplies brought in by the Lady Express.  It 
reminded me of that scene in The Music Man where everyone goes 
ga-ga for the Wells Fargo wagon.  

 
North Cascades Lodge at Stehekin and Restaurant. They keep 
bankers hours - noon - 2 pm, Monday, Wednesday, Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday.

The Lady Express was right on time at 12:30 pm but packed to the 
gills.  There were probably 12 people on the boat when it dropped 
me at Stehekin.  This boat had 84 people.  Even the park personnel 
were stunned at the crowd. They kept saying “it’s Wednesday - 
why are they here today?”

The red tour bus takes people to Rainbow Falls and back within an 
hours time in order to make the sailing of the Lady Express back to 



Chelan at 1:30 pm. There were so many people trying to get on the 
bus, it was delayed and the captain told us as we boarded we would 
be 30 minutes late departing in order to accommodate everyone. 

 
Big Red Bus for Rainbow Falls Tour

In the end, the captain made up the time and we docked at Chelan 
a little after 4 pm which is our scheduled time.

Anyway, the second part of my trip that has me worried is Isle 
Royale National Park.  I had two options: boat or sea plane.  
Originally, the sea plane looked the better of the two options as 
their published schedule on their website would allow me 2 nights 
at Isle Royale.  Their schedule was in error and I am now down to 
one night with passage on the sea plane.

The problem is that the National Park Service has facilities to stay 
over night (lodge and cabins) but it’s out of season for both.  My 
only option is to camp out in a tent.  Normally, that’s not a problem 
but since it is out of season, you cannot reserve any space in any 
campground.  It’s first come, first serve for one tent each.  
However, the campgrounds are scattered all over the island and if I 
don’t get one close, I may have to backpack into the back country 
and then hurry back to catch the sea plane out.  



Additionally, if it is bad weather - always a possibility on the 
peninsula of Michigan - the sea plane may return early to pick me 
up and I would have no way of knowing since there is no phone or 
internet service on the island.  

Since my anxiety of Stehekin was assuaged, I’ll hope for the best 
on the Isle Royale Trip.

Tonight I’m in the Lakeside Lodge & Suites in Chelan.  I’ll head to 
Coeur D’Alene, Idaho tomorrow for one more night in a motel and 
then 3 nights of camping (hopefully) at Craters of the Moon 
National Monument.  I’ll also try to see about tires tomorrow 
before I leave in Chelan and if I can’t find what I want, I’ll try 
Coeur D’Alene by calling ahead to the jeep dealership.  



Cross Country Tour - Day 38 
26 April 2018 
It was a short day of driving - 4 hours.  However, it was a little 
longer of a day at the end of the drive.  I found a place that had 
comparable tires to the ones I now have on the jeep at about the 
same price quoted earlier when I was in Tacoma.  The person I 
talked to was Jeff with Findlay Chrysler/Jeep/Dodge/Ram 
dealership in Post Falls, Idaho, just outside of Coeur D’Alene.  

The new tires are General Grabber HTS60 265/50R20.  The old 
tires were Goodyear Fontera HL 265/50R20.  The parts guy said 
the new tires are rated at 65,000 miles and the Goodyear Fontera 
are rated at 60,000.  I checked and he is correct.  He also stated he 
put a set on his Dad’s truck and his son’s truck - a good sales line.

I did check out reviews on the new tires and they receive an 
excellent rating on wet and dry pavement and a good rating on 
snow.  Since I have tire chains to fit the size of the tire, good in 
snow is good enough.  Even though I had a little more mileage left 
on the old tires, I was uncomfortable trying to finish the trip on 
them.  One tire already had a radial patch from almost two years 
ago, so that made me even more leery. 



 
General Grabber HTS60 265/50R20

It was nice of them to call ahead and have the tires delivered from 
the warehouse and then work me in.  I know it’s money in their 
pocket ($953.94 with alignment) but they were very nice and 
professional.  I now feel safer on the road.

 
A look at the tread on the new tire.

Jeff thought I was a little flaky at the end.  I asked for someone to 
drive the jeep past me while I watched the tires roll.  The reason 
was many years ago, I purchased a new truck that had a single tire 
that was out of round.  Someone pointed it out to me by telling me 
to watch as he slowly drove past me.  It was obvious the tire was 



wobbling.  It was also impossible to get the tire replaced - no one 
would honor the guarantee on the tire.

Jeff said he had been a tire salesman for many years and he had 
never heard of my request before.  When I explained, he said that’s 
taken care of in the balancing.  I didn’t reply that the balancing also 
depended on the skill of the technician and there are some 
dishonest places out there that will sell you an out-of-round tire 
and not tell you.  In any case, they all passed the wobble test. 

The balancing and installation (and valve stems) took about 3 
hours and the alignment took another hour, so I was in the waiting 
room for 4 hours.  In any case, I’m good to go.  One thing I noticed 
was the alignment guy wrote that after I finish the trip and remove 
the cargo box and all the stuff in the back, I probably should have 
the alignment rechecked.  Interesting.

Tonight I am at the Quality Inn in Coeur D’Alene for one night.  It 
is either a 7.5 or 8.5 hour drive tomorrow to Craters of the Moon 
National Monument.  The NPS writes on their web site to not trust 
your GPS to get you to the park.  I have a feeling this is a remote 
place.  

There are no reservations at the campground - it’s first come, first 
serve, so I will either be glamping at the campsite or grumping in a 
motel 18 miles away.  Either way will work as long as I get to do 
some hiking.  

There's a very good possibility you will not hear from me for 3 
days after today.



Cross Country Trip - Day 39 
Craters of the Moon National 
Monument 
27 April 2018

I seem to be jinxed on motels.  The Quality Inn was fine as far as 
furnishings but it was popular with construction personnel.  They 
started with the beer in the lobby about 7 pm.  My room was two 
doors down from the lobby.  As they kept popping tops, they kept 
getting louder.  I finally called the front desk around 9:45 pm and 
asked how long it was going to go on.  

She promised she would look into it.  It seems she was part of the 
party.  I kept hearing her voice with the construction workers.  I 
finally had to turn on the fan to the AC/Heater on full.  
Unfortunately, that meant there was no heat in the room.  The full 
on for the fan meant you could not select heat or ac.  I did get a 
little sleep but I think it must have run on until around 1 am.  

Quiet is not a quality for the Quality Inn.  I was awake at 6 am and 
the day people were as loud as the construction workers.  It didn’t 
bother me but I wonder about those guests who wished to sleep in.  
They would shout back and forth to each other as they went about 
their duties.  

I was on the road to Craters of the Moon by 8:30 am.  The GPS 
said it was an 8 hour drive.  It took me 10.  About half way to the 
park, the GPS conks out and shows me traveling over the plains, 
mountain ranges, and across rivers where there is no bridge.  
Perhaps that’s why the park service says don’t rely on the GPS.  

I pulled into the park after 6 pm.  I accidentally pulled into a 
camping space thinking it was the road through the campground 
and fortuitously found the most level space in the entire park to put 



up the big tent.  The ground is volcanic cinders and it makes a nice 
camping surface.

My next door neighbor is Randy who just went from temporary 
park service personnel to full time at Yellowstone.  He’s very 
happy.  He’s worked temp with the NPS for 16 years and just got 
the full time job.  I invited him over for a glass of cheap Merlot 
and we talked about the parks we’ve been to.  He heads back to 
Yellowstone tomorrow.  I’m glad someone is getting hired full time 
these days with the NPS.  

I have to admit Idaho is nicer in scenery than I anticipated.  There 
were a couple of places on the drive down through the state that 
you had huge rock formations and canyons you drove through.  
Then you had beautiful mountain ranges on either side of you.  



Tomorrow I plant to hit the visitor center and then drive the loop 
road and do a few short hikes.  I’ll also probably ask for a cave 
permit to do some of the caves the next day.  I may also try a 
strenuous hike on the second day if my ankle lets me.  We’ll see.  

It’s supposed to be down to 46F tonight so I suspect I’ll be wearing 
long johns before I turn it for the night!

Post Script

It rained a little last night and the wind was pretty wild but the tent 
stayed up and I stayed dry.  I also stayed warm.  I slept in my long 
johns.

  



Cross Country Trip - Day 40 
Craters of the Moon National 
Monument 
28 April 2018

Today marks the half-way point time wise  of my trip - 40 days 
with 41 to go.  We’ll count it even by this afternoon.  It’s been a 
great experience so far even though it has been with a little pain 
and effort and extra expense.  

Today, I waked to 46F after some light showers during the night.  
The long underwear came in very handy and so did the extra 
blanket.  I was eating breakfast (freeze dried eggs with ham and 
peppers - yum) by 7:30 am and on my first trail by 8:30 am.  I 
pretty much had the hiking trails to myself except for one young 
man in a bright red windbreaker.  I met him on the Lava Flow Trail 
and he either tailed me or I tailed him for the trail.  

Whoever does the interpretive signs for this park is brilliant.  It’s 
the best geology lesson I’ve ever had.  Usually these signs are 
quite boring but I stopped and read every one of them.  The 
interpretive ranger went out of their way to explain what you were 
seeing in clear, concise language and also made a point of where 
mistakes were made by the past park staff in trying to protect the 
park’s features.  There were several places where the signs asked 
questions of the reader to provoke thought.  For example, how 
would you prevent people from going off trail? This certainly 
reinforced the idea of not straying off the marked trail.

There are two types of lava flows in the park.  Pāhoehoe and ‘a’ā.  
Both are derived from Hawaiian terms for lava.  Pāhoehoe lava is 
more liquid and when solidified forms a smoother, rope-like 
surface.  



 
Pāhoehoe lava - more liquid at the start, when it cools, forms a 
smoother, rope-like formation

‘a’ā is a rougher type of lava.  Both are abundant in the park.

 
'a'ā lava - rougher in texture

One startling feature of the park are the Limber Pines (Pinus 
flexus).  One has been dated in the park to 1350 years old and the 
lava from which it grows is over 2000 years old.  



 
The tree dates to 1350 years ago and the lava flow to 2000. The 
tree was actually alive until a few years ago.

After the Lava Flow Trail (0.5 miles round trip), I traveled the loop 
road.  My first stop was Devil’s Orchard.  It’s a rough, rugged 
looking place and was supposedly named by a local clergyman. 
You can walk a paved 0.5 mile loop through some pretty startling 
scenery.

 
Devil's Orchard

After getting out of Devil’s Orchard, I jumped into the fire with 
Inferno Cinder Cone.  It’s only 0.4 miles round trip up the cone 
and back but the hike is labeled as strenuous.  It’s worth the hike.  



 
Inferno Cone - 6181 feet

On top you have a wonderful panoramic view of the entire valley.  

 
Panorama from the top of Inferno Cone

As I was making my way down, I met the guy in the red wind 
breaker again.  I wondered how he got there since he didn’t have a 
car in the parking lot.  You might be able to see his silhouette 
against the cone in the picture below.



 
You can see the red windbreaker hiker on Inferno Cone. It gives a 
little perspective.

My next stop was the Spatter Cones.  According to the film in the 
visitor center, these begin to form as the eruption of the volcano 
begins to cease.  They are hollow on the inside.

 
Spatter cones - occur when the eruption of the volcano is nearly 
complete

It was here I figured how the red windbreaker guy got to Inferno 
without a vehicle.  He had hiked the entire lava flow trail which 
ends at the Spatter Cones.  Mystery solved.  I assume he had to 



walk back to the campsites or either retrace his steps on the trail 
from where he came.

My last stop was Tree Molds Trail.  To be honest, at the end of the 
one mile trail, there were two unimpressive tree molds - where 
trees had been captured by the lava and left indentations as they 
rotted.  However, the hike proved to be quite spectacular with 
overlooks of the entire valley.

 
Dead limber pine (Pinus flexus) on the Tree Molds Trail



 
Tree Molds Trail - 2 mile round trip

 
A tree mold - the depression in the lava is where the tree rotted 
away.



Tonight, I intend to head into town (18 miles one way) and have 
dinner.  Tomorrow, I hope to do two cave walks.  They are not 
really caves but simply lava tubes.  They sound pretty interesting. 

I had to get a permit from the visitor center which basically 
entailed them asking me if I had been in any caves lately.  They are 
concerned about white nose syndrome in their bats. Since I had 
been in Carlsbad and in two caves in the Pinnacles, I was told not 
to wear any clothing from either of those trips.  I’ll take my bike 
helmet - recommended to protect your head - and my super strong 
flashlight.  Hopefully, I won’t slip and fall on my sore ankle again.

It’s been a very windy day.  My tent is blowing in the breeze and a 
couple of tent pegs came out of the ground.  One is missing.  I can 
only assume a crow or raven decided it was a new trinket.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 41 
Craters of the Moon National 
Monument 
29 April 2018

What's the saying?  "Discretion is the better part of valor."  The last 
two nights were very windy.  It was pretty steady at 24 mph with 
higher gusts.  If I had know it was in the forecast, I would not have 
put the big tent up but the smaller one.  There's too much surface 
area on the big tent.  A couple of times I thought I might set sail.

The wind was a harbinger.  I waked to a weather alert for a fast 
moving snow storm for today and tomorrow in the higher 
elevations above 5000 feet.  The only problem was that I was 
already at 5000+.  They predicted 8-12 inches in the passes, so I 
took Falstaff's saying to heart and packed up the tent and camp and 
was on the road to Baker, Nevada by 8:30 am.

I didn't intend to make it to Baker today.  I was looking for some 
place in between Arco, Idaho and Baker and I ended up in Wells, 
Nevada - a cross roads between US93 and I-80.  As I pulled into 
town, I was greeted by billboards touting their houses of legalized 
prostitution.  You don't see that on Florida billboards!

The town has, as best as I can tell, two major casinos and several 
smaller ones.  Every small bump in the road in Idaho and Nevada 
has casinos.  The locals can't possibly keep these financially afloat 
so I can only assume tourist traffic later in the year is where they 
make their money.  Tourists come for the national parks, forests, 
recreation areas, monuments, and state parks.  I wonder if the 
Department of Interior knows they are subsidizing  gambling on a 
large scale?



Tonight is a Super8 in Wells.  It's not really so super - it's showing 
its age.  However, the room is spacious, the bath is clean, and as a 
TripAdvisor reviewer said, "no bedbugs".  I always check just in 
case, but for $60 a night, it'll do.

I really intended to stay and third night at Craters and I did miss 
my cave hikes, but I just didn't like the idea of being snowed in. As 
I drove south on US93, I ran into rain and snow showers and you 
could look at the mountain ranges around and see it was getting 
more than flurries.  Time will tell if I made the right decision.

Tomorrow is Hidden Canyon Retreat in Baker, Nevada.  I have 
three nights there for Great Basin National Park.  I'm not sure how 
much of a retreat it is but you get emailed instructions not to rely 
on GPS.  Instead, you are told to approach via Garrison, Utah, pass 
through the town and take the dirt road off to the right.  This 
should be interesting.

There is no phone service but they do have wifi but it is said to be 
very slow.  I'll try to get my blog out every night as usual if the wifi 
doesn't crash.

Side Note 

30 April 2018

Yesterday, after publishing the day's blog, I decided to check the 
alerts of the next two parks after Great Basin: Capitol Reef and 
Black Canyon of the Gunnison.   The NPS often tells you any road 
closures, wildfires, bear alerts, etc.

The Capitol Reef alert took me aback.  It said that as of February 
2018 they were taking campsite reservations through 
recreation.gov.  This was news to me.  When I planned the trip to 
Capitol Reef, they were not taking campground reservations at all. 
Even more concerning is all of my campground reservations with 
national parks have been made through recreation.gov and you 
would think that since I've made so many reservations through 

http://www.hiddencanyonretreat.com/


them, they would have notified people who are registered with 
them of this change. Not so.

In any case, I immediately went to recreation.gov to make 
reservations and of course, they were booked.  That led me to 
check Black Canyon of the Gunnison and they had changed also. 
One campsite did take reservations now and two others were no 
reservations.  The one campsite you could reserve was also full.

Not wishing to be locked out of a place to stay to see Capitol Reef, 
I made motel reservations at the nearest place (8.8 miles from the 
park) and decided to do the same at Black Canyon of the Gunnison 
even though they have sites with no reservations.  My reasoning is 
if the site you can reserve is filled, the odds are by the time I get to 
the park in the late afternoon, all the non-reserved sites will be 
taken.  Who would have thought the parks would be so filled in 
early May?

Best laid plans.... It's an added expense.  Most of the hotels in and 
around Capitol Reef (at least those you in which would deign to 
stay) run $160-180 per night indicating that they are now in season 
with higher rates.  At least for Black Canyon of the Gunnison I was 
able to find a motel fairly economical with my Choice rewards 
package.

The only place I've been so far with unused campsites was Craters 
of the Moon, and I suspect it's because most people have never 
heard of it and it's a national monument, not a national park.

There are other options.  The Bureau of Land Management allows 
camping and so does the National Forestry Service.  Then there's 
always the private campgrounds.  However, at this late date, I 
opted for the motels for insurance.

That leaves me with only two more parks where I will be camping: 
Theodore Roosevelt and Isle Royale.



Cross Country Trip - Day 42 
Great Basin National Park 
30 April 2018

A semi-disastrous day.  I made it to Hidden Canyon Retreat around 
12:00 noon Pacific Time and no one was in the office.  They only 
open the office between 2:30 pm and 8:30 pm.  I turned around to 
head to town to buy groceries when either one of the owners or a 
staff member saw me and stopped.

He said they were still making up the rooms and I told him that 
was OK, I was heading into Delta, Utah to purchase groceries and 
Diesel Exhaust Fluid.  He wanted to know what that was.  I 
explained and he said Ely, Nevada was closer (about an hour's 
drive) and that they had a NAPA store.  That was perfect, so I 
changed my direction to Ely.

I found a grocery store on the way in and marked it to buy 
groceries on the way out.  I also found a gas station to top off the 
tank with diesel for tomorrow.  I then found the NAPA store and 
they had the BlueDEF that I normally use.

Here is where everything went to hell.  I purchased 4 gallons and 
started to fill the tank with the DEF.  In essence, DEF serves a 
similar function to a catalytic converter but is used instead of one. 
If you don't maintain the appropriate level, the engine will not 
start.  I was low but not out and I thought it best to go ahead and 
fill the system.

Unfortunately, where you add diesel fuel there is also another 
capped structure for DEF.  In addition to adding DEF to the jeep, 
you should also add a diesel additive that keeps the system running 
clean.  The additive is added directly to the diesel tank.  DEF goes 
in a separate capped tank.  Guess what I did?



I added about 1/2 gallon of DEF directly to the diesel tank.  I at 
least had sense to stop and fill the appropriate tank.  I even had 
more sense to not start the jeep.

I used the internet to see what the consequences would be.  The 
answer is (1) don't start the engine (2) drain the fuel tank (3) drain 
the diesel fuel conditioning module (4) flush the fuel system and 
(5) replace the fuel filters - two of them or you can destroy the 
engine.

DEF has in it urea and is very corrosive.  It is also more dense than 
diesel fluid so it sinks to the bottom of the diesel tank.  It has to be 
removed.

I then Googled diesel service in Ely, Nevada.  No one could help. I 
then found a local jeep dealership called Sahara Motors.  He could 
not help me today and maybe not tomorrow but could for sure on 
the third day.  He said he would try to work me in tomorrow.

Next I had to get a tow.  I have the 911 and Assist feature on the 
jeep (I just renewed it before I left Fort Lauderdale) and I hit the 
Assist button.  They took it from there and contacted a tow truck 
and notified the jeep dealership.

The tow truck was going to take 3 hours and the dealership closed 
at 5.  I wasn't going to make it.  I talked to Carl in Service and he 
said the tow company was one they used and they would know 
where to leave the jeep overnight.

I then remembered I had platinum membership with AAA.  I've 
had this since 2013 and figured I might need it some day.  I called 
them and they had a different tow truck company that was free as 
far as costs.  I canceled the other tow and I'm now waiting for 
Denny's Towing.  Apparently it is a very busy day in the tow 
business.  AAA said 1 hour for the tow but the text the tow 
company sent said 2 1/2 hours.  They are supposed to be here 
around 4:22 pm Mountain Time (Ely is in Mountain zone, Hidden 
Canyon in Pacific).



I then needed a rental car.  There are no rental car companies in 
Ely.  They all went out of business a couple of years ago.  I called 
Hidden Canyon and canceled the night.  They will hold tomorrow 
and Wednesday for me and she said she would be willing to work 
with me about tomorrow.

I made reservations at La Quinta Inn & Suites in Ely.  There were 
cheaper rooms but they were all at casinos and I don't want to put 
up with that.  Now, if only the tow driver arrives, if he'll give me a 
ride to La Quinta, and if they can service the jeep tomorrow, it 
won't be too much of a disaster - except for the repair bill.

On a brighter note, on  my trip down US93 from Wells, I saw a 
jackrabbit running down the road.  It actually looked like an adult 
jackrabbit and a baby.  When I got close enough, it was a coyote 
chasing the jackrabbit.  I think I saved the jackrabbit's life.

I also saw two bald eagles and a golden eagle.  Hopefully they had 
a better day than I - except the hungry coyote.

 Update 

1 May 2018

The first towing company arranged by AAA did not come through. 
Instead, I called the recommended towing company by Sahara 
Motors and they showed up 15 minutes later.  The young man 
worked quickly.  The biggest problem was getting the jeep in 
neutral without starting the engine.  That's impossible.

Instead, I called Jeep Assistance and they walked us through how 
to put the vehicle in neutral without starting up the jeep.  You have 
to lift the center console of the jeep, pull out a panel, pull a string 
attached to a lever and shift a lock to the left.  Unbelievably 
complicated!

He quickly got the jeep loaded and was nice enough to drive me to 
my motel.  He also helped me unload my luggage and bags from 



the jeep and took the jeep to Sahara Motors.  I tipped him 
extravagantly for his efforts.  He really went above and beyond the 
necessary.

I called Carl in the service department this morning.  He thinks he 
will be able to get to the jeep and maybe have it ready by noon 
today.  I talked to him about the recommendations for what to do 
on the internet and he had apparently already checked what should 
be the protocol.

I've pestered Carl for the last two days.  He's always been 
courteous, willing to listen, and willing to work with me in any 
way he can.  I have to admit I've had nothing but positive 
experiences with everyone in Ely, Nevada.  Even the parts guy at 
NAPA helped out with the loading of the jeep on the tow truck.

The real question remains if there was any damage to the jeep. 
There are some horror stories on the internet about my situation so 
I apparently am not the only idiot on the planet with this problem. 
I'll perhaps know something more around noon.

My plan is to continue my reservations at Hidden Canyon Retreat 
and do the Lehman Caves tour at Great Basin National Park 
tomorrow.  Again, keep your fingers crossed for me!



Cross Country Trip - Day 43 
Great Basin National Park 
1 May 2018 
They started working on my car after noon today.  I hung out in the 
lobby/breakfast room of La Quinta Inn & Suites listening to 
podcasts, wishing my sister-in-law Tanis an early birthday, letting 
my bro know about the jeep and talking with my cousin Jimmie in 
Greensboro.

It was an interesting way to spend 4 hours.  The phone calls were 
the best part. I have to say Sahara Motors is bending over 
backwards to help me out with my problem.  I called at 3:30 pm 
and asked if I should get a room in town again for the night and the 
manager suggested it would be a good idea.  Sahara Service 
Department will probably finish with the jeep right around 5 pm 
and that's the closing time of the service department.  The hang up 
is getting all the electronic gadgets back on line - and getting me to 
the jeep.  I wonder if they have taxis here? I was told they want to 
let it sit overnight and then do a test drive tomorrow.  The manager 
suggested I call them around 9:30 tomorrow morning.

I called Hidden Canyon and let them  know I would be in Ely 
another night.  They are also very accommodating.  She said no 
problem.  I told her if she needed to rent the room for the third 
night go ahead but I really did want to spend one night at the 
retreat.  She said it would be vacant.  I also said charge me the 
minimum for cancellation if she needed to but she doesn't seem to 
be so inclined.  I certainly don't mind, but that's how nice people 
are around here.

I checked the front desk at La Quinta and they put me in the room 
next to the one I had last night.  Again, nicety seems to be a 
requirement to live in Ely, Nevada.  Plus, they offer free cookies 
later this afternoon.



Last night I walked next door to the local grocery store and had a 
pasta salad and fried chicken.  Publix' is better but this hit the spot. 
I'll probably do the same since the only walking distance place is 
Mickey D's.

This morning we had an interesting weather phenomenon.  It 
snowed and hailed at the same time.  It lasted for about 30 minutes 
but there was no accumulation since the temperature was above 
freezing (barely).  Several of the workers commented on how there 
is no summer in Ely - only winter.

When I think about it, this has probably been good for me to rest 
my ankle and rest myself.  The jeep screw-up on my part was bad 
but the down time has been nice.

I was scheduled for a tour of Lehman Caves at Great Basin at 10 
pm tomorrow but looks like I'll miss that.  I may try to reschedule 
since this does not seem to be their busy season.  I suspect they had 
a little accumulation at Great Basin since it is so high in elevation.

One interesting feature of this motel is they are very pet friendly. 
I've seen quite a menagerie since I've been here.

It'll be another early night.  I went to bed last night at 8:30 pm and 
waked up at 4:30 am.  Plenty of sleep.  Hope so tonight!

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 44 
Great Basin National Park 
Hallelujah!  The jeep was ready this morning.  They sent a car to 
the motel to pick me up at 9:30 am and I was on the road to Great 
Basin at 10.  The guy they sent was super nice.  He even loaded the 
luggage in the jeep for me while I settled the bill.  I said hello to 
Carl and Heather who I had pestered for two days and thanked 
them profusely.

The total bill was $388.14. I was stunned.  They drained the fuel/
water separator, drained the fuel tank, replaced two fuel filters, ran 
a fuel pump cycle to clear the lines, added new fuel and ran the 
engine to check every was good.  If I had this done in Fort 
Lauderdale, I suspect it would have run significantly over $1000.

I had no sooner turned on the road to Great Basin when the “water 
in fuel” light came on, dinged 5 times and then went quiet.  I 
figured I had time to worry about that later.  When I pulled into 
Great Basin, I pulled out the owner’s manual and they said to drain 
it immediately.

I climbed under the jeep, loosened the screw to the drain, started 
the engine and drained the water.  Unfortunately, a lot more fuel 
came out with it.  I’m afraid I splashed a little on the pavement at 
Great Basin.  Most got caught in the receptacle I used but there 
was a little overflow.

Since I’ve done that, everything has run smoothly with the jeep.  I 
climbed two passes on the way to Great Basin and did 70 mph 
when it was the speed limit.  I feel more confident that everything 
is ship shape but I’ll find out tomorrow for sure when I head to 
Capitol Reef National Park outside of Torrey, Utah, a six hour 
drive.



My reservation for a 10 am Lehman Cave tour was yesterday but I 
lucked out and they had an opening for 1 pm.  I lunched in their 
cafe on site and made the 1 pm tour.

 

 
Lehman Cave - colors are due to minerals in the water which 
formed the cave.

At least two people have told me Lehman is their favorite cave. I 
now see why.  The formations are spectacular and you are very 
close to the formations, unlike some caves where you view them at 
a distance.  The interpretive ranger, although an astronomer, gave 
an excellent tour with much of the history of the cave.  



 
Ranger Annie in Lehman Cave

In the late 1800’s people would dress in fancy dress and then end 
up crawling through spaces on their hands and knees.  One room, 
called the Inscription Room, had the ceiling of the cave filled with 
people initials made with candle soot.  I must have had an ancestor 
do it since I found F.S. on the ceiling.  



 
An ancestor of mine? These are from candle soot around 1890.

The tour was about 90 minutes and it was one of the best tours I’ve 
had on any trip.  The cave is a must see if you are into caves.  I was 
reluctant at first since my schedule had been thrown out the 
window for this park but I’m glad I did the cave tour.



 
Lehman Cave

I did a short drive in Great Basin that led to two campgrounds and 
a trailhead.  It was pretty scenic and one spot in particular was 
called Grey Cliffs.

 
Grey Cliffs in Great Basin National Park

I stopped the jeep on the way to the trailhead to take a photo of a 
wildflower and as soon as I got out, I heard turkeys calling.  I was 
about to get back into the jeep after taking the photograph and I 
had a curious visitor.



 
Yellow Bellied Marmont

I pulled into Hidden Canyon Retreat around 4:30 pm.  This is an 
amazing place.  It’s much larger than it seems (384 acres) and very 
modern.  Chrissy checked me in, I purchased two individual 
pepperoni pizzas and headed to the room.  It’s motel style but the 
accommodations are very plush.  

 
Hidden Canyon Retreat

Breakfast is individually prepared for you and I’m scheduled for 8 
am tomorrow.  After that, back on the road.  

 



 
Hidden Canyon



Cross Country Trip - Day 45 
Capitol Reef National Park 
3 May 2018

Breakfast at Hidden Canyon was at 8 am.  The cook made my 
breakfast to order and then sat down and had a long conversation 
with me about the park, the retreat, people in the park service, and 
every other topic we could think of.  What a nice person! I was the 
only person at the retreat last night.  Even so, the cook prepared me 
a full breakfast - eggs, beef sausage, toast, home made banana 
bread with chocolate chips.

Kudos to my jeep.  I was a little leery about a 7 hour drive today 
and wondered if I would have some kind of engine trouble.  Nary a 
peep.  The jeep performed like a champ so Sahara Motors did their 
job well.

I pulled into Torrey, Utah around 2:30 pm.  My GPS led me past 
my motel for the next three nights, Capitol Reef Resort.  It does 
that sometime even though I typed in a street address.   The resort 
is a pretty large place where they even have tepees in which you 
may stay.  The photos of the insides of the tepees show a luxurious 
interior.  Glorified tent camping.  My room is a little more 
mundane - typical motel room but the view out the window is 
worth the price of the motel.



 
View from my room at Capitol Reef Resort

Instead of checking in immediately, I decided to head to the visitor 
center of Capitol Reef  National Park, some 6 miles from the 
motel.  The scenery leading into Torrey was pretty nice but when 
you enter the park, you are blown away.

Have you ever thought what it would be like to be able to drive 
through the Grand Canyon?  The drive to the visitor center is pretty 
much like that.  Sheer cliff walls rising hundreds of feet over you 
with amazingly vivid colors of reds, oranges, whites, and purple.  



The stop at the visitor center allowed you to view two beautiful 
formations.  One is named The Castle and I suppose it could look 
something like one.  

 
The Castle

The other is a massive rock wall hundreds of feet high.



 
Capitol Reef National Park

Backtracking to the motel, I pulled off at Panorama Point where 
you got a great vista of the park.

 
View from Panorama Point

Also, across the road from Panorama Point is an area known as 
Fluted Wall.  I assume the parts at the base of the cliffs is where it 
gets its name.



 
Fluted Walls

From Panorama Point, you can take a side road to Gooseneck - a 
deep canyon overlook where a creek has eroded 800 feet down into 
the canyon.

 
View from Gooseneck

Next up was The Chimney.  There is a loop trail I may try while 
here, but it is 7.6 miles.  I’ll have to think about that.



 The Chimney

Another striking feature was Twin Rocks.  They are much larger 
than they seem in the photo and you wonder how long they’ll be 
balanced there.  

 
Twin Rocks

There are a couple of scenic drives I would like to take tomorrow 
and maybe do a few short hikes.  The following day I may attempt 
The Chimney loop or some other longer trail.  The section of the 
park I am in is called Fruita (there was a settlement here at one 
time with lots of fruit trees).  They have a campground and several 



areas of interest.  The northern section of the park is called the 
Cathedral Section and the southern section is called Muley Twist.  

The lower section of the park abuts The Grand Staircase-Escalante 
National Monument.  I hope that I might get down for a drive 
through to that area, maybe tomorrow.

In 2014, Nancy, Michel and I flew over Capitol Reef with a Tauck 
Tour.  Flying over the park certainly gives you an interesting 
perspective but driving through the park is spectacular.  Every 
where you look is another beautiful rock formation.
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What a great day!  The weather was perfect, the sky was blue, and 
my ankle didn’t bother me too much.  I also think I might have a 
new "favorite" national park!

As I mentioned yesterday, I ultimately decided to hike the 
Chimney Loop.  Fortunately, the loop was 3.8 miles round trip, not 
one way.  I started the hike at 9:09 am and finished 2 hours and 23 
minutes later.  This is a spectacular hike.  

 
Chimney Rock Loop Trail

All Trails recommended that when I come to the junction of Spring 
Trail and the Loop, to hike the loop counterclockwise.  That’s the 
steepest ascent and I wanted to tackle that first thing.  The trail is 
rated as strenuous but I didn’t have too much trouble.

I did run into an Australian couple and the guy kept wanting to 
give me lessons in geology and show me his gps.  He is a retired 
electrical engineer.  I think his wife mostly humored him. He really 



just wanted was to rest before continuing to climb.  Let it be 
known that they passed me on the trail but later I passed them and 
finished the trail well ahead of them.  

 
Australian Couple atop the Ridge

This loop is rated as one of the best hikes in the park and I cannot 
help but agree.  The top of the ridge lets you look down on The 
Chimney, 300 feet above the floor so the trail at the top was at least 
350 or 400 feet.  

 
Me at eye level with The Chimney

There are two gymnosperms dominant here: the two needle Piñon 
Pine (Pinus edulis) and the Utah Juniper (Juniperus osteosperma).  



Both leave beautiful driftwood-like shapes on the landscape.  Most 
of what I saw as dead was Utah Juniper.

 
Utah Juniper

At the top of the ridge, I could look down on two places I visited 
yesterday: Panorama Point and Gooseneck.  

 
View from atop the Chimney Rock Loop

I also got a different view of Fluted Walls.



 
Chimney Rock Loop view of Fluted Walls

After I finished, my gps said I traveled 3.85 miles.  The Australian 
couple said 5.75 miles and 640 feet elevation gain.  I think they 
were using kilometers instead of feet and miles.

Next on the agenda was to drive the Scenic Drive.  It’s a ten mile 
road that ends in Capitol Gorge.  The scenery here is amazing.You 
drive down a canyon with sheer walls to either side of you and 
constant warnings to not be in that location during flash floods.  

 
Capitol Gorge



The place was packed and even when it changed to dirt roads, the 
traffic was pretty heavy.  Some of the views are worth a mention.

One of the formations is known as Egyptian Temple.  What a 
strange rock formation!

 
Egyptian Temple

As I drove back the 10 miles to US 24, you got a magnificent 
panoramic view of Capitol Reef National Park.

As I say, in for a penny, in for a pound,  I headed to Hickman’s 
Bridge.  This is a 1.9 mile round trip to a natural bridge.  



One part of the trail affords the best view of Capitol Dome.  The 
white sandstone is known as Navajo Sandstone and it gives the 
park its name.

It’s all uphill at first and you gain 600 feet in elevation as you hike 
up.

 
Trail to Hickman Bridge

At mile 0.9, you come to the bridge.  It’s pretty amazing and you 
can walk under the span.  This is the first time I’ve known the 
public to be allowed to walk under the span of a natural bridge.  As 
a matter of fact, the loop requires you to walk under the span.



 
Hickman Bridge

My last stop of the day was at The Petroglyphs.  How anyone got 
up on the side of that cliff to do these is beyond me but they were 
impressive.  I suspect they were about 60 feet off the ground and 
each petroglyph was probably at least a foot in height.

 
Petroglyph

They were also some of the most well formed ones I’ve seen.  

I ended my day with a shower and an enchilada dinner at a local 
Mexican Restaurant - Le Cueva.  



I’m up in the air about tomorrow.  I could do some more hiking but 
I can tell my ankle is sore from the last hike.  I did a total of around 
5.85 miles today.  Some of the Hickman Bridge trail was very 
rough and rocky and it took its toll.

An option is to drive 185 miles south of here to Grand Staircase-
Escalante National Monument.  This is one of those that the Trump 
administration is cutting back the size - along with Mules Ears.  I’ll 
let the ankle decide tomorrow.  
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My ankle felt OK this morning so I opted to forego the drive to 
Grand Staircase - Escalante.  It would have been 2 1/2 hour drive 
there and 2 1/2 hours back and I’ll be doing enough driving 
tomorrow morning.  I would like to see it and also eventually 
Monument Valley but it’ll have to wait for another trip.

Some of you know my college French teacher (and good friend) 
Jack Brown lives on the big island of Hawaii.  He lives off the grid 
near the town of Pahoa.  That’s were the volcano Kilauea erupted 
yesterday and then the 6.9 quake.  Pahoa is in direct line of the lava 
flow.  I sent an email and then eventually called.  He emailed me 
back he was on vacation in the Philippines and was safe and as far 
as he knew at the moment his home was OK.  

With that established, I had breakfast at the retreat - buffet style - 
just OK and loaded up for the trip to Capitol Reef for some more 
hiking.

I retraced my steps to Capitol Gorge today.  I confess my first trip 
down to the gorge yesterday I got sidetracked with wildflowers.  I 
was looking down and not up.  Today, I looked up.  I’m not sure 
there is a more spectacular drive in all the U.S.  I can’t believe I 
didn’t see this yesterday.

In any case, I decided to hike to the Golden Throne formation.  The 
hike is labeled as strenuous and is 2 miles - up - one way.  The 
elevation climb at 730 feet is not terrible but it is a constant climb.  
For the most part, the trail is pretty well marked and after an initial 
struggle up a steep slope, it levels out for a while.  



 
Trail to Golden Throne at Capitol Gorge

I think you hike around three or four canyons to get to the Golden 
Throne.  You round the corner of one canyon, go all the way back 
to its beginning and then hike around another canyon, and repeat.

One sight startled me.  A lone pine tree on the face of a cliff.



 
My definition of tenacity in a photograph. Hang in there!

The final ascent is pretty steep but once you get there, you have a 
great view of the Golden Throne. 



 
Golden Throne

However, at first glance, it looks nothing like a throne.  Not far 
away is another feature that to me looked more like a throne.  It 
looks like it has two arm rests.  It is also a nice golden color.

 
This looks more like a throne to me - see the arm rests?

The actual Golden Throne is more massive and if you look 
carefully, there is a large horizontal and vertical piece missing from 
the formation that gives the impression of a “seat”.  



 
Me and the Throne

This was a great hike.  My ankle made it OK and I was able to 
complete the hike in a little over 2 hours.  I had lunch at the end of 
the trail looking at the Golden Throne.  I'm more comfortable in 
trying to do a "strenuous" hike.  I've done several this trip (2 at 
Capitol Reef) and have faired well.  I do take a lot of rest breaks, 
though.

I met several people along the trail and they were all very nice.  
There were two guys coming up as I was leaving and they were in 
some deep philosophical discussion.   It seemed like one was a 
professor and the other was a student.  Neither stopped talking the 
entire hike.  They passed me going down the trail after they 
reached the top and they were still talking.  I doubt very seriously 
they saw anything of the scenery or the vistas along the trail they 
were so deep in conversation.  



 
A little political incorrectness here. This rock struck me as a 
creature running over the rocks and as I looked closer, it had a 
different colored surface on the top. It then struck me that it looked 
like Donald Trump's hair and even his head from behind.



 
The parking lot at Capitol Gorge after the initial climb in the first 
canyon.

As I returned towards the Visitor Center, I stopped at the historic 
Gifford House (museum and store) and purchased one of their 
famous pies - cherry if you please - for $6.  I think that will be part 
of my desert tonight.  Everyone was eating them all around the 
picnic tables near the house.  They must be good.  

I was going to hike a little along Fremont Creek but as I started on 
the trail, it was very uninteresting, so I opted to drive to the other 
end of the park to say I had been to both entrances.  

Tomorrow I have a five hour drive to Montrose, Colorado where I 
will set up operations at the Quality Inn and Suites for three nights 
and from there explore the Black Canyon of the Gunnison.  
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It was a fast drive from Capitol Reef to Black Canyon of the 
Gunnison outside of Montrose, Colorado - about 5 hours.  I 
stopped in Grand Junction at the REI store.  

Somewhere along the trip, I lost a set of tent pegs for the REI 8 
person tent.  They were substantial metal pegs and I needed to 
replace them.  I actually put the tent up at Craters of the Moon with 
spare pegs I use for the smaller tents but I could tell they would not 
be good for the bigger tent in any wind.

The REI store opened at 11 am and I pulled into the parking lot at 
10:50 am.  The tent pegs were $1 each and I bought 10.  I probably 
will not put up the big tent but one more time - at Theodore 
Roosevelt National Park.

I pulled into Black Canyon of the Gunnison around 1:35 pm and 
immediately hit the visitor center.  The information ranger at the 
desk suggested some easy day hikes for me tomorrow and I 
decided to drive the length of the South Rim Road (7 miles) and 
pull into all the overlooks.   There are 10 along the length of the 
road.

The first overlook was Pulpit Rock.  There is a projection of rocks 
out into the canyon and you can walk onto the “pulpit”. 



 
This is a good view of the "pulpit". It's amazing how close to the 
rim of the canyon you can walk without any guard rails. There is 
one stretch that connects the pulpit to the land mass and one 
woman refused to cross it, it was so scary.[/caption]
This is a pretty amazing canyon.  One expert, George Wallace R. 
Hansen said “no other North American canyon combines the depth, 
narrowness, sheerness, and somber countenance of Black Canyon.” 

 
The reverend is in the pulpit - preaching global warming and 
evolution.

Unfortunately, photography does not do it justice.  You need 
stereoscopic vision to appreciate the depth and sheerness of the 
canyon.  As I walked to the edge, I would get a tingling in my feet 



and a tinge of vertigo.  I do that when I'm around high places, but I 
quickly become accustomed to the feeling.  Every time I walked to 
an observation point, the feeling re-occurred.

It was here I decided I had died and gone to heaven.  I 
photographed more wildflowers in bloom in 1 hour here in the park 
than I did the last three days in Capitol Reef.

 
You see the Gunnison River cutting through the Canyon. The river 
falls an average of 96 feet per mile and in one place drops 480 feet 
in a two mile stretch.

Next observation point is Cross Fissures.  You get a good view of 
some giant splits in the rock from this point.  It’s an easy 375 yard 
walk to the fissures.  Each location told you how many yards you 
had to walk to get to the observation point which was handy for 
people who were worried about the distance.



 
Cross Fissures

From Cross Fissures, it was a short drive to Rock Point.  

 
Although the photo was taken from Rock Point, you can see people 
at Cross Fissures observation.

From there, another short drive to Devil’s Lookout, although I 
don’t know what the devil was looking out for.  



 
Devil's Lookout

Next up was Chasm View, another short drive.  You get an idea 
how deep the canyon can be. 



 
Chasm View

One of the more spectacular views was Painted Wall. A sheer cliff 
was patterned with pegmatite. This molten rock squeezed into 
fissures in the canyon wall and solidified to form the bands of 
minerals of mica, feldspar, quartz and garnet (go FSU).



 
The Painted Wall with pegmatite dykes

Next up was Cedar Point.   Yes, there are a lot of Utah Junipers 
(not true cedars) on the point but you don’t go to look at the 
cedars.



 
Cedar Point. These were very low rocks that intend to keep you 
from falling over the edge.

Dragon Point was pretty spectacular as you can see below.  It had a 
great view of the Painted Wall.



 
Dragon Point offered more views of the Painted Wall[

Sunset Point probably offered the best view of the canyon - its 
sheer size and depth.  

 
This is probably the best overall view of the canyon.

The turn around was High Point.  First thing tomorrow is the 2 
mile Oak Flat Trail which descends 400 feet into the canyon.  I ‘ll 
also try the 1 1/3 mile to Walker Point from where you will see the 
canyon at its deepest - 2700 feet.

I also intend to hike the Rock Trip and Take Flat Trail during this 
trip.  I’ll see how I progress as to whether I get them all done.  



After hiking, I'll drive the East Portal road which drops you down 
to the canyon floor.  It has a 16% incline that your vehicle must be 
able to manage.

Just walking to the observation points today, I clocked 2.3 miles.  
Remember, if it is 100 yards to a point, it’s 100 yards back. All said 
and done, it was 4026 yards of hiking.

Tonight is wash night at the Quality Inn and Suites (just OK) and a 
late dinner.  
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I think I overdid it with my ankle today.  The distance wasn’t so 
bad but the up and down was pretty constant.  More Advil tonight. 
I must be getting old.  I can't hike the distances I used to be able to. 
I did a total of 5.3 miles today and was tired!

I started out early and was on the Oak Flat Trail by 9:30 am.  A 
couple started the trail before I got on it and I never did catch 
them.  I did get a photograph of them resting much further down 
the trail and very close to the last jumping off point to the bottom 
of the gorge.  

 
Oak Flat Trail. I never caught up with them.

I don’t think I’ve walked a steeper trail going downhill than the 
beginning of the Oak Flat Trail.  I’m not sure of the grade but I 
suspect it was over 25% in some places.



 
Oak Flat Trail

Usually, when the descent is that steep (the trail drops 400 feet 
from the rim) that means it’ll be a bear to get back up.  However, 
the trail up was more gradual than the descent and did not cause 
me any problem.



 
Oak Flat Trail

Every so often you would make a switchback and the vista of the 
canyon opened up before you.  



After getting back to the top, there was a trail branch for the 
Upland Trail.  I was hoping for more, different wildflowers but the 
trail disappointed.  Actually, I think this would have been better 
named Oak Flat Trail.  It was pretty flat and had a lot of oaks and 
not much scenery.  You cross the park road twice as you swing 
back towards the visitor center.

At one point of the Upland Trail, you get a great view of Tomichi 
Point.  You actually walk the south rim of the canyon and climb to 
Tomichi Point.  From there it is a quick walk to the visitor center 
where I had parked the jeep.



 
Tomichi Point from the Uplands Trail

The Oak Flat Trail is 2 miles and the Upland Trail is 2 miles, so 
you do the math.

I then drove to Warner Point.  Warner was pivotal in getting Black 
Canyon designated a national monument back in 1933.  He 
convinced the town of Montrose to build a road to the canyon 
which, of course, led to increased tourism.

 
This isn't Warner Point but you had to hike there to get there. You 
got a great view of the valley below where Montrose is located.



Warner Point was his favorite place in the park.  Round trip it is 1 
1/3 miles.  This was the part that did my ankle in.  It was down, 
then up, then down then up, then down and finally up to the point. 

 
Trail to Warner Point

The view was probably the best overall view of the canyon and it 
is the deepest part of the canyon at 2700 feet.

 
View of the canyon from Warner Point

I had company on the last part of the hike.  He seemed as curious 
about me as I was about him.



 
Gray Rock Squirrel
 
The final part of the day was a drive to East Portal.  This is a drive 
to the bottom of the canyon where the dam is located.  Montrose 
needed water and the Black Canyon of the Gunnison had it.  The 
problem was how to get it to Montrose.  In the early 1900’s 
Abraham Lincoln Fellows and William Torrence were the first 
people to traverse the river down the canyon in rubber rafts.  They 
were surveying the canyon for a tunnel to Montrose.  

 
East Portal - view from the bottom of the canyon looking up. The 
photo doesn't do it justice because it really is deeper than it 
appears.



They found a suitable site for the tunnel and construction of the 5.8 
mile Gunnison Diversion Tunnel began in 1905 and dedicated in 
1909.  It is still in use today.

The road down, of course, had hairpin turns but more importantly, 
the grade was 16%.  That’s the steepest grade I think I have ever 
driven over any length of road. It was pretty much 20 mph in first 
gear all the way down.

At the end of the road is the dam and tunnel.

Tomorrow I plan to drive over to Ouray, Colorado.  Someone, I 
can’t remember who, Jim Wilson, insists I see this town of around 
1000 people.  It should be an interesting drive.  The town is found 
a valley surrounded by mountains.  Wilson waxes poetic about this 
place so I better not be disappointed or he'll never hear the end of 
it.



Cross Country Trip - Day 50 

8 May 2018

Hooray for Ouray!

Sorry, I couldn’t resist.

Today was a short day for travel and a much needed day of rest.

I decided to go see Ouray.  Jim and Holley (especially Jim) has 
been raving about Ouray.  If I didn't know better, I would say this 
is where these two are going to move next.

It's a town of around 1000 people and has an old fashioned Main 
Street.  With the era of suburbia and strip malls, that's a quaint relic 
of days gone by and one that I miss.

 It's not tourist season as you might be able to tell.



I remember walking down the Main Street of Morton, Mississippi 
and being able to pretty much find anything I needed: pharmacy, 
five & dime, clothing stores, restaurants, movie theater, even the 
hospital was on Main Street.

 
Main Street of Ouray

Ouray is a lot like that.  One thing I really enjoyed seeing is Ouray 
protected its old buildings.  A hotel may not be a hotel any longer 
but the original from 1890's is still standing on Main Street.  As 
often as not, the original purpose of the building is still in effect.



 
The Beaumont Hotel - on the list of historical places. I think part of 
it is still a hotel but most of the ground floor is retail space.

Like most small towns, the Main Street is not long.  I walked the 
length of it and back (bad ankle notwithstanding) and didn't spend 
more than 1/2 hour window shopping.  I got there a little after 9 am 
and absolutely nothing was open.  Most of the stores open at 11 am 
and that's in tourist season which it is decidedly not.



 
Wright's Opera House (and other sundry things)

I did look at some real estate offerings and most of the prices were 
in the $250K-450K price range.  There were some bargains but 
they would require a lot of work.  It seems not only the Wilson's 
like Ouray.



 
Town bench made out of skis!

I was tempted to get in their hot springs (at the entrance to town) 
but even that looked like it would not open until 11 or later.

I head out tomorrow for Pagosa Springs.  I could actually have 
driven to Great Sand Dunes National Park in one day and Pagosa 
Springs takes me further south, but I went through the town two 
years ago on my last cross country trip and fell in love with the 
place.  For Jim and Holley, it's Ouray.  For me, it's Pagosa Springs. 
 I'll be staying one night at Elk Trace Bed & Breakfast just outside 
of Pagosa Springs but I intend to do some window shopping while 
in town.  I also want to tour Chimney Rock (every place out here 
has a chimney rock) which is run by a local tribe.  They allow only 
two tours a day to the sacred place.

Pagosa Springs reminds me of a hip college town that's located in 
the mountains.  I'll be sure to take some photos of the place so you 
can fall in love with it also.

After returning to Montrose, I toured the Montrose Botanical 
Gardens - a work in progress.  They have a very neat area behind 



the Civic Center that has a great deal of room for expansion.  I was 
most interested in seeing their native plants and they had an entire 
section of the garden dedicated to them.

I then called the local jeep dealer, Flowers, and asked if they could 
dispose of about a pint of diesel fuel.  After the work on the jeep 
brought on by my stupidity, the water in fuel light came on and I 
drained it.  I need to get rid of the water and diesel fuel in the 
container into which I drained it.

The local jeep dealer said sure, bring it over.  I did, they disposed 
of it, did not charge me, and were super nice.  I particularly 
enjoyed a sign in the parts department that advertised "free blinker 
fluid" and commented on it.

From there, it was wash-the-jeep time.  There are two hand held 
spray car washes next to each other in Montrose.  I pulled into the 
first one and for the third time this trip debugged the jeep.  Love 
bugs are terrible in Florida but these are not love bugs.  I think I 
have found several new insect species on the grill of the jeep.  I 
intend to name one Glueus maximus.  Even the power spray is not 
enough to remove them and I have to use a scrubbing pad.

I suspect I'll have to debug several more times on the trip. Now for 
a nap.
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Driving from Montrose to Ouray is boring.  Driving from Ouray to 
Durango is nail biting.  You go through two mountain passes to an 
elevation of over 11,000 feet with guard rails at least twice on the 
trip.  Otherwise, it's a sheer drop to the canyon floor below.  In 
most places, the speed limit was 25 mph and at times I thought that 
a little reckless.  Suffice to say others thought the same since no 
one was pushing to pass me on the road.  The San Juan Mountains 
are impressive!

  
A view of Ouray on the way out via the San Juan Mountains

Horrors!  Pagosa Springs has gone chic!  The nice, quiet, quaint 
little town with a main drag has gone tourist.  Even the nice, quiet, 
quaint part of town is now upscale.  There’s an entirely new 
downtown section, and outside of town all the box stores like 
Walmart, Home Depot, etc.  None of this was here 2 years ago 
when I passed through on my way to Mesa Verde.



 
Downtown Pagosa Springs

I, at one time, thought I might like to live in Pagosa Springs.  It 
was not too large, not too small.  It had an interesting downtown 
and plenty of hiking trails throughout the San Juan Mountains.  I 
even bought the National Geographic topographic map of the 
region

Strangest of all in Pagosa Springs is a Cajun restaurant on the old 
main street appropriately named The Lost Cajun.  The owner of the 
franchise is originally from Barataria, Louisiana and moved to 
Colorado to open a single restaurant.  It became so successful he 
opened several more throughout the state.



 
The Lost Cajun at Pagosa Springs

The first thing the waitress does is ask if you would like a sampler 
of gumbo.  Of course!  There were five and I chose a cup of 
seafood.  It actually was excellent.  The chef makes them from 
scratch every day.  

For dessert, I had 3 beignets.  They say on the menu they are like 
the ones in New Orleans only better.  I disagree.  You cannot beat 
Cafe Du Monde for beignets.  However, I managed to choke down 
three of them.  I now have a sugar fix for the next three days.

I have stumbled upon the most plush B&B.  It’s called Elk Trace 
B&B and it is 2 miles outside of downtown Pagosa Springs.  When 
I was researching a place to stay last year, this one kept popping up 
on the web.  The photos looked good and I thought for one night, 
why not splurge.

This place is quite luxurious.  The bedroom is huge with a couch 
and king size bed.  



 
The rooms are named. I'm in Bear.

The bathroom is almost as big with double sinks and a massive 
walk-in shower.  

  
I can mess up two sinks!



 
Shower anyone?

The great room is two story with a vaulted ceiling.  



 
Main Room at Elk Trace Bed & Breakfast

There is a wrap around porch and one couple and I have it all to 
ourselves.  



 
Front porch at Elk Trace Bed & Breakfast



 
Side porch at Elk Trace Bed & Breakfast

There’s even a dog for each of us.  One of uncertain lineage and 
the other a boxer that reminds me of Nicole’s Lexi, except a male.

It’ll be a long trip into town for dinner tonight but we the quiet of 
the countryside, I will not mind that.  

My one disappointment is I will not get to visit Chimney Rock 
National Monument.  They do not open until May 15th.  I thought 
I had checked about the availability last year but either I did not or 
they changed the opening date for the monument (more likely 
since the NPS has done that several times on this trip).  It’s actually 
run by the local Ute tribe and I was looking forward to the tour.  

It is the most imposing feature either leaving Pagosa Springs for 
Durango or entering from Durango.  



Of course, I looked at real estate prices out here and they are far in 
excess of Ouray, so Ouray, at the moment, is a bargain in 
comparison.  

Tomorrow should be a short drive to Great Sand Dunes National 
Park for 3 nights.



Cross Country Trip - Day 52 
Great Sand Dunes National Park 
10 May 2018

It was an interesting night at Elktrace B&B.  I’ve been spelling it 
wrong in previous posts.  It’s all one word.  In any case, a new 
couple came in around 10:30 pm along with my hostess Evelyn.  
Evelyn has another dog and all three set off a row when the new 
guests arrived.  I was used to dogs but it took a while for the 
humans to calm down.

I got up around 5:30 am and around 6:30 decided to take a shower.  
I could not for the life of me figure out how to turn the shower on.  
Not only that, but the shower door opened inward and that meant 
you either needed to reach around the door or stand in the shower 
to turn it on. 

Frustrated, I got dressed and found Evelyn in the kitchen.  I 
introduced myself and after a little small talk, asked her how to 
turn the shower on.  You pull the shower handle first and then turn.  
I finally got a shower.

Evelyn fixed a delicious Western omelette and added hash browns 
(frozen) and a fresh croissant.  She also had orange juice, coffee, 
and fresh fruit.  

She wrote down my credit card information and said she would 
enter all the charges of all guests later in the day.  I packed and 
departed around 8:00 am headed for Great Sand Dunes, a two and 
one half hour drive.

About midway to the dunes, I get a call.  She felt she had 
miscopied the credit card information.  I pulled over to the side of 
the road, read the card number to her and she said something must 
be wrong, that there are usually four sets of four numbers.  I agreed 
and said that was what I just read her.  



She profusely apologized and said she made a mistake, she had 
copied it correctly, and that she was having a bad day.  I kind of 
noticed she was a little discombobulated when she was making 
breakfast.  She would start one thing, forget it, then come back to 
it.  I hope it is not an early sign of dementia.

The B&B was certainly luxurious but it was not originally 
designed as a B&B.  She has a large, grown family with her 
husband Tom and the place was designed to accommodate her the 
extended family.  This means there was little to no sound proofing 
between rooms so you could hear everything that anyone was 
doing.  It's a beautiful place but I don't think it works as a B&B.

 
View of the dunes and Sangre de Cristo Mountains

I made the rest of the drive to Great Sand Dunes without incident. 
It was too early to check into the lodge so I stopped at the visitor 
center for a map and information.  I decided to take the Medano 
Pass Primitive Road, an 11 mile one way wilderness road that 
requires high vehicle clearance and 4 wheel ability.  Let’s just say I 
like a challenge.



 
Heading towards Mendano Pass on Mendano Pass Primitive Road

At mile 1.1 you pass the Point of No Return which means 4 wheel 
ability, high clearance and a very strongly worded warning about 
reducing tire pressure to 20 psi.  I think it said that if you don't do 
it you will get stuck.

I’ve driven in sand two times before.  The first time was at Padre 
Island National Seashore.  You can drive on the beach at Padre 
Island up to a point and then a sign warns you don’t go any further 
without 4 wheel drive.  I was in the Coast Guard stationed at 
Corpus Christi, Texas and decided to go to Padre Island.  Of 
course, I ignored the sign, got bogged in the sand and realized the 
tide was coming in.  

It was desperation time.  A kindly 4 wheeler stopped, pulled me 
out, and made sure I made it back to the “safe” area for non-4 
wheelers.  Additionally, he did not tell me how stupid I was.

My second time in the sand was at Padre Island National Seashore.  
Wait, I just wrote that! It was still  Padre Island National Seashore. 
My cousin Jo, her husband Bill and I went for a drive to the 
seashore.  Bill ignored the sign.  I suggested it was not a good idea 
to drive on the sand.  He said it was perfectly OK.  I tried one more 
time and gave up.  We got stuck. The tide started coming in.  My 
memory lets me down on how we got out of that jam but we did.



Today was my third time in the sand.  I obeyed the sign.  I put the 
jeep in “Sand” function, deflated the tires, and drove through like a 
champ.  When I got to the part of the road that heads to the pass 
where it became rocky, I re-inflated the tires, put the jeep in 4 
wheel “Rocks” and made it to round 8.6 miles of 11.2 for the road.  
After a point, I decided enough beating the tires to death on the 
rocks and turned around.  

You may wonder how I re-inflated the tires.  I do have a bicycle 
tire pump (from the stolen bike bit) but I also decided to purchase 
an air pump that hooks into the lighter of the jeep.  It did all the 
work for me.  It was slow but effective and the added height of the 
tires with the air and the 4-wheel “Rocks” setting was sufficient to 
get me over some pretty large rocks and drop offs.

 
Handy dandy air pump

On the return trip, I had to deflate again for the sand portion. Once 
back on the main road, the park service maintains an air pump so 
you can pump up your tires again.  Amazingly, it was operational.

The jeep performed magnificently.  This is exactly the reason I 
purchased a 4 wheel drive and this was my first real experience 
with having to use it off road. Yes, I know I was on a road, but only 
in name.  It made me understand the term "rock ribbed road".  It's 



the roughest thing I've been on.    I can't say enough about how 
well the jeep performed.

I pulled into the Oasis - just outside of the park - (the only store/
restaurant within 20 miles) and purchased some sandwiches for the 
next three dinners.  The restaurant is only open from 8 am - 3 pm 
until the peak of tourist season.

I then checked into the Great Sand Dunes Lodge (privately owned) 
and unloaded the jeep.  This will be my base of operations for the 
nest two days.  Depending on my ankle, I would like to hike to the 
top of one of the dunes.

 
Great Sand Dunes Lodge (or better described as motel)

The park is certainly busy.  As you turn down the “dune” drive, the 
parking lot was full.  At first, it looked like ants were crawling all 
over the dunes.  It turns out it was people.  



 
Road leading to the dunes

The things are massive.  They are the tallest dunes in the United 
States.  

 
Can you see the people at the top?The view outside my balcony at 
the lodge is spectacular.  It reminds me of the scifi Dune.  



 
View from my balcony at Great Sand Dunes Lodge

Now for a good night sleep (I hope) and a fresh start tomorrow.
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One of the benefits of staying at the lodge is watching the light 
change on the dunes.  They are never the same, no matter how 
many times you glance at them.  During the day, clouds pass over 
them and late in the afternoon shadows gather.

 
Dune Shadows

Sunset was pretty nice also.  Although the sun doesn't rise and 
shine directly on the dunes nor set behind the dunes, with the cloud 
cover from yesterday, we got a great sunset.



 
Sunset from the lodge

I got up at 5:30 am and was out the door by 7:00.  I decided I 
wanted to get an early start on the Dunes.  As soon as I got in the 
jeep, it started beeping that my tire pressure was too low.  It got 
down to 43 F last night and that sometimes causes tire pressure to 
read low, but I suspect it was inaccuracy of my putting air into the 
tires yesterday when they were under inflated.  

I pulled into the air pump at the park and added air to all four of 
the tires.  Strangely, the air pressure has varied all day.  I now 
suspect that when I went through the Medano Creek fords (6 up 
and 6 back) the sensor in the tires got wet and is giving false 
readings.  

In any case, I started my journey to the dunes at 7:30 am.  My goal 
was to reach the High Dune on the first ridge, elevation 8,691 feet 
(you start at 7,992).  It’s a 2.5 mile round trip.  However, you have 
to cross the Medano Creek bed which is the first 0.5 miles.  From 
there on, it’s up, up, up to a total elevation gain of 699 feet.  I must 
have been close to the top because I made it to an elevation of 560 
feet. 

The park ranger suggested walking the ridges of the dunes.  That 
works somewhat but what I found to work better was to make my 
own switchbacks in the dunes, particularly when faced with a 



massive dune in front of you.  There are no trails - you make your 
own.

 
This person was coming back. I don't know if he made it to the top 
or not.

You don’t realize how massive these things are until you actually 
reach the dune field.  Everything is dwarfed in comparison.

 
In the middle of the picture, on a ridge is a person who made it to 
the top of High Dune. You can get an idea how massive the dunes 
are by his size in the photo.



On my way up, someone was far ahead of me and he actually made 
it to the top of the dune.  I noticed he had to stop and rest as much 
as I but when he did make the top, he did the Rocky pump and 
victory dance.  I don’t blame him.

Also on my way up, a couple passed me coming down.  She was 
barefoot and he wore boots.  Then I noticed she was cradling 
something - I assume a baby but it was so wrapped up to protect 
against the wind and sand I can’t be sure.  It could have been a 
dog.  I saw several on the dunes.  I did not see any couple at the 
top, so I suspect they did not go all the way up unless they were 
there for sunrise.  

I did not make it to the top.  I got close - probably within a fifth of 
a mile, but walking through very fine, loose sand is exhausting.  I 
reached my end point when I realized I was getting light headed. 

 
This is as far as I got to High Dune

I’m sure it was part elevation and part exhaustion.  



 
High Dune at 8691 feet. I made it to this point an no further.

As I started down (much easier) I noticed I could not retrace my 
footsteps since they had been obliterated.  We are in a Red Flag 
warning for much of the states of Colorado, New Mexico and 
Arizona.  That means wind, low humidity, arid conditions - ripe for 
wildfires.  The wind was certainly blowing.  It’s blowing a steady 
22 mph and the effect is you are sand blasted while on the dunes.  
The wind covered your footprints in the sand almost immediately.

 
As I was descending, these folks were going up. That's not a coat 
being drug behind the person, that's a child.



Once I got back to the jeep, I headed to the Oasis with their 
restaurant for a hearty breakfast.  

I then decided to a little more hiking.  The first was the Montville 
Nature Trail, a 0.5 mile loop with an elevation gain of 200 feet.  

 
Mountville Nature Trail

It’s a pretty trail with a modest climb that merges with the Mosca 
Pass Trail and the Wellington Ditch Trail.  The Mosca Pass Trail is 
a 7 mile round trip with an elevation gain of 1400 feet and I was 
not up for that.  Instead, I decided to do the Wellington Ditch trail 
that ended in the Piñon Flats campground 1 mile further on.  I 
could then walk the road back to the jeep where I parked at the 
beginning of the Montville Nature Trail.



 
Wellington Ditch Trail to Piñon Flats Campground - nice and level

Because I had hike the dunes earlier for 2.34 miles (gps) and now 
walked the 2.39 miles (gps) Montville/Wellington Ditch Trails, I 
managed to do 4.7 miles.  My ankle started bothering me on the 
Wellington Ditch Trail.  Then my right ankle started.  I did make it 
back to the jeep but came straight back to the lodge and showered 
and immediately got into bed a little after noon. 

I didn’t think I slept but when I got out of bed, it was 2:30 pm so I 
must have dozed off.

I suspect tomorrow will be a recovery day.  I intend to drive to 
Zapata Falls, some 10 miles away and walk the 0.5 miles to the 
falls but that’s probably it.

So far, it seems every third day is ankle recovery day.  
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It was breakfast at the Oasis again and then off to Zapata Falls.  
From the lodge, it is approximately 5 miles to the turn off to the 
falls and then another 2.5 miles to the falls parking lot.  It starts out 
on Bureau of Land Management (BLM) land and as you head 
towards the falls, it becomes state land.

The BLM states the road is very rough and some cars may not be 
suited to make the trip and I can see why.  It wasn’t as rough as the 
Medano road I took on the first day but there were plenty of dips, 
rocks, and washboards.  It’s a very slow drive to the falls parking 
lot and I suspect it took me at least 30 minutes to make the trip.

Once at the parking lot, you hike up a 0.25 mile rocky trail to the 
beginning of the falls.  To get to see the falls, you have to wade the 
flow from the falls, often rock hopping to keep from getting 
soaked.  It’s not as bad as it sounds - it was shallow enough in 
some places you could simply walk in your boots and not get wet.  
However, there were some deep places that you had to precariously 
balance on rocks. 



 
Entrance to the falls.

You enter a chasm in the rocks and the lower part of the falls are 
visible there.  I was surprised to see ice from the past winter still 
clinging to the side of the gorge.  



 
Entrance to the gorge

As you go further into the gorge, you can see the 25 foot falls.  It is 
rather spectacular (seems to be a standard description this trip) 
particularly when you have to enter the gorge to see the falls. 



 
Me at the lower part of the falls precariously balanced on some 
rocks



  
Zapata Falls with some left over ice from winter



 
Zapata Falls

Going back down to the parking lot was easier but also more 
treacherous.  The rocks would slip out from under your feet.  
Luckily, the Advils and anti-inflammatory cream I used last night 
helped out the ankle and I was able to make the hike OK.  Overall, 
the walk was 0.7 miles.  Elevation is 9, 260 feet so you definitely 
feel the altitude.

One of the stranger sights I've seen this trip was a young man and 
woman walking up the trail and the man was carrying an ironing 
board.  I stated I understand everything they're doing except the 
ironing board.  Apparently, it's one of those things that you take a 
teddy bear, a photo, an elf, etc. and carry it to far off places and 
take a photo with it.  His meme is "Extreme Ironing" with the hash 
tag of  #livewrinklefree.  Whatever works!



After the falls, I decided to return to the Great Sand Dunes 
National Park and do some short day hikes around the Dune 
Parking lot and the visitor center. 

What a difference a day makes!  The cars were backed up for quite 
a ways to get into the park.  So much so that there were two 
rangers checking people into the park.  I attribute it to it being 
Saturday, and when I think about it, the campgrounds and RV park 
were full as I passed them this morning on the way to the falls.

Once I pulled into the Dunes parking lot, I realized it was totally 
full.  People were waiting for people to leave in order to park.  

One of the big things in the park is sand boarding.  I guess it is a 
lot like snow boarding but you  can’t use a snow board on sand.  
You rent your sand board at the Oasis for the day and people drag 
the board to the top of the dunes and then sand board their way 
down.  

There’s usually a line of people waiting to rent their boards at the 
Oasis.  I have yet to see anyone sand board down but I have seen 
plenty of people drag them up the dunes.  

Since the parking lot was full, I decided to head to the visitor 
center and walk the 0.5 nature trail - called the Sand Ridge trail.  It 
was actually a nice little walk with well placed signage and 
information.  It was also mostly level.



 
Great Sand Dunes from visitor center.

 If you look carefully, you can see some of the ants on the anthill 
flying a kite

I returned to the Oasis for lunch and then decided it was time again 
to wash clothes.  It seems I do a lot of clothes washing on this trip, 
but it’s usually the same clothes over and over.  Mostly, the dirty 
stuff is the hiking stuff but occasionally its jeans and dress shirts 
for in town stuff.

Tomorrow I head to Rapid City, South Dakota and the Alex 
Johnson hotel.  It’s an historic hotel in the downtown area and 
when Michel, Nancy and I did the summer trip to Yellowstone in 



2014, we stayed there.  It’s a quirky, neat old hotel.  From there I 
head to Theodore Roosevelt National Park in North Dakota.  This 
will be three nights of camping and I just read the weather report 
for Rapid City and I may get a little cold in North Dakota.  
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I have no idea why, but I got very little sleep last night.  I kept 
tossing and turning and eventually dozing and then awakening.  
Even the short time of sleep I had strange dreams.  In one, I was fly 
fishing.  I haven’t fly fished in over 30 years!  

Actually, I may know why.  I have been worried about the Isle 
Royale trip.  I have chartered a sea plane to fly me to Isle Royale 
and spend one night at Windingo, one of two harbors on the isle. 
 My problem is there is no service there since it is out of season. 
 Season begins at the end of May.  I will have to spend one night in 
a campground and I was worried I would have to hike some 7 or 8 
miles to a campground on a bum ankle.  As it turns out, at the 
Windingo visitor center, there is a campground 0.3 miles away 
with 10 shelters and 5 tent spaces, so I should be fine.  That way, I 
can day hike around the area without any problem. It's a big relief!

In any case, I was out of the Great Sand Dunes lodge and on the 
road at 6:15 am.  It was an 11 hour drive to Rapid City, S.D. for 
one night before I head to Theodore Roosevelt National Park in 
North Dakota.  It should be around a 6 hour drive tomorrow.

To keep myself awake on the trip, I have on my phone a “Road 
Trip” compilation of music on ITunes.  I put that on and pretty 
much sang along with all the songs as they played. Embarrassingly, 
I knew the words to most of the songs.  They were oldies but 
goodies like “Save the Last Dance for Me”, “Blue Velvet” with 
Bobby Vinton, several The Platters’ songs, etc.  

I’m staying at the historic Alex Johnson Hotel in downtown Rapid 
City.  Four years ago, Michel planned a trip for Nancy and me to 
Yellowstone, Mount Rushmore, and Custer State Park.  She asked 
where we might wish to stay in Rapid City and I said I preferred 



historic hotels to the modern ones.  She found Hotel Alex Johnson.  
We loved it.

 
Hotel Alex Johnson

Construction on the hotel began in 1927, the same year that 
construction began on Mount Rushmore.  I think Johnson was 
planning on the tourist trade even then.

It’s famous for the people who have stayed at the hotel, including 
Presidents Richard Nixon, Gerald Ford, and Ronald Regan, Henry 
Fonda, Eva Marie Saint and Cary Grant (when filming North by 
NorthwestI) Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher, and many others.  

My room, the first time, was the secret service room for the 
Presidential Suite.  Michel really knows how to pick them!

Our favorite spot was the Vertex bar on the rooftop.  We would 
adjourn for cocktails at 5 pm and eat our way through the free bar 
food and appetizers.  Michel had a fondness for Moscow Mules 
and Nancy and I had our usual martinis.  The waiters and 



waitresses were usually students at South Dakota Mechanical and 
Technical College and we found they were all engineering majors.  

 
Vertex Rooftop Bar



 
Cheers from Vertex Rooftop Bar overlooking downtown Rapid 
City!

After I dumped my luggage in room 624, I headed to the Vertex for 
martinis and their free buffet and then I ordered one appetizer for 
dinner.  I love this place.  It overlooks the city of Rapid City.  
When we were last here, we all agreed this would be a great place 
to live.  The natives did not disabuse us of this point of view.  They 
all loved the place.  Even snowfall is pretty rare in this area.

By the way, when we last stayed here four years ago, the place was 
showing its age.  It has since been taken over by Hilton and the 
place is now posh.  My room is one of the nicer rooms I’ve had at 
a Hilton.  

The lobby hasn’t changed.  The main chandelier in the lobby is 
interesting, particularly when you look closely.  Most of the hotel 



has first people’s decor (that’s a Canadian term for native Indian 
tribes) and the chandelier is no exception.  Some people 
immediately become irate when they see what seems to be Nazi 
swastika.  It’s actually a native symbol symbolizing the four 
corners of the earth and has been around for eons before Hitler.  

 
Lobby at Hotel Alex Johnson



 
Non-swastikas on the chandelier.

I intend to rise late tomorrow, have a late breakfast and a leisurely 
drive to TRNP. I hope the two martinis help me sleep tonight!
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It was a quick 4 1/2 hour drive to Theodore Roosevelt National 
Park.  The roads weren’t bad and the traffic was light, so it was a 
fairly enjoyable drive.  Again, it’s spring and they’ve had rain and 
the hills are very green - not at all like I remember North and South 
Dakota when I worked for the Bureau of Land Management out of 
Miles City, Montana.  

I briefly stopped at the visitor center, asked about short day hikes, 
and about camping.  My space was reserved and paid for for 3 
nights ($21 - senior rate).  There are two separate sections to the 
park: south and north units.  I'm in the south unit.

 
Badlands of Theodore Roosevelt National Park (South Unit)

On the way to the campsite which is 5 miles from the visitor 
center, I passed at least two prairie dog towns.  Cities would be 
more accurate.  There were hundreds of the little things.  



 
Prairie Dog City

I quickly put up the REI Kingdom 8 and later realized I was not the 
only one in the park with this tent.  A family of four about 4 sites 
down from me has one.  

 
Campsite 13 at Theodore Roosevelt National Park (South Unit)

I opted for the heavier sleeping bag (20 F) since it is projected to 
be down in the low 40’s tonight.

A little disconcerting is that I seem to share the campsite with a 
herd of bison.  At this moment, they have moved to another 
campsite - I can only imagine what the camper who comes in late 



tonight will do with several bulls and cows plopped down in the 
tent site.  As it is, there are all kinds of hoof marks around the tent.  

 
Roommate

After setting up camp, I decided to do the 36 mile scenic route (25 
mph) and enjoyed it. I made a few stops for photo ops but was 
surprised to see that wildfire had severely affected the left side of 
the road.  It looks at though the fire personnel made the road their 
fire break, which makes good sense.  There were a few places on 
the right side of the road where the fire jumped but you could tell 
that was put out quickly.  

The scope of the fire is massive.  It looks as though the entire 
western part of the south unit was totally burned.  

One other stop was Scoria Point which has highly colored scoria 
formations.  



 
Scoria Point - Theodore Roosevelt National Park (South Unit)

Another was Buck Hill that gave you a great view from the second 
tallest part of the park (just over 2,800 feet).  Let me now say that 
the difference in altitude from Great Sand Dunes to Theodore 
Roosevelt is certainly letting me breathe a little easier.  In the GSD, 
I was mostly over 9,000 feet.  Here at TRNP, I can bend over and 
tie my shoes with little effort.  

 
Vista from Buck Hill, second highest point in the park, 2,800 feet

On the return loop of the scenic drive there were three mustangs at 
the river edge.  The river is the Little Missouri and the park is 
noted for its wild mustang population.  I suspect it is getting out of 



control like most places in the west.  There’s always a controversy 
about culling herds of mustangs out here.

 
Wild Mustangs drinking out of the Little Missouri River

 
Little Missouri River

Dinner tonight was in town at Medora, ND.  It’s strictly a tourist 
town with mostly bars and restaurants all done up in a western 
theme.  However, the pizza was good.  

Hopefully, I’ll make it through the night without a bison invasion.  
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Since yesterday, the animal count is as follows:

1. Coyote 
2. American Bison 
3. Prairie Dogs 
4. Ring-necked Pheasant 
5. White Tailed Ptarmigan 
6. White Tailed Jackrabbit 
7. Pronghorn 
8. Canada goose 
9. Wild Mustang.

I got a great night of sleep last night even though the temperature 
dropped into the low 40’s.  The down sleeping bag worked fine.  I 
waked to the sounds of woodpeckers and Canada geese.  Those 
geese are a noisy lot but it was fun hearing them call back and 
forth to each other on the river.  

Hot tea and a peanut butter sandwich was my breakfast and I was 
on the scenic drive by 7:15 am.  I pulled in to the first pullout near 
Peaceful Valley Ranch and saw a pronghorn grazing amid the 
prairie dog town.  



 
Pronghorn grazing amid prairie dogs

The next stop was Wind Canyon.  The wind wasn’t blowing but the 
view was very nice.  There is a 0.5 mile round trip trail.  

 
Wind Canyon - there was a couple from Minnesota sleeping in 
their car at this pullout

That’s where I ran into several white tailed jackrabbits. They 
certainly were not afraid of humans.



 
White tailed jackrabbit - there were actually three along this trail.

As I pulled away and continued along the scenic route, a saw 
another pronghorn, a white tailed ptarmigan, and then a ring-
necked pheasant.  I haven’t seen those in years - since my Bureau 
of Land Management days in the 70’s.  

 
White tailed ptarmigan



 
Ring-necked pheasant - actually an import from Europe back in the 
1800’s

Back then, I had a BLM truck and had to travel the back roads.  It 
was a pain, not because of the washboard roads, but because of the 
pheasants.  You had to stop every few minutes to let them cross the 
road.  I swear this is the truth.  The day that hunting season opened 
for pheasant, I never saw another.  I think they had the date marked 
on their calendars.

Next stop was Boicourt trail.  Boicourt trail is a short trail of about 
0.4 miles roundtrip but like many trails out here, you can extend 
the walk.  It ended up being 0.75 miles when I got back to the jeep.



 
Boicourt trail

My next stop was perhaps my most interesting: Coal Vein trail.  
Apparently, a seam of coal caught fire in 1951 and it continuously 
burned until 1977.  The fire is out now but you can see coal seams 
in the formations.

It was here that I ran into the Montana Conservation Corps (part of 
Americorp) getting ready to do trail work.  They have reciprocity 
with North Dakota and were helping out.  There were six people, 2 
young women and 3 young men (college age) and one male 
supervisor.  I walked the trail backwards and saw some of their 
earlier efforts.  They are doing an excellent job restoring the trail.  I 



stopped and talked with them (they were spread out along the trail) 
and complimented them on their work.  I think they really 
appreciated it.  

 
Montana Conservation Corps (part of Americorps) working on the 
trail at Coal Vein

The trail, as I hiked it was 0.8 miles round trip.

Next stop was the old east entrance which is no longer used.  
However, the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) built the 
entrance station in the 30’s and it still stands as an example of the 
quality of the workmanship back then.  



 
Old east entrance to the park, no longer utilized. Note the workman 
ship on the sandstone.

This hike was 0.8 miles round trip and you had a lot of company 
along the way since you passed through another prairie dog town.

Ridgeline Nature Trail was the next stop.  Its a steep climb to the 
ridge and is a 0.6 mile round trip.  However, the vista is 
outstanding.  

 
Ridgeline trail - many steps up and down on this one



It was here I found an eastern pasque flower (also called prairie 
crocus) Anemone patens L. in bloom.  That’s unusual for this time 
of year.  It’s usually the first flower on the prairie to bloom.  

 
East Pasque Flower (also known as Prairie Crocus) Anemone 
patens L.

Over the years, I’ve learned if you are hiking and something is 
about to bloom, if you wait, walk on, you’ll eventually find one in 
bloom.  Mother Nature does not put all her eggs in one basket.  
There are early bloomers, middle bloomers and later bloomers, all 
of the same species.  Sometimes it is based on how much sun it 
gets during the day.  

From Ridgeline, I headed back through Medora and stopped at the 
Painted Canyon visitor center back east on I-94.  To be honest, it 
wasn’t very painted.  I’ve seen as much color within the main 
south unit.  



 
Painted Canyon, east of the south unit of the park

On my return to Medora, I stopped in at the North Dakota Cowboy 
Hall of Fame.  They honor Indian tribes in the area, ranchers, and 
rodeo stars (men and women).  It’s a small museum but well done.  
I recommend it if you are in town. 

My last stop was Skyline vista.  It is a 0.3 mile round trip with a 
view of the town of Medora, I-94, the coal trains, and, of course, 
part of the park.  

 
Skyline trail



I have to confess, before I left Medora, I bought an ice cream, a 
sub, and a pack of water.  The water in the park is absolutely 
awful.  I forgot how much alkali is in the water in Montana, North 
and South Dakota.  

 
Bison hair - shedding their winter coats

Dinner tonight is left over pizza from last night in Medora.

Today I did 3.8 miles and quit because my ankle started throbbing. 
Tomorrow, I plan to drive up US85 and see the north unit of the 
park.  
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I was talking with our camp host, Melissa, and she informed me 
the burn was a prescribed burn.  My thinking is it may have started 
out as a prescribed burn but it looks as though it got a little out of 
control.  In any case, it’ll grow back.  

It’s 68 miles to the north unit of Theodore Roosevelt National Park 
from the south unit.  In some ways, the scenery is more spectacular 
in the north unit but in others, the south unit has more to offer.  
Like the south unit, the roads were under construction but no one 
had started to work when I arrived.  

There is a 14 mile road that ends at Oxbow Point.  Once I made it 
there, I retraced and stopped in at the Juniper campground.  I met a 
couple that were the hosts and they were from Tallahassee.  They 
also informed me Melissa is from Mississippi.  Small world.  

While driving the road, I first stopped at Caprock Coulee.  It has a 
1 mile nature trail and a 4.3 mile loop.  I thought I might try that 
after completing the scenic drive.

I continued and next stopped at River Bend Overlook.  The 
Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) built an observation shelter on 
the point and you had great views of the Little Missouri River.  
You could hear those damned geese calling to each other from the 
point.



 
River Bend Overlook with CCC constructed shelter for viewing

Oxbow Point refers to an  oxbow and is what we in Mississippi 
know as where the Mississippi River makes a “U” turn.  Often, the 
river will change course and seal off the “U” to form an oxbow 
lake.  Since I was on what appears to be the highest point in the 
park, it was a great view of the valley floor below.

 
Oxbow Overlook - I assume to be the highest point in the north 
unit of the park

I returned to Caprock Coulee and decided to do the 4.3 mile hike.  
My ankle was feeling pretty good.  I met the couple at the south 
campsite that is doing a tour of western parks.  They and their two 



young children intended to do the 4.3 mile loop also. I got off 
before they did and have no idea as yet if they completed the loop.  
It would be a little tough with young kids.

 
Caprock Coulee Trail

The loop is rated as moderate with steps.  Emphasize steps.  
Fortunately, the trail insists you start in a valley and it leads you up 
a gradual climb to the top of the plateau.  If you had been 
hardheaded and tried to hike the trail backwards, you would have 
been in one of the steepest climbs I’ve ever seen in hiking.  
Fortunately, if you complete the loop, that means you are doing the 
steepest part downhill.



The trail takes you through coulees, forests, and eventually brings 
you to the top of the plateau.  The forests are tick cities.  I’ve 
pulled five off of me since I completed the loop.  The entire hike 
took me about 2 hours and 45 minutes (the sign suggested 3 hours) 
so my time was pretty good.  

 
Caprock Coulee Trail

Of course, about 2 miles into the hike, my “feel good” ankle 
started not feeling so good.  I debated as to ask for a ride back 
down once I reached River Bend Overlook but decided to press on 
- glutton for punishment that I am.  I would have been a great 
religious flagellate.  

One really strange feature I came across was two large sandstone 
formations that at first I thought were petrifactions.  No, they were 
just unusual sandstone formations.  



 
The two large sandstone formations at the top of the stairs fooled 
me for a minute into thinking they were wood petrifactions.

Next to them was a massive wavy formation of sandstone that was 
intriguing.  I can’t imagine what caused those peculiar formations.

 
The sandstone formation looks like 4 tree trunks fused together.

Tomorrow, I head for Voyageur National Park in Minnesota.  I’m 
staying at a lodge called Ash-ka-nam in Orr, Minnesota.  From 
there, I’ll do short day hikes in the only part of the park you don’t 
have to canoe.  Most of Voyageur  is waterway where you canoe, 
portage, canoe, portage, ad infinitum. 



Voyageur is close to the Boundary Waters of Minnesota.  I’ve 
canoed those waters 3 different times.  The first time was with a 
local north Mississippi council Boy Scout trip.  The second time 
was with a New Orleans Boy Scout council and the last time was 
in graduate school with graduate buddies.  I’ve done all the 
canoeing (and more) that you could do in Voyageur.  

It’s a 10 hour plus drive, so I’ll be ready for a shower, clean sheets, 
and soft bed.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 59 
17 May 2018 
It started raining around 4 am this morning.  I was up by 5 am and 
started packing.  Unfortunately, I had to pack the tent wet, so when 
I get a chance, I need to dry it out.  I was out of the park by 6:30 
am and headed to Ash-ka-nam resort in Orr, Minnesota.  It was 10 
and 1/2 hours of driving, mostly through a rain storm in North 
Dakota.  There were a couple of white knuckle moments on the 
interstate with truckers but it all worked out OK.

When I got to Ash-ka-nam, they had no record of my reservation.  
I have no reservation confirmation but I do have correspondence 
with “Mindy” at the place asking her to give me a call to give her a 
credit card number.  I then completed that section on my spread 
sheet I used for trip preparation, so that means she called and I 
gave her the number.  

In any case, it worked out.  I was scheduled to be in the motel unit 
but they have placed me in the “condo”.  It has a kitchen, two bed 
rooms and a bath with living room and, horrors, a television.  
Unfortunately, it has no smoke detectors or sprinklers and it is 
made completely of wood.

Apparently, all their staff has quit except for the restaurant and 
fishing excursions since no beds were made.  I found Ashley, who 
works at the bar, and she provided me sheets, towels, soap and 
shower curtain.  I made my own bed, installed the shower curtain, 
and then realized the place had no toilet paper.

Instead of bothering them again, I decided to use my stash in the 
jeep.  As I was getting to the correct container for the tp, Lucas 
approached me and asked if he could help.  He mostly cleans fish 
for the fishermen but kindly agreed to go get me some toilet paper.

At least the fishermen are having luck.  Lucas told me he cleaned a 
lot of fish today.  It is rainy, cold, and probably perfect walleye 



weather.  He said they were mostly catching them on jigs.  My luck 
with walleye has been with spoons, and he said they were catching 
some on spoons also.  Maybe I should have used jigs when I was 
up in the Boundary Waters years ago. 

Dinner tonight was at the Ash-ka-nam bar and grill.  I decided to 
have two stiff bourbons and a Philly Cheese Steak sandwich with 
fries - grease is good.  

Since I got up so early, I’ll turn in early tonight.  The good news is 
the visitor center and hiking trails are just a few miles down the 
road.  

 



Cross Country Trip - Day 60 
Voyageurs National Park 
18 May 2018 
Never, ever book reservations at a fishing resort during walleye 
season.  The people below me last night started playing bean bag 
toss at 11 pm inside their suite.  I kept hearing this ka-thunk, ka-
thunk, ka-thunk.  Finally at 11:45 I walked downstairs and 
knocked on their door and asked them to quit tossing the bean bag.  

It was raining out so they apparently moved the bean bag toss 
inside.  They said they didn’t realize anyone was upstairs.  I went 
back to bed.  They started talking, laughing, drinking, and 
otherwise having a great time until 3 am.  They could have kept 
going but I realized I had a white noise app on my phone.  I turned 
on the app and turned up the white noise selection to high.  I was 
able to doze off around 3:30 am. 

After my rounds today, I came back to about 8 people playing bean 
bag outside.  I’m sure I’ll hook up the white noise again tonight.  I 
doubt they fished much today.



I had breakfast at the restaurant/bar.  I’m beginning to suspect it 
wasn’t me that made the mistake reservation-wise.  The woman 
who took the reservation (TWWTTR ) was running the bar.  After I 
explained, she just kind of shook her head. 

As an explanation of my suspicion, last night, someone ordered a 
Blue Moon beer on tap.  The woman who ordered it brought it 
back to the bartender and stated it was not Blue Moon.  The 
woman who took my reservations apologized and couldn’t seem to 
correct it. 

This morning at breakfast, the story comes out they hired someone 
to bring in the kegs to the cold room and hook up the taps.  They 
apparently failed to realize there was a numbering system (and the 
kegs are not marked by brand except at the tap - when you connect 
them, you remove the identification of the keg).  

Now the problem becomes how many did the guy hook up wrong.  
Were they selling the wrong beer all night?  TWWTTR decided it 
had been switched with Fat Tire.  Her husband wasn’t so sure.  
They kept messing around with the taps, kept tasting the beer - I 
volunteered - and it seemed to me the two taps (Fat Tire and Blue 
Moon) were the same.  

It was then I realized the TWWTTR was reading the numbers 
wrong on the taps.  Her husband just shook his head.  

In between all this, I finally got breakfast (it took a while to get the 
order, get the husband back in the kitchen to cook it, and then bring 
it out.  I left them wondering how many kegs had been mislabeled 
at the taps.

I stopped in at the Voyageur’s Trail loop as you turned into the Ash 
River Visitor Center (closed, of course).  It was a short 0.5 mile 
trail that led you down from uplands to bottom lands and back up 
again.  It was a neat, easy trail.

Voyageurs is an interesting park.  It is designed for boating. 
 Thirty-eight per cent of the area is water with a few hiking trails. 



 There are no camp sites available except by canoe or boat of some 
type.  Since I wasn't going to canoe or boat to a campsite, I chose 
Ash-ka-nam resort.

My next stop was Beaver Lake Overllook, a short 0.4 mile round 
trip trail with a great view of a lake formed by beavers (alas, I 
didn’t see any). 

 
Beaver Pond Overlook sans beavers

From there, I decided to head to the one visitor center that was 
open of the three in the park - Rainy Lake - which is east of 
International Falls.  To do that, I had to go to International Falls, 
something I’ve always wanted to do.  It consistently has the coldest 
temperatures during the winter in the contiguous U.S.  



 
Rainy Lake Visitor Center Marina

At Rainy Lake, I hiked the Oberholtzer trail which had a couple of 
loops that looked out over Rainy Lake.  The trail ended up as a 
1.95 mile in and out trail with nice wildflowers.  



 
The Oberholtzer Trail - listed as 1.7 miles out and back but my gps 
had it at 1.95

 
View of Rainy Lake from the Oberholtzer trail



I returned to International Falls, washed clothes, had a blizzard at 
Dairy Queen, and bought a subway sandwich for dinner.

Before you place too much blame on TWWTTR, let me let you in 
on a dirty little secret.  Yesterday, when I was packing up the tent, I 
forgot I had not taken my glasses out of the tent.  There are pockets 
in the tent and I always put my glasses in one of the pockets by the 
cot before I go to sleep.  They are now safely ensconced in the 
Kingdom 8 tent and stored in the Thule carrier.  

Hopefully, the frames are flexible enough that they are OK.  When 
I take the tent out to air it, I’ll hopefully recover intact glasses.  
Thankfully, I have a spare I keep in the jeep. So, maybe I did fail to 
make the reservations - not.



 
Marsh Marigold (Caltha palustris L.) found in roadside ditches, 
lowlands, and swamps. It's quite abundant and obvious this time of 
year with very large yellow blooms. It's related to the buttercup 
family of plants.

Tomorrow, I head for Ashland, Wisconsin for a quick overnight 
before heading to Isle Royale.  I'll be taking the seaplane out of 
Hancock, Michigan.  I'll spend one night at the seaplane base's 
cabin, one night camping on Isle Royale, and if the seaplane makes 
it back the next day, I'll spend a second night at the cabin.



Cross Country Trip - Day 61 
19 May 2018 
This may be my last post for three days.  I’ll be in Hancock, 
Michigan tomorrow staying at a cabin hosted by Isle Royale 
Seaplanes.  The next night I’ll be camping on Isle Royale and the 
third night, back in the cabin.  Whether or not I have wifi or cell 
signal is questionable.  I should have it in Hancock, but no 
guarantees.  It depends on where their cabin is located.

I used the white noise app again last night on my cell phone and 
got a great night’s sleep.  Either the white noise helped or the 
fishermen below me all conked out from the night before.  It was 
cold and rainy when I got up this morning but at least it wasn’t 
raining when I packed the jeep.

Breakfast was again at the restaurant/bar.  People are more laid 
back here and relaxed.  It took a while to get the order, breakfast, 
and then pay them for the meal.  However, I was in no hurry 
because it was only a 5 hour drive to Ashland, Wisconsin where 
I’m staying at a Quality Inn.  

I checked in a little after 12:30 pm and I asked for the second floor 
at Quality Inn so I won’t hear any tromping of feet above me.  The 
lady at the desk was very nice and upgraded me to a king room that 
is directly over the lobby.  It has a nice sitting area with a couch 
and two comfortable chairs, a very large bathroom, a desk, and, of 
course, a king bed.  Not bad for $107/night and much nicer than 
the “condo” at the resort which was more expensive.  

Two nights ago at the resort, I closed the door to cut down on the 
noise.  The next morning, when I opened the door, the molding and 
the piece of wood that holds the lock came off in my hands.  It 
looks as if a previous tenant had kicked the door open and 
shattered the lock piece and undone the molding.



I pushed the lock piece back in place as best as I could and leaned 
the molding up against the wall.  The next night, the molding 
attacked me from the rear.  I was lucky none of the brads cut me.  
This morning, I debated whether to mention it to the owners.  I 
then looked more carefully, and was able to push the lock piece 
back into place and replace the molding.  I’ll let the next tenant 
worry about it.  The owners don’t seem to care too much about the 
property.  They seem to never leave the bar/restaurant.  

It was a straight shot from Orr, Minnesota on highway 53 to 
Ashland, Wisconsin.  I passed through Duluth for the fourth time 
in my life.  I have to admit the town looks better this trip than the 
three previous visits.  Duluth is an ore town.  Most of the trains 
from the west head to Duluth to offload ore and coal to the Great 
Lakes shipping lines.  In years past, the town looked a little grimy 
with a thin layer of coal dust all over everything.  Things are 
looking up for Duluth these days.

The Quality Inn in Ashland sits on Chequamegon Bay of Lake 
Superior.  Superior always impresses, if not with its size, with the 
change that takes place within minutes on the lake.  From one 
minute it is calm and the next is like a raging sea.  At this moment, 
there are white caps.  

Dinner tonight will be somewhere in Ashland and then tomorrow is 
a short 3 hour (hopefully) drive to Hancock.  So far the gps in the 
jeep has been spot on on time.  That means I can sleep late 
tomorrow and get a late start.  Now I need to check the weather on 
Isle Royale. 
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Yesterday, after I checked into the Quality Inn in Ashland, 
Wisconsin, I thought I might better check with Isle Royale 
Seaplanes about Monday’s flight and my staying at their cabin on 
Sunday nite and Tuesday nite.  

It’s a good thing I did.  Ken, the pilot, answered the phone.  He 
couldn’t find the reservation software but we had a long talk about 
camping on the island and such.  Then he found I was indeed 
scheduled for a Monday morning flight at 8 am and a return flight 
on Tuesday at 5 pm.  I had it as a 4 pm flight but that could simply 
be the time zone change and how Apple’s calendar doesn’t seem to 
convert those times.  

He stated he had no idea about the cabin and would have Jon, the 
owner, contact me.  Jon emailed me that the cabin was no longer 
an option due to a sewerage problem.  He directed me to the 
Ramada Inn Waterfront in Hancock, 1.1 miles from the seaplane 
base.  He said they had a special rate of $89 for people using the 
seaplane. 

I went online and checked the place out.  The $89 isn’t special - it’s 
their normal rate.  In any case, the person at the desk reserved a 
room for me on Sunday night and Tuesday night.  I’m glad I 
decided to check!

By the way, the Quality Inn serves a real breakfast.  You can even 
get eggs to order.  Strangely, they did not serve or have available 
any meat on the menu.  Waffles, Pancakes, French Toast, eggs any 
style - just no bacon, sausage or ham.

The drive from Ashland to Hancock was short - 3 hours.  Along the 
way, I kept seeing something white blooming along side the road.  
Finally, I stopped and looked.  It was the white trillium blooming 
in profusion along the hillsides that got afternoon sun.  I took a few 



quick shots with the camera and then noticed something growing 
among the trillium.  I was thrilled to see the dog-tooth violet.  I’ve 
always read about them but never seen them.  

 
Dogtoothed Violet (Erythronium americanum) shown as it 
naturally hangs the flower downward



 
Dogtoothed Violet (Erythronium americanum) The flowers hang 
down so to get an image of the tepals and stamens, I had to hold 
the flower upside down.

After checking into the Ramada Inn, I went to the jeep and began 
packing for my overnight at Isle Royale.  My hope is to get a space 
at the Washington Creek Campground which is next to the Visitor 
Center.  Ken (the pilot) thought I should be able to get space, 
especially since the seaplane will beat the boats to the island.  

The packing went smoothly.  I’m sure I forgot to pack something, 
but for one night, it should not be too bad if I did.  I certainly 
packed enough granola, meat bars, energy bars, and what not for 
two days in case the seaplane can’t make it back to the island on 
Tuesday.  The pack is pretty heavy but most of the weight is water.  



There’s water at the campground but it may not be turned on as 
yet.  The park opens in April but they don’t announce their 
schedule for the summer on their web site.  They say there are 
limited services available.  We’ll see.  

After the packing, I decided to tour Hancock.  It didn’t take long.  
It’s an old mining town on the Portage Ship Canal to Lake 
Superior.  I like the old buildings and it looks fairly prosperous 
although downtown is mostly restaurants.  

 
Bridge over the Portage Canal which separates Houghton (shown 
in the background) and Hancock, Michigan. The Portage Canal 
leads to Lake Superior.

Across the canal is the city of Houghton, Michigan.  It seems there 
may be a little rivalry between the two towns.  Houghton claims 
the title of birthplace of organized professional hockey.  Hancock 
has a city sign saying their youth groups won state championships 
in hockey - a little dig, I think.  

It goes a little further than that.  Once you cross the bridge from 
one town to the other, the bridge automatically routes into each 



others’ downtown area.  It’s like they insist you visit the town 
before you can go anywhere else on their road system.  

Even finding the Ramada Inn was difficult because of the way they 
route you from the bridge, into town.  Once in town, unless you 
know the cutoff, you are immediately routed back to the bridge.  
It’s very confusing!

Tomorrow there will be no post unless there is a phone signal at 
Windigo Visitor Center, which I doubt. 

Here's a sign I thought was cut in the Ramada Inn Lounge. In case 
you can't read it, it says "Martinis! Helping People Lower Their 
Standards Since 1927!”



 
Sign in the lounge of the Ramada Inn Waterfront, Hancock, 
Michigan
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21 May 2018

I set the alarm for 5:30 am but, of course, I was up before it went 
off. I needed to be at Isle Royale Seaplane base which was about a 
mile down the road from the Ramada Inn by 7:30 am. The first 
person to greet me was Ken, the pilot I talked to on Saturday. He 
was not flying (twisted ankle - seems to be a pattern here).  Instead, 
it was Tomás who actually lives in Naples, Florida. The company 
flies out of Naples in the winter and they’ve only been operational 
here for a week. Apparently there was ice at the landing site at 
Windigo last week. 

There were 3 other passengers, all female.  There were two 
significant other guys following them on the noon flight. One of 
the women is a high school teacher of special ed. All five are 
hiking the 30 mile Feldtmann Lake Trail loop and camping out 
along the way. They were extremely nice and we all had great 
conversations. Their hike is the one I would have done except for 
scheduling problems and ankle problems. 

The take off and landing were perfectly smooth and Tomás was 
very informative along the way. He told us he started flying in 
2012 so it’s surprising he’s flying commercial so quickly. He did an 
excellent job. The flight time was about 35 minutes. 



 
Tomás (on the right) at the dock at Isle Royale

You check in with the ranger who was Valerie. Interestingly, the 
park service says their visitor center is not open until 25 May. 
Instead Valerie greeted us with a smile. I also found out you could 
have your propane gas shipped ahead.  That means I could be 
eating a hot meal tonight instead of granola.  

Valerie did a quick orientation and then we were off. I’m staying in 
shelter number 7. I was going to stay in shelter 3 and two hikers 
were just vacating it for me when I found I liked 7 better. 

 
Cabin Number 7 - Washington Creek Campground - Windigo, Isle 
Royale



The shelter is a three sided lean-to like structure with the fourth 
side screened in. My biggest worry was finding either a shelter or 
tent space at Washington Creek campsite. I didn’t need to worry. 
Valerie suggested to pitch the tent inside the shelter because of 
cold temperatures. It dropped below freezing last night and her 
biggest complaint from campers was the cold.  

 
Tent inside the cabin - worked out great!

Once settled in, I decided to hike the Grace Creek Overlook Trail. 
The map sets it as 1.9 miles one way. At the overlook you get a 
nice view of Grace Creek below and Lake Superior on the horizon.  
My gps clocked it at 4.2 and with hiking into and out of the 
campsite, I managed 5.2 miles. My ankle decided that was enough. 



 
Trail to Grace Creek Overlook - 4.2 miles round trip



 
Grace Creek from Grace Creek Overlook - elevation 750 feet

 
Lake Superior from Grace Creek Overlook - 750 feet above 
Superior



The general store is semi-open. They have most anything you need 
food wise, but again, the park service said it wouldn’t be fully open 
until the 25th. 

I recovered enough by 3 pm to hike to the general store and 
purchase a can of  Pringles, a Snickers bar and a Pepsi. That 
invigorated me enough to hike the 1 mile nature trail. 
Exhaustingly, it’s 0.3 miles to the campsite, so every time you 
leave and comeback, you chalk up another 0.6 miles.  That adds up 
after a while. All total today was 7.4 miles. 

 
Nature Trail - 1.2 mile loop

On the hikes, and in the campsite is plenty of moose poop. I even 
saw young saplings where they had stripped the bark for food but 
no moose sightings. It’s calving time. It seems they all valve within 



a week or two of each other. Since the wolf population has 
nosedived on the island, the moose population has exploded. Last 
count was 2,400 meece. 
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It was cold last night but with my 20F bag, long johns, air mattress 
and foam pad, I stayed pretty toasty. I was up by 6 am and decided 
to hike a ways on the Huginin Trail. It’s a 9.4 mile loop and I knew 
I wouldn’t do the whole loop.  

 
Wild Ginger (Asarum canadense L.)

This is a very pretty trail where you cross over Washington Creek 
and walk through a fir forest. After about a mile, my ankle started 



to ache and I decided to turn back.  I was carrying the big pack 
with the water full in the hydration system plus two Nalgene 
bottles, also full.  Water weighs a ton!

 
Skunk Cabbage (Symlocarpus foetidus (L.) Nutt.)

The result of turning back around 9 am was I had plenty of time to 
kill before our 5 pm flight back to Hancock.  I re-walked part of 
the nature trail after my ankle quit throbbing, dozed a little on the 
picnic table, had lunch (more Pringles, another Pepsi and another 
Snickers bar.  Always eat healthy, I say.  

Around 1:30 pm, two guys appeared at the picnic shelter where 
you are supposed to wait on the plane.  They were Joe and Tim 
who had just spent 5 nights in the backcountry hiking from the 
northeast end of the island to the southwest end of the island - 
according to their account 72 miles.  



 
Mergansers on Washington Harbor

Both could hardly walk.  They even spent one day covering a 20 
mile stretch.  They are graduate students in business at the 
University of Michigan and are apparently best buddies.  After 
talking a while, they settled into an intense game of cribbage 
(portable board and all).  Tim was the expert and Joe was the 
learner.  

 
Like a duck (Merganser) out of water!

During the game we talked hikes, national parks, gear, and any 
other thing that backpackers do.  I admire their ability to do 72 
miles in five days.  Just before I left to go to the sea plane dock, 



they asked me to take a photo of them by the Windigo sign.  I was 
happy to since upon my arrival, the three ladies asked the same and 
then took a photo for me.

 
Welcome to Windigo - closest I came to a moose are their antlers at 
the base of the sign

Tomás flew in right at 4:30 pm for a 5 pm departure.  We all four 
talked trips, experiences, and what not for the return flight.

As I mentioned in a previous post, this was the one about which I 
had the greatest anxiety.  It ended up being totally anxiety free.  I 
was able to find a camping space and the sea plane took off and 
landed right on time.  Isle Royale Sea Plane is a great company 
that serves this area and the Naples, Florida area.  I highly 
recommend them. 

This also signals the end of my camping experiences for the 
remainder of the trip.  Saugatuck is 2 nights at a bed and breakfast, 
Cuyahoga is a Comfort Inn, en route to Acadia is a B&B, Acadia is 
a B&B, en route to Shenandoah is Quality Suites, Shenandoah is a 
lodge, then two nights with my cousin Jimmie and Stephen, and 
then a B&B en route to home. 

I would have preferred camping more - not to mention the cost 
savings - but when some national parks don’t let you make 



reservations, you pay the price of a motel when the campground is 
full.  

The one thing I would do differently would be to ask for state park 
lists, Bureau of Land Management lists and U.S. Forest Service 
lists as a plan for when national parks don’t accept reservations.  
Of course, there is no state park, BLM or USFS on Isle Royale so I 
had to take my chances anyway.

Hopefully, a good night of sleep before a 10 1/2 hour drive to 
Saugatuck!
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For the first time on this trip, I don’t have to be anywhere 
tomorrow.  There are no scheduled hikes, no unscheduled hikes, 
just plain ole relax.  I happen to be in a place that might be ideal - 
Saugatuck.

 
Downtown Saugatuck

This town has been recommended to me many times by many 
people, but especially by Michel and Nancy, who, like me, came 
down from Isle Royale for a visit.  It’s a charming town just on the 
verge of being too touristy but not quite.  It reminds me a little bit 
of a clean Key West before the box stores came in.  



 
Saugatuck Village Hall



 
Harbor at Saugatuck - Lake Michigan

I pulled into town at 4:30 pm after a 10 hour drive from Hancock, 
Michigan.  The most exciting thing about the trip was to cross the 
Mackinac Bridge from the upper peninsula to the lower peninsula.  
It opened in 1957 and I remember reading about it in Time and Life 
when I was in college at Ole Miss.  It’s fascinated me ever since.  
It is currently the fifth longest suspension bridge in the world at 8, 
614 feet. 



 
Crossing the Mackinac Bridge

I was a little worried as I approached the bridge as fog was coming 
off Lake Michigan.  However, when I got to the span, things 
cleared up quickly.  The toll is $4 for a car with extra for extra 
axles.  That’s cheap enough.  

I checked into the Hidden Garden Bed & Breakfast which is about 
three blocks from the lakeshore.  It’s a beautiful B&B with a 
fireplace, king bed, and kitchen with breakfast already in the frig 
for tomorrow morning.  Jonathan met me at the registration and 
gave me a quick run down on the town and things to see.  



 
Tuscany Cottage at Hidden Gardens B&B

 
Sleep tight!



 
Living room and fireplace at Tuscany Cottage/Hidden Gardens

Actually, my plan is to do as little as possible for the next two 
nights.  I had dinner at Phil’s about 4 doors down from the B&B 
and had a so-so gumbo but an outstanding appetizer of scallops.  
Actually, they compare very favorably to those I’ve had in some of 
the best restaurants in Key West.  Again, the Key West comparison.

 
Phil's Bar & Grille - I recommend the scallops appetizer!



I kind of need the down time here.  Even though the Isle Royale 
trip did not turn out to be the difficult experience I anticipated, it 
did take its toll emotionally getting there and getting back.  

I’ll try to post a few photos tomorrow of what very little I intend to 
do in Saugatuck.  There are lots of ice cream and chocolatiers so 
you may be looking at several of those type photos.



Cross Country Trip - Day 66 
Saugatuck, MI 
24 May 2018

I have landed smack dab in the middle of middle America.  
Saugatauck is what the rest of America would like to be: 
manicured lawns, picket fences, well maintained roads, a 
waterfront, plenty of business.  I can certainly understand the 
attraction of the place.  I’ve heard Chinese and German today 
along with midwest and southern. 

The only problem is it is a little too, too.  It’s a great place to visit 
but I’m sure the tourist trade would get very, very old, very very 
quick.  I will admit I took the entire day to myself and pampered 
myself.  I was physically tired.  Not tired of the trip, just tired.  I 
needed it.

I started the day with the breakfast provided by the B&B which 
was a fresh fruit medley of pineapple, grapes, blueberries, and 
strawberries.  In addition, they had freshly made cheese and jam 
with crackers. This came with coffee, orange juice and milk if you 
wanted cereal.  There was also pumpkin bread muffins.  I pigged 
out.  

Next up was a 90 minute massage by Steve of Steve’s Massage.  I 
asked for a deep tissue and it was almost a deep tissue but it 
certainly was relaxing.  He came to the cottage and set up right in 
front of the fire place.  Several times I almost dozed off.  Steve was 
very good at finding the individual muscles and working them.  

For lunch, I took a page from Michel and Nancy and had yellow 
perch at Wally’s.  They are considered famous for their perch and I 
have to agree it was pretty damn good.  It came with French fries 
and some unpronounceable beer.  



 
Wally's famous yellow perch!

I walked around downtown (old town) and the shops are very 
upscale.  They, of course, sell t-shirts but there are a lot of high end 
goods also on the shelves.  For what I’m paying for the cottage 
($277/night) you can tell they have the more well-to-do in their 
sights.  Unfortunately, I’m not well-to-do so the only sale made to 
me today was ice cream.

I do admit to wanting to spend the rest of my retirement money on 
a couple of shirts in a store right next to the B&B but managed to 
stay out of it today.  They are Italian made and beautiful and would 
fit right in in South Florida.

Dinner was recommended by Jonathan at the B&B - The 
Southerner.  He says he eats there most nights when he dines out.  
They are famous for their fried chicken - it won second place in the 
“Best of the West” contest.  I thought it pretty good -much better 
than most, but I still prefer my own recipe from Mom: flour, salt, 
pepper, and Crisco.  Slow cook with a lid until almost done and 
then remove the lid and up the temperature to brown it off.  



 
The Southerner - famous for their fried chicken

Last night, I took advantage of the whirlpool in the room.  It took a 
little while to figure out how to turn it on, but the hot water and 
circulation helped my ankle.  Tonight, it’ll just be a regular shower 
- I hate wasting water - you have to cover the jets before you turn it 
on and that’s a lot of water for one person.

The weather has been perfect.  Low 70’s in the day and upper 50’s 
at night.  You would hardly know this place gets cold in the winter.  

For some reason, I didn’t sleep well.  There is a little musty smell 
in the cottage and that and my tiredness caught up with me.  I went 
to bed around 11 pm and waked at 4 am.  I read a little and went 
back to sleep at 5 am and finally got up around 7am.  I’ll probably 
sleep well tonight.

It’s a short drive (4 1/2 hours) to Cuyahoga Valley National Park 
near Akron, Ohio tomorrow.  It’s a step down in accommodations - 
the Comfort Inn in Akron.  





Cross Country Trip - Day 67 
25 May 2018 
Although the trip distance was short, major portions of the 
interstate 480 was “under construction” (albeit without any 
workers) and the speed limit was 50 mph.  People really hated me 
on that drive since I drove the speed limit.  I had the last laugh 
since OHP was pulling people over right and left.  Still it only took 
me about 5 1/2 hours to make it to Independence, Ohio.  I was 
originally scheduled for a Choice hotel in Akron but they contacted 
me and said the hotel was no longer participating in the Choice 
program.  The next closest to Cuyahoga Valley National Park was 
a Comfort Inn in Independence.  

I checked in around 2:45 pm and even though check in was at 4 
pm, they gave me a room on the third floor for the next three 
nights.  

From there, it was wash clothes (again) and the desk clerk gave me 
directions to the nearest Laundromat, some 1.5 miles down the 
road I drove in on.  I got the laundry done and then looked up the 
nearest pressure car wash.  It was just down the road from the 
laundromat and so I spent the next hour trying to get the dried, 
dead bugs off the front of the jeep and the cargo box.  

The problem was the pressure wash was $2.50 for 4 minutes.  Four 
minutes is barely enough time to soap the vehicle much less scrub 
any bugs.  Believe me, it took some scrubbing.  I think I had to 
renew five times to get the bugs off.  It seems that Michigan has a 
particularly nasty little bug that glues itself even more tightly than 
our beloved Florida lovebugs.  

I ran out of quarters, then ran out of dollar bills and then had to go 
around begging for change for a $20.  Even though there was a 
person on site, they couldn’t give change since they didn’t have 
access to the computer.  



Alls well that ends well.  The jeep looks semi-sparkling and I feel 
better that I don’t have a layer of dead bugs all over the place.  Of 
course, NPR news announced a Chrysler recall that includes the 
Jeep Grand Cherokee for my year for the cruise control - the single 
feature I use most on the jeep.  It apparently will stick on some 
vehicles and gives the feeling of a run-away jeep.  Mine has 
worked perfectly.  Even though they recommend not to use it, I’ll 
continue to do so until I can get it in for the recall. It’s a software 
update, so I may be able to do it through UConnect.  

The last two days have been good for my ankle.  I’ll probably only 
do short hikes tomorrow to continue to allow it to recuperate.  

To my Florida family, what gives?  I leave you alone for a couple 
of months and you go and have the first named storm of the season 
before the season starts.  That’s not good.  What are you trying to 
do - welcome me back with a hurricane?



Cross Country Trip - Day 68 
Cuyahoga Valley National Park 
26 May 2018 
I have very mixed feelings about Cuyahoga Valley National Park.  
On the one hand, when you actually get to a trail and walk it, it’s 
quite. beautiful, tranquil, and much like the area in and around 
Tishomingo State Park in northeast Mississippi where I did my 
graduate work.

The air was perfumed with the scent of Black Locust.  It's the 
largest stand of these trees I've seen and they were all in bloom at 
once.



 
Black Locus (Robinia pseudoacacia L.)

Then there is the mishmash of towns and private land intersecting 
and interweaving the park.  There’s Garfield Heights, Sagamore 
Hills, Bedford, Macedonia, Northfield Center, Cuyahoga Falls, and 
Richfield.  I think I passed through every one of these communities 
while trying to find bits and pieces of the park scattered among 
them.
 
Add to that the very touristy train through the park (a fake engine 
pulls Pullman’s through the park albeit pushed by diesels) and you 
have ready made traffic jams along a major artery of the park.  

When I did get to get on a trail, it was great.  I got some great 
wildflower shots and got to see some interesting waterfalls.  



My first stop was the visitor center.  Or I tried to stop at the visitor 
center.  The website says it is open - it is not - it is under 
renovation.  I did find a temporary visitor center (not labeled so as 
you could tell - just a building sitting off the side of the road.  I 
picked up a map and The Valley Guide (each park names their 
guide).  

There was a parking lot for the train and it was almost filled.  I 
would suspect this is one of the busiest parks in the National Park 
Service.  There were park personnel, police, and volunteers all 
directing traffic and there was a huge concession area for while 
you waited for the train. 

My first hiking stop was Brandywine Falls.  I did the short 0.5 mile 
hike down to the falls which was a mostly boardwalk and steps 
down.  After that, I decided to do the 1.4 mile loop called 
Brandywine Gorge which takes you by the falls again.  It was a 
great trail and I enjoyed it tremendously.

 
Brandywine Falls



 
Steps to Brandywine Falls

Next up was Blue Hen Falls.  The sign points you to a parking lot 
(already full by mid-morning) which is actually the overflow for 
the falls parking lot across the road (and unmarked).  I found a 
place down the hill from the falls to park the jeep, walked back to 
the parking lot and walked a short section of trail (unmarked) that 
turned out to not be the trail to the falls.  



 
Blue Hen Falls

Backtracking along the road, I finally noticed the across-the-road 
drive that led to the falls.  It was a 0.5 mile roundtrip to a very 
attractive little falls.  I’m not sure why it is called Blue Hen, but 
there were more people there and on the trail than could have 
possibly parked in one of four locations near the falls.  I have no 
idea from where those people came.

Lastly, I decided to head to Bridal Veil Falls - listed as a falls 
within the park but is actually a Cleveland MetroPark.  The park 
suggests the best time to visit is after a rain storm but I didn’t have 
time to wait for one, so I headed to see it anyway.  Once you park, 
you again wonder where is the trail?  It is across the road from the 
parking lot.  These were not spectacular falls but were attractive 
enough for the short 0.5 mile round trip hike.  



 
Bridal Veil Falls

With the loop, the falls, and incidental walking, I think I must have 
made 3 1/2 miles today.  I noticed my ankle warning me so I called 
it quits and headed back to the comfort of the Comfort Inn in 
Independence.  

There is a trail I would like to hike tomorrow (2.2 miles) called 
The Ledges with some spectacular overlooks of the valley below.  
It is also supposed to be excellent for wildflowers.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 68 - 
continued 
Spring Wildflowers of Cuyahoga 
Valley National Park 

 

 
Black Locus (Robinia pseudoacacia L.) 



 
Squawroot (Conopholis alpina Liebm.) - parasitic on oak 
and beech roots 

           
 Spring Beauty (Claytonia virginica L.) 



  
Mayapple (Podophyllum peltatum L.) 

 
Mayapple (Podophyllum peltatum L.) 



 
Hazelnut (Corylus americana Walter - also called filberts - 
yes, that hazelnut you put in your coffee 
  

  
Foamflower (Tiarella cordifolia L.)



 
Solomon's seal (Poloygonatum biflorum (Walter) Elliott)



 
False Solomon's Sea (Maianthenum racemosum (L.) Link)

 
Eastern Waterleaf (Hydrophyllum virginanum L.)



 
Bluet (Houstonia caerulea L.)



 
Blue Phlox (Phlox divaricata L.)

 
Wild Geranium (Geranium maculatum L.)



  
Wild Columbine (Aquilegia canadensis L.) 



Cross Country Trip - Day 69 
Cuyahoga Valley National Park 
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This has to be the quietest motel I’ve ever stayed in.  I’m not sure 
if it is because I am on the top floor (3rd) or if there aren’t that 
many people on the top floor, or if it is extremely well insulated.  
In any case, I am much appreciative.  I’ve gotten two solids nights 
of sleep because of it.

The day started out foggy and it progressed to looking like it would 
rain any minute.  By the time I made it to the park and started to 
load my pack, the sun had come out and it was a beautiful day for 
hiking. 



 
Ledges Loop Trail

I think I mentioned in a previous post I wanted to hike the Ledges.  
This is an area of the park that overlooks the valley floor and it has 
a loop of a trail that meanders along overlooks.  



 
Ledges Loop Trail

It is an easy trail to hike (the loop is around 2.2 miles, depending 
upon who you believe or which sign you believe) and you can veer 
off the loop like I did and hike the 2.2 mile loop called Pine Grove.  



 
Ledges Loop Trail

The trail starts from a parking lot next to the Ledges Shelter.  From 
there, it descends onto the forest floor and then goes back up to the 
overlook.  Neither the descent nor ascent is terribly steep.  This is a 
very walkable trail.  



 
Ledges Loop Trail

The parking lot was mostly empty when I pulled in with maybe 10 
cars.  By the time I left, it was nearing full.  

 
Ledges Loop Trail

I particularly wanted to walk this trail as it was recommended for 
wildflowers.  It was not to disappoint.  I suppose the average 
person would not think a lot in bloom, but if you know what to 
look for, there was plenty of stuff to photograph in bloom.



 
Jack-in-the-Pulpit (Arisaema triphyllum (L.) Schott)

As I progressed through the hike, I kept hearing feet behind me.  
This seems to be a very popular running trail.  I probably had about 
20 runners either pass me or meet me on the trail, and some I met 
or passed twice.  

It’s also a popular dog walking trail.  Thankfully, everyone had 
their pets on leash.  



 
Black Fox Squirrel. Both the Eastern Squirrel and Fox Squirrel 
have black varieties

I finished up both trails and was done by 12:30 pm.  I debated 
whether to hike some more but my ankle suggested it was time to 
call it a day.  

I was back at the motel by 1:30 pm after a quick lunch at 
McDonald’s.  I hoped into the shower and removed some trail 
grime.  For some reason, the trail was muddy and I got more than a 
little on my pants and me.  

Tomorrow, I head for Olmsteadville, New York for a one night stay 
at bed and breakfast called Alpine Homestead.  From there, I head 
to Acadia National Park.  The drive to Olmsteadville is around 9 
hours with about the same drive into Bar Harbor.



Olmstedville has no cell signal and no WiFi. Will post tomorrow 
from Bar Harbor. 



Cross Country Trip - Day 70 
Niagara Falls 
28 May 2018

First, a salute to all us veterans!  

OK, I lied, they have WiFi.  I didn’t ask earlier and after I returned 
from dinner, I found out they do have it.  

Today was a banner day.  I checked two bucket list items off: 
Niagara Falls and the Adirondacks.  

I was directed by gps to shuffle off to Buffalo.  I had no intention 
to go to Niagara Falls but it is only 20 miles out of Buffalo and I 
decided it was too close not to go.  The same thing happened the 
first time I visited the Grand Canyon.  I had no intention of visiting 
the Grand Canyon  but at a conference in Scotsdale, I determined it 
was stupid not to go.

 
There's a pot of gold at the end - the only problem is you have to 
go by barrel



When you get to the city of Niagara Falls, you are guided to the 
state park.  Appearances can be deceiving.  Finding a parking 
space is tough.  Once you are close enough to the falls, you are 
directed towards a money making garage at $20 a car.  I found 
street parking for $3.  

 
Niagara Falls (American falls) and Maid of the Mist

Everything is well done.  It no longer looks like the movie version 
Niagara with Marylin Monroe, Jean Peters and Joseph Cotten. I 
love that old movie.  Instead, everything is up to date and ready to 
take your money.  

 
Maid of the Mist



I did the cheap tour and simply walked to the falls overlook.  I 
didn’t pay for the observation tower or the Maid of the Mist.  I 
stuck to the American falls, mainly because I didn’t bring my 
passport.  I understand the Canadian falls are much more 
picturesque but I was satisfied just being able to see the American 
falls.  

To be honest, I expected them to be a little higher than they were.  
Still, I wouldn’t want to go over them in a barrel. 

The drive up to and through the Adirondacks was great.  I passed 
places that looked like they could have been the set for Mr. 
Blandings Builds His Dream House with Cary Grand and Myrna 
Loy.  I also saw places that looked like they could have filmed 
Dirty Dancing.

The Adirondacks have fascinated me since my days as a Boy Scout 
at Camp Kickapoo outside Clinton, Mississippi.  They had a 
secluded area in the camp for special occasions called the 
Adirondack shack.  It was a simple three sided shed for camping.  

Then, there was The Last of the Mohicans by James Fenimore 
Cooper. 

Later, I was introduced to Adirondack chairs.  Much of the area 
does remind me of parts of the Smokeys as well as areas of Camp 
Kickapoo.  Let’s just say I am an avid “tree eater.”  

I pulled in to the Alpine Homestead around 5:15 pm and met Barry 
and Peggy, the owners.  I’m in the Tannery room with a king bed.  
My private bath is down the hall.  There is no breakfast with the 
B&B but that’s OK since I need an early start tomorrow for Bar 
Harbor.  It’s a 9 hour drive.  



 
Alpine Homstead B&B - owners Peggy and Barry

 
Tannery Room at Alpine Homstead B&B - private bath down the 
hall

Again, I’m amazed at the accuracy of the gps.  It’s self corrects 
along the way, but eerily, it seems to provide an accurate estimate 
as you begin even though it cannot predict the stops.  Perhaps it 
has learned my bathroom breaks.
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Damn birds!  They roused me at 4:30 am.  I was on the road by 
6:30 and in Bar Harbor by 4:30 pm.  I can tell you that upstate 
New York, Vermont and New Hampshire need to spend some 
money on their roads.

I programmed the gps to omit toll roads and it took me the back 
roads through back country, small towns, hamlets, and villages.  I 
didn’t know they still called places hamlets and villages but it’s in 
their name.  

Norman Rockwell country is very much alive and well.  
Sometimes I think I could see myself in one of these little hamlets 
but then again, I think I would go more stir crazy than I already am 
in Fort Lauderdale.

I’m staying at the Yellow House B&B about 300 feet from the 
harbor in Bar Harbor.  Why it’s called the Yellow House, I have no 
idea.  



 
Yellow House Bed & Breakfast - Bar Harbor, Maine

I’m on the ground floor with my own little private porch.  The 
bedroom is huge - I think it must have been the dinning room at 
one time and the bath is equally large.

 
Jack's Room at Yellow House. Haven't found Jack yet

Chris was sitting on the front porch and greeted me as I drove up.  
After a brief introduction to the inn, and a brief survey of the town, 
places to eat, and trolleys to take, I decided to do a walk-about.  
That’s basically Main Street.  



I found a Chris recommended restaurant called Galyn’s and had 
their carrot-ginger soup and a $20 lobster roll.  To be honest, 
Kelly’s Landing in Fort Lauderdale is better and much cheaper.  
However, I was seated on the glass enclosed patio and had a 
perfect view of the harbor.

 
Galyn's on Main Street, Bar Harbor, Maine

I then decided to walk the 1/2 mile shore path that traces the 
shoreline of the harbor.  All the rich muckity mucks  who own 
property on the shore agreed to allow the path to be made for 
tourisms’ sake.  



 
Bar Harbor from the Shore Path

I confess to walking down to the rocks below and looking for 
rockweed - the genus Fucus about which I taught for 34 years.  I 
loved this particular alga and got off on talking about how it 
reproduced based on the tides of the harbor.  I also had students 
come back from trips to Maine and tell me how it was indeed very 
slippery when wet.  It secretes a slime coat over the surface to 
protect it from the sun’s rays and desiccation at low tide. For the 
first time in my life I got to see it in its natural habitat.  I take my 
joys where I can get them.  



 
The darker material is rockweed attached to the rocks at low tide.

 
Rockweed - the genus Fucus. It has air bladders that hold it up in 
the water during high tide. At low tide, it collapses on the rocks 
and the reproductive structures are extruded. When the tide comes 
in, the sperm are released and swim in the water to fertilize the 
eggs.



I’m debating whether to take the Chris recommended 2 1/2 hour 
trolley trip of Acadia for $40.  I probably will.  I’m not sure I want 
to do a lot of hiking in this park but I do have my eye on one or 
two short hikes.  I figure the trolley trip may be a good way to get 
an overview for the first day and then hike the second day.  Then 
again, I may just chuck the trolley tour and do the hiking the first 
day.  

 
Bar Harbor harbor

Apparently the weekend was a massive tourist surge.  Most people 
have now left the island and it is much quieter now.  I think I 
passed have the Memorial Day tourist trade as I was coming in and 
they were on their way out.  

Early to bed tonight because of the damn birds!



Cross Country Trip - Day 72 
Acadia National Park 
30 May 2018

Today was my first full day at Bar Harbor and Acadia National 
Park.  I decided to do the tourist thing and take Oli’s Trolleys for 
their 2 1/2 hour trip along the Park Loop Road and Cadillac 
Mountain Road.  

I walked down to the waterfront from the B&B and purchased my 
ticket and then walked to the departure point on West street.  I was 
45 minutes early and fell into a conversation with Andrea who 
works with the trolley company and who proceeded to show me on 
the map great hiking areas within the park.  The 45 minutes went 
fast with pleasant conversation.  Andrea moved to Bar Harbor from 
NYC four years ago and laughingly related she saw her very first 
moose on a trip to Yellowstone this year.  The moose is the state 
mammal of Maine and there are plenty on the island.

Bar Harbor is called Bar Harbor because of a sand bar leading to 
Bar Island that is exposed at low tide.  You can actually drive 
across it if you are 1 1/2 hours before and after low tide.  Woe unto 
you if you get stuck in the sand or caught with the incoming tide.  
Todays tidal surge is listed at 11.7 feet so you, you vehicle, and 
your cargo box would be underwater. 

Perhaps an apocryphal story is a lobster fisherman noticed a kayak 
afloat.  Upon investigation and trying to get it out of the water, he 
found a car attached.  Andrea was very insistent it was not a good 
idea to try to cross other than walk across.  

The tour guides (Sindy and Gary) said you were ok 2 hours on 
either side of low tide and encouraged everyone to drive across it.  
I think I’ll stick with Andrea’s suggestion.



The trolley made three stops: Thunder Hole, Jordan Pond, and 
Cadillac Mountain.  All three were interesting.  Sindy was breaking 
in as driver and tour guide and you could tell she had trouble 
memorizing her spiel but she was game and kept at it.  Gary filled 
in when she drew a blank.  It was a little disconcerting but the talk 
was full of history of the island.

John D. Rockerfeller was a major mover and shaker on the island 
and there are miles of carriage trails (he hated automobiles) still in 
use today.  You can stop at the stables within the park and take a 
carriage ride through the park’s trails.  

 
Egg Rock Island and lighthouse

The rich and super rich made this their playground in the summer 
and built “cottages” for them and their friends.  The cottages, of 
course, are small castles.  Sindy used the term “conspicuous 
consumption” over and over on the trip.

Thunder Hole was the first stop but unfortunately for us, it was not 
thundering.  The ocean was fairly calm and there was virtually no 
wind so we didn’t get to hear anything.  



 
Thunder Hole - which was not thundering today - too calm

 
View of the Atlantic from Thunder Hole overlook 

Next was Jordan Pond which is a massive freshwater lake that 
provides drinking water for Northeast and Southwest Harbor.  It is 
also sometimes called “The Bubbles” for two mountains at one end 
of the lake.  I’m surprised, with the French influence in this area 
from French explorers, they were not called Les Grandes Tetons!



 
Jordan Pond and "The Bubbles”

Our last stop was the most impressive - Cadillac Mountain at 1530 
feet above sea level.  You got expansive vistas of the Atlantic 
Ocean, Cranberry Island and Little Cranberry Island, Sutton Island, 
Greening Island and Baker Island in one direction and in the other 
direction, Frenchman Bay and Bar Harbor.  

 
Cadillac Mountain

The weather was cooperating and it was crystal clear so you view 
was only limited by line of sight.



 
Bar Harbor from Cadillac Mountain

After the tour, I walked to the local post office and sent off some 
post cards, then purchased a wildflower book on Acadia National 
Park (very well done) and then headed to Galyn’s again to partake 
of Holley’s suggestion of a blueberry martini.  

Gayle, the bartender, said I had two choices: Sky blueberry vodka 
or a locally brewed vodka of native Maine blueberries.  Of course, 
I opted for the local version.  

I think I mentioned before I had been in the Boundary Waters 
canoe area three times in the past.  My first trip happened to hit the 
height of blueberry season and we had blueberries for breakfast, 
lunch and dinner.  I got tired of them.  Only recently have I been 
able to eat fresh blueberries with cereal in the morning and don’t 
ask me to try a blueberry muffin, pancake, or bagel.  

To my amazement, the martini was excellent.  I was the only one 
in the bar so Gayle and I had quite the conversation.  I may even 
order another for happy hour when they are half price.

In exploring the downtown area, I found Cadillac Mountain 
Climbing, a sports store.  I walked in and was just looking and ran 
across an ankle brace for the left ankle.  I decided to spend the $40 
for the brace.  I got it back to the B&B and was about to try it on 



when I found an antitheft device still attached.  Strangely, the 
alarm did not sound when I walked out of the store.  I had to trudge 
back to the store to get them to remove it.  The brace seems to 
work and I can fit my shoe over the brace.  I’ll try it out for the day 
and see if it helps my ankle.

Tomorrow, I intend to head to the park visitor center, pick up some 
information, and perhaps do some short day hikes around the areas 
I saw from the trolley.  I then may head to Southwest Harbor - 
where Martha Stewart has a house - and do some short hikes there.  
Maybe I'll get to meet Martha!
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It was a busy day!  I also had one of the highlights of the trip 
today.  More about that later.

Breakfast at The Yellow House has been excellent.  They start out 
with a small bowl of fresh fruit, yogurt, and granola.  Then they 
bring the entree.  The first morning it was French toast with orange 
zest and almonds.  Today was a leek frittata with home grown 
herbs and a great orange/cranberry scone (home made).  I may 
delay my start tomorrow in order to get their breakfast.

My goal was to hit the visitor center before any hiking.  That 
turned out to be a problem.  The main highway into and out of 
town is ME-3 and it’s under construction and one way for part of 
the way in and no way on the way out.   The problem is the visitor 
center is just off ME-3 and it’s the “you can’t get there from here” 
story.  You have to take alternate roads.  

After about 45 minutes, I finally found the correct road, and then 
found the visitor center.  It pretty much was a waste of time.  I 
usually like to get the park map (already had that) and their 
newsletter which amazingly, is pretty informative.  This national 
park doesn’t produce a newsletter.  

Off I went to start my first hike.  I decided to try to hike The 
Bubbles.  Both the South Bubble and North Bubble are short hikes 
(0.5 miles each) and I was wearing the ankle support under my 
boots, so I thought it would be no trouble.  It wasn’t. My ankle 
held up fine  but the problem came when the trail split to each 
bubble.  



 
Trail Marker to South Bubble

I decided to hike the South Bubble first and then retrace my steps 
to the split in the trail to the North Bubble.  



 
South Bubble Trail

Once you got to a certain point on the South Bubble trail, it had a 
sign that indicated “Bubble Rock”.  This was pointed out to me on 
the tour yesterday and I wasn’t interested in seeing the rock again, 
so I continued on the trail.  

The trail started down to a section described as the Bubble 
connector.  It wasn’t.  It was also some of the most difficult 
downhill I’ve done because it was over a boulder field.  Once at the 
bottom, you were no where near where you thought you’d be.  
Instead, you were at Jordan Pond.  



 
Jordon Pond from South Bubble Trail

My choice was to either go back up the boulder field or circle 
around the pond to a short trail back to the parking lot.  I opted not 
to climb the boulder field. After getting back to the jeep, I found I 
had meandered 2.4 miles.  It was beautiful along Jordon Pond with 
a great breeze.  

My next stop took me to the southwestern end of the island to Bass 
Harbor and Bass Harbor Light.  There’s a steep set of steps that 
lead you down to the water’s edge where you can get a partial view 
of the light.



 
Stairs down to observe the lighthouse.

 
Bass Harbor Light



You can then backtrack and walk to the base of the light.  As usual, 
all U.S. Coast Guard lights are now automated.  It would have 
been cool to have been the light keeper with the view of the 
Atlantic from the lighthouse.  This ended up as 0.4 miles.

My next stop was Ship Harbor which seems to be an area open to 
the ocean that some small ship could possibly get into.  I think a 
better name would have been smuggler’s cove.  It looks idea for 
rum running.  

 
Ship Harbor

There are some stunning views of the cove and then of the ocean.  
I clocked in at 2.0 miles on this hike. 



 
Ship Harbor Trail

My last stop of the day was the best - and not for the hike.  The 
trail is called Wonder Land and it turned out to be exactly that for 
me.  The loop was 1.5 miles and there is some great coastland but 
what made this significant for me was I finally, finally got to see a 
pink lady slipper in bloom.  

 
Wonder Land Trail

I have been looking for lady slipper orchids my entire trip along 
the northern tier of states and had given up hope of seeing one in 
bloom.  



 
Pink Lady Slipper Orchid (Cypripedium acaule Aiton) 

There, on an outcropping (and fenced off by the park service) were 
several in bloom in an area I would have never expected them.  To 
be honest, the entire trip of 81 days has been worth it for me just 
for this find .  I’ve looked for these orchids for years, as a graduate 
student, a college professor, and as a hiker these last four years.  
Finally!  Life is good!

Total mileage today was 5.9 miles.  My ankle began to act up and I 
decided to call it a day after the Wonder Land hike.  I actually 
found my way back to Bar Harbor with little difficulty.

Tomorrow I head for Connecticut for one night before I hit 
Shenandoah National Park!



Cross Country Trip - Day 74 
1 Jun 2018

I was up and out of The Yellow House by 6:30 am.  It was a fairly 
short trip over fairly decent roads through Maine, New Hampshire, 
Massachusetts and Connecticut.  The only strange thing was to be 
on interstate highways the whole way and having to pay tolls.  I 
paid cash to the tune of $7 total for Maine and New Hampshire.  I 
have no idea how much the Massachusetts tolls will be since they 
do it only by tag.  

When I was at Niagara Falls, they gave you a web site you could 
log onto and pay the toll.  There was no ability to do that for 
Massachusetts.  I have to wait for an invoice.  That has to be 
expensive.  I’ll probably owe $100 for tolls.

I made it to the so-so Quality Inn in Stratford, Connecticut and 
immediately started a load of clothes.  I think I’ve washed more 
frequently on the trip than at home, but then again, the hiking 
clothes need washing after one use.  They don’t pass the sniff test 
after a hike - then again, neither do I.

It was overcast the whole trip today with intermittent rain showers 
but nothing to hinder the travel.  I think Massachusetts drivers are 
the most impatient of the states I passed through today.  Speed 
limits are obviously only suggestions to state residents.

After washing clothes, I wanted to hit a Subway for dinner (and 
keep the half left over for lunch tomorrow.  Unfortunately, 
TripAdvisor was not up-to-date and the Subway shop was no 
longer there.  I then opted for the #1 recommended restaurant in 
Stratford: The Lazy Dog Tavern which was bar food.  That means 
fried and I’ve about had it with fried food - a horrible thing for a 
Southerner to say.



As I pulled up to the tavern, I noticed a Polish sandwich shop and 
opted for their selection.  I chose the meat lovers sandwich on a 
Polish roll.  I now have half left over for lunch tomorrow.

Tomorrow, I wind my way to Shenandoah National Park and Big 
Meadows Lodge.  I really do like staying in national park lodges 
when possible.  Hopefully, the weather will hold so I can do some 
hiking.  The ankle brace seems to be working its magic and I 
haven’t had any twinges with the ankle today.  Keep your fingers 
crossed! 



Cross Country Trip - Day 75 
2 June 2018

Yup, I can pick 'em!  Two hours sleep, I think, last night.  It was 
partly my own fault.  I went to bed at 10:30 pm and tossed and 
turned because the motel was busy with people still checking in. 
 Also, I-95 is right outside me window.

Traffic noise doesn't bother me.  What bothered me was next door. 
I think there was a couple in the room but people kept coming and 
going all night long, whether it was the couple or others. I finally 
dozed off around 2 am after I used the white noise app on my 
phone.

At 4 am, someone, I assume either on the other side of them or 
someone below them pounded on their door.  It got quieter then but 
I was up at 5:30 am and someone left the room again.

It would have been easier if they had put in a revolving door. 
Whether it was a young lady of the evening entertaining or 
whether someone was selling drugs out of the room, or whether 
they had nicotine fits and had to have a smoke break every 10 
minutes, I don't know but the motel staff was strangely uncurious. 
There are cameras in the hallway so they surely knew of all the 
commotion.

If I can stay awake on the drive to Shenandoah, I intend to go to 
bed early tonight.  Stay away from Quality Inn in Stratford if you 
like your sleep.



Cross Country Trip - Day 75 
Shenandoah National Park 
2 June 2018

As I was leaving the motel hell today, I told the manager about the 
couple in the room next to mine and told him I only got two hours 
sleep.  He was very apologetic and took $20 off my bill, but that 
was not the point.  He said he understood he couldn’t give me back 
my sleep but he really wanted to do it.  Oh well.

From Stratford to Washington, DC, the traffic was stop and go.  
There was only one time there was an accident, otherwise, it was 
people merging and causing the slow downs.  Several times on 
I-95 we were dead stopped.  It made me feel closer to home!

It was kind of a thrill passing all the historical places as you drove 
down I-95.

I got to Shenandoah National Park around 4 pm.  I’ve seen some 
dense fog in my days but nothing like the fog today in the park.  
The speed limit in the park is 35 mph and I had to drive around 20 
mph just so I could see a few feet in front of me.  

Not only the fog, but my Sirius let me know I was in a flash flood 
warning zone.  Nothing like traveling the path of a tropical storm.  

It was so foggy, I drove past the lodge and had to ask two people 
where it was located.  I finally found it and checked in.  



The view from my window which overlooks the mountains is 
spectacular.

 
View from my window at the lodge



Dinner tonight was Osso Buco made with pork.  It was in a bed of 
stone ground grits.  I have to admit, it was pretty good.
I think I’ll have a Jack Daniels and branch water and hit the rack.  
After two hours sleep and 8 hours of driving, I’m all done in.

Tomorrow is another day.
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Shenandoah National Park 
3 June 2018

I know you are tired of hearing me complain about hotels/motels.  
Today, you get to hear me complain about lodges.  I assume all 
national park lodges are run by outside companies.  For example, 
Xanterra runs Old Faithful Inn.  Big Meadow Lodge is run by 
Delaware North.  I’ve never stayed in a Delaware North run 
facility and hopefully won’t again.

When I found the room, I noticed it was hard to open the door with 
the key. Once in the room, I kept noticing little things: the previous 
tenant had left some garbage in the wardrobe, the lavatory basin 
was dirty, the floor felt gritty, and the ice bucket was filthy.  

Then last night, the couple above me came back to the room 
around 12:30 am.  The good news was I went to bed last night at 
8:30 pm so I got a good 4 hours of sleep before they came in.  
They kept moving chairs, opening and closing doors, and in one 
weird experience, kept turning lights on and off.  I know because 
you could hear the light switch.  Apparently there is no sound 
proofing between rooms and floors - they even mention this in the 
lodge information folder.  

I immediately decided I needed to see how to run the heat (which 
kept turning on and off every few seconds) to run the fan 
exclusively.  With the fan running on high and my white noise app, 
I was able to drown out their conversations.  I don’t think they 
realized you could hear them.  I must have dozed off around 1:30 
am and waked around 6:30 am.

This morning was the worse.  I prepped the coffee maker before I 
went to bed and enjoyed two cups of coffee.  I try to clean out the 
coffee pot, remove the coffee grounds, and get it ready for the next 



morning wherever I stay.  As I was cleaning out the pot, I noticed 
something in the bottom of the pot.

Upon closer examination, I discovered it was a fungus.  I had 
drunk two cups full.

Before going into the dinning room for breakfast, I stopped at the 
front desk and let them know I was less than satisfied with the 
cleanliness of the room.  They called housekeeping and by the time 
I got back to the room, they were getting ready to go in.  I asked 
them to come back later.  It’ll be interesting to see if they do 
anything other than make the bed.

Fog and rain are forecast at 100% today, so I decided to do no 
hiking.  Instead, I drove to the nearby Byrd visitor center to buy 
the park stamp.  Just as I was about to pay for it, the rangers told 
the couple in front of me they couldn’t sell anything from the 
ranger station.  The concessionaires were flooded out and could not 
make it into the park.  

The northern Dickey Ridge visitor center 50 miles away is open 
and selling things, so I decided to drive the 50 miles.  Around 7 
miles along the Skyline Trail, the fog got worse so I turned around 
and returned to Big Meadows.  

It was then that I struggled again with the lock for about 5 minutes.  
I walked back to the office and told them something was either 
wrong with the lock or the key.  He gave me a new key and I’m 
about to try that out. 

Tomorrows forecast is sunny - for one day - and then more rain 
and fog.  I overheard one of the staff tell some guests that the 
weather had been foggy and rainy ever since they opened weeks 
ago.  Hopefully it will clear up enough to go for a hike.  I would go 
anyway in the rain but all the views are obscured by fog and all the 
plants are beaten down by the rain.

If it clears a little, I may walk around the area some and I'll amend 
the post later today.



Cross Country Trip - Day 77 
Shenandoah National Park 
4 June 2018

Thank goodness the rain has stopped and the fog has lifted.  I was 
getting a little moldy!  I was finally able to get a look at the lodge 
sans fog.  

 
Big Meadows Lodge

I also discovered there was a patio which overlooked the valley 
below.  I wondered why there was a row of rocking chairs facing 
windows.  However, when I took the photo, the fog was still in the 
valley.



 
View from the patio of Big Meadows Lodge

I debated which hike to take today.  There were several choices.  I 
knew I wanted to hike the Lewis Springs Fall trail but the park 
information warned the rocks were slippery.  I was debating 
whether to hike that later in the day and then decided the rocks 
would never dry out enough to be safe.  Caution to the wind, I 
embarked on the supposed 3.2 mile hike (my gps said 3.73).  The 
first stop was Blackrock Viewpoint, the highest point in Big 
Meadows at 3720 feet.  It was a short 0.2 mile walk that started 
about 2680 feet so you were not walking up a big, steep hill.  

The view from the top was pretty nice.



 
Blackrock View Point

As I started to walk the rest of the trail, I met a hiking companion.  
Actually, he was a little shy and decided to run ahead on the trail.  

 
Shy Hiking Companion

From there, you walk down the trail that goes past the view point 
and merge with the Appalachian Trail (AT) as it traverses the 
Shenandoah.  I haven’t actually been on the AT in years and it was 
kind of nostalgic to get back on it even if for a short segment.



 
Appalachian Trail

The trail is marked with white blazes.  The Lewis Springs Falls 
trail is marked with blue blazes (actually both are paint splotches 
on the trees).  



 
AT Trail Blaze

The AT parallels the lodge and then the Lewis Springs Falls trail 
veers left and down.  And down. And down.  You drop 1247 feet to 
the falls. The path was indeed rocky, and slippery and I had to be 
extra careful of the footing.  Thank goodness for my walking stick!



 
Lewis Springs Falls Trail

As you travel downward, you sometimes have to follow the trail 
that has water running through it from all the rain the past week.  It 
was shallow enough you could simply walk through the water and 
still not get your socks wet.  



 
Lewis Springs Falls Trail showing cliff face above you

On occasions, you got a get view of the valley below.

 
The fog finally dissipated.

The falls were roaring with all the runoff.  I noticed two hikers 
below me trying to get better views of the falls.  The falls are 
actually 81 feet hight but you can’t see the best part of the falls 
from the trail.  If the falls were not running so fast,  you could take 



a  side trail that would take you below the main part of the falls for 
a photo but today would have been suicide to try that.

 
Lewis Springs Falls (hiker trying for a photo)

The hike back up to the top was very short (0.8 miles) but also 
very steep.  I must be getting into shape.  I was able to hike the 
1247 foot elevation with only one brief rest stop!  Bring on Mount 
Everest!  

After making it back to the top, I rested at Blackrock View Point 
and then got to the jeep and drove to the visitor center about a mile 
away and purchased my passport sticker.  Lunch was a sandwich at 
the Wayside Restaurant next to the visitor center and then I decided 
that was enough hiking.  

Tomorrow, I head to Greensboro, NC for a visit with my cousin 
Jimmie and her husband Stephen.  They are great hosts and treat 
me too nice.  I may have to get them to have their neighbors make 
a lot of noise like its been at the motels this trip so I can sleep.

Actually, last night was not too bad.  The couple from the night 
before left and someone new came in above me and they went to 
bed soon after I did.  I slept very soundly.  

So, it's been a great trip!  Here's a review of national parks, 
national monuments, and other sights visited:



Guadalupe Mountains NP 
Carlsbad Caverns NP 
Saguaro NP 
Petrified Forest NP 
Painted Desert at Petrified Forest NP 
Meteor Crater (private) 
Death Valley NP 
Channel Islands NP 
Pinnacles NP 
Lassen Volcanic NP 
Redwoods National and State Parks 
Mount Rainier NP 
Mount St. Helens NM 
North Cascades NP 
Craters of the Moon NM 
Great Basin NP 
Capitol Reef NP 
Black Canyon of the Gunnison NP 
Great Sand Dunes NP 
Theodore Roosevelt NP 
Voyageurs NP 
Isle Royale NP 
Cuyahoga NP 
Acadia NP 
Shenandoah NP.

I'll continue to post on the blog a few things for the next few days 
but the national park part of the trip is finished! What an 
experience!  I encourage everyone to get out there and get 
traveling!
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Greensboro, NC 
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I bid a fond farewell to Shenandoah around 8:45 am and headed 
south.  This is a park I would like to get to know a little better.  I 
was pleased with the Lewis Springs Falls Trail and if any of the 
other trails in the park are similar, they are worth hiking.  The bear, 
of course, was an unexpected extra.  

My route was highway 33 to highway 29.  I passed through 
Charlottesville for the second time in my life - the first was several 
years ago with Rob Nathans on our way to New York city.  I didn’t 
stop this time.  Rob and I stopped for dinner at a truck stop but 
only after we got lost downtown, if that’s possible in 
Charlottesville.  

Today, the town has a totally different connotation from the  
University of Virginia and Thomas Jefferson and James Monroe - 
bigly ugly.  I feel for the city and hope it recovers.

The trip to Greensboro was around 4 1/2 hours.  I pulled into town, 
diseled up the jeep and headed to my cousin Jimmie and Stephen’s 
house.  They always make me feel at home - and the family I am.  
As usual, we laughed over old times, remembered friends and foes 
and our childhood.

It just occurred to me we didn't rehash burning our cousin Joe Lee 
at the stake.  We'll have to do that before I leave.  I suppose it was 
a good thing Aunt Mabel stopped us before we lit the fire.

Jimmie made Waldorf salad and we all sat down to a helping of 
that.  Jimmie’s Waldorf is an especially tasty variation of the 
classic.  She (and I) both prefer pecans to walnuts.  Again, 
childhood - the first time I ate Waldorf salad was at the Gulf Cafe 



in Morton, Mississippi (our home town).  Strange that a little cafe 
in a little town turned out such fancy food.

We later headed out to dinner at a local Greek restaurant.  Usually 
when I get a Greek salad, they overdo the feta.  This salad was 
perfectly done.  I did the gyro wrap and it was very filling.  You 
also couldn’t beat the price for the amount of food.

Tomorrow, we plan to head to Chapel Hill to visit the botanical 
gardens.  At one time, UNC Chapel Hill was considered the 
premier botanical school in the country.  Only the University of 
Michigan was considered its near equal and Michigan specialized 
in ferns.  After tomorrow, I can now say I went to UNC Chapel 
Hill -nothing like padding one’s résumé.  Too bad it’s not needed 
any more.  Technically it wouldn’t be a lie - rightttt!  



Cross Country Trip - Day 79 
Greensboro, NC 
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I got a great night sleep.  I always do at Jimmie and Stephen’s.  
Maybe it something to do being with family.  

Breakfast was coffee, a bagel, and some more of the Waldorf salad.  
I never thought about it making a great breakfast but I asked for it 
specifically.  Since Jimmie and I were kids, we always did the 
unusual with food: mayonnaise sandwiches (sprinked with sugar), 
banana sandwiches with mayonnaise, gutnuts, etc. 

Jimmie’s Waldorf is apples, pecans, celery, raisins, with yogurt 
instead of mayonnaise, and in this case, she had some left over 
shredded coconut.  You have to admit it’s very healthy and I can 
testify it’s delicious!

We then got an early start to North Carolina Botanical Gardens at 
Chapel Hill.  Somehow, even with Garmin gps, we overshot the 
place by a mile or more.  When we doubled back, we found the 
gardens just off the highway we exited.

I wasn’t sure what to expect but these are the best native plant 
gardens I’ve ever experienced.  They had wonderful shaded trails 
with accurate signage identifying the plant by common name, 
scientific name, and family.  



 
North Carolina Botanical Gardens at Chapel Hill

The gardens are broken down into habitats found within the 
Carolinas: piedmont, sandhills, coastal plain, and mountain.  It also 
had speciality gardens like cooking herbs, medicinal herbs, 
poisonous plants, and native American plants.  



 
Me and Jimmie

If you ever get the chance, and are in the Chapel Hill area, these 
are a must stop.  Entrance is free except on holidays and special 
events.  

We stopped in Burlington at Hursey’s Barbecue and had broasted 
chicken.  Before you you ask, it’s fried chicken done in a pressure 
cooker.  It was crisp, moist, and delicious.  Apparently, it’s a 
famous stop on the campaign trail as all the state governors and 
several Presidents, ex-Presidents, and future Presidents make the 
stop.  Hopefully, one day, I’ll return for the barbecue.  However, 
you can’t go wrong with the chicken.

Tonight, we’re staying in and eating in.  That’ll give us more time 
to catch up with each other before I leave tomorrow morning for 
The Addison B&B on Amelia Island, Fernandina Beach,  Florida.  
Tomorrow is my last night on the road for the foreseeable future. 

Jimmie made a wonderful chicken dish with egg noodles.  The 
chicken was done with garlic, tomatoes, and spices.  It was very 
tasty.  There was a side dish of green beans and also garlic bread.

I’m still compiling some statistics for the trip but so far, I know 
I’ve hiked 123 miles with the largest elevation gain of 3,000 feet at 
Guadalupe Peak National Park.  



My last cross country trip in 2016 was 66 miles of hiking with the 
greatest elevation gain of 1300 feet at the south rim of the Grand 
Canyon.  I can only assume I would have done more miles this trip 
than 123 if my ankle hadn’t convinced me otherwise.  I’m not sure 
I would want any more elevation gain than 3000 feet in one hike.  

My odometer was reading 10,000 plus miles when either I 
accidentally reset it or some glitch occurred.  Since then, I’ve 
added 5,500 miles with around 800 more to go, so I think my trip 
will end up at over 16,000 miles with one oil change (and ready for 
another) and a new set of tires.  

Again, I'll keep posting until I get home and maybe a day or two 
afterwards.
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Fernandina Beach, FL 
7 June 2018

I left Jimmie and Stephen around 8:30 am and headed south.  I 
always have mixed emotions when leaving.  Jimmie and I were so 
close as kids - more like brother and sister.  She’s found a gem in 
Stephen.

It’s official.  I love Fernandina Beach.  I think I remember my 
friend Joel telling me he and his extended family used to have 
family reunions here.  I can certainly see why.  It’s like a clean, 
upscale Key West.  I will be back!



 
The Addison - Fernandina Beach, Amelia Island, Florida



 
Lobby/Living Room

 
Breakfast room at The Addison

I checked in around 4:30 pm and met Ron and Lisa, the new 
owners.  Apparently, from the time I made the reservation to 



showing up, the inn had changed hands.  Lisa is a former 
pharmacist and both were in corporate America and decided they 
had had enough stress.  

  
My room is second floor, left. Room 14

This is a lovely place to stay.  I highly recommend it.  They have a 
wine social where they serve h’ors d’oeuvres and offer breakfast.  
The couple are very personable and the rooms are quite nice.  



 
Room 14

 
Courtyard at The Addison



 
My private balcony at The Addison

I used TripAdvisor to see what was available to eat locally and 
decided on España, a tapas bar and restaurant.  It was a great 
choice.  I had their traditional shrimp in butter and garlic and their 
patatas brava (potatoes with spices).  This is a great place.  The 
wine selection is good and I chose a Rioja and later ended with a 
tawny port.



 
España Tapas Bar and Restaurant - I highly recommend it!

I wish I had more time to explore the town.  It has great restaurants 
like Key West, very interesting architecture and numerous old 
buildings to add character.  Like I wrote, I will be back.

A small correction. I misread the odometer yesterday.  I think the 
trip has been more along the lines of 12, 000 miles rather than the 
15,000 I wrote before.  In any case, I climbed the equivalent of 4.3 
miles (22,481 feet elevation gain) on 69 different hikes.  The 
maximum elevation I reached was 9,271 feet above sea level.  My 
greatest increase in elevation for one hike was the 3000 feet at 
Guadalupe Peak at Guadalupe Mountains National Park (and yes, 
it almost killed me).  I also had one hike of over 2000 feet and 
three hikes of over 1000 feet. I feel pretty good about that.  

According to my gps in the jeep, it’s a 6 hour drive home.  I 
suspect I’ll need to add an hour to that because of traffic jams of 
95.  If I leave here around 9:30, that should put me at 2451 around 
3:30 pm.  



Cross Country Trip - Day 81 
Back Home 
8 June 2018

Actually, today is 9 June but I was too tired to write the blog last 
night.  I pulled into the driveway yesterday around 1:30 pm (after 
skipping the breakfast at the B&B).  John, who had been staying at 
my place, apparently went on a cleaning frenzy before leaving and 
left me a sparklingly clean home.

Unfortunately, after I unpacked the jeep, it is no longer as clean as 
it was.

The biggest task was to unload the cargo carrier and hang it in the 
garage so I can park the jeep in there.  I also wanted to clean the 
outside (debug it literally) before hanging.  I used hot, soapy water 
and a scouring pad to get all the corpses off the carrier.

I washed a ton of clothes, even those that didn't need washing, and 
put them away.

Next was going through 81 days of mail.  I can't believe I get so 
much junk mail.  Every so often, I'd find an important piece, but 
most of it is pure junk.

It's interesting that after 81 days, I am having to re-establish my 
routine.  I forget little things - like the alarm code, where to put 
folded clothes, and even how to make my coffee.

It's a good thing I wrote out how to make the coffee for Steve when 
he stayed or otherwise I would have to re-experiment on the 
amount of grounds.

Today, other than my usual Saturday chores of cleaning the pool, 
the patio desk, and house (which I don't have to do thanks to John) 
my goal is to completely wash and clean the jeep.  It needs a deep 



clean.  I also need to get the oil changed but that will have to wait 
until Monday.

I also need to pitch the big tent and let it air out and eventually, 
over the next several days, re-store all the camping equipment.

This has been a great experience.  I can't wait to get started on all 
my photos: editing, compiling, labeling, etc. That should keep me 
busy until December and that's good, because I certainly can't 
afford to go anywhere.

Amazingly, my actual cost of the trip's lodging was within a few 
hundred of the estimated.  I did a pretty good job of that. The other 
expense was diesel fuel and dining out.

I now dread trying to balance three months of bank statements!

 



Chapter 26     
 
A Trip to Key West 

4-5 December 2018

I was going a little stir crazy at home watching the iguanas poop 
on the pool deck.  It's a losing battle.  I checked my calendar and I 
had a few open dates so I checked availability at the Equator 
Resort, my favorite place to stay in Key West.  I wanted the 4th, 
5th and 6th for my stay (to return on the 7th) and as luck would 
have it, those dates were open for my favorite room at the resort, 
#25.

 
View from my balcony at the Equator Resort



Twenty-five is at the top of the stairs in the original part of the 
guest house.  There is no one on either side of me and a single 
room behind me, so the noise level is pretty low.  The only time I 
had a problem with the room was years ago when you young 
people were running up and down the stairs.  These days, young 
people cannot afford the rates in Key West, so it is not an issue.

 
Another view from my balcony



 
My room at the Equator

After scheduling my time at the Equator, I checked TripAdvisor for 
things to do and then checked on my favorite restaurants for 
reservations.  I made reservations via Open Table and the only 
thing left to do was pack.

One unusual aspect of packing was a predicted cold spell.  We 
were to be down in the high 50's in Fort Lauderdale for the 6th.  I 
checked the weather for the Keys and Key West would be 10 
degrees warmer. I did pack one pair of long pants just in case.

I needed to reach the resort around 3 pm for check in and decided 
to leave Fort Lauderdale around 11 am to make the 4 hour trip.  
For some reason, it always takes me 4 hours, no matter how many 
stops, how many traffic tie ups, or how long I take for lunch.

The turnpike is the best way from my house and until you get to 
Key Largo, things move along well.  From Key Largo on down, it 
is mostly 45 mph even when the speed limit ups to 55.  Tourists 
often are in awe of the overseas highway and they slow to gawk, 
even in the 55 mph zones.



I made it exactly at 3 pm.  The next issue is parking.  Several years 
ago Key West instituted "residential parking" sites.  People who 
live in Old Town can reserve sites in front of their houses for a 
fee.  That took away a lot of on street parking.  Fortunately, since I 
am here for Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, there are still some 
non-residential spaces available.  I parked one block over from the 
Equator.  I usually never move the jeep once I park in Key West 
and simply walk everywhere I wish to go in Old Town.

The Equator has a happy hour from 5 pm to 6:30 pm where any 
and all drinks are free.  It's a good chance to socialize with other 
guests.  They post a listing of all guests, their home towns, and 
their room numbers.  I met a couple from Sweden, one guy from 
Kentucky who was amped about their bowl bid, and a guy from 
NYC.

Dinner was at Cafe Marquesa.  About five years ago I had the best 
meal of my life at the Cafe Marquesa.  I usually prefer to sit at the 
bar and the bartender does the serving of the meal.  Then about 3 
years ago, I returned to a new chef.  The meal was simply OK.  
Tonight, there was another new chef and to be perfectly honest, the 
meal was a complete disappointment - an expensive one at that.  
With a single drink, and an entree, the price came to $58 without 
tip.  I had grouper and I think it was actually previously frozen.  
It's been a while since I've had grouper (you have to worry about 
cigautera poisoning from large fish found on reefs).  I've always 
found grouper to be a delightfully flaky fish.  This was tough and 
stringy - more like shark than grouper.

I was tired and turned in early.  Unfortunately, I could not sleep.  I 
tossed and turned and finally dozed off around 3 am.  Of course, I 
waked at 6:30 am.  I stole down for a cup of coffee (they serve 
Starbucks 24/7 - eat your heart out Wilson) and returned to the 
room to surf the web for news, check email and do a crossword.

The Equator does a free breakfast from 8-10:30 am and I finally 
made it downstairs around 8:30 and had breakfast.



One of the things I came upon on TripAdvisor was a Coast Guard 
ship museum.  I was later to learn the Coast Guard Cutter 
Ingham had been docked in Key West since 2009 and I never knew 
about it.  I had heard about the Ingham since my induction in the 
Coast Guard in 1970.

 
United States Coast Guard Cutter Ingham

It was commissioned in 1936 and eventually was assigned convoy 
duty during WWII.  It actually was one of the few ships to sink a 
U-Boat during the war.  The Ingham was also in Vietnam and until 
its decommissioning was the longest serving military ship in the 
United States after the USS Constitution (which is still under 
commission).



 
1st class petty officers quarters

The Ingham is docked just east of Mallory Square in a section that 
has been renovated into a park called Truman Park (a part of the 
Truman Annex).  This was all new stuff to me.  It's a great park 
that borders on the harbor that abuts the Key West Naval Base (still 
in use with guards at the gates with M-16's).

I waited until 10 am and went aboard.  I was thoroughly welcomed 
by the volunteer on duty and proceeded to take the self guided tour 
through the ship.  The tour is amazing.  It has all kinds of 
memorabilia from WWII and Vietnam, and you can walk through 
most of the ship.  You can't get into the engine room but you get an 
overhead view of it on the tour.

As a former radioman, I was, of course, interested in the radio 
room.  You could walk right in and look at the transmitters. If you 
are ever in Key West, this is the tour to take.  However, you are 
warned the ladders (stairs for landlubbers) are very steep.



 
Radio Room

I found I was close to Fort Zachary Scott and decided to walk over 
there.  I think the last time I went to the fort was in 1985.  Back 
then, you had to slip through an opening in the fence of the naval 
station to access the fort.  That has all changed.



 
Fort Taylor parade ground

There's a modern entrance with great walkways and paths.  The 
fort hasn't changed any, but the maintenance of the facility is now 
much better.  The fort has one of the largest collections of civil war 
cannons on display anywhere.



 
Dahlgren Cannon

 
Beneath the fort

My lunch stop was at Starbucks.  My reservation tonight for 
Sarabeth's was canceled.  The owner actually called me to tell me 



their hood was scheduled to be cleaned on Monday but they 
notified her today that they couldn't make it until today.  She had to 
close the restaurant for hood cleaning because of the Key West 
attitude about work from contractors.  I'll try Mangia Mangia 
tonight for their scallops and pasta dish.

  



A Trip to Key West - Day 2 
6 December 2018

...or as I like to call it, the misadventures of Fred.  Mangia Mangia 
will have to wait until my next trip.  Around 4 pm I took advantage 
of the two pools and two hot tubs at the Equator, biding my time 
until happy hour at 5 pm.

Since I was heading to Mangia Mangia for dinner which only 
serves wine, which I knew I would not be drinking there, I had a 
martini at the Equator bar.  Against better judgement, I accepted an 
offered second one by the bartender.  I remember commenting to a 
guy from Delray sitting next to me that I thought the second one 
exceptionally strong.  In addition, the first one half filled the glass.  
The second one was to the top.

The next thing I knew (literally) I had lost my keys and a guy from 
Pensacola was walking me to the front desk for another key and 
then to my room.  He was afraid I would fall on the stairs.  At least 
I remembered to say thank you to him and then went to bed.  This 
had to be around 6:30 pm.  I waked around 9:30 pm, couldn't get 
back to sleep until 2 am and then got up at 6:30 am.

Never has a drink hit me so hard.  I don't know if it was an empty 
stomach, the lack of sleep the night before, or if someone slipped 
me a mickey (do they still say mickey)?  Everything after about 1/2 
of the second drink is a blur.

I saw the guy from Pensacola this morning and he confirmed I only 
had two drinks.  I thanked him again.  He assured me I didn't do 
anything wild or crazy at the bar.  However, there are cameras 
everywhere on the premises so I may be a YouTube star before you 
know it.

I'm not going too far from the guest house today - I don't want to 
be too far from a bathroom - and at 2:30 pm I have scheduled a 90 
minute massage.  It will be my first this year and I need my neck 



and shoulders worked on from sitting in front of the computer at 
home for long periods of time.  I can now add to that a hangover.

My plans tonight for dinner is Azur which is within a block of the 
guest house.  It is Mediterranean cuisine and the place has garnered 
some great reviews.  I just hope I have an appetite.

P.S.  No drinking tonight.

 



A Trip to Key West - Day 3 

 
7 December 2018 
 
It's altogether fitting that today is the 77th anniversary of Pearl 
Harbor and I just visited the CGC Ingham, a WWII ship much 
decorated for that war and for Vietnam. It has certainly been a date 
that even now lives in infamy. 
 
Last night's dinner at Azur was excellent.   I started with a pear 
salad with frisée lettuce.  Why do they serve frisée?  It's too 
difficult to get into your mouth without first cutting it to bits.  The 
salad was delicious but a workout.  
 
My entrée was yellow tail snapper with shrimp in a lemon butter 
sauce.  Yummy!  I had forgotten that Tom and Kurt had introduced 
me to this restaurant a couple of years ago.  It's associated with the 
Eden House Hotel.  Eden House claims to be the original hotel in 
Key West.  It was constructed in 1924.  I remember it from the 
movie Criss Cross starring Goldie Hawn.   
 
It wasn't a busy night at the restaurant and the service was 
excellent, the food was excellent and the atmosphere was 
excellent.   
 
I made an early night of it after dinner and was asleep by 9:30 pm.  
I got up around 6:30 am and had coffee and a bagel and packed.  I 
was on the road by 8:20 am and arrived home just a little after 
noon.  Traffic was pretty light for most of the trip except for the 
section from Key Largo to Homestead where there was a 
slowdown but no real reason for it.  In addition, continuous 
construction on the turnpike is always problematic but even that 
moved pretty well.   
 
Key West is always fun but I think I need more than 3 nights to get 
acclimated to the laid back pace of the town.  I remember I used to 
go for a week in the summer and after about day 4 I started to 
unwind.  The great thing about Old Town is the ability to walk 
everywhere and get some exercise and see the sights.   



 
I can only hope it's not another two years before I get back to that 
island paradise.  



Chapter 27 
 

Colt Creek State Park - Day 1 

 
9 January 2019 
 
There’s no getting around it - I needed to get out of the house 
again.  My Key West trip, instead of satisfying my wanderlust, 
only stoked it.  I decided to combine an invitation from the Reiss’ 
for a visit to their new home in Temple Terrace (outside of Tampa) 
with a Florida State Park.  
 
Judith and Chris are long time friends (and I do mean long time).  
Chris and I became full time faculty on South campus around the 
same time.  It was 1985 for me.  Chris probably predates me a few 
years.  Judith was the one who wrote my mortgage where I have 
now lived for 24 years.  We are opera buddies, New World 
Symphony buddies, and buddy buddies.  I hated to see them leave 
the east coast for the west coast of Florida but where one door 
closes…. 
 
I spent two nights with them in probably the quietest “big city” 
area I’ve ever been in.  They live next to the Hillsborough River in 
a home probably over 50 years old.  They moved in December 
2018 and I’m the first non-relative house guest.  I had a wonderful 
time.  The house was recently renovated at Judith has had the 
entire inside of the house repainted.  Chris is currently working on 
landscaping with native plants. It's a beautiful home and Judith has 
put her touches on it. 
 
They toured me around the Temple Terrace neighborhood, 
downtown Tampa, Davis Island and Ybor City.  



Street car, Ybor City



Street in Ybor City 
 
Although I have visited Tampa with the United Faculty of Florida, 
I never made it to Davis Island or Ybor City.  Both were a treat.



Judith getting ready to into The Columbia Restaurant 
 
An especial treat was to be treated to lunch at The Columbia 
Restaurant.  The decor was old Cuban/Floridian and the meal 
fantastic and tradition Spanish/Cuban cuisine.  



Atrium Dining Room of The Columbia Restaurant, Ybor City 
 
I headed out around 10 am this morning from their place to 
Lakeland, Florida.  I stopped for a view of Mirror Lake and then 
headed to the nearest Publix to stock up and some food for the trip 
to Colt Creek State Park.



Mirror Lake in Lakeland, Florida 
 
Colt Creek is probably one of the newest state parks in Florida.  
The main purpose of the park, according to the ranger, is to 
preserve the Floridan (FLOR eh dan) aquifer from where much of 
the state derives its water.   

Tent Site 18, Colt Creek State Park 
 
 
The park is mostly undeveloped.  The paved road of the park stops 
just before the family campground but a dirt road extends to an 



equestrian group camp and family group camp.  There are some 25 
miles of trails in the park and I intend to hike at least one major 
trail tomorrow. 
 
Tent camping is in the family campground with all the rv campers 
but separated from them.  You have to walk your camp gear into 
the tent campground from the parking area.  Of course, I chose the 
one site farthest from all the others.   
 
It’s predicted to get to 37 F tonight, so I decided to erect the 4-
season tent.  I would have preferred my smaller side-opening tent 
but it might be a little too airy for the night temperatures.  

My 20F sleeping bag in my tent 
 
For those of you who follow my blog, you probably have read 
where I have never been able to get the vestibule of the 4-season 
tent to work.  There is a short tent pole that I thought fit inside the 
vestibule to hold it up.  No matter how many times I tried to get the 
vestibule pitched, it always collapsed on me.  Duh!  I finally 
figured out the vestibule pole fits, not inside the vestibule, but in a 
pocket on the outside of the vestibule!  I’ve only owned this tent 
for 4 years and only now am I figured out how to pitch the 
vestibule portion of the tent.



Look closely.  The vestibule tent pole is on the outside of the 
vestibule.  It works! 
 
After getting camp straightened out, I drove the length of the dirt 
road to the equestrian group camp and the family group camp.  I 



then returned to Mac Lake and walked a short nature trail.   

  
Mac Lake Nature Trail.  There are signs all over the place to watch 
out for alligators. 
 
The lake is quite nice with rental canoes and kayaks available and 
you can apparently fish the lake either from the dock or from the 
canoe/kayak.  

Pier on Mac Lake at Colt Creek State Park 
 
I don’t expect this park to develop much more than it is.  The 
family camp and tent camp is the smallest I’ve been in.  I think 



they intend to adhere to the idea of preservation of the Floridan 
aquifer and not do much development.   

Mac Lake
 

 
The park is only 30 minutes away from Lakeland but I probably 
will stay here for two full nights and not go back into the city.  
Looks like it’ll be dehydrated food for me for two nights.  After the 
great meal at The Columbia Restaurant, it’ll be a let down but I 
also probably need to eat less rich for a while.   
 
Tomorrow, I plan to hike either the 10 mile trail or the 6 mile trail.  
I’ll let you know how that turns out.  



Colt Creek State Park - Day 2 

 
 
10 January 2019 
 
It must have been a cold night.  When I got up this morning, there 
was a sheet of ice on the top of the ice chest.  Apparently the dew 
froze.  However, with my down sleeping bag, I was plenty toasty.  
Only around 4:30 am did I reach over and pull a blanket over me 
and the bag.  The only real problem was getting up in the middle of 
the night for bathroom breaks!

 
After two cups of coffee and a bowl of cinnamon/apple oatmeal, I 
started my hike.  I left the campsite at 9 am and finished the hike at 
2 pm, so that seems to be around 5 hours of walking.  Of course I 
took breaks but never longer than 5 minutes.  



Trail Head 
 
The trail begins near the campground.  It then loops around Mac 



Lake and then crosses the road and begins to meander through long 
leaf pine forest with saw palmetto as an understory.   

Loblolly Pine Forest 
 
There were a couple of open fields here and there but most of the 
hike was in the shade of pine trees.  The temperature was perfect - 
hovering around 60 most of the day. 
 

Hiking Companions 
 
For the first part of the hike I had a jacket, gloves and a woolen 



watch cap to cover my head and ears.  I needed all three.  By the 
time I circled Mac Lake, the sun was getting higher and I came out 
of the jacket, gloves and watch cap and shifted to my beloved 
Tilley hat. 
 
They have warning signs for alligators and bears posted all over 
the park.  The only problem with the bear warning is the park 
shows  a map of bear areas in Florida and north of Lakeland is not 
in one of the bear areas.  Since they  were so dedicated about the 
bear posters, I did carry my bear spray with me.  I have to admit, it 
certainly looked like bear country with all the berries available 
with the saw palmetto.   
 
The trail is pretty well marked except in three places.  Once you 
get near Mac Lake, it assumes you know to loop around one of the 
smaller lakes next to Mac Lake.  Later, I did take a side trip on the 
loop accidentally.  There was a marker and underneath the marker 
was a sign that said “trail” and pointed one direction.  It was not 
the way to go and I had to backtrack.  I suspect it was for horses.  
Most of the trails in the park are open to bikes, horses and hikers.  
No motorized vehicles are allowed on any of the trails.



Trail Marker: blue is connecting trail, white is main trail. 
 



The last area that signage was poor was where you loop back 
toward the campsite.  I took the horse trail by mistake but the trail 
was marked with white and blue markers.  White markers 
generally refer to the main trail.  Blue markers are connecting 
trails.  The blue mark under the white mark was the letter “H” so I 
assume it as a horse trail.  There was certainly enough horse poop. 
 
My major concern on the hike was the distance and whether my 
ankle would hold up from the sprain from April of last year.  It 
did!.  The park brochure says the loop trail is 10 miles.  My gps 
said 10.7 miles and that could account for the side trip I made 
accidentally.  In any case, I made it the distance without any ankle 
problems.  One favorable point is that it is very flat.  The only real 
problem was some mud.  I am tired and plan to take it easy for the 
rest of the day.  A hot shower sounds wonderful at this point. 
 
Tomorrow, I pack up and head home.



Chapter 28    
 
Road Trip - Day 1 

 
25 January 2019 
 
The drive from Fort Lauderdale to Lakeland, Florida took around 4 
hours, mainly due to a stop at Fort Pierce Turnpike rest stop and a 
line at Dunkin’ Donuts inside.  Let’s just say the people behind the 
counter really didn’t want to be there.  That threw me off by 
around 30 minutes.  That and a notification from SunPass that my 
credit card renewal was denied.  I spent some time accessing 
SunPass on my iPad and getting the credit card information 
updated so they wouldn’t send the HP after me on the Turnpike. 
 
I pulled into The Terrace Hotel around 1:30 pm, took my luggage 
to the room (8th floor) and went back down to the lobby to wait for 
Bill Wood. He showed up about 10 minutes later. 

Forty-eight years later! 
 



Bill was a young ensign on board the Coast Guard Cutter Reliance 
in Corpus Christi, Texas when I reported there in 1971 (can you 
believe 48 years ago).  Unlike most of the officers on board, Bill 
was not an academy graduate (called ring knockers because they 
constantly drew your attention to their graduation ring by knocking 
it against any table at which they were sitting) but a graduate of 
Officer Candidate School in Yorktown, VA after completing 
bootcamp at Cape May, NJ.  He had a more laid back attitude 
about things than the academy types.  Even though he had nothing 
to do with my rating (Radioman 2nd class) we crossed paths often 
enough to become friends. We constantly ragged each other by 
Georgia/Ole Miss football. 

Coast Guard Cutter Reliance.  It's hard to believe it is still in 
service.  Photo from USCG Atlantic web page.  
 
Before my retirement, we re-established contact via a CGC 
Reliance website and have kept in touch since.  During my last 
posting about my last trip, he read I was in Lakeland and from 
there, we decided to get together in Lakeland.  He’s in town from 
Atlanta (by way of Celebration, Florida) as a judge for the 
Lakeland Pig Fest Barbecue contest.  Since 2015 he’s been judging 
contests throughout the south and now has 27 contests under his 

https://www.atlanticarea.uscg.mil/Area-Cutters/CGCRELIANCE/
https://lakelandpigfest.org/


belt. 

Some of these are really big outfits 
 
Before he needed to head to the contest, we had lunch at Harry’s 
Seafood Bar and Grill (the best place to eat in Lakeland).  He had 
the Jambalaya and I had red beans and rice - Harry’s is the real 
deal as far as Cajun food goes.  
 
Bill had printed me out a judge’s parking pass and I followed him 
out to the site at the SUN ’N FUN/Florida Air Museum grounds on 
Medulla Road about 6 miles outside Lakeland.  He said they 
anticipated 80 professional barbecuers and some 30 amateurs.  



New models available for sale
 

He’s judging tonight and tomorrow.  The barbecue is approved by 
the Kansas City Barbecue Society and judging is quite strict in the 
guidelines and how the food must be prepared by the barbecuers.  

Self Contained Unit



 
Bill walked me around the site pointing out various outfits, types of 
smokers and grills, etc. 

Different type smokers
 

As we walked we talked barbecue and Coast Guard days.  We both 
lied and told each other we hadn’t changed a bit.  Right!  I seem to 
remember us both with more hair and less weight.



I decided to participate in the fest.
 

To be a judge, you do have to go through some significant training 
and once certified, you can work your way up into the system, 
judging more and more events and more events open by invitation 
only.  Bill is about to hit the 30 contest mark where he will then 
qualify for master judge (after passing a written test).



New paint job on my jeep.  What do you think?
 

He headed to a judges orientation and I headed back to The 
Terrace.  After the late lunch, I suspect I will find something simple 
to eat.  I need to get an early start tomorrow morning for an eight 
plus hour drive to Hoover, Alabama where I’ll stay with old 
Broward College friends Robert and Lynn Buford.   
 
And no, I didn't eat any barbecue.  They were just setting up and 
beginning the prep for the next day.



Road Trip - Day 2 

 
26 January 2019 
 
It’s been a long day.  The drive to Hoover, Alabama to see Robert 
and Lynn Buford was a little over 9 hours.   I ate breakfast at the 
hotel and was on the road by 10 after 8.  The good news was my 
gps guided me through some back roads (albeit 4 lane) until I hit 
I-75 and I-10.   
 
I-10 was interesting.  During the last hurricane, stretches of I-10 
were closed.  I can now see why.  Although the interstate was open 
all the way, as you traveled west from Tallahassee you were often a 
single lane both directions due to crews working to clear the 
hurricane debris from the sides of the interstate.  I don’t think I’ve 
ever seen so many downed trees.  There must have been 20 
different crews working along the I-10 corridor cleaning up.  I 
suspect it will take them another 4-6 months to be completely 
done.  Every so often, you would see a house along the interstate 
with major damage.  I can only imagine the damage to Pensacola. 
 
Once into Alabama,. I headed up through Dothan, then across to 
Montgomery where I picked up I-65 into Birmingham. I had 
phoned Robert to tell him to anticipate me around 7 pm with fuel 
stops and bathroom stops delaying my arrival.  As I passed over 
the Apalachicola River, I remembered the time zone change which 
would put me at 6 pm Central time. 
 
With minor exceptions, the speed limit was mostly 65 on state 
roads and 70 on the interstate so I was able to pick up some time 
and I rolled into Robert and Lynn’s place at 5:30 pm.  Lynn had 
dinner ready: pot roast, turnips, and mashed potatoes with 
cornbread right out of the oven!  All I needed to do was put pepper 
sauce on the turnips and butter on the hot cornbread. 
 
Robert taught speech on my campus and Lynn was an Executive 
Assistant to a Vice President downtown.  Robert and I worked with 
the faculty union and faculty senate.  We’ve all remained good 
friends ever since.   



 
After dinner, Robert showed me his newest hobby - leather 
working.  He’s become very proficient.  Most of his work currently 
is hand stitched and he does a beautiful job.  He’s done purses, 
pocket books, holsters, and belts.  He’s even done a beautiful 
backpack.  Robert is very talented.  He even makes his own knives. 
  
 
Tomorrow, our goal is to do a Hank Williams tour.  There are 
several sites in Birmingham and there’s a museum in 
Montgomery.  Hank, Senior has always been a favorite of mine.  I 
never have cared for junior (Bocephus).   
 
Mother and Daddy used to frequent juke joints in the Mississippi 
Delta when I was a kid.  These were real dives but they all had 
some type of juke box and enough wooden floor space to dance.  
Mom and Dad would often put a nickel in to play a Hank tune, 
drink beer (illegal in the state of Mississippi, of course) and dance 
to “Cold, Cold Heart”, “Hey Good Lookin’”, or my favorite, “Your 
Cheatin’ Heart”. They would start out on the dance floor and I 
would get jealous and get in between them and make them pick me 
up and dance with me between them.  I suspect I was all of 4 years 
old.  At home, I have a photo of me and Mom with me standing on 
the bumper of a really old Plymouth.  It’s funny what you 
remember from childhood.  When it comes to bars, I still prefer the 
beat up, worn down juke joint type. 
 
And yes, I have almost every recording Hank made on my playlist.



Road Trip - Day 3 
Birmingham, AL 

 
27 January 2019 
 
What a great day!  Robert and I left the house around 8 am and 
headed to breakfast.  After Belgian waffles and coffee we then 
made a short detour to see Vulcan.   



 
I’m old enough to remember when the statue had a lamp in his 
upraised arm instead of an arrow.  Robert said the original statue 
had an arrow and it was later replaced by a lamp and has since 
been restored to its original arrow.  The statue was made from iron 
ore mined from the site and was Alabama’s entry into the St. Louis 
World’s Fair in the 1904.  After the fair, it was returned to 
Birmingham and permanently installed at its present site.   
 
For many years when traveling through Birmingham for various 
reason, I always looked to see Vulcan.  Robert said when the light 
was installed in the upraised hand, it was red if there was an 
accident on the road next to it.  If not, it was green.  It’s a great site 
to visit and one day I hope to make it up into the tower. 
 
From Vulcan, Robert drove me around downtown Birmingham 
showing me some sights. We headed south on I-65 to 
Montgomery.  Our primary purpose was to see the Hank Williams 
Museum.   
 
The museum opened at 1 pm so we had some time to kill.  We 
drove to the Oakwood Annex Cemetery to see Hank Williams' 
grave.  It is pristinely maintained and there were fresh red roses on 
his gravestone.



Hank Williams tomb
 

From there we visited a Civil War cemetery that started out as the 
original town cemetery of Montgomery.  A large section of the 
cemetery is blocked off for Confederate soldiers who died not from 
their wounds but from diseases from the battlefield like cholera, 
dysentery, smallpox, etc.  Many of the graves were marked 
unknown.



Confederate Portion of Cemetery of those who died from 
disease

 
A lot of these deaths were early in the war and as late as 1864.  
Many were the result of lack of medicines in the South during the 
war because of the blockade of the southern states. 
 
Finally it was time for the HW Museum to open.  It was jam 
packed with memorabilia from Hank’s days on tour.  Most of the 
collection on display is privately owned and much of it is owned 
by his son Hank Jr.  



Hank Williams Museum on Commerce Street, Montgomery, 
Alabama

 
There were things from his days at the Louisiana Hayride, the 
Grand Ole Opry,, and even from the Hadacol Radio Hour.  For 
those not in the know, Hadacol was this miracle cure out of 
Louisiana that was 14% alcohol that advertised constantly on the 
radio.  I remember the commercials as a kid.  The didactics of the 
museum indicated the inventor gave it the name because he “had to 
call it something.”  It went the way of Carter’s Little Liver Pills 
when the FDA ruled your drug actually had to do what it promised. 
 
The museum is deceptive.  It looks very small but it larger than 
you think.  Included in the exhibitions are the suit Williams was 
wearing on tour, his suitcase, and toilet kit that was in the trunk of 
the car when he died.  Williams died in the back seat of his car 
(also in the exhibition) at the age of 39 of a heart attack while on 
his way to a concert in Canton, Ohio. 
 
On our way to the HW Museum, you could go through the block 
through an alley.  As you walked through the alley, you would pass 
restaurants and stores to get to the next block.  As I was walking 
through, I saw an advertisement for The Legacy Museum.  It later 



dawned on me this was the museum dedicated to the lynching of 
blacks in the United States during and after Reconstruction.   
 
I knew I wanted to see this so I left Robert at the Hank Williams 
Museum to buy a ticket to the other.  The Legacy Museum was 
closed but I could walk 15 minutes to the National Museum for 
Peace and Justice which is associated with The Legacy Museum.  I 
finally realized it was the National Museum for Peace and Justice I 
wanted to see.  

National Memorial for Peace and Justice 
 
I had confused the new Civil Rights Museum in Jackson, 
Mississippi with this museum.  If you have read anything about it, 
the NMFPAJ has metal rectangular columns handing from the 
ceiling.  



Scott County Mississipi lynchings are the center one.  Others are 
from other states and counties.

 
Each column represents one county of one state.  The names of 
black men and women who were lynched were cut out of the 
metal.  Each column is illuminated at night so if you visit at night, 
the names are outlined in light on the column. 
 



Over 4,000 lynchings occurred in the United States after 
Reconstruction and up until the 1950’s.  I was trying to find my 
home county (Scott) in Mississippi.  I had looked this up on a web 
site and was told there was only 1 lynching in the county.  It turns 
out there were 13 lynchings in Scott County from 1896 until 1902.   
 
Two women were walking around the same area as I and they were 
looking for Madison County Alabama.  We all agreed to help each 
other look.  I found mine but they were still looking when I left.  



Coffin of Scott County Mississippi
 

As you leave the hanging columns, you walk out into the sculpture 
garden and the same names and counties are cut out of metal to 
look like coffins.  The number of lynchings in Mississippi was so 
large there was a special area of the sculpture garden set aside for 
them.



Sculpture in the garden
 

I get emotional when I see images and video of the Viet Nam 
Memorial in Washington.  I’ve never visited and would love to see 
it.  I can’t image it could be any more powerful than this 
monument to those who lost their lives to lynchings in the United 
States.  This is a must see if you ever get to Montgomery.  It’s 
worth a special trip.



Sculpture in the garden
 

From there, Robert and I headed to Confederate Memorial Park 
which has a wonderful small museum on the Civil War and the 
Confederate Veterans Home that was once on the sight.  As many 
as 91 Confederate Veterans and their wives (called inmates) were 
housed on the premises with healthcare. The last Confederate 
veteran died  1934.  After the last widows passed away in 1939, the 
facility was closed.  None of the buildings or cottages remain.   
 
There are two cemeteries in the park that hold the graves of the 
veterans who died while in the care of the Home.  



Confederate Memorial Park Museum
 

We returned in time to gather Lynn and head to dinner at Ruby 
Tuesdays.   
 
Tomorrow I head to Tishomingo State Park near Dennis, 
Mississippi for one night of camping.  This is where I did my 
masters thesis - a floristic survey of the vascular plants of the park.  
I want to hike some of the trails that traveled for over two years of 
plant collecting.  Predicted temperatures are in the 20’s.  It should 
be cold but I have two sleeping bags which I intend to slip one 
inside the other.  There’s even a possibility of snow!



Road Trip - Day 4 
Tishomingo State Park 

 
28 January 2019 
 
I reluctantly said goodbye to Robert and Lynn around 8:30 am and 
headed to Tishomingo State Park.  Robert and Lynn really know 
how to make you feel at home.  We had a great time catching up on 
old friends, dissing enemies, and generally having a good time. 
 
I keep forgetting that there’s a new interstate between Birmingham 
and Tupelo - I-22.  It certainly makes the trip go faster but there are 
some wonderful small towns you miss by not taking old US78.  
 
In any case, I pulled into Tishomingo State Park (just north of 
Dennis, Mississippi and south of Tishomingo, Mississippi) around 
noon.  After checking in, I pulled into campsite number 8 and 
realized I had forgotten how steep the area around the lake is.  I 
found a somewhat level site to pitch the tent.

Campsite 8.  There's a very steep slope down to the lake. 
 
There's a concrete pad at the top where most people park their 



camper but I didn't intend to sleep on concrete tonight since the 
temperature is predicted to be 18F.  Light snow is also predicted.

 
For those who don’t know, I did my graduate research for my BS 
in biology at Tishomingo State Park.  It entailed 2 years of 
collecting vascular plants, pressing them, drying them, and then 
identifying them.  I was at the park every other week from early 
spring, through summer, and into early fall.   
 
The park personnel were great.  George Gilpin was the manager at 
the time and he had a wonderful staff of good ole boys to help run 
the park.  They gave me the run of the place and even put me up in 
a group cabin most nights (with a fireplace), a visitor cabin several 
nights (2 bedroom, fireplace, kitchen, and bath) and eventually, I 
was put up at the old manager’s home near the lodge.   

 
During my first year, I was often put up in this group cabin.  It had 
bunk beds, a shower with hot and cold water, and most 
importantly, a fire place.  The park provided the firewood.



  
 
My second summer at the park was spent in the rear stone 
apartment of this building.  The front was used for storage.  I loved 
it.  It was on top of a cliff which overlooked the swinging bridge 
and swimming pool below.  The good ole boys would collect me at 
night and take me out roaming around north Mississippi and 
Alabama.  With drinks flowing freely, I got to see Mussel Shoals 
recording studio and more importantly, the Coon Dog Cemetery in 
north Alabama.  There are some tombstones in New Orleans that 
were not as fancy and ornate as some of the graves of treasured 
coon dogs.

 
After getting my degree, I later returned to head up a contingent of 
the Youth Conservation Corps (YCC) to renovate the nature 
center.  In all, I spent four wonderful years in this park.



 
It was here in the nature center that the Youth Conservation Corps 
(YCC) and we renovated the facility.  I think our renovation lasted 
a year and the park decided they needed the space for storage.  It's 
a great building.  The concrete was so solid (from 1939) that you 
couldn't drill into it.

 
The famous swinging bridge of Tishomingo State Park - originally 
built by the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) in 1939.  A sign 
says no more than five people at a time on the bridge.  The bridge 
spans Bear Creek.



  
 
Bear Creek.  The water is pretty high right now.   
Charlie Cooper and Crag Knox and I used to frequently canoe this 
creek.  It runs northwards and empties into the Tennessee River 
near Pickwick Lake. We've canoed it all the way to Pickwick.

 
The rock formations in Tishomingo State Park are amazing.  
Winter is an excellent time to visit the park because the summer 
greenery hides much of the formations.



 
This was probably the view that convinced me to do my graduate 
work at this park.  I had been presented by my thesis director, Dr. 
Thomas Marion Pullen, two state park choices for the plant survey.  
Upon entering the park, it's as though you have entered the 
Smokey Mountains.  The reason is that Tishomingo County is 
considered the foothills of the Appalachians.  I thought the scenery 
couldn't be beat and I had a great chance to find interesting flora 
similar to the Smokey's.





 
There are three very rare ferns in the park: Purple cliffbrake, Cliff 
fern and walking fern.  This is walking fern, Asplenium 
rhizophyllum.  You find it growing among mosses on the surface of 
cliff faces.  Where the end of the frond touches, it sprouts another 
fern vegetatively.  To my sorrow, I checked all the places I 
remember collecting these ferns and this was the only one of the 
three species I found still growing in the park and the was the only 
one I found at all.  Hopefully, the three are still found in other 
places in the park I didn't check.

You can just imagine this as some animal den.



 
I always referred to this as the grotto.  It's across the swinging 
bridge and Bear Creek along a trail I walked more times than I can 
remember.  I remember my excitement when I found freshwater 
planarians under the rocks of the stream.



 
The 100 steps.  Actually, there are only 98 but everyone calls it 
100.  I can't tell you how many times I've been up and down these 
from 1974-1977.



 
My thesis direct, Dr. Pullen, asked me to be on the lookout for a 
plant commonly referred to as quillwort.  It took me two years to 
find it growing along the edge of the CCC pond.  I think he was 
more excited than I when Charlie Cooper and I brought it back to 
campus on a Sunday morning.  He met us in my office and 
confirmed our find.  I was able to get a scientific note out of this in 
the journal Castanea. It was the first reporting of this genus and 
species in the state of Mississippi.

  
 
This is found at the front entrance to the park and it is similar to 



the color photograph of the wildflower book I wrote on the park.  
The Mississippi Park Commission and the Graduate School of the 
University of Mississippi published the book.  You can see a copy 
of the book here. 
 
If you are really bored, you can see my thesis here.

 

http://wayback.archive-it.org/org-654/20140310211530/http://webhome.broward.edu/~fsearcy/Thesis/tishomingo3.pdf
http://wayback.archive-it.org/org-654/20140310211530/http://webhome.broward.edu/~fsearcy/Thesis/tishomingo3.pdf
http://wayback.archive-it.org/org-654/20140310211523/http://webhome.broward.edu/~fsearcy/Thesis/thesis2.pdf


Road Trip - Day 5 
Shiloh National Battlefield 

 
29 January 2019 
 
It was rather cool when I waked this morning - 26F.  By the time I 
made coffee, it had dropped to 23F.  When I packed  the tent, there 
was ice on the outside.  
 
I went to bed around 6:15 pm (it was dark, after all) and-  around 9 
pm it started to sprinkle.  By midnight, it was a downpour.  Then 
the front passed through and it got very, very windy.  However, I 
was dry and warm.  The two sleeping bag tricked worked so well 
that I was actually too warm for most of the night.  By the time I 
got up, the wind had dried up all the rain on the tent except for a 
few places. 
 
I had a hot shower, a change of clothes, and a shave and headed 
out.  I decided I needed to go see Shiloh National Battlefield. 



Visitor Center at Shiloh National Military Park
 

Of all the years I’ve lived in Mississippi, of all the years so close to 
the battlefield during my masters thesis, I have never been to 
Shiloh, one of the pivotal battles of the Civil War.  General 
Sherman said it was a great learning experience for both sides - 
albeit at a terrible cost in life. 
 
I was particularly interested in seeing three parts of the battlefield - 
unfortunately all very bloody: the Peach Orchard, the Hornet’s 
Nest and Shiloh Church. 
 
The Peach Orchard is a broad field once planted in peach trees.  
Supposedly, the peach trees were in bloom and the bullets from 
soldiers denuded the trees and peach blossoms fell on the dead and 
dying.



The Peach Orchard

The Hornets Nest

The Hornet’s Nest took place along a supposedly sunken road 
(it’s not really too sunken) and some of the fiercest fighting took 



place there.  So many bullets were whizzing by it reminded the 
soldiers of a hornets nest. 

Shiloh Cemetery 
 

Shiloh Church was where Sherman engaged the rebel forces and 
was also very bloody.  After the first day of fighting, Sherman said 
something to Grant about the nature of the day (the Union army 
was forced to retreat) and Grant allegedly said “Whip them 
tomorrow.”  It proved prophetic.



Mississippi Regiment at Shiloh Church Cemetery

Pittsburg Landing - where the Union forced arrived.
 

 
After leaving Shiloh, I headed south to Tupelo to tie up with Reid 
and Ann.  I taught with Reid at Itawamba Junior College for 5 



years.  He was math/science and I was biology.  He retired in 1985 
and since our teaching days, we’ve been best of friends.   
 
Ann prepared an outstanding Boston butt from an Ina Garten 
recipe.  It was delicious.  It cooked for 6 hours and was perfectly 
done and tender.  Ann’s a great cook and I don’t know how Reid 
keeps a constant weight. 
 
Tomorrow, Reid and I plan to visit some old friends from 
Itawamba days.



Road Trip - Day 6 
Tupelo, MS 

 
30 January 2019 
 
Another great visit with Reid and Ann!  After a great night's sleep, 
Reid and I headed to Comer's Cafe near Fulton for an early 
breakfast of eggs, country ham (very salty) with home made 
biscuits. Country ham is always salty but I think this had enough to 
dry the ocean. 
 
We then visited an old colleague from Itawamba Community 
College (back then, it was Itawamba Junior College) Stacy Russell.  
Stacy was part time at the college and his wife Dixie was full time.  
I took Calculus with Dixie.  Anyone who can make me understand 
math, much less Calculus is a very good teacher! 
 
Stacy has a farm outside of Fulton.  He always has a project going.  
His current project is apple trees.  He's identified apple trees from 
all over northern Mississippi and has preserved them by grafting 
them to root stocks.  Some of his apple trees date back to the 
1880's. In addition he has growing on his property apple trees from 
George Washington's estate and Thomas Jefferson.   
 
He's learned the art of grafting from his father and has decided to 
try to preserve the varieties of apples throughout the southeast.  He 
does make some cider with the apples, but I think he really does it 
for the enjoyment of grafting and preservation. 
 
After we left Stacy's place, Reid and I headed to Itawamba 
Community College in Fulton, where I taught for five years, to 
meet up with Steve Miller.  Steve and I became friends when he 
was a student there and his Dad ran the food service operation.  His 
Dad now works for Steve in the same manner that Steve worked 
for him.  Les is 90 years old and still going strong.   
 
I always ate in the faculty dining room while at the college and 
paid my way.    I  also managed the men's dormitory on campus 



and thus ate my meals on campus at night. Les almost never 
charged me for any meals I ate at night.  He realized just how 
poorly the college paid its faculty. 
 
Over the years, Steve and I became closer and once toured England 
and France together.  It's hard to believe he's now getting close to 
retirement and with not only kids but grandkids!  Where does the 
time go?  Steve treated Reid and I to lunch. I also exacted a 
promise for him to visit Fort Lauderdale. 
 
After we left Steve, we visited Herb and June Parham.  Herb was 
the chemistry professor at IJC.  Ole Miss and Mississippi State 
used to send him students to get through college chemistry.  Once 
they passed Herb's course, they could pass the other upper level 
courses at each university. 
 
June and Herb really took to me while I was there in the 80’s and I 
ate a lot of meals at their house (as well as Jane and Reid's).  Both 
are now retired.  It was good to sit and talk with them and talk old 
times. 
 
Tonight, I treated Reid and Ann to dinner at a local Tupelo 
restaurant.  We also watched Ole Miss lose to Florida in basketball.  
Once and Ole Miss fan, always one!   
 
Tomorrow, I head out to Brandon for a visit with my brother 
Archie and Tanis.   
 
There's always something melancholic about visiting places you 
once lived and worked.  I was fortunate to find so many friends at 
Itawamba and keep them over the years.  



Road Trip - Day 7 
Brandon, MS 

 
31 January 2019 
 
Another cold, crisp morning with temperatures in the low 20's.  For 
some reason, I waked at 3:30 am and couldn't get back to sleep 
before 4:30 am.  As a consequence, I slept late until 7:30 am.   
 
Ann made a great breakfast.  It was in a casserole dish and 
contained eggs, flour, milk, chili's, and cheese.  You baked it in the 
oven for about 45 minutes until the eggs solidified.  I really like the 
spice of the chilis to the dish.  Reid cooked sausage, and with fresh 
fruit and banana bread, I was stuffed. 
 
I said my goodbyes and hit the road by 9 am.  I decided to head 
south on US 45 to Meridian, my birth city.  I was born at St. 
Joseph's Hospital which has  since been torn down - I guess it 
never recovered from my birth.  However, whenever I get 
anywhere near Meridian, I make a point of stopping in at 
Weidmann's Restaurant - in business since 1870.  I don't care what 
I eat for entrée but I do care to make sure I always get a slice of 
their Black Bottom pie.  It's made with bourbon and is delicious.  I 
actually have the recipe for the pie and make it for special 
occasions.   
 
I've had the pie many times over the years and sometimes it is 
better than others.  You have to get the right chef making the pie.  
Today's pie was spot on. 
 
I pulled into Brandon around 1:30 pm and Archie and Tanis were 
waiting for me on the back porch soaking up the sun's rays with a 
balmy temperature of 56 F. 
 
There's a standing joke between Archie and me.  He waits on 
projects until I get there and he  me into the projects.  Trust me 
when I say this has happened more than once.  One time I ended 
up roofing a pier on a pond. 



 
Tanis gave him three things to accomplish before I got there and, 
of course, he hadn't done any.  One project was to see what was 
wrong with the dryer.  After a while, I gave in and said let's see 
what's wrong.  I figured the belt that turns the drum had slipped off 
but it seemed in good shape.  Archie then suggested we load it up 
and take it to a place he knew that repairs them.   
 
It then struck me he had been waiting all day for this moment - me 
to arrive to help him load the dryer into the truck for the trip to the 
appliance repair.  He'd done it again! 
 
The good news is I got a barbecue rib dinner out of it.  They had 
put ribs on the grill just before I got there and slow cooked them 
for about 5 hours.  I didn't really do them justice because of the 
meal at Weidmann's and the BB pie.   
 
We don't have any plans for tomorrow (unless it is to complete the 
other two projects Tanis had for him).  I think the next time he and 
Tanis visit, I'll come up with some devious project that I rope him 
into.



Road Trip - Day 8 
Pulaski, MS/Morton, MS 
1 February 2019

I was awake by 4:15 am and up by 5:30.  The coffee pot had been 
prepared the night before so all I had to do was push the button.  
Usually, Archie and Tanis sleep late but he got up around 6:30 and 
Tanis a little later.   
 
Tanis made us a fine breakfast and Archie and I decided to do the 
nostalgia tour.  We headed out on old US 80, one of the first 
transcontinental highways. U.S. 80 starts on Tybee Island off the 
coast of Savannah, Georgia and ends in San Diego, California and 
for many years, I lived alongside the highway in two locations in 
Morton, Mississippi.  I remember the transfer trucks passing the 
house at night and listening to their tires hitting the expansion 
joints in the old 2-lane concrete highway.  It has pretty much been 
superseded by I-20 but still has plenty of local traffic.  My brother 
and I have logged many, many miles along US 80 between 
Vicksburg, Mississippi and Meridian Mississippi.   
 
Our first stop was the Searcy Cemetery just outside the metropolis 
of Pulaski.  Our parents and paternal grandparents are buried there.  
Another reason was to see if the old Searcy home place was still 
standing - it was, albeit with a few missing windows.  My 
grandfather and his Dad built the place in 1885.  It's the classic 
dogtrot house of rural Mississippi.



Paternal grandparents' dog trot house built in 1885 and the 
birthplace of my dad, Uncle Ray and Aunt Sue.

From there we headed to Morton Cemetery to see the graves of our 
maternal grandparents and maternal relatives, and then back to 
Sims Hill Cemetery to see if we could find the grave of our great 
grandmother Laura Lee McEwen.  We couldn't find her grave and 
couldn't remember where she was buried - Morton, Sims Hill, or 
some other cemetery.  Grandma Laura was the one who taught me 
to make tea cakes.  I still do and on rare occasions, I send off care 
packages to cousin Jimmie and Jo and brother Archie. 
 
After Sims Hill, we decided to visit Roosevelt State Park (where I 
learned to swim) and where our cousin Joe Lee Tadlock was 
showing out and jumped off the high board (it seemed very high 
back then) and hit the lower diving board with his face.  Archie had 
to pull him out.  There are a lot of Joe Lee stories, and all of them 
end about the same way. 



There were several rites of passage at Roosevelt.  My cousin Jo 
coaxed me out to the swim platform for my first visit to that 
structure.  It seemed it took forever to swim out to the platform 
from the regular swimming area and only "big" kids made it there 
to dive off the high dive and low board.  Jo  smartly got me to do it 
on my back which gave me the confidence I needed.   
 
The next rites du passages was going off the high diving board.  
My first attempt got water up my nose because I went in feet first.  
Only later did I get brave enough to spring off the board and dive 
in head first.  My cousin Jimmie was fearless and always managed 
to "out-first" me on these outings.  She even taught me to ride 
down Agnew Street next to her house on my bike hands free.  The 
real tricky part there was turning in to her driveway at the end 
without panicking and grabbing the handle bars. 
 
I spent a huge amount of time at Roosevelt with the local Boy 
Scout Troop 28.  We were often offered an area for scout camping, 
spend the summer clearing the area, and then the park would 
confiscate the area for their use.  We did this a couple of times 
before we got smart and quit clearing land for their use. 
 
Another childhood memory was Tank Hill on Spring Street.  It 
became a rite of passage to climb the water tank.  Alas, the tank is 
no longer there.  All around the base of the water tank were 
Chickasaw plums that came ripe around late June and early July.  
That was a great reason to head to Tank Hill. 
 
As we drove around Morton, we kept pointing out houses and 
locations we knew as kids: Stykes and Buddy Easterling's house, 
David Earl Walter's house, the three houses where Uncle Ray and 
Aunt Minrose lived, the site of our grandfather's hardware - Agnew 
Hardware, the Williamson house on Agnew Street, Zera Mae and 
Spivey Crimm's house, and Uncle Lonnie and Aunt Maxine's 
house.



Near where Agnew hardware stood and on the same corner was an 
old cotton gin.  It actually still ginned cotton when I was a kid.  Up 
the hill from that was Gunn's Dairy that made the best milkshakes 
and hamburgers.  Miss Ivy (don't know her last name but no one 
ever used it) ran the place.   
 
Morton, at the time, was a booming town compared to our 
neighbor  town of Pelahatchie. We had a theater and many a 
Saturday morning and afternoon were spent there.  Do you 
remember the 13 reeler serials? 
 
We ended the day by traveling back US 80 to Brandon.  As usual, 
there are some bitter memories of growing up in a small town but 
for some reason, you only remember the good ones.  Perhaps that 
is as it should.



Road Trip - Day 9 
Hot Springs National Park 
2 February 2019 
 
It’s always bittersweet saying goodbye to friends and family.  I left 
Archie and Tanis around 7:30 am and headed to Hot Springs, 
Arkansas.  My gps routed me to I-20 west to Vicksburg and across 
the father of waters.  It was then up US 65 and then over on 270 to 
Hot Springs.   
 
I checked into The Waters.  It’s certainly a nice hotel and my 
rooms is quite spacious, but it should be at the prices they charge.  
The desk and valet are very accommodating.  However, be careful 
of the shower.  

My bedroom at The Waters



After off loading luggage, I left for a quick downtown tour of 
Bathhouse Row.  When I was a very young kid, my grandfather on 
my mother’s side used to fight chickens (yes, it was and still is 
illegal but that didn’t stop anyone).  He loved his roosters and took 
exceptional care of them, but still, it’s a bloody sport.  In any case, 
he came to Hot Springs to fight his roosters one night and Archie 
and I tagged along.  Hot Springs back then was pretty much the 
gambling capital of the South.  I distinctly remember two things: 
bathhouse row and the natives called stop lights “stop and go” 
lights.

Fordyce Bathhouse and the visitor center for Hot Springs National 
Park

It’s taken me a while, but I finally made it back to see Hot Springs.  
The Waters has an arrangement with the Quapaw Baths where we 
get a 15% discount on services.  I decided to take advantage of it 
and “partake of the waters.”  I also decided to schedule a deep 
tissue massage for 3 pm the next day.  I figured I would need it 
after a morning hike.



Quapaw Bathhouse

In any case, guess who did not pack a bathing suit.  Not to worry, 
the Quapaw had some cheap ones on sale for $15.  For your time 
in the waters and for time in the steam cave, they charge $30.  I did 
both.  There are four pools, each a different temperature with the 
coolest at 94F and the warmest at 104F.  I stayed in the 104F.  



They come and get you for the steam cave and make sure you 
don’t overheat once in it.

Me at the Quapaw Bathhouse. Water temperature 104F.

I had dinner (and a martini) at The Avenue, part of The Waters 
hotel.  I had their pork dumplings and a rabbit pot pie.  The rabbit 
pot pie was great. 
 
I then headed back to the room for a shower and then bed.  That 
was a bad idea.  It is an absolutely beautiful, non-functional 
shower.  I was raising one foot to wash and slipped.  I was lucky I 



only hit my head, knee and hip.  No blood.  I’ll probably be very 
sore in the morning.  I called down for a bath mat but the only 
thing they could provide was a handicap chair for the shower.  
We’ll see.  

The totally non-functional shower that I slipped in and fell at The 
Waters Hotel



Road Trip - Day 10 
Hot Springs National Park 
3 February 2019 
 
Either I am getting better at this hiking thing, or I’m in better 
shape, or they are making the trails shorter.  I did pretty good this 
morning by hiking 4.6 miles in a little over 2 hours in mountainous 
terrain. 
 
I didn’t bother with breakfast.  I figured I could eat some trail food 
along the way.  I started at the entrance to the Grand Promenade 
next to the Fordyce Bathhouse (National Park Service Visitor 
Center).  That entrance leads to  a series of stairs which then leads 
you to the trailhead of Dead Chief Trail.  I’m not sure who the 
dead chief is but the trail was nicely laid out and not too terribly 
steep.  



Trailhead of Dead Chief Trail begins at the Grand Promenade 
where the rich used to stroll.  Notice the building on the right 
which borders the park.

The trails in the park tend to interconnect and the park service 
names individual segments of the trails, all marked by colored 



splotches that somewhat resemble the national park emblem.  Dead 
Chief is a red splotch.  

Dead Chief Trail

Dead Chief, which is approximately 1.4 miles and leads into the 
Gulpha Gorge Trail.  It’s marked with pink splotches and this is the 



first time I’ve seen pink on trees except for the red lichen in south 
Florida which is really more pink than red.  

Gulpha Gorge Trail and overlook.  The trail leads to the Gulpha 
Gorge Campground.

The Gulpha Gorge Trail is 0.6 miles but I was on it for around 0.3 
miles when it feed into the Goat Rock Trail.  



Boulders along Goat Rock Trail

The Goat Rock Trail uses purple splotches and is around 1.1 miles 
long.  Goat Rock itself is a little 240 foot side jaunt up a staircase 
where you can get a nice view of the valley.

Goat Rock but no goats



A more impressive view of Goat Rock



From Goat Rock I headed to Upper Dogwood Trail (1.0 miles)  
where I ran into 4 deer running across the trail.  I was surprised to 
see as many people on the trail as I did but I encountered eleven 
people, all hiking towards me.  Several had dogs and all very 
nicely had them on leashes, as required.  

A hiking buddy on Upper Dogwood Trail.  Four of them crossed 
the trail in front of me.

From Upper Dogwood, I merged with Lower Dogwood Trail 
(technically 0.7 miles but I hiked only a segment of it) which then 
merged with the Arlington Trail. 
 
I was surprised and yet pleased that the Arlington Trail leads to the 
six floor of the Arlington Hotel.  You walk directly from the trail 
past the swimming pool, into the hallway of the sixth floor.  From 
there you take the elevator to the lobby.  I’ve never ended a trail in 
a hotel lobby before.



The lobby of the Arlington Hotel.  You leave the trail and walk into 
the sixth floor of the Arlington.

Upon my return, the valet suggested I go to the Mountain Tower.  I 
generally don’t do touristy things like towers, but I decided I had 
enough time.  With a national park pass, the entrance fee is $5. The 
tower’s observation deck is 216 feet high.  You ascend in an 
elevator (thank God!) and you get great views of the Ouachita 
(WASH eh tah) Mountains and downtown Hot Springs.



Mountain Tower Trail. You get there by a winding one way road to 
the top of the mountain.



View from the Mountain Tower, 216 feet above the mountainside. 
That's the Arlington Hotel in the background.

Once I came down, I finished the one way loop drive and headed 
back to the hotel from brunch, a quick nap, and a trip to the 
Quapaw for a deep tissue massage.



Road Trip - Day 11 
San Antonio 
4 February 2019 
 
Goodbye Hot Springs, hello San Antonio!  I left The Waters at 8 
am and headed southwest on I-30 to Dallas and then I-35 to San 
Antonio.  About half way to Dallas, I got a phone call from the 
manager of The Waters.  He wanted to know about my fall in the 
shower.  He later thought to ask if I was OK, but wanted the details 
and my information to file an insurance claim.   
 
I told him I was OK and no need to file a claim but in reality, he 
was making sure the hotel was covered for any suit I might 
propose to bring.  I guess some guests do that and he has to protect 
himself.   
 
After getting the pertinent info from me (but not my social security 
number which he did want) I tried to convince him there was a 
design flaw in the shower.  In the end, I suggested he needed to go 
to the shower, disrobe, soap up and see to what I was referring.  I 
did not tell him that one review on TripAdvisor said they had 
almost fallen in the shower.  In any case, I am indeed OK and 
would never bring a suit.  Perhaps the insurance company wants to 
sue me.   
 
I got to San Antonio by 5 pm and pulled into my cousin Jo's house.  
It was a double treat because her sister Jean is visiting.  I haven't 
seen Jean in quite a while - probably, we later established, since 
1990.  My brother Archie is the same age as Jean.  The three 
sisters, Jimmie, Jean and Jo and Archie and I all grew up together.  
They are our second cousins but more like brother/sister after all 
our years of growing up.  Even better, we've all stayed in touch.



We spent the first hour and a half laughing and giggling and 
catching up on old times.  At 6:30 we headed to Cappy's, which 
has become my favorite restaurant in San Antonio.  Jo treated Jean 
and me to dinner.  We continued to laugh and giggle and I suspect 
Cappy's was happy when we left.  By the way, try the New Orleans 
Bread Pudding for dessert.  You'll not be disappointed.   
 
Jo then proceeded to give us a guided tour of Incarnate Word in the 
dark.  Actually, I've seen the campus many times before but seeing 
it at night did provide a different perspective.  It certainly has 
grown from the first time I saw it.   
 
Jean flies out tomorrow, so we'll head to the airport tomorrow 
morning.  Even though my time with her has been too short, it's 
good to see her again instead of communicating through email.  

http://www.cappysrestaurant.com/


Road Trip - Day 12 
San Antonio 
5 February 2019 
 
Jo and I drove Jean to the airport around 7:30 am for a 9 am flight.  
As it turns out, a friend who works for American Airlines probably 
saw her come through the check-in.  It was really good to see Jean 
after so long a period. Jo mentions that no matter how long it’s 
been since they’ve seen each other, it’s like it was just the other 
day.  They pick up the conversation as though no time had elapsed.  
The only thing that would have made this better is Jimmie being 
with us.  
 
Later, Jo and I went for a nice walk around her neighborhood and 
through Olmos Park.  The neighborhood is beautiful with live oak 
trees shading homes and streets.  We got a little damp from the fog 
and mist but it was a perfect temperature for walking. 
 
At 1:30 pm I met Larry Thrash at Bird Bakery on Broadway in 
Alamo Heights.  Larry used to be the life guard for me when I was 
manager at Golden Memorial State Park in Walnut Grove, 
Mississippi.  I won’t tell you how long ago that was.  After I left 
the park, I met him again later in Jackson, Mississippi when he was 
working at Millsaps College.  We’ve been friends ever since.   
 
He retired from the postal service several years ago and only 
recently started working for American Airlines part time.  Hence, 
he probably saw Jean check in for her flight back home to 
Mississippi.  To show you how small a world it is, he did check in 
a couple from Brandon, Mississippi where my brother lives.   
 
Larry and I spent a good two hours talking over old times, our 
retirements, and our hiking.  He’s recently gotten back into hiking, 
much like me, and we were comparing notes of places been and 
places to go.  We’ve both lost some hair (me more than he) and 



we’ve both gained weight, but we knew each other immediately.  
Prior to today, the last time we’d seen each other was when he and 
Bill were living in Jackson and I had stopped by while visiting my 
brother.   
 
Dinner tonight was back at Cappy’s with Jo’s son Patrick and his 
partner Sara.  They are a very enjoyable couple and it was the first 
time I had the opportunity to interact with Sara.  I’ve know Patrick 
since birth.  I hope someday they’ll get a chance for me to show 
them around south Florida.  
 
Tomorrow morning I head to Enchanted Rock near Fredericksburg, 
Texas for some hiking.  At least, I hope so.  I made reservations a 
while ago with ReserveTexas which handles all the Texas state 
parks.  I received a confirmation email but had no assigned 
campsite.  While in Hot Springs, I received another email telling 
me Texas has turned over their reservation system to 
ReserveAmerica and for me to log into their site to see the 
assigned campsite.  As you might guess, no reservation was listed.  
The phone number supplied with the email is not in service.  It 
looks like a major snafu and I may be spending the night in a hotel 
in Fredericksburg.  Stay tuned.

 



Road Trip - Day 13 
Enchanted Rock 
6 February 2019 
 
I said goodbye to Jo around 7:30 am and received 3 hugs in return.  
It was a great, albeit short, visit.   
 
The gps was programed to avoid tolls and expressways so I took 
back roads to Enchanted Rock.  I passed through Fredericksburg 
on the way and boy has that town changed.  Main Street was 
booming and it looked about three times the size I remember it. 
 
I’m not sure when I first saw Enchanted Rock.  Jo brought me but I 
think it was in 1973.  All you did was drive up, park and start 
climbing.  It has now been designated a natural area of Texas, and 
according to one hiker on the trail, that is a better, more protective 
status than state park.  



Just before the climb.  

Any camping on site is by tents.  No RV campers are allowed.  
They did have my reservation and I found campsite 5 and 
immediately pitched the tent because rain is predicted for tonight. 
 It's very crowded on weekends. 
 
After getting the campsite squared away, I started my hike up 
Enchanted Rock via the Summit Trail.  It is 0.67 miles to the top 
and you go from an elevation 1400 feet to the top of the rock at 
1825 feet.  When Jo and I climbed it all those years ago, we went 
up the back way.  The Summit Trail leads you up the front face.  



Hikers on the way up.

As I ascended, I was excited to see that the unusual plants I found 
in 1973 are still there.  There’s rock quillwort (Isoetes lithophia)  
growing in temporary pools at the top of the rock along with 
stonecrops (Sedum nuttallianum).  

 
The hike to the top was challenging as was the trip down.  The 
view from the top was spectacular.



On top of Enchanted Rock

Panoramic shot from atop Enchanted Rock

After descending, I decided to do the Loop Trail, a 4.6 mile loop 
around Enchanted Rock and Little Rock.  The trails are well 
marked in most places but in others, you are guessing your trail.  
Several trails intersect so it can be difficult.  



A little perspective.  See the people on the rock?

To further complicate things, the Trail Loop had a detour through 
Turkey Pass.  That’s a 0.71 mile trail.  



Turkey Pass Trail



Somehow, after Turkey Pass, instead of continuing on the loop 
trail, I headed down the Base Trail (0.88 miles).  

Turkey Pass Trail.  Fortunately, I didn't have to climb over these.

I found myself at the intersection of Echo Canyon Trail.  I 
followed that until I came to Moss Lake and then regained the 
Loop Trail.  All in all, I did 5.8 miles today.   
 
I assume we’ll have rain tonight and when I pack up, I’m headed to 
Lafayette, Louisiana and a night at Comfort Inn and Suites. 



Road Trip - Day 14 

7 February 2019 
 
It was very windy last night. All. Night. Long.  I got up once to 
secure a couple of flaps on the tent that were making noise by 
putting my shoes on them to hold them down.  I reminded myself 
to check them in the morning before I put them on for critters such 
as scorpions.  At least, that’s what I was taught in the Boy Scouts if 
out west.   
 
I felt sure I was going to get pounded by rain but by the time I got 
up at 5:30 am it was only sprinkling a few drops.  I did run into 
heavy rain on the way to my destination tonight and it rained off 
and on all along the way.  My gps warned me of a flood warning 
and when I checked the map, it was just north of me.  
 
It would have been more problematic in the Hill Country with flash 
floods affecting the low lying crossings in the road.  It was here 
that I first saw the flood gauges placed in low places to give people 
how high the water was on the road bed.   
 
Something waked me at 11:30 pm and at first, I thought it was 
some animal calling.  Indeed it was.  A guy and a girl was on the 
children’s swing set laughing and talking.  It was the swinging that 
had gotten my attention.  Someone else must have heard them 
because as I got up to pee, someone went over with a light and 
then it got dead quiet.  They must have taken the hint.

Later, as I broke camp, you could hear coyotes howling.  Nothing 
like that to get you up and going.   
 



I actually packed up camp in the dark and was on the road by 6:30 
am.  It’s around an eight hour drive from Enchanted Rock to the 
comforts of the Comfort Inn in Scott, Louisiana (just outside of 
Lafayette.   
 
As I headed towards Austin, I was amazed at the number of 
vineyards along the highway.  They all looked new and clean and 
busy.  There must be at least 50 or more along one stretch of 
highway.  I would have liked to stop in but I needed to head on 
down the road.  Besides, they were not open at 8 am. 
 
The drive to Scott was uneventful and with a few exceptions, the 
limit was 70 mph.  I got to the Comfort Inn at 3 pm on the dot.  I’m 
now washing clothes, contemplating dinner, and an early night to 
bed.  My destination tomorrow is Blackwater River State Park in 
Milton, Florida (panhandle) - about a 6 hour drive.



Road Trip - Day 15 
Blackwater River State Park 
 
8 February 2019 
The Comfort Inn in Scott, Louisiana was indeed comfortable.  I went 
to sleep at 9:30 and waked at 4:30 am.  I felt completely rested after 
the long drive from Enchanted Rock.   
 
I usually don’t eat much breakfast at these places but I had their 
waffle, coffee, orange juice, banana and yogurt.  I guess I needed to 
fortify myself for the coming drive. 
 
The drive to Blackwater River State Park was about 6 hours with 
stops.  The only problem was you couldn’t program the street 
number in for the park on the gps.  The park has recognized that fact 
and warned people about it.  I just followed the signs on I-10 and 
made it OK.

Campsite 16 ready for cold weather



After setting up camp, I decided to do some hiking.  There are two 
trails mentioned in the park handout: Chain of Lakes Trail and 
Juniper Lake Nature Trail.  Here is where you get to read my 
bitching.  



Trail head of Chain of Lakes Trail - it was deceiving



First, the Juniper Lake Nature Trail is supposed to be next to the 
camping area.  It may very well be, but I found a sign on another 
trail no where near the camping area. 
 
If you walk out the main entrance to the park, you cross the road 
and it supposedly leads you to a segment of the Florida Trail which 
takes you to the Blackwater River.  There is no trail signage 
whatsoever.  I gave up trying to find that trail and instead walked 
the road to the bridge into the park over the Blackwater River.

Beach area of Blackwater River

A park employee was painting road crossing stripes and I asked 
him about it.  He assured me that I could pick up the trail and make 
it back to the camp site.  



View of Blackwater River from Chain of Lakes Trail



In any case, I was now at the Chain of Lakes Trail.  It starts out 
broad enough and plainly marked.  However, once you get to the 
beach, you never know there is a trail off to the side.   
 
Not only did I have to hunt for the beginning of the trail, it was not 
marked in any normal way.  Unfortunately, someone else felt the 
same as I did about the lack of markings and decided to “blaze” the 
trail with their knife.  The term blaze comes from the idea that you 
would carve into a tree a flat area to mark the trail.  The cut often 
resembled a blaze of a fire.



"Blaze" on Chain of Lakes Trail - damaging to the tree



The trail is interesting enough.  You walk around a series of oxbow 
lakes from the old river bed. 

Oxbow lake with cypress knees



The park went to great effort to expose roots to trip up hikers.



Then you climb out of the bottoms and into a longleaf pine 
upland.  It’s a nice trail but someone needs to really work on 
marking the trail.

Longleaf Pine Forest 



After finishing the Chain of Lakes Trail, I walked to the access 
point of the Florida Trail on the other side of the river and started 
heading back to the campsite.  The Florida Trail is well marked.  

Well marked Florida Trail with the marking done properly



However, where the trail branches and you are supposed to find the 
trail back to the campsite - nothing.  No marking, no indication 
whatsoever.  I ended up finding a gravel road that led back to the 
main road and the entrance to the park.

Yellow Jasmine

The hiking was good and I covered 4.5 miles in about 2 hours.

It’s supposed to get cold tonight (39F) so I’ve doubled up the 
sleeping bags again.  



Road Trip - Day 16 
Maclay Gardens State Park 
9 February 2019 
 
Boy, did I get some sleep!  I went to bed last night around 7:30 pm 
(it’s dark and what else can you do) and got up around 7:30 am.  I 
made a leisurely cup of coffee and a bowl of oatmeal.  The 
temperature wasn’t that bad.  I don’t think it got below 40F.  I 
actually had to unzip one of the sleeping bags and sleep only inside 
of one.   
 
I showered, shaved and was on the road around 9:30.  The drive 
along I-10 wasn’t bad.  There were a couple of one lane shunts due 
to the downed timber from Hurricane Michael but they the traffic 
speed kept at 70 mph. 
 
I spent the next hour at a Steak and Shake.  It was 1:30 pm before I 
decided to eat lunch and I made the mistake of pulling into one at 
Tallahassee.  It took a while to be seated, a while to be waited on 
and a while to be served.  Once I paid, I had to sit in the parking lot 
for a while while the drive through cleared (they were in no hurry 
to take orders) so I could back out of my parking space.  I feel like 
I could have homesteaded there. 
 
I finally escaped the Steak and Shake and made my way to Maclay 
Gardens State Park.  A friend, Jim Wilson, always suggests I stop 
in and see the gardens.  I know Jim is never wrong about anything 
and since I had some time, I stopped in. 



Entrance to Maclay Gardens State Park



Hand it to the state of Florida to figure a way to make money.  I 
purchased a yearly pass to Florida state parks for $60 earlier this 
year.  However, since the month of February fell within January - 
March at this park, I got to pay $6 for admission.  It’s only in effect 
for those three months.  Go figure.  It’s the time the park is most in 
bloom with magnolias, camellias and azaleas.   
 
The park is quite nice.  Jim was right, damn it.  The paved path to 
the gardens is spectacular.  

You can also visit the Maclay House which was the winter home of 
the Maclay family.  The original house started out as a hunting 
lodge.



There were two plants that were mostly in bloom.  The first, and 
most eye-catching were the Japanese magnolias.  These reminded 
me of Ole Miss.  The campus at Ole Miss is consistently voted one 
of the most beautiful college campuses in the United States and I 
remember that in early spring, the Japanese magnolias in bloom.  



The other flowers which predominated were the camellias.  My 
grandmother had two camellia bushes on either side of her front 
door and I remember them blooming every year.  The color most 
like the one my grandmother is shown below.

This camellia most reminds me of the ones my grandmother had.

Others were nice but I really enjoyed the variegated ones.



My goal today was to visit Stephanie Hurt.  I’ve known Stephanie 
for many years and her husband George used to teach on Central 
Campus at Broward College.  George died of cancer and if 
anything, Stephanie and I have grown closer together over the 
years.  Whenever I’m on  one of my trips and I pass close by, she 
always puts me up for the night and cooks me dinner and we catch 
up on each other’s lives. 
 
This trip, I got to meet her boyfriend Brent.  I thoroughly enjoyed 
meeting him and I feel we hit it off right away.  I’m happy for 
Brent and Stephanie.  I think they are very good for each other.  It 
was good to catch up with the both of them.  Hopefully, next year, 
they’ll make a visit south and I’ll get a chance for some payback.   
 
Brent cooked a delicious salmon and Stephanie had corn-on-the-
cob, a great quinoa salad, and sweet potatoes.  Let’s just say the 
wine and conversation flowed freely and the food was great! 
 
Tomorrow, I head home to see what’s been going on at the house in 
my absence.  It’s about a 7 hours drive.  

 

 



Road Trip - Day 17 
10 February 2019 
 
I went to bed early last night after the great dinner Stephanie and 
Brent made.  I think the long drives over the last two weeks were 
catching up with me.  In any case, I waked around 4:30 am, did 
stuff on the computer and then took a quick shower and packed.  I 
was trying not to wake anyone but Stephanie (and Joe the boxer) 
came out just as I had loaded the car.  I was going to write a note 
but I was glad I got to say goodbye in person.   
 
In a lot of ways, I dread the trip from her house to my house most 
of all.  It's around 7 hours depending on the bathroom stops.  I 
think it is because I've traveled that road (I-75, Turnpike, I-95) so 
many times, it's just monotonous.  Add in the crazies on the road 
and the fact it rained on me from Ocala to Kissimmee,  and I turn 
into a zombie.  It was all I could do to stay awake. 
 
I stopped for some milk for my cereal tomorrow at the local Publix 
and purchased a bottle of Josh Cabernet Sauvignon for  my 
neighbor.  The postman told her my mailbox was getting full.  The 
postman failed to realize I had put a stop delivery notice for my 
mail and kept delivering it.  Not only did he deliver my mail to me, 
but my next door neighbor's mail to me.  To be fair, Divine and 
Searcy are very close and I can see where there was some 
confusion.   
 
In any case, May, across the street took in my mail (and did the 
postal carriers job).  The pool company did a nice job on the pool 
and the house was in good shape.  I don't even need to mow the 
grass this week.  Possibly, my neighbor Trevor mowed it for me 
while away. 
 
I'm currently washing all the dirty clothes from my last washer 



load in Scott, Louisiana and have ordered pizza for dinner because 
I definitely don't want to cook tonight.  It'll also be an early night.

 



Chapter 29    
 
Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 1 
High Falls State Park 
21 April 2019 
Happy Easter!  I hope you found the plastic egg I left you with the 
$100 bill inside.   
 
I had pre-packed the jeep so all I needed to do this morning was 
throw in the cooler and attach the bike rack and the bike.  I left the 
house at 6:25 am and arrived at High Falls State Park, just outside 
Atlanta, around 4:30 pm.  By my calculations, that is 10 hours of 
driving.  Actually, the trip up was pretty smooth with only a few 
crazies to keep you on your toes. 
 
California may be in the middle of a super bloom but so is Florida, 
at least along I-75.  Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to take photos 
but I feel sure I recognized species of Coreopsis, Verbena, and 
Tradescantia (spiderwort).  The roadsides were full of flowers and 
I noticed Florida was not cutting them with their road crews 
whereas Georgia had road crews mowing the sides of the on 
interstate on Easter Sunday.  Can we say time and a half? 
 
In any case, there were plenty of blooms in the park.



Mountain Laurel (Kalmia latifolia)

High Falls is an interesting park.  It is pretty much split in half by 
the Towaliga River.  I think we can assume an Indian name here.  
Fortunately for me, the camping area is also split.  The lake side 
camping area was pretty full and packed with picnickers.  Every 
pavilion was rented for Easter.  It was bustling and noisy and I was 
glad I was on the “river” side away from the day trippers.  

High Falls - there was a lot of water rushing over.  Fishermen told 
me the water was higher yesterday.



The campsite is perfectly canopied.  I sometimes worry when there 
are too many overhanging trees, particularly when the park doesn’t 
trim the dead branches from on high.  My site is perfect and there 
are no dead limbs over my tent.  (Famous last words!)

Campsite 3 

The tent went up and the equipment inside within 15 minutes.  It’s 
predicted to be 47F tonight so I got out one of the heavier sleeping 
bags (good to 30F).  I also have two pads underneath me.   
 
I did the tourist thing to see the falls and then did a bike ride 
around the river side campground.  Those of you who follow me 
know my first bike was stolen at the Ramada Inn in Ventura.  I 
used my United mileage to purchase a new one.  I like some of the 
features of the new one better than the old one but there are some 
features of the old one I like better than the new one.  Seems a fair 
trade off.  



High Falls

Tonight’s dinner is a leftover Subway Italian sandwich and a left 
over Dunkin’ Donut.  Life is good.  

Apparently, the falls were used at one time to generate electricity.

Tomorrow is about a 4 1/2 hour drive to Cherokee, NC and the 
Fort Wilderness RV Campground.  Unfortunately, that was the only 
thing available within several hundred miles.  Of course, the real 



test is to get through Atlanta.  Sherman did not do a very good job 
of burning the city - it’s still there.  

Cross vine (Bignonia capreolata) - supposedly, you would cut a 
section of the vine off and smoke it.  At least that was what we 
were told as kids.

Post Script. I don’t know when I’ve spent a more restful night.  
The campground was quiet, The roar of the falls drowned out any 
background noise and it was cold enough (it actually dropped to 
44F) to snuggle into the down sleeping bag.  At one time, I 
dreamed a raccoon ran across the surface of my tent and peed on it 
as he went.  I know it was a dream because I checked. The tent was 
dry this morning.  Something did walk through my tent area early 
this morning but I assume it was a deer looking for some greenery.  
Breakfast this morning was hot, steaming oatmeal and freshly 
ground Blue Bottle coffee.  I also have to admit I’m falling more in 
love with my tent.  When I first purchased it, I wasn’t sure it would 
work out.  I’ve now spent about 10 or 15 nights in it and I’m 
beginning to appreciate some of the better features of the tent.  
That, and I’m getting better and getting in and out of it without 
falling over.



Bluets (Houstonia caerulea)



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 2 
Fort Wilderness 
22 April 2019 
 
The color green is everywhere in the Smokies.  Back in Fort 
Lauderdale, we have a tremendous amount of green of every hue.  
Our greens do tend toward the blue end of the green spectrum.  
Here in the Smokies, it is more toward the yellow end of the 
spectrum.  The drive into north Georgia and then into North 
Carolina was spectacular.

Green, green, everywhere!

Fort Wilderness is one of those RV parks that has seen better days.  
However, the person in charge was super nice and allowed me to 
choose any tent spot I desired.  In addition, since they were not 
full, she allowed me to park in the spot next to mine.  She gave me 
her cell number to let her know which site I chose and I noticed it 
was a 954 prefix.  She has a condo on Fort Lauderdale on the 
beach and intends to return in May for the Air/Sea show. 
 



The Great Smoky Mountains, Cherokee and Gatlinburg have a 
special place in my memories.  I think the first time I came to the 
Smokies was when Mom and Dad were returning to Morton, 
Mississippi from Havre de Grace, Maryland where Dad was 
stationed at Aberdeen Proving Ground.  



More green!



My next real memory the area was Gatlinburg was with my 
grandmother (on my Mother’s side) to visit a religious attraction.  I 
don’t remember the name of it then but it has now been changed to 
Christ in the Smokies.  I never knew he visited here.  In any case, I 
was less impressed with the wax figures of the Bible and more 
impressed with the making of salt water taffy on main street in 
Gatlinburg.  They had a machine that pulled it right in front of 
you.  I’ve been buying the stuff ever since.  I purchased a pound 
box of the vanilla (my favorite) and will dole it out to special 
friends who are taffy connoisseurs.   
 
For some reason back then, we entered Gatlinburg from the Pigeon 
Forge area and not Cherokee.  Pigeon Forge was, of course, BDP 
(before Dolly Parton).   
 
One year, my Uncle Ray and Aunt Minrose were driving me from 
Havre de Grace to Morton to visit my grandparents when we 
stopped at a restaurant in Cherokee.  I was very small back then 
but I remembered the wax teeth you could get for Halloween.  
There in the display cabinet were what I thought were waxed 
teeth.  It turns out it was the owners real set of false teeth.  Don’t 
ask me why they were on display with the pies and cakes.   
 
Ever since those first two visits, I’ve returned numerous times and 
hopefully will return numerous more.   
 
My favorite hike in the Smokies is Chimney Tops.  I think I’ve 
climbed that four times.  It was always a thrill.  I’ve climbed it in 
winter when the trail was iced and in the heat of summer, and in 
the spring and in the fall.  It never fails to impress.  Don’t tell 
anyone but I actually climbed down one of the chimneys years 
ago.  That was a hair raising event and one I will never, ever 
repeat.



Chimney Tops - recovering after the fire.



Two years ago, Gatlinburg and Pigeon Forge were almost 
incinerated.  The forest fire that came close to wiping the two 
towns (and Dollywood) off the map started at Chimney Tops.  The 
trail was closed my last visit but it has since reopened and it’s as 
popular as ever if the number of cars parked there is any 
indication. 
 
The Smokies were not smoking today.  No cloud cover to speak of 
- clear blue skies that hurt your eyes.

On my way to Gatlinburg, I stopped at Newfound Gap.  There 
were five hikers about to head north on the Appalachian Trail.  I 
don’t know how far they were going but I don’t like their chances.  
There was one person mansplaining to both sexes what to expect.  
Either he was doing a poor job or he really was trying to bluff his 
way with the group.



On the south side of the gap was a solitary hiker.  I asked him 
which direction he was headed.  He said north also.  He was quiet, 
confident, and admitted he was not hiking the entire length.  I 
figured he really knew what he was doing.   
 
Gatlinburg has become the epitome of garish.  It was always 
touristy but now it’s just gross.  I bought my taffy, had a hamburger 
at Shoney’s and left town. 
 
For many years, Cherokee was the poor sister city.  It was mostly 
run down with cigar store Indians, and every souvenir shop in the 
world.  Today, Cherokee is looking much better.  The Cherokee 
have made the city name things in English and Cherokee.  I didn’t 
know Cherokee was a written language but you now see signage to 
that effect on all the major streets and buildings.  It has become 
more what Gatlinburg was at one time - rustic and endearing. 
 
My one real experience with Cherokee was to see the performance 
of “Unto These Hills”.  Again, my grandmother on Mom’s side.  
She was a traveler and needed me to chaperone.  At least, I called it 
that.  I did get to see more of the world than I would have because 
of her love of travel.



I remember the play to this day.  I thought it was great but what 
does a six year old know? 
 
Tomorrow I hope to hike the 6 miles Smokemont Loop Trail.  It’s 
supposed to be wildflower heaven.  Six miles uphill is about my 
limit so hopefully, I can handle 3 miles up and 3 miles down.  The 
web site AllTrails.com suggest anywhere from 2.5 to 3.5 hours 
round trip.  I expect it will take me longer.  

The drive from Cherokee to Gatlinburg is still, in my opinion, one 
of the most beautiful drives you can make.

http://alltrails.com/


Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 3 
Smokemont/Great Smoky 
Mountains National Park 
23 April 2019 
 
I went from the most peaceful, restful night of my camping career 
at High Falls State Park to the worst night at Fort Wilderness.  
Someone over on the next hill seems to have a kennel of dogs that 
are kept outside.  They started howling and barking around 6 pm 
and maybe let up around 2 am. I mean loud.  I think one of the 
bayers was a Tennessee Blue Tick Hound from the sound of it.  
Another sounded like a blood hound.  Not to be left out was some 
small happy dogs.  I think I counted 5 distinct barks.  To add to the 
excitement, someone was shooting a rifle.  They were apparently a 
very bad shot because they kept shooting.  At one stage, they let 
off a semi-automatic round.  Peaceful. 
 
Finally around 11:30 pm I used the app on my iPhone to generate 
white noise.  The good news is are the dogs are at it again this 
afternoon, so I can assume I can look forward to another baying 
session. 
 
I did discover one thing about my 30F sleeping bag.  You stay 
warm and toasty except for the top of the bag.  It wasn’t terribly 
uncomfortable, but you could tell your upper body was cooler than 
your lower body.  I solved the problem by putting another sleeping 
bag (50F) over the top of the first one.  It was perfect.

Whoever said Smokemont Loop Trail was excellent for 
wildflowers knew what they were talking about.  It was wildflower 
nirvana.  The loop is 5.9 miles (often referred to as a 6 mile loop) 
but since you have to walk a ways to the trail head and then back 
to your car after the loop is completed, it is about 6.3 miles.  



There are three trails associated with the Bradley Fork Trail.  The 
trailhead sign is telling me I have a 1.7 mile hike to get to the 
Smokemont Loop Trail.

I began at an elevation of 2,080 feet and the peak elevation was 
3,604 feet, so that figures out to 1,524 feet of elevation gain in 
about 3 miles.  In other words, up, up, up.  Most say it takes 3.5 
hours to complete the loop.  It took me four but I have a good 
excuse because I was stopping every few minutes to take photos.   
 
I met four sets of hikers on their way up as I was on my way 
down.  Many like to hike it in the opposite direction to get the 
steep climb over and done before the heat of the day.  There were 
also two people working on the trail.  It's interesting about meeting 
hikers.  Some want to stop and talk and others just grunt as they 
pass you.  I prefer the talkers so I can stop and catch my breath 
while they talk.



Tributary of the Oconaluftee River



Some people refer to the trail as the tunnel trail due to the 
Rhodendron that forms overhangs.



The wildflowers were a riot.  Even better, I found five species to 
add to my life list of plants.  One of these (Bishop’s Cap) I’ve been 
looking for for years.  It was also good to renew acquaintances 
with old finds of past trips.

This was a new find for me and probably the most exciting find of 
the day.  I've looked for this plant for years.



Showy Orchid - that's actually the common name. Another notch in 
my life list of plants.



About to cross the bridge.



Bridge along the Smokemont Loop Trail.  Someone stole the other 
handrail.



After the hike, I headed to Clingmans Dome.  I usually climb it 
every visit.  My last visit, the observation tower was closed so I 
missed it.  However, it was open today and it was packed.  Cars 
were parked all down the sides of the road because the parking lot 
was full.

Observation Tower at Clingmans Dome

People thought me a little strange because I started to walk back 
down backwards.  On the Smokemont hike, I could feel a tendon 
aching in my left knee.  It sometimes does that when I have a long 
way to walk down.   
 
I found that if I walk backwards while going down, it takes the 
stress off the tendon.  There were a couple of people on the trail 
that knew what I was doing.  Apparently, I’m not the only one with 
tendonitis while walking down hills. 
 
I stopped by Chimney Tops to see if I could see how it was 
recovering from the fire.  You can no longer walk up to the 
Chimneys.  They have blocked the upper part of the trail due to fire 
damage and what they say are unstable conditions.  I’m glad I got 
to see them before they blocked them off.  



Bridge over the West Branch of the Little Pigeon River at Chimney 
Tops

Star Chickweed - a new find for me. Found at the base of Chimney 
Tops.

I started to drive to Cade’s Cove and got about 1/4 of the way and 
changed my mind.  I was tired and hungry.  I made it back to Fort 
Wilderness, had a nice shower, and had my freeze dried Italian 
pepper steak with rice and tomatoes.  Yum.  



Tomorrow, I head for South Mountain State Park near Connelly 
Springs, NC.



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 4 
South Mountains State Park 
24 April 2019

Guess who?

I really feel sorry for the owners of Fort Wilderness RV Park.  
They have to contend with the kennel of dogs continuously barking 
(they went at it literally all night long - I slept with the white noise 



app playing in my ear) but they also have a squirrel problem. 
 
I was busy with my morning constitutional when I heard 
something running across the roof of the bath house.  Then all of a 
sudden, a loud explosion and I was in the dark.  Luckily, I knew 
where everything was - on me and in the bath house).  Apparently, 
there will be fried squirrel for lunch today.  I didn’t bother 
notifying them since no one but me had been in the bathroom 
during my stay.  I’ll let them find out when the season arrives. 
 
I was out of there by 8 am and headed for Mickey D’s in 
Cherokee.  From there I called my friends Reed and Sandra 
Bilbray in Asheville and invited myself to coffee.  Actually, when 
Reed read my itinerary, he suggested I stop in.  It’s always good to 
see those two.  They are so up and positive.  It's great to be around 
people who always look on the bright side.  I also got to meet the 
newest addition to the family, Oreo.  I think the dog loves me.  I 
really appreciate Reed and Sandra taking time out of their day.  We 
talked hiking, camping, and how Asheville and Fort Lauderdale are 
having transportation problems and infrastructure problems.   
 
Oreo followed me out the door but Reed insisted he not go 
camping today. 
 
To get to South Mountains State Park, you follow I-40 east for a 
ways and then head down  US 19.  This is a wonderful back road 
with curves and dips and beautiful scenery.  It reminds me a little 
of the old roads I used to take into the Smokies. 
 
Everyone I know that I’ve talked to in North Carolina have never 
heard of South Mountains State Park.  It won the park of the year 
award in 2017 (I assume NC).  



Hemlock Nature Trail



I’m in the family campground which is predominately tents and 
hammocks.  I had high hopes of no more dogs but wouldn’t you 
know it, a lady with a hammock is parked next to me with a yappy 
dog that starts in when anyone comes anywhere near her campsite.  
It may be a long night - again.

May Apple (Podophyllum peltatum)

The park is full of hikes.  The map they provide you upon checking 
in has 22 listed with degrees of difficulty from easy to moderate to 
strenuous.  One of the main attractions is High Shoals Falls.  I 
can’t resist a good waterfall so I headed out at 2 pm.  It was 80 F 
out so I made sure I was in shorts and a tee shirt.  



I met this North Carolina hiker, Michael on the Clear Creek Trail.  
He was also headed to the falls and also mistakenly took the wrong 
trail.  



You first walk through the parking lot of the family campsite and 
then follow the River Trail until you merge with the Clear Creek 
Trail.  It’s at this point I made a fortuitous mistake.  I meant to 
follow the River Trail until it merged with the High Shoal Falls 
Loop Trail.  

Shoals at Upper Falls campsite.  You have to wade them to get to 
the next trail segment.



Instead, I incorrectly shifted to the Raven Rock Trail System .  
Trust me when I say it is all up hill.  It’s listed as strenuous on their 
map.  I have to admit, either I’m getting good at this hiking thing 
or I’m just in better shape.  I didn’t find it any more difficult than 
the Smokemont Loop Trail which is rated as moderate.   
 
From the Raven Rock Trail, I finally merged with the High Shoal 
Falls Loop and it was all downhill from there.  Fortunately, my 
tendonitis did not act up and I made it pretty well.

I have to admit, the falls were impressive.



The reason I said fortuitous mistake is once you reach the falls, 
there are wooden rails and steps all the way down, down down.  If 
I had correctly followed the map, the ascent to the falls would have 
been twice as steep as the trail I took.  

Stairs along Hemlock Nature Trail that leads to High Shoals Falls.



By the way, I hate steps.  I know parks mean well with them but 
they have to fit the landscape and the rise is either too high or too 
low.  I take a pounding when I walk down steps.   
 
I made it back at 5 pm, so the entire hike was 3 hours.  I clocked in 
at 5 miles exactly.  The campground is at 1286 feet in elevation 
and the top of the mountain is 2022, so I had a 916 foot elevation 
gain.  That was a pretty good workout.  I’m tired.  

High Shoals Falls Loop Trail - it was shady all the way, much 
appreciated with 80+F temperatures.



Tonight is Three Cheese Mac & Cheese.   
 
Tomorrow, I’ll probably take it easy and do some short, easy hikes. 
  
 
Either spring has not really sprung here or it’s already sprung and 
gone.  There isn’t much as far as wildflowers.  My one big thrill 
was as I was hiking, I had an overwhelmingly sweet scent waft to 
me.  It reminded me a little of honeysuckle.  I looked around and 
didn’t see anything and then I looked up and in the distance and 
saw a umbrella magnolia (Magnolia tripetala) in full bloom.  I’ve 
seen these before but not in bloom.  The leaves are not thick like 
the southern magnolia.  Instead they are paper thin.  The blooms 
are not as large either but they certainly produce an aroma.  The 
tree was some 50-75 feet away.  

Post Script. The dog turned out to be perfectly behaved last night.  
It apparently only barks when she encourages it to bark.  It didn’t 
make a sound all night.



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 5 
South Mountains State Park 
25 April 2019 
 
It’s overcast this morning and just as I finished breakfast, it started 
to sprinkle. The phone app called Dark Skies said expect moderate 
rain for the next hour with 100% chance of rain today.   
 
This was growing in my campsite.  I've always been fascinated by 
this plant.  It was one of the first I learned to identify in Boy 
Scouts.

Jack-in-the-Pulpit (Arisaema triphyllum) 

I did a quick drive through the rest of the park.  There is only the 
family campground I am in and a horse campground and two 
parking lots.  Like I wrote yesterday, this is a hikers park.



While on the very short drive, I saw several umbrella leaf 
magnolias in bloom along side of the road. I stopped and got 
several photos so you can better see what I meant in yesterdays 
photo.  The zoom shot didn’t show any detail.

Umbrella Magnolia (Magnolia tripetala)

I scoped out some potential hikes for this afternoon and then 
returned to camp. I figure its a good curl-up-in-the-sleeping-bag 
morning and read a book.  If the rain abates, I’ll think about the 
hike. 

Ten-thirty am, the rain let up and I hit the trail at 11:02 am.  This 
time I decided to take the north branch of the Little River Trail.  
It’s rated as moderate and the first part of the trail is pretty steep.  
However, once to the top, at 1,730 feet, it levels off and follows the 
ridge.  



Little River Trail with the dogwoods in bloom.

It then merges with the Turkey Ridge Trail (I saw no turkeys but I 
did see two deer) and from there, I branched off to the Hidden 
Cove Trail (I also didn’t see the cove).  



Hidden Cove Trail - this was a real pleasure to walk.

As per usual, I managed to get turned around at the point the 
Turkey Ridge Trail merges with the Hidden Cove Trail.  If you 
start your climb in the opposite direction than I did, you will see 
the trail plainly marked.  However, if you start the climb where I 
did, just before the actual junction of these two trails is another 
trail leading off.  It was not marked.  To make sure it wasn’t the 
trail I needed, I hiked it a ways and realized it was not what I was 
thought.  I probably added 1/2 mile to my trip this morning/
afternoon with my little side adventure and finished up at 2 pm so 



my 5.9 mile excursion took me 3 hours with rest stops and a lunch 
break.

Horse Sugar (Symplocos tinctoria) - the leaves have a sweet taste.

Tonight’s meal is Chicken Vindaloo.  I may pay for that later 
tomorrow.  In any case, I’ll pack up (probably in the rain 
tomorrow) and head to Boone, NC to see an old friend Terry 
Hamilton.  He taught Anatomy & Physiology on Central Campus 
while I taught Biology on South.  We’ve been on a few field trips 
together and it’ll be good to catch up with him.  After I have lunch 
with Terry, I head to Greensboro, NC to visit my cousin Jimmie 
and her husband Stephen.  Showers and a bed!



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 6 
South Mountains State Park 

26 April 2019 

I checked the weather before going to bed last night and the 
forecast was for a slight chance of rain between 7 am and 9 am the 
next morning.  At 10:30 pm, the skies opened up.  I got out of the 
sleeping bag a 7 am and decided discretion was the better part of 
valor and packed up the wet tent, loaded the car for everything 
except to make breakfast.  I ate quickly and  was on the road at 
8:30 am and the skies opened up again.  I got while the getting was 
good. 
 
I pulled into Boone, NC after passing through what I think was 
Blowing Rock.  I say I think because it was so foggy I wasn't sure 
there was a town there.  I called Terry Hamilton in Boone and 
invited myself for coffee.  We caught up on old times and I have to 
say I laugh more with Terry than just about anyone.  We then 
headed to a barbecue place near his house that has some great 
barbecue.   
 
After a short tour of his neighborhood, I said goodbye and headed 
to Greensboro.  It seemed like I was trying to catch up to the rain, 
but it beat me there and was actually over when I pulled into the 
drive of Stephen and Jimmie.  They were waiting at the garage 
door for me when I pulled up.   
 
We spent a little time catching up and then headed out to eat.  They 
knew of a place I could get a steak and it was cooked to perfection.  

After dinner we stopped at their REI store and I bought a bear bell.  
I had one on my day pack but I noticed I wasn't hearing it ring.  I 



thought something had wedged in it but when I examined it, the 
clapper inside had fallen out.  Luckily, I didn't run into any bears 
this trip - yet.  Now I'm prepared! 
 
Later, we returned to the house and I introduced them to The 
Brokenwood Mysteries on Acorn TV.  It's about a detective in New 
Zealand.  After that I need to get some sleep. 
 
By the way, the chicken vindaloo did come back to haunt me 
tonight.  



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 7 
Greensboro, NC 
27 April 2019 
 
Stephen made scrambled eggs and toast for breakfast.  That was a 
real treat not having freeze dried food for breakfast.   
 
We decided to pay a visit to Duluth Trading Company.  I've known 
about this company for years but I've never been in a store of 
theirs.  While at the store, Stephen found a book that said they had 
been in existence since 1989.  It seems they have become experts 
at marketing and they have some of the best tv ads in the business.   
 
I crawled all over the store and found lots of things I wanted but 
nothing I absolutely needed.  The same with Jimmie and Stephen.  
It was great to see what merchandise they have and if you ever get 
a chance to visit the store, do so.  
 
After Duluth, we headed to Bicentennial Park.  There were several 
flowers Jimmie wanted me to look at in the park.  I didn't know 
exactly what they were but I have an app on my IPhone called 
Plant ID that allows you to take a photo and using recognition 
techniques, gives you several suggestions as to the plant's 
identification.  We were able to identify the species in question 
using the app.   
 
The app is pretty good with horticultural species and hybrids but is 
less accurate with wildflowers.  Part of the garden is set aside for 
wildflowers and there were several species in bloom and 
fortunately, I knew most of those.  This is my second visit to the 
park and it never fails to impress.  They do an excellent job of 
upkeep of the park. 
 
Lunch was at Natty Greens in downtown Greensboro.  Greensboro 
has that southern charm of an old southern town with tons of brick 



buildings and 1800's and 1900's storefronts. Natty Greens is an 
interesting eatery and brewery.  It's my second visit to this 
establishment and it's always a treat to eat there and see downtown. 
 
The afternoon was set aside for naps and reading and dinner prep.  
Stephen and Jimmie prepared an excellent chicken curry with rice 
and garlic bread.  Jimmie also remembered I loved her version of 
Waldorf salad with pecans instead of walnuts, yogurt instead of 
mayonnaise and a sprinkling of sweetened coconut.  Add raisins 
and fuji apples and let sit overnight in the fridge.  Try it, you'll like 
it.  She also had an excellent carrot salad and I had forgotten that 
like mother, she put pineapple in the carrot salad.  
 
Tomorrow I head back to Florida with a night at Mike Roess Gold 
Head Branch State Park near Keystone Heights, Florida.  If, like 
me, you don't know where Keystone Heights is located, it's near 
Blanding, Florida where the state penitentiary is located.  No snide 
comments please.  A better description is it is inland from St. 
Augustine.  That'll be around an 8 hour drive tomorrow and more 
than a 6 hour drive from their to home on Monday.   
 
I'll post again from the park and perhaps when I arrive home on 
Monday.



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 7 
Mike Ross Gold Head Branch State 
Park - Keystone Heights, FL 

 
28 April 2019 
 
After more Waldorf Salad and a half of a bagel, I bid Jimmie and 
Stephen goodbye.  What a great visit!  It's always great to see 
them.  I anticipate a visit from them next year when they come 
down for a cruise. 
 
As I headed down the highway, I realized I was developing a full 
blown cold.  I hope I didn't infect Jimmie and Stephen because 
they have a major trip coming up.   
 
It's a 9 1/2 hour drive from Greensboro to the state park.  I stopped 
in Middleton, Florida at the Publix for a combination pack of 
Dayquil and Nyquil.  I'll take the night time after dinner (a Publix 
sandwich) and the Dayquil as I start out tomorrow. 
 
Strangely, the park has a "boil water" alert.  When I checked in, the 
ranger did not mention it.  I have plenty for the night and I'll get 
coffee and breakfast at Mickey D's tomorrow morning so it won't 
be a problem.   
 
I'd like to come back to this park.  They have some interesting 
formations - in particular, a ravine that needs exploring.  
Unfortunately, I arrive too late to do any hiking.  They also have a 
map of hiking trails that I can't make heads or tails of, so I'd 
probably get lost anyway.   
 
After pitching the wet tent, I changed into shorts.  I went from low 
40's in the Smokies to high 80's in north Florida.  Welcome to the 
sunshine state, the global warming state, the sea level rise state, 



etc.  Tonight is supposed to be in the high 60's so it'll necessitate a 
change to a lighter sleeping bag for tonight.   
 
Just outside the park, a few miles down the road is Camp Blanding 
where my Dad was stationed prior to WWII.  It's now a Florida 
National Guard camp and the new governor already has his name 
on the sign.  I think governors of states must have crews on 
standby to change "Welcome to ... " signs at state lines, on public 
buildings, and anything else they can think of.  I'm surprised they 
haven't figured out a way to put them on cattle in pastures so you 
can tell which state you are in by the cows.  
 
Tomorrow is a 6 hour drive home, mostly on I-95.  



Spring Wildflowers Trip - Day 8 
Home Again 

 
29 April 2019 
 
You might know I would have to return to Florida to see a bear!  I 
was out of the tent, packed and heading out of the park at 7:30 am 
when I saw Ursus americanus. He was heading away from the 
road as I passed.  Actually, he looked pretty healthy and big!  
Fortunately for Florida, it was not Ursus horibilis!  
 
My cold is worse.  I'm going to heavily medicate tonight.  I got a 
great night of sleep last night but the medication wore off around 
4:30 am and I started coughing up a lung.  I am now trying to 
cough up the other one.  
 
The trip home took 6 hours.  The traffic flowed pretty well down 
I-95 south but I-95 north was basically a parking lot.  I never saw 
what the hold up was but I felt for those poor people stuck in 
traffic. 
 
Once I got home, I unpacked everything and got the camping gear 
ready to store in the closet.  I pitched the tent again to let it dry out 
and, of course, it immediately started sprinkling rain.  I don't care, 
even if I have to leave it out a day or two to air out.  I also need to 
turn it inside out to get the dirt and debris from inside out of the 
tent.   
 
All this unpacking and storing comes from my days in Boy Scouts. 
I was applying for the camping merit badge and one of the adult 
counselors asked me if I unpacked, cleaned and stored gear on the 
day I returned.  I said yes.  He knew I had just been camping and 
was impressed.  What I didn't tell him was that was the one time I 
hadn't done that.  Ever since then, my guilty conscience has 
insisted I unpack, clean and store everything immediately upon 



return from a trip.   
 
My first wash of clothes from the trip is on and I have another load 
to go.   
 
As far as my intent to see spring wildflowers, the trip was an 
amazing success.  I'll eventually post them on my web site.  It was 
great to see Terry, Jimmie and Stephen.  Now, if I can only get rid 
of this cold. 



Chapter 30    
 
Key West or Bust! - Day 1 

 
10 October 2019 
 
Michel, Nancy and I planned a vacation to Key West to celebrate 
our three birthdays.  Nancy has already had hers and Michel and I 
are pending.  We decided four days in Key West was the 
appropriate way to celebrate another year older. 
 
I started packing on the 8th and threw the last thing in the suitcase 
Thursday morning before I left.  I stopped for diesel at the local 
station, at Dunkin' Donuts for a dozen (maple iced, plain and 
chocolate iced) and some cash from the ATP at Publix.  I was on 
the turnpike by 11 am. 
 
There were flood advisories for the Keys.  Paired with King tides 
and a lot of rainfall, low lying areas in the Keys are prone to 
flooding.  The trip down Highway 1 was uneventful and I didn't 
have to go through any flood waters. 
 
I have noticed that zones that on my last trip were marked 55 mph 
had been posted at 45 mph.  There are now very few areas in the 
Keys where you can go 55 mph (legally). 
 
I checked in to Alexander's Guest House on Fleming at 3:30 pm.  I 
was fortunate to find a parking space across the street at Island 
House.  Key West has permit parking for residents.  Those areas 
are plainly marked and you'll get reported if you try to park in one 
of those spots.  Unmarked spots are fair game - to a point. 
 



After 72 hours, you are subject to towing if you stay in one spot.  
However, you can move you vehicle and everything resets.  A 
meter maid travels the streets and chalks the tires.  That's how they 
know how long you've been there.  So far, no chalk. 
 
Nancy and Michel stopped in Key Largo for lunch so even though 
they started out before me, I arrived before they did.  We made 
plans to meet for cocktails and then dinner afterwards. 
 
Cocktails was a Martin's martini bar on Duval.  We had previously 
discovered that place on a previous trip down and it was nostalgic 
having our first cocktail there.   
 
Afterwards, we headed east on Duval to La-ti-dah (La Terraza de 
Marti  - the Cuban hero Jose Marti once addressed a crowd of 
people pushing for Cuban independence from the balcony of the 
hotel) for dinner.  I had my first dinner in Key West there 
somewhere around 1983.  I remember the dish - yellowtail snapper.  
It was amazing.  Guess what I had for dinner our first night in Key 
West this time? 
 
I said good night to Michel and Nancy (they're staying at the 
Orchid Key on Duval and Truman) and walked back to 
Alexanders.  This is my second time staying at Alexanders.   
 
When I checked in, the host asked if I had stayed before.  I said 
yes, 150 years ago.  Actually it was more like 1986 or 1987.  I'm in 
room one at the head of the stairs which fronts Fleming.  I did not 
sleep well.  It felt like the sheets on the bed were clammy.   
 
We are scheduled to walk Key West tomorrow and then more 
cocktails and more food.



Key West or Bust! - Day 2 

 
11 October 2019 
 
We started the day by walking to the Truman Annex Park.  Michel 
and Nancy had never been there, and truthfully, most people who 
visit Key West don't visit there.  It's at the very end of the Truman 
Annex and you have to know where it is and how to get there. 
 
I visited there the last time I was here and was thrilled to get to go 
aboard the CGC Ingham, commissioned in 1936 and 
decommissioned in 1988 - the longest serving vessel in the Coast 
Guard and the only Coast Guard ship to sink a U-boat in WWII.   
 
The ship has become a museum, but even better, the day the last 
sailor walked off the ship, nothing was changed.  It's like walking 
through a time warp back to 1988 with clothes still handing in the 
laundry and the table set in the ward room for the officers.   
 
I wasn't sure Nancy and Michel would like to tour the ship but they 
were game.  I was surprised they enjoyed it so much.  They also 
were kind enough to let me entertain them with my Coast Guard 
stories and explain about the parts of the ship I knew.  I never 
served on the Ingham but I did serve on the CGC Reliance out of 
Corpus Christi, Texas. 
 
After our tour, we sat in the shade in the park and watched kids 
play in the really nice water fountain in the park.  The kids had a 
ball.  Key West has a lot to be proud of in that park. 
 
We walked back to Old Town and had lunch at Kelly's Landing - 
previously owned by Kelly McGillis of Top Gun fame.  I've 
actually eaten in the restaurant before when she was serving people 



and greeting tourists.  I don't know who owns it now but it's still a 
nice place for lunch or dinner. 
 
I left Nancy and Michel and headed back to the guest house for a 
nap, a swim, and to get ready for cocktails and dinner. 
 
About the clammy sheets.  Apparently, the a/c in the room had 
been set incorrectly and was not removing the humidity.  The staff 
was very accommodating and came right up and readjusted the a/c.  
I also requested they change the sheets which they did.  Later, after 
the sheets had been changed, they came back to the room and 
asked if everything was OK.  That's great staff work for the guest 
house! 
 
Michel made reservations for us at Bagatelle on Duval for 
6:30pm . We met at Chart Room Bar at the Pier House for 
cocktails at 5:30.  The Chart Room is like a dive bar in Fort 
Lauderdale.  Strange because Pier House is an exclusive hotel and 
spa. Anyway, Jimmy Buffet used to hang out there. 
 
We walked to Bagatelle and had dinner.  Michel wanted to head to 
Mallory Square but it looked like rain and the sun had already set.  
We plan to do that on Sunday. 
 
Nancy and Michel plan to golf tomorrow and I have a massage 
scheduled for  tomorrow morning at 10:30 am at Ocean Wellness 
on Simonton St.



Key West or Bust! - Day 3 

12 October 2019 
 
The massage was great!  Ninety minutes of sheer bliss.  Richard 
was the licensed massage therapist and he had great hands and 
fingers.  I had more knots than I thought and he found them all.  I'll 
definitely go back there my next trip to the Keys.  The spa is very 
well done and has a full range of spa services. 
 
I apologized to Richard for showing up sweaty and he said no 
worry - part of the territory of Key West when the temperature is in 
the high 80's.  He said people have shown up for massages after a 
day at the beach with sand all over them. 
 
It was a sleepless night.  For some reason, I woke at 1 am and 
couldn't get back to sleep.  Finally, I must have dozed around 4 am 
and then was awake again at 6 am when I noticed red lights 
bouncing off the walls in the room. 
 
There was an ambulance and fire truck parked out side.  I couldn't 
tell but it looked like they were in the guest house somewhere.  
They left around 7 am and I made coffee in the room, did my 
internet thing, and then walked down to get some juice. 
 
The morning host was undone.  Sometime around 5 am someone 
discovered the body of a guest near the pool deck.  The host was 
pretty shaken.  There was crime scene tape all over the pool area 
and we couldn't go out there.   
 
She had to go around and knock on all of the doors of the guest 
house to see who was in their room and who wasn't.  She only 
works mornings and didn't know who the guest was nor which 
room they were in. 



 
Later, I talked to the day host and he said the person was actually a 
relatively young guest.  I had supposed until he said that it was one 
of us older types that had died.  Nothing has been reported in the 
press as of yet so I don't know any details.   
 
Cocktails are here at the guest house tonight and then we walk a 
block or two down the street to Azur on Fleming.  Tom Green 
turned me on to this restaurant several years ago and I make a 
point of eating there now every visit to the Keys.



Key West or Bust! - Day 4 

 
13 October 2019 
 
For the last three mornings I've awakened around 3:45 am.  The 
first morning, I thought I was hearing someone's alarm in the guest 
house.  I finally got up to pee and then tried to track down the 
direction of the sound.  It wasn't a guest's alarm.  It was a rooster 
that sounded like he was missing some rooster parts - a very 
soprano crow! 
 
Key West used to be famous for Hemingway's six toed cats.  You 
don't hear or read much about them these days.  What you do see 
and hear a lot are roosters - very early in the morning.  The rooster 
has become the unofficial mascot of the city. 
 
You can find them on t-shirts,  see them in paintings, statuary, 
ceramics, and mostly underfoot.  It's gotten to where chickens are 
everywhere and even slowing traffic on Duval - maybe not a bad 
thing. 
 
Blue Heaven is a restaurant famous for the chickens roaming the 
courtyard where they serve food.  Not particularly sanitary but 
certainly entertaining. I even took Rocky there once and he was 
fascinated by chickens running around underfoot of the wait staff.  
 
I don't have a real beef with chickens.  Both grandfathers raised 
them and one participated in the sport of chicken fighting - illegal 
then and now in Mississippi.  What I do have a problem with is 
their inability to tell time.   
 
Three forty-five am is a little early, even for roosters.  He's the only 
one in the neighborhood that goes off at that time.  All the other 



roosters respectfully wait until an hour before dawn. 
 
What I have noticed is most of the chickens in Key West seem to 
be bantams.  When I first noticed them years ago, they were the 
full-size version of chickens but they seem to be overtaken by the 
bantam variety.   
 
There were a few people in my hometown of Morton that had 
bantam chickens.  The one thing I remembered about them is they 
roosted in trees, not hen houses.  That and you would have to eat 
three of their eggs to make one of a regular hen.  
 
Last night we had dinner at Azur.  I think I mentioned Tom Green 
introduced me to this restaurant a few years back and it continues 
to deliver on good food.   
 
We shared a grilled octopus appetizer that was tender and spot on.  
I had a pork tenderloin that was perfectly cooked and served with a 
veal reduction.  I convinced Nancy and Michel to share an espresso 
panna cotta with me.  It's fast becoming one of my favorite deserts. 
 
I saw them off for the evening in an Uber car and headed the short 
distance back to the guest house.   
 
Tomorrow we plan to explore and shop more of Key West, have 
lunch at Louie's Back Yard, and then take in the sunset at Mallory 
Square.  Too soon Monday will come and we make our way back 
to the routine of Fort Lauderdale. 
 
I've been coming to Key West since the early 80's.  My original trip 
down was over the old seven mile bridge.  I remember gripping the 
steering wheel very tightly while meeting a semi coming toward 
me at 10 at night with maybe two inches between as we met on 
that bridge.  That's one inch between my old truck and the semi 
and one inch between my truck and the guard rail. 
 
The reason the fit was so tight is the old seven mile bridge (and all 
the old bridges of the Keys) were modified railroad bridges.  They 



only built them wide enough for a single locomotive.  All the 
highway department did was pave the bridge and add guard rails. 
 
Old Town has certainly changed.  It's become more gentrified and 
sedate.  It makes for better sleeping when the roosters are quiet but 
it takes away from some of the wildness that made the city fun.  
You still have some of the local character color and there's always 
a drunk staggering out of some bar, but it's become a town mostly 
for cruise ship passengers to disembark and walk Duval for the t-
shirt shops.  Not quite the Key West of The Copa, the Monster, and 
all the wild night clubs. 
 
My preference is to get off Duval and explore the rest of Old 
Town.  You'll find the prices in restaurants one block off Duval 
cheaper and better.  The architecture away from Duval gets a little 
kinkier and individualistic, and the people who live here will often 
greet you instead of snubbing you on Duval.   
 
No matter how much the town changes, it still has that mystique, 
that allure, that peculiarity that makes you want to come back 
again and again. 
 
I think we've decided we're going to make this an annual tradition 
for us to celebrate our three birthdays.  Any excuse to return. 
 
By the by, still no news about the death at the guest house.  The 
Citizen, the local newspaper, hasn't updated their web site nor has 
there been any internet news about it.  



Key West or Bust! - Day 5 
 

14 October 2019 
 
For the last three days, I've been stopping in at Key West Books, a 
little hole-in-the-wall store on Fleming.  The first day, I was 
browsing to see if they had any more local plant guides that I didn't 
already own when I noticed a row of large volumes on the bottom 
shelf.   
 
It was a 14 volume set of Wildflowers of North America by 
Ricketts.  First, I either didn't know the New York Botanical 
Garden published this set or I had forgotten they had.  I asked the 
price and it was $675 for the 14.  
 
I was intrigued but figured I had better things to do with my 
money.  I told Sue, the owner, I would probably be back.  When I 
got to the guest house, I checked Amazon and found Sue was 
missing volume 15 which is the cumulative index.   
 
There were complete sets available on Amazon for $600 but that 
did not include tax and more importantly, shipping.  The 15 
volume set weighs 90 lbs.   
 
I stopped in the next day and thumbed through a few of the 
volumes.  Texas, for instance has two volumes of its very own.  
The plants are beautifully photographed and described and all the 
volumes seemed to be in good shape.  All had been removed from 
library shelves and declassified. 
 
Yesterday, while eating lunch at Louie's Backyard, I told Nancy 
and Michel I had decided to purchase the set.  I figured by the time 
I paid for shipping 90 lbs. of books, it was just as economical to 
buy them here, load them in the jeep and have them available to 
use immediately. Happy Birthday to me! 
 



I stopped in and I'm sure Sue thought me some kind of nut until I 
told her I wanted to buy the set.  She boxed them up (3 boxes) and 
I told her I had to go get the jeep.  She gave me her phone number 
and said call her when I get close and she'd have them ready on the 
curb for me.   
 
If you've ever been to Key West, you know the parking situation.  
When I left, there was nothing close to her store available.  When I 
neared Duval, I called and she said she was ready. 
 
Low and behold, there was a vacant parking space right in front of 
the store.  We loaded and I then headed back to the guest house to 
try to find another parking space.  I couldn't believe it but my old 
space at the guest house had not been taken!  I took that as a sign it 
was meant to be to buy the books. 
 
I had no sooner gotten back into the room when I got a phone call 
from Sue.  She was cleaning the shelf from where the books had 
come and discovered a pair of clip-on sunglasses.  She asked if 
they were mine.  They were.  I had lost them the previous day (day 
2 of 3 stops in the the store). Kismet! 
 
I met Nancy and Michel at 6pm at The Saint.  A store owner 
recommended it to them for happy hour.  The Saint is a "new" 
boutique hotel on Eaton.  



The bar at The Saint
 

I got there early and was talking to the bartender and he said it was 
formerly the Southern Cross hotel.  I knew the name - it had an 
entrance from Duval back then - and it was sleazy as could be. It 
was mostly a flop house.  No more! 



The lobby of The Saint
 

He also said prior to being the Southern Cross, it was at one time 
the oldest hospital in Key West.  He said a lot of people had come 
in to have a drink over the past five years simply because they had 
been born in the hospital and wanted to see the place they were 
born.



The pool area of The Saint.  The rooms on the right are new.  
The rooms on the left are the old hospital which have been 
renovated.

 
I highly recommend The Saint and their happy hour.  The place is 
done up right and everyone is extremely friendly.  



Needs no caption!
 

After one too many martinis, I followed Michel and Nancy to 
Mallory Square for sunset.  We made it exactly on time.  However, 
the square was not very busy and there weren't as many "acts" as 
before.  Nor was the bagpiper there to play "Amazing Grace" at 
sunset. 



Nancy knew of a place for dinner called Two Friends.  Live 
entertainment and oysters on the half shell.  To be honest, I was 
blown away by the quality of the food.  The conch fritters were 
perfectly done (and better than at Louie's Back Yard) and the 
oysters were the small ones I like so well with excellent taste.  Too 
often the big oysters are tasteless to me.   
 
We all decided we were too tired to walk to our guest houses so we 
took Uber.  I was in bed by 8:30 pm and asleep a few minutes after.   
 
I woke at 3:15 am to make sure the rooster was on the job.  He was 
late this morning.  I'll head home sometime before 11 am.  It's been 
a great trip!



Chapter 31    
 
New York City - Day 1 

 
5 November 2019 

 
For some reason, I slept late this morning and didn’t get my walk 
in.  I’m sure I’ll make up for it when I reach NYC.   
 
It’s been a while since I used Uber and didn’t realize or didn’t 
remember that you can schedule Uber.  I found the area on the app 
that allows a schedule and made it for 10 am.  Uber arrived at 
10:03 am and I made it to the airport by 10:15.    
 
As I walked in, Tom was at the check in at the same time I was and 
I even beat him through security.  Tom is my invite to New York 
city.  He and his partner Kurt were scheduled but Kurt has re-
injured his toe (the last time it got infected) and couldn’t go so I’m 
taking Kurt’s place.  Thank you Kurt! Hope the toe heals quickly!   
 
Tom had a guest pass to the Delta Sky Club so I started the 
morning off with a bagel, half a hard boiled egg, a banana and a 
bloody Mary.  Life is good. 
 
It had been a while since I had flown Delta and strangely, my 
phone app boarding pass did not show TSA pre-check.  However, 
when they printed the ticket at the baggage check in, it had it on it.  
I also have Global Entry which is also supposed to have TSA pre-
check.  In any event, I breezed through security.  No removing 
shoes and no removing belt. 
 
My one comment about Delta (I had the Comfort Plus seat) is they 



have the hardest armrest of any airline I’ve ever flown.  You 
couldn’t get comfortable.  Especially when I was in the middle seat 
and two beefy guys were on either side of me so even with 
Comfort Plus I was a little squeezed in the chair. 
 
We got a taxi to the Hilton downtown ($50 with tip). Tom and Kurt 
are members of the Hilton Club so they use points to stay.  We 
have a very nice corner room on the 38th floor with a semi-view of 
the Empire State Building.  More importantly, MOMA is across the 
street. 

Room 3810 living room

 
Since Tom and Kurt are Hilton Club members, we get into the club 
room with really outstanding hors d’oeuvres.  You really don’t 
need to go out to eat.  Even the “pigs-in-a-blanket” were Kobe 
beef. 
 
We then walked down 7th Avenue to find a wine store and bought a 
couple of bottles of wine for the week.  Tomorrow is a broadway 



play and Thursday, we intend to see if we can do the Freedom 
Tower,, the Whitney and the High Line.  



New York City - Day 2 
 

6 November 2019 
 
Tom reminded me of something today and I had not remembered.  
The Hilton Midtown is the largest hotel in New York City with 
over 4000 rooms.  It is pretty massive. 
 
After breakfast in the club room, Tom and I walked to Central Park 
and I did a quick walk through.  Tom waited on a park bench just 
outside the park.  There were some great fall colors. 

 
I admit to loving Central Park.  My first experience with it was in 
1970 when I was sent to radio school at Governor’s Island.  The 
Coast Guard ferry was right next to the Staten Island Ferry and I 
would take it to the tip of Manhattan and then take the subway to 



the first stop for Central Park.  I would spend hours roaming the 
park.   
 
Today even more impressive are the large condos going up with 
great views from the park.  Because real estate is so expensive in 
Manhattan, and the footprints of buildings so expensive,  most of 
the new high rises and very, very narrow.  They look like needles 
piercing the sky. 

 
We also stopped in at the Plaza.  It reminded me a great deal of the 
Palace hotel in San Francisco with its glass ceiling/atrium.  I’ve 
had great brunches with Wade at the Palace during my San 
Francisco Opera trips.



Atrium and dining room of the Plaza 
 
Tom headed back to the hotel and I headed to MoMA.  I wanted to 
see the renovation of the place.  The last time I saw it was when I 
came with Tom and Kurt several years ago.   
 
MoMA's renovation is great.  It really showcases the building and 
the art within.  I really dislike the newly renovated Norton in West 
Palm Beach.  They spent a great deal of money and not much 
changed.  MoMA is significantly different and for the better.



New Entrance to MoMA

New exhibition space



I confess to a favorite at MoMA.  Matisse's La Danse.

I began to notice a variation on a theme of other artists.







 
Lunch was at Michael’s, a favorite of Kurt and Tom’s, and now a 
favorite of mine.  We shared 1/2 dozen raw oysters (it’s OK, the 
month has an “r” in it) and I had the Korean beef tacos.  Tom had 
the lobster risotto.  I splurged with the banana creme brûlée.  
Ecstasy!



Michael's Restaurant
 

We are then walked about five blocks to the theater, The Gerald 
Schoenfeld Theatre.  Trust me.  After that lunch we both needed it. 
 
The musical was Come from Away about the events in Gander, 
Newfoundland the day of and after 9/11.  Gander, during WWII, 
used to be the largest air base in the world.  Planes had to refuel 
before flying across the Atlantic back then.



Marquee for Come From Away
 

The story was how the town of 9,000 coped with the influx 7,000 
passengers forced to land after the FAA grounded all air flights into 
and out of the U.S.  



Set for Come From Away
 

The energy of the performers was amazing, considering we were at 
a matinee and they had another show tonight.  It was moving, 
funny, sad, and rewarding.  It was a strong cast and you couldn’t 
help but tear up several times during the performance. 
 
One favorite scene in the performance was the role of the Egyptian 
who was constantly asking to help in the kitchen to help prepare 
food.  He was constantly pushed away because of his ethnicity and 
religion until they found he was a famous chef with restaurants all 
over the world.  They immediately put him to work in the kitchen. 
 
I’ve read several articles about Gander over the years since 9/11.  
As Americans, we always think of Canadians as friendly, but what 
Gander and the communities in Newfoundland did on 9/11 and 
subsequent days restores your faith in humanity.  
 
The musical didn’t pull any punches.  It also dealt with the 
conflicts, the biases, and the difficulties as well as the good.  Some 
of the play was a little rough around the edges but overall it was a 



moving experience.  When finished, the audience didn’t 
immediately file for the exits but stayed at the edge of the stage 
and applauded - a sign of a good performance. 
 
After the performance we had martinis at Sardi’s upstairs bar.  We 
met two ladies from Jersey who hadn’t been coming to plays for 
several years but recently had now seen 9 in a few months time.  
We compared notes on the play and agreed it was one of the best 
we’ve seen in a while.  

Sardi's Upstairs Bar 
 

We took Uber back to the hotel and then partook of the happy hour 
at the club room. Uber has become tricker in New York City for 
some reason.  It took two tries to get someone to pick us up outside 
Sardi’s.   
 
Can you say shrimp dumplings and chicken Kiev croquettes?  Ooh, 
Kiev may not be the best name to use these days.  Anyway, why 
bother going to a restaurant when they offer gourmet happy hour?   
 



Tomorrow, we have tickets for a 11 am ascent up the Freedom 
Tower.  Years ago, I came to New York with Rob Nathans and we 
visited Ground Zero.  At the time, it was a hole in the ground.  I 
look forward to seeing the memorial plaza and then going up in the 
tower.   
 
When I was a radio school, I saw the Twin Towers being built.  
You could walk out of the barracks every day at Governor’s Island 
and see the progress. 
 
On 9/11, I was swimming laps early in the morning of 9/11 prior to 
going to teach.  I never play the radio outside while swimming but 
for some reason I did that day.  Something was bothering me and I 
thought life is too smooth.  In between laps, I heard the first reports 
of a problem in New York.  After my laps, I decided to turn on the 
tv.  That’s when I saw the first tower burning.  As I watched, the 
second plane hit the second tower.   
 
I was pretty much undone but had the presence of mind to get 
dressed and drive to school.  I decided on the way there I was in no 
shape to teach that day so I walked into the department chair’s 
office and said I was not going to teach that day, that I had seen a 
second plane hit the tower and on the way to the college heard 
about the plane and the Pentagon.   
 
My friend (and book rep) Nancy was there with her boss and I 
remember the department chair asked why, was I afraid the college 
was next?  He didn’t mean it in a bad way but I took offense.  I 
said no, I was too upset to teach because of all the thousands who 
had just died.  He never did charge me with a sick day for that. 
 
If you ask my Dad or his parents the most momentous event in 
their life, they would have probably said December 7, 1941.  Up 
until 9/11, if you asked me “where were you when...” I would have 
responded at Camp Kickapoo  in Clinton, Mississippi checking in 
Scoutmasters for summer camp when the moon landing occurred.  
Now, I would have to say, I was swimming laps in my pool with 
9/11 occurred.



New York City - Day 3 
 

7 November 2019 
 
It’s been quite a day.  First a trip to the Freedom Tower 
Observation Deck then a walk down the High Line, a visit to the 
Whitney, and a walk back along the High Line. 
 
It gets dark around 4:47 pm in New York today.  That means I’m 
ready for bed a few hours after sunset since it doesn’t get dark in 
Fort Lauderdale until after 5:37 pm.  In any case, I slept well last 
night but I waked about 4:15 am and got up at 5 am.   
 
I always like that part of the morning to check email, read the 
news, and do any other stuff online.  It’s quiet and I can read 
uninterrupted. 
 
I walked down one floor to the club room for breakfast which was 
exactly the same as yesterday but at least it was free and the coffee 
was good.   
 
Around 9 am, Tom and I set out for the World Trade Center and the 
observation tower.  Our “priority” reservations were for 11 am but 
I wanted some time to walk around the memorial and see that.  We 
walked around the corner from the Hilton and caught the “E” line 
downtown. 
 
The "E" Line ends at the World Trade Center.  You walk out and up 
to the memorial.  We decided to first walk to the "Occulus" in the 
PATH station.  This place is massive!



The "Occulus" in the PATH station



Occulus in the PATH station below ground



Occulus from above ground
 

As I mentioned in my last post, I saw the twin towers go up when I 
was in radioman school on Governor’s Island.  Seeing the hole in 
the ground where they once stood was emotional.  Now seeing the 
completed memorial is powerful.  



9/11 Memorial
 

The names engraved are very sobering.  I saw people walk along 
and run their hand over the names in a reverent fashion.  



Names on the Memorial
 

I guess it’s just me but I didn’t care to see people taking selfies at 
the site.  I don’t mind photos of the site (I took several myself) but 
it seems a little odd to take a selfie. 
 
Tom has seen the memorial a couple of times so he waited for me 
outside the Freedom Tower. 
 
If you go to the observation deck, the extra $10 for the “priority” 
entry is worth it.  You are in your own "priority" line, have your 
own elevator up and down the tower and automatically get an iPad 
with the panoramic views labeled for you.  Unfortunately, the 
iPads needed a little syncing.  When you held it up to your view, it 
was a little off center from the actual view. 
 
I was excited to see my old stomping grounds, Governor’s Island.  
It’s been turned into a city park after the Coast Guard got rid of the 
property.  It was, in 1970, quite beautiful.  All the officers’ housing 
was in good shape and admiral’s row was impressive.  



Governor's Island
 

I got to know the island pretty well during my stay and we had our 
own private ferry to the tip of Manhattan and free broadway show 
tickets from the USO.   
 
It was my first time to shovel snow.  Also, for some reason, the 
Master Chief Petty Officer of the Coast Guard felt sorry for me (I 
was very thin back then) and gave me a pass to the cooking school.  
I appreciated that since it was across the street from the barracks 
and I didn't have to walk through the snow 1/2 mile to get to the 
mess hall.  It was gourmet food for my entire tour of duty at 
Governor's Island. 
 
I could get up early in the morning and walk to the edge of the 
island and see the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island as the sun rose. 
 



Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island
 

The view from the top of the tower is pretty amazing.  I never was 
in the twin towers and never experienced Windows on the World, 
but I have to say the new structure is very nice.  They have a 
restaurant on the observation deck but it has no seating - just stand 
up tables.  



Tom and me on the observation deck



View of the Brooklyn Bridge from the observation deck (100 
floors)



Uptown Manhattan from the observation deck
 

 
I left Tom on the “E” line as he headed back to the Hilton and I got 
off at 42nd Street and caught the “7” train back downtown to the 
High Line. 



A very tall escalator at line "7" on the way back to the High Line
 

One of the first things that greets you is this massive structure 
inviting you to walk to the top (there's also an elevator).  Hudson 
Yards seems to be on the upswing.  I remember you would never 
walk down there at night in 1970.



The "Vessel" by Thomas Heatherwick at Hudson Yards
 

I remember reading about how the city was going to turn the old el 
into a walkway and followed as much of the development as I 
could.  I’ve always wanted to walk it.

https://www.hudsonyardsnewyork.com/discover/vessel


Fall foliage along the High Line
 

It’s 1.45 miles to the end (at the Whitney).  I was about halfway 
down the line when I looked up and saw a dummy in prison garb 
and handcuffs.  Then it dawned on me the dummy was Donald 
Trump.  Someone doesn’t like the current president.



Dummy in prison garb
 

As I walked past, I noticed someone out of the corner of my eye 
looking up at the dummy.  It was Anderson Cooper of CNN.  



A viewing area along the High Line that shows you uptown 
Manhattan

 
I’m impressed with the High Line.  I think one thing they need to 
do is to provide information on their plantings.  In theory, they 
supposedly planted plants that would have normally grown around 
the original railroad tracks back when it was actually on the ground 



and before it was elevated - in other words, weeds. 
What they do an excellent job of is the public art and the 
information about each piece of public art.   

Sam Falls' "Four Arches"
 

 



At the end of the line, you take an elevator to street level to the 
Whitney.  They’ve done a nice job on the new building and the art 
is good but there’s not a lot of space for exhibition.  I preferred the 
permanent collection to the rotating exhibitions.   

Permanent collection at the Whitney
 

My favorite Georgia O’Keeffe was on display as well as Cadmus, 
Pollack and other famous artists.



Georgia O'Keeffe's "Summer Days" - my favorite O'Keeffe
 

The grouping of art in the museum was a little strange.  They 
would hang a wall with numerous artists and then provide a sheet 
that identified the artists.  I couldn’t discern any pattern to their 
arrangements.



Paul Cadmus' "Sailors and Floozies"
 

The walk back was slower and more interesting.  I wasn’t in a 
hurry to get anywhere so I took my time and enjoyed the view.  All 
total, I walked in excess of 3 miles.



Benches along the High Line
 

I had forgotten how great a city New York is.  From my first 
exposure to the city in 1970, it was some 30+ years before I visited 
the city again.  Then it was another 7 or 8 years before I came back 
and another 4 years for this visit.  I would like to make it a regular 
occurrence. 



Paris is still my favorite city.  Next would be Edinburg, Scotland, 
then San Francisco.  However, New York holds very special 
memories.  Radio school, free broadway plays, and especially the 
Cloisters.  That was my quiet, get-away place. 
 
Tomorrow is the opera at the Met!



New York City - Day 4 
 

8 November 2019 
The morning and afternoon are open and I decided to hop the “1” 
line downtown to South Ferry. My intention was to catch the free 
ferry to Governor’s Island and walk around.  
 
I walked to 50th and Broadway and headed down into the depths 
of New York.  I sometimes forget how old the New York subway 
system is.   

Old i-beams that hold up the ceiling of the 50th Street station
 

The architecture is early 1900's.



You can see how old the columns are - probably more held up 
with a coat of paint than anything

 
Also interesting are the murals.  I feel these are all original with a 
Through the Looking Glass theme.



The "50" is made of metal along with everything outside of the 
50.  The March Hare is looking at his watch and at Alice.

 
Unfortunately when I visited the government website for 
information about Governor’s Island I failed to notice the red 
exclamation point on the National Park Service website. 
Governor’s Island is closed until 2020. They seem to also be 
renovating the ferry building. I found the sign on the door.



Where I used to catch the ferry to Governor's Island.  I used to 
walk through those doors many times!

 
I so remember walking into that building and showing my military 
id to board the ferry.  The ferry was the one common thing enlisted 
me and  officers had.  Both had to enter Governor’s Island by that 
ferry.  There was no separate section for officers. 
 
By the way, I was wrong. The city didn’t take it over - the NPS 
did.  
 
Also strange is I never ignore the red exclamation points on NPS 
websites so it was my own fault because it never entered my mind 
today. 
 
I headed back uptown on the 1 and stopped briefly at Christoper 
Street and walked through the National Historic Site for the 



Stonewall riots.  The original statuary has been moved into a very 
small, well done park.  I also took a photo of the Stonewall Inn.   

Statues at Stonewall National Historical Site - Christopher Street



The Stonewall Inn, home of the Stonewall riots of 1969
 

Along the way we passed Houston Street station. I’d forgotten it is 
pronounced How-stun. Funny about names and pronunciations.  
 
It was then I decided to go to the Cloisters.  I could take the 1 line 
to 191st  Street and walk to it.  
 
It’s a long ride on the subway and I forgot that. Just about every 
other liberty in 1970 and 1971 I headed to the  Cloisters.  It was 
my get-away in New York from Morse code and cleaning floors at 
radio school. 
 
The walk up to the Cloisters is amazing.  You pass through Fort 
Tyron park and get a spectacular view of the Hudson River.



The Hudson River from Tryon Park.  The park was renamed by 
the British after they captured it from Washington's men.  Until 
that time, it was called Fort Washington.  The British name stuck.



The approach to the Cloisters.  
 

My favorite part was the court yards.  I spent many hours there 
thinking and dozing in the sun. It’s still my favorite part.   Both are 
now enclosed and it takes away from the feeling but I’m sure they 
did it to protect the collection. 



My favorite space in the Cloisters



Enclosed courtyard.  Everything is now enclosed for 
environmental reasons but when I was there in 1970-71, it was all 
open to the air.

Enclosed courtyard at the Cloisters taken with a panoramic 
feature of the IPhone.

 
I don’t remember so many artifacts as was on display.  It could be 
they are exhibiting more or I could just not remember.  Religious 
artifacts are not my thing. 



One of several chapels in the Cloisters



Crypts in the Cloisters
 

What I enjoyed most on this trip was a walk through the trails of 
Fort Tyron Park. I never did that before and it is a wonderful 
experience.  
 
One of the trails leading to the Cloisters follows the Hudson River.  



On one part, you get an excellent view of  Chris Crisitie’s favorite 
bridge - the George Washington.  

Chris Christie's favorite bridge - The George Washington of 
bridge-gate fame

 
Fort Tryon was where the battle of “Fort” Washington took place 
for a couple of hours until taken by Hessians.  It also is the highest 
point in New York City at 260 feet.  Nose bleed!



View of the Cloisters from the highest point in New York City - 
260 feet.

 
I stopped for lunch at The Leaf in the park. It’s a quaint old 
building from the 1930s.  The lunch was just OK but filling.  



The Leaf restaurant and bar
 

I then walked more trails at Fort Tyron and finally found my way 
back to the 191st Street station. 
 
I’ve been on the London tube and the Paris Metro, but I think the 
most efficient system is still the NYC subway system.  Kudos to 
the MTA. 
 
Tonight is the opera  Akhnaten.  He's the husband of Nefertiti and 
is now credited with transforming ancient Egypt not not getting the 
credit until now. 



New York City - Day 5 
 

9 November 2019 
 
It was an interesting opera.  In essence, it was a modern take on an 
ancient tale.  The narrator spoke in English (or you could opt for 
German) and only one or two of the arias had words to the music.  
Most of the singing was more like chanting.   

The Met - it was cold!  29F and windy.
 

The lead was Anthony Ross Costanzo as Akhnaten, newly crowned 
pharaoh and husband of Nefertiti and father of their six daughters.  
He immediately begins reforms, one of which is to convert Egypt 
from polytheism to monotheism, much to the disappointment of 
the priests.  As you might guess, the priests encourage rebellion 
against Akhnaten and he is eventually overthrown and the city he 



established is razed. 

Me and the star!
 

 
Costanzo is a noted actor both of stage and film and is also 
considered one of the finest countertenors.  (I had to look that up 



and it means he sings in the range of mezzo-soprano and 
contralto.) 
 
Due to the distance from the stage and my lack of opera glasses, 
when Nefertiti and Akhnaten did their duets, you couldn’t tell who 
was singing what line (or chanting what line). 

It reminds me of the Florida Grand Opera House at the Arhst in 
Miami

 
In the preparation for the installation of the new Pharaoh, Costanzo 
appears totally nude with both penis and breasts.  Recent studies of 
statuary has shown him with both and as androgynous.  Later, both 
Nefertiti, played by J’Nai Bridges, wear see through gowns that 
don’t leave anything to the imagination.  Porn at the Met!



The arts complex with the David H. Koch building in the 
background.

 
This was so modern of an interpretation I’m not sure I could 
appreciate it.  For example, in this opera, everyone juggles - 
constantly.  I think the whole production was done by Ru Paul and 
her drag queens.  It had more than a little Catholic imagery, hoop 
skirts, and flowing jeweled gowns. 
 
The play was in slow motion.  In one scene, Akhnaten walks up a 
flight of stairs and it takes at least 10 minutes to move up 12 stairs.  
Every performer did the opera in slow motion.  The play, in normal 
speed would last 30 minutes instead of 3  hours.



Chandeliers in the lobby
 

The production was spectacular (the years budget of the Met had to 
go to the gowns) although it had the usual opening night glitches.  
In one scene where the old pharaoh was sent packing, the priests 
weigh his organs against a feather (the feather wins) and a sliding, 
translucent panel was supposed to open.  It wouldn’t.  You could 



see the stage hand go behind the panel and start kicking it to get it 
back on track and to move. 

Chandelier inside the house.
 

 
 



This was my first time inside the Met and to hear an opera here.  
Tom had reserved a pre-dinner at the Met and we did the prix fixe 
for $98 each.  I had the worst martini in my life there.   

Waiting to pass through security.
 

 



The Met is impressive but I think the San Francisco Opera House 
is better thought out.  For example, on the Grand Tier where we 
sat, there were, for the men, two urinals and 1 stall for the entire 
Grand Tier.  I can only imagine the horror for the women on the 
opposite side.   
 
Everyone masses out front in the lobbies and it is impossibly 
crowded in trying to get to your seats or out of the opera house.  
Unlike San Francisco Opera House, the staff didn’t seem to know 
any answers to any questions. They had a gala going at the same 
time as seating for dinner and no one knew when anyone would be 
seated or in what line they needed to be in.   
 
All in all, it was a great experience to be inside the Met and 
experience an unusual, to say the least, opera. 
 
Our flight leaves around 4 pm back to Fort Lauderdale with an 
expected ETA of around 7:30pm . It's been a great trip!



Chapter 32    
 
Greensboro - Day 1 

 
25 November 2019 
 
Today, I left the house at 9 am headed for Greensboro, NC for 
Thanksgiving with my cousin Jimmie and her husband Stephen.  
They joined me in Fort Lauderdale last year and I'm looking 
forward to joining them this year in Greensboro.  I am 
overnighting in Savannah at the Hilton Garden Inn.  It's a 7 1/2 
hour drive (with numerous bathroom stops) from the house. 
 
I stayed at a Hilton Garden Inn before two years ago during my 
cross country trip and was impressed.  This one is located in 
downtown Savannah a couple of blocks from the river.  I admit to 
some trepidation.  The room is provided with both ear plugs and a 
white noise machine.  I found out why when I walked down the 
block to get something to eat and discovered a night club on the 
same block as the hotel.   
 
I did a quickie at 5 Guys and then decided to treat myself to a 
martini at Five Oaks Pub which was on the way back to the hotel.  
I was a little taken aback by the $24 martini.  That's Fort 
Lauderdale prices during the tourist season.  I probably 
undertipped the bartender with $4 but he wasn't the most outgoing 
person I've met. 
 
The only slow part of the trip up I-95 was near Oakland Park in 
Fort Lauderdale.  After that, it slowed just a little in Palm Beach 
but was fast moving after that.   
 
I'm amazed at how many people who travel I-95 who don't provide 
some common sense courtesy to other drivers and especially 



truckers.  When a trucker comes up behind me, I try to pull over to 
let them pass.  If they are coming onto the interstate, I pull over to 
allow them entrance.  Most drivers also do the same but there's 
always one or two that blindly ignore what truckers are trying to do 
and to keep out of the fast lane as legally required.   
 
Then, there are those that pull up beside me like a bat out of hell, 
then match my speed so I can't change lanes to let the trucker 
merge.   
 
I arrived at the hotel in shorts and immediately changed into blue 
jeans and long sleeved shirt.  It's predicted to go down to 40F 
tonight.   
 
I plan on an early night and an early start to Greensboro tomorrow.  
We have Thanksgiving dinner to prepare.  I will make the 
cornbread dressing and I like to prepare it the day before.  The 
dressing is always better with a little stale cornbread made the day 
before. 
 
Jimmie and Stephen kindly offered their house as a base of 
operations so I can do day hikes in southern Virginia and northern 
North Carolina.  I promised them I would not be insulted if they 
kicked me out if I became too much of a burden.  After all, I'll be 
there with them 6 days and you know what they say about 
company and fish.   
 
In any case, I brought full camping gear in case.  No so much as 
them throwing me out but in case I finish a hike too late to make it 
back to their place in Greensboro.  Looks like the temperatures are 
going to be mostly in the 30's at night with rain expected on the 
three days of hiking.  



Greensboro - Day 2 

26 November 2019

Meet my new cooler!  REI had a 20% off sale and I had been 
using a vintage Igloo "Little Playmate" for too many years.  



 
It has been a great cooler but all you can do is put about 4 sodas/
beer or 4 bottles of water in it plus an ice pack.  Try stuffing a 
subway sandwich in with those and you have a squashed sandwich.   
 
So before I left home on this trip, I ordered the Yeti from REI to 
pick up in the Greensboro store.  I preferred the green version but 
the one they had in stock was the charcoal gray.  It'll certainly hold 
more than 4 bottles of water.  It also fits neatly in the passenger 
seat footwell.  I'll keep the Little Playmate for emergencies but it's 
time it had some retirement time. 
 
I found out why the Hilton Garden Inn provided ear plugs and a 
white noise machine.  It's not that the hotel is noisy with people 
although you can hear people open and close their doors.  The 
construction of the hotel seems to have established a wind tunnel 
effect on the fifth floor.  You could hear wind blowing up from the 
first floor carrying the street sounds with it.   
 



I tried for a while to ignore it but finally around 11 pm gave in and 
turned on the white noise machine.  I drifted off around midnight.  
I don't normally sleep well the first night in camp or on the road so 
that wasn't too unusual.   
 
I pulled away from the Hilton at 9 am.  Traffic wasn't bad until I 
got to South Carolina.  It was then the interstate looked like 
everyone was headed north for Thanksgiving.  The good news was 
the traffic moved smoothly and there were no slowdowns.  It took 
me approximately 5 1/2 hours to get from Savannah to 
Greensboro.   
 
I pulled into the REI store around 2:15 pm, picked up the cooler, 
and headed to my cousin's home.  Stephen met me at the garage 
door.  Several years ago, we synced our IPhones to keep tabs on 
our location so they knew when and where we are.  That's a nice 
feature of the IPhone, particularly when you are on a hike and you 
know they can track you. 
 
I took my luggage upstairs and came down with three baggies of 
tea cakes.  This is my great grandmother's recipe.  Jimmie and I 
used to "help" Grandma Laura make the tea cakes when we were 
kids.  Mostly, we ate the raw dough as she rolled it out for the 
cookie cutter.   
 
It's an inexact recipe.  It states to make a stiff dough, not how much 
flour you add.  Let's just say everyone's idea of a stiff dough is 
different.  For some reason, I figured out a pretty good ratio of 
flour to wet ingredients and  periodically, I get the urge for the 
things and have a bake.   
 
I have yet to eat another cookie that tastes as good.  It could simply 
be nostalgia but I like them because they are not too sweet and 
have just the right hint of vanilla.  The recipe also makes a large 
number of cookies and they freeze well so you can eat cookies for 
a few weeks.   
 
I don't remember much about Grandma Laura except working at 



her side, learning how thick to roll the dough, how to cut out the 
cookies, and especially how to eat them hot out of the oven.  I do 
know she must have loved me and Jimmie because whenever I 
came to town, she made those cookies for us.  Her maiden name 
was McEwen and she married a Tadlock. 
 
My other memory of her was when she got ill and was 
hospitalized.  My brother Archie, who is 6 years older,  answered 
the phone one night late.  It was one of those old rotary bakeolite 
phones that you could beat someone to death with, it was so heavy.  
You still had to dial "O" for long distance and you only dialed four 
digits for local calls.  Also, if you dialed long distance, you had to 
go through my aunt at the switchboard on the second floor of a 
store on main street. 
 
It was someone calling to see how she was.  I remember distinctly 
him saying "she has taken a turn for the worst."  She died the next 
day.  There's an old Southern saying that deaths occur in threes.  
She was the first, then my Great Grandmother on my mother's side.  
I forget who was the third death but there were three in the family 
fairly close together.   
 
I always try to make cookies for Jimmie  when I travel to 
Greensboro and her sister Jo when I visit in San Antonio.  Oh yea, 
also my brother in Brandon.  Really, I don't.  I make them for me 
and give them some if there are any left over.   
 
Jimmie and I cooked her chicken curry recipe.  I had that the last 
time I visited and I really like it.  It's a simple recipe, quick, and 
good.  I think the last time Jimmie and I cooked together was when 
we were kids trying to make home-made doughnuts.  It was a 
disaster.  The dough was much too thin and as we tried cooking 
them in oil, instead of the doughnut floating down into the oil in a 
doughnut shape, they ran off the spoon more like strings of 
intestines.  We promptly called them "gutnuts" and ate them 
anyway. 
 
I think tomorrow we plan on cooking most of what can be cooked 



ahead for Thanksgiving so on the day, all we have to cook is the 
turkey.  Fortunately, our cooking skills have improved since the 
gutnut days. 
 
Tonight's low is predicted to be 48F.  A heat wave compared to 
Savannah last night!



Greensboro - Day 3 
 

27 November 2019 
 
It's been a busy but productive day.  I made it down for coffee after 
7 am, had a bagel for breakfast and then Jimmie and I decided to 
go for a walk.  Then the rains came.  We decided to wait until it let 
up and then Stephen suggested that when he went for more bagels 
for the rest of the week, we walk in Guilford Courthouse 
Battlefield Park, a national historical site. 
 
I had walked there before with them and even if it rained on us, 
we'd be sheltered somewhat by the trees.  We then walked a short 
trail sans rain and then drove through another park I had not been 
to - Country Park.  Both parks were virtually empty and we pretty 
much had the places to ourselves. 
 
After returning home, Jimmie and I started to get things ready for 
tomorrow.  We worked on the cornbread dressing and the cranberry 
sauce.  By 1 pm, the dressing was cooking the the cranberry sauce 
was cooling and the pumpkin pie was baking.  All that's left 
tomorrow is putting the turkey on at noon and warming the 
dressing. 
 
Stephen treated for dinner which I much appreciated and then I 
started to fade and after returning home, I headed up to get ready 
for bed.  It had been a good day all around, weather not 
withstanding. 
 
After the blog yesterday, I got to thinking about family names.  Not 
in the sense of first and last but of what family members called 
each other.  By the way, I think I misspelled my great 
grandmother's name in the last blog.  It is Laura McEuen, I think, 
not McEwen.   
 
Anyway, that got me to thinking.  I mentioned the idea of death's 



occurring in three's and I remembered it was Uncle George Searcy 
who was the third person to die in that trio.  Uncle George was no 
relation to the Searcy family on my side.  He was a pilot with 
Eddie Richenbacker's squadron during WWI and we kids were 
always told we couldn't set of fireworks because Uncle George 
suffered from shell shock - today we call it post-traumatic stress 
disorder (PTSD).  A part of me thinks it was simply our parents not 
wanting us to shoot off fireworks. 
 
I digress.  On the Agnew side of the family (my mother's side) my 
great grandfather was James B. Agnew, Sr.  We called him 
Pawpaw.  That isn't so unusual but we called my great grandmother 
"Other Mama".  Where that came from I have no idea. 
 
My grandmother (mother's mother) was named Ruby Lee Agnew.  
When I was little, I couldn't pronounce Ruby.  The only thing I 
could get out was Ru-Ru.  That was her name to me until the day 
she died.  My grandfather (mother's father) was Hollie William 
Agnew.  No one in the family called him Hollie except Ruby.  
Everyone else called him Datee.  I have no idea where that came 
from.  
 
My great aunt was Velma Agnew Shepherd.  No one called her 
Velma.  She was always Aunt Sister.  When the Viet Nam war was 
going on, she and Uncle Shep (again the nickname) had a tenant 
living below them in Jackson, Ms.  It turned out he was a recruiter 
for the Coast Guard.  She put him on me since I was draft eligible 
and was # 19 in the national lottery and # 2 in the county rolls and 
they were drafting the first 7.   
 
I went down and interviewed with him and I asked him how he 
knew about me.  He told me if I enlisted, he would tell me.  Much 
later, as I was signing the papers and being sworn in, he asked me 
if I wanted to know who gave him my name.  I'd forgotten about 
that but said sure.  He said my great aunt Mrs. Shepherd.  I 
promptly told him I didn't have any aunt by the name of Shepherd.  
He looked at me quite funny and asked was I sure.  I said I knew 
all my aunts and uncles and I begin to think he was crazy.  He then 



said, "you know, the one who lives in Jackson.  I rent the 
apartment from them."  Still not a clue.  Then he finally said 
"Velma Shepherd" and it dawned on me it was Aunt Sister.   
 
Another example is my great aunt Deliah. We pronounced it 
Deelee.  However, she referred to herself as Aunt Neak. I loved her 
(her husband was Uncle George) but after Uncle George died, I 
learned to not let her kiss me.  She had a habit of kissing everyone 
on the lips and with the boys in the family, slipping them the 
tongue.   
 
My great aunt in Alabama was Ernestine Johnson, another Agnew 
sister. To me, she was Aunt Teeny.  Again, no idea where that came 
from other than that's what she called herself.   
 
There was one great uncle - Uncle James, and two more great 
aunts - Aunt Alice and Aunt Edna Lee.  We did called Aunt Edna 
Aunt Eddy but Aunt Alice was stuck with her real name as well as 
Uncle James.   
 
As I write this, I realize all these pet family names were on my 
mother's side of the family.  I've always realized my mother's side 
of the family was, shall we say, unique to the extreme, but I 
wonder if anyone else's family had pet names used instead of their 
real names?  Or is it just the Agnew's or is it all southern families?  
I don't know of a single pet name for members on my dad's side of 
the family.   
 
Tomorrow is over-eating day.  On Friday, I plan to head to the 
southern end of Shenandoah National Park to get a photo at Rocky 
Top.  More on that in the next blog.  Happy Thanksgiving!



Greensboro - Day 4 
 

28 November 2019 
 
Thanksgiving turned out great albeit a little early. The 14 pound 
turkey was supposed to take 4 1/2 hours (20 minutes per pound at 
350 F). It had a mind of its own. It decided to get done in 2 hours. 
Instead of eating at 5 or 5:30 pm we ate at 2:30 pm. It's a good 
thing I brought my meat thermometer! Jimmie and Stephen were 
good sports about eating too early. 
 
To join the turkey we had fresh cranberry sauce, green beans, 
cornbread dressing, sweet potatoes and pumpkin pie. Very 
traditional, very filling, very satisfying. 
 
I even managed to get in a couple of walks during the day - one of 
which almost resulted in a burned turkey. 
 
Tomorrow, I plan to head to Rocky Top Overlook along the 
Skyline Drive of Shenandoah National Park. According to my 
maps app on the iPhone, it's about a 4 hour drive even though you 
cannot map Rocky Top Overlook. The Overlook is in the lower 1/3 
of the park so it may take more or less time.  
 
My goal is to take a photo at the exact point my Dad photographed 
my brother and me when we were very young and in PJ's, standing 
with our back to the overlook. 
 
If all goes well, I'll be back in time for dinner in Greensboro. If 
not, I'll find some place to camp and perhaps drive over to Hanging 
Rock for a day hike.



Greensboro - Day 5 

 
29 November 2019 
 
It was a beautiful day in the neighborhood and an even better day 
to drive to Rocky Top Overlook at mile marker 78 on Skyline 
Drive of Shenandoah National Park.   
 
Other than wanting to spend Thanksgiving with Stephen and 
Jimmie, this was the other main reason to come visit.  For years, I 
thought a photo of me and my brother was taken in the Great 
Smoky Mountains National Park. 



As you can see, I was handsome even at a tender age. That's 
Rocky Top just to the left of Archie's head.

 
Mother and Dad would take us to the Smokeys but they apparently 
also did the Blue Ridge and Shenandoah.  I have several 
photographs of those trips and I need to reassess where they were 
taken. 
 
Two years ago, when I visited Shenandoah, I realized Rocky Top 
was actually in the Shenandoah National Park.  It's been my goal 
ever since to get back to the overlook and take my photo in the 
same spot.   

In this case (I'm as handsome as ever) Rocky Top is just to the 
right side of my head.  

 
As you can see, I finally made it!  I left Jimmie and Stephen at 8 
am and headed for US 29 which cuts up through North Carolina 
and southern Virginia.  Before I hit US 29, I stopped for diesel fuel 
at the Mobil station on the way out.  I filled up and then had to put 
air in the tires since the weather here has been down in the 40's.  I 
picked up a sandwich at the Mobil station and as luck would have 
it, there was a Dunkin Doughnut attached.  I have this thing for 
maple frosted and glazed. 
 



The line was backed up at the doughnut shop.  There was one new 
employee and one experienced one.  I think the new guy started 
that morning from the way he reacted to the work space.   
 
There was one guy who wanted two dozen doughnuts and he 
became frustrated with the new employee.  The experienced 
employee explained the situation and asked for a little leeway.  The 
customer grew more exasperated until he had to eat crow.  He kept 
naming the doughnuts he wanted and the new employee kept 
reaching for them and the customer kept screaming No!  Turns out 
the customer had the name wrong.  Karma! 
 
US 29 leads you right past Lynchburg, Virginia, home of Liberty 
University and the deceased Jerry Falwell.  Also, the former 
disgraced Ole Miss football coach Hugh Freeze.  Freeze got caught 
using the University phone to contact prostitutes at massage 
parlors.   
 
Jerry Falwell, Jr. is now in charge of Liberty University and there's 
a big scandal down in Miami concerning him and his wife and a 
pool boy.  I knew the University was pretty large but I didn't 
realize the scope of the place.  It's huge! 
 
US 29 eventually leads to Virginia 6 which leads directly into 
Skyline Drive of Shenandoah National Park.  Traffic up was fairly 
light and there was very little on Skyline Drive.  Of course, once I 
entered the park around mile marker 107, with the 35 mph speed 
limit on Skyline, it took another 30 minutes to reach Rocky Top 
Overlook. 



If you compare the sign in the first photo with this, you'll see the 
NPS is consistent with the elevation, at least.

 
I took along a tripod to take my selfie, but there were enough 
tourists who stopped who were glad to take my picture in return for 
me snapping theirs. 

Rocky Top is the tallest of the ridge in the background.
 

It's a nice overlook and is one of the more popular ones in the park.  
While there, I broke out the sandwich and had lunch.   



 
It had been a four hour trip up and it was another four hour trip 
back to Greensboro.  I had the option to camp out but it'll be easier 
to leave from Greensboro tomorrow to either Stone Mountain State 
Park or Hanging Rock State Park - if I don't get rained out! 
 
The traffic wasn't particularly heavy returning but Jerry Falwell 
almost did me in.  There were two lanes of US 29 heading south 
and the right lane was slower because of a dump truck.  I signaled 
and  merged left and easily had plenty of room both in front of me 
and in back of me when someone up near the dump truck virtually 
stopped dead in the road.   
 
Fortunately, my automatic braking kicked in and I reinforced its 
opinion with my foot on the brake.  The big worry was the line of 
cars behind me.  We went from 55 mph to 0 mph in a second or 
two.  The car behind me managed to not rear end me and the other 
cars behind him managed to dodge him even though one had to go 
onto the shoulder.   
 
I knew I didn't like Jerry but I didn't know he didn't like me. 
Tonight, Stephen, Jimmie and I  headed to Elizabeth's Pizza.  I was 
Jonesing for a pizza.  Jimmie had a stromboli and Stephen had a 
pizza.  We got back to the house and after 9 hours of driving, I 
begged off and headed to do the blog and head to bed.  I'm sure 
they think I'm the dullest human ever. 
 
Tomorrow, depending on which forecast you look at, has 70-96% 
chance of rain with approximately the same on Sunday.  I may not 
be day hiking.  



Greensboro - Day 6 
 

30 November 2019 
 
What a great day!  It rained on me from the time I left Jimmie and 
Stephen until the time I got back to their house after five day hikes 
at Hanging Rock State Park.  The park is  only about an hour out of 
Greensboro.  It wasn't a downpour but a steady drizzle the whole 
time I was at Hanging Rock. 

Visitor Center at Hanging Rock State Park
 

I pulled into the visitor center parking lot around 12:30 pm and 
was immediately captured by the hostess.  I found out she was 
originally from Miami.  She and her husband sold everything and 
bought an RV and traveled the nation serving as host and hostess in 
the parks.  Her favorite was Acadia in Maine.  
  
She lit up when I said I was into waterfalls and wanted to also hike 
the Hanging Rock trail.  She proceeded to give me a detailed 
description of how best to do the trail, how many "steps" you had 
on each trail and which waterfall was best for water flow.  I didn't 



think she was going to quit talking to let me on the trail.  She also 
estimated she had hiked over 2000 miles on trails across the 
country.  I loved the conversation and the advice. 
 
I started out on the Hanging Rock trail.  It's a 1.3 mile one way 
trail.  You start down a paved trail and drop to the creek bottom 
before you begin to climb, and climb and climb.  



The mist pretty much surrounded the mountains.
 

The hostess had told me the Window Falls trail had 170 steps to 



maneuver but I think every trail I did today had at least 170 steps.   

 
I hate steps.  They are never standard because of the terrain and 
even though they are a pain to climb, they are even harder to come 
back down them.  They pound you into the ground. 



 
Anyway, after a steady climb, I reached an overlook and one could 
easily confuse the overlook with the Hanging Rock.  There is 
another trail that leads back to Hanging Rock and it's worth it.  

 
I'll be honest, I didn't go out on Hanging Rock.  I satisfied myself 
with taking photos of it.  With all the rain, the rocks were quite 
slick and all it would take would be one misstep and you would be 
over the edge. 
 
Just as I was leaving, three very young children - I estimate 4 and 5 
years old - headed toward Hanging Rock.  I assumed their parents 
were right behind them but I did caution the kids to be very careful 
because the rocks were slippery.  Their parents were much, much 
farther down the trail. 
 
Every trail in the park is marked with signs warning you to be 
exceptionally careful while on the rocks and that injuries and 
deaths had occurred on the trail.  I can't imagine parents letting 
their kids run ahead of them on this trail.



Now, would you let young kids run ahead on the trail?
 

Another peculiar thing I noticed was doggie poop bags along the 
trail.  They were not empty.  Why someone would bother to take a 
poop bag, pick up the poop and place it in the bag and then leave it 
on the trail is beyond me.  I found three different bags along the 
trail. 
 
My next hike was the Indian Trail which has two waterfalls.  At 0.4 
miles is Hidden Falls and another 0.2 miles is Window Falls.



Hidden Falls



 
Hidden Falls wasn't terribly impressive but it had a good stream of 
water coming over the top. 

Window Falls
 

 



Window Falls was a little better.  I assume it is called Window 
Falls because next to the falls is a rock formation with a hole in it. 

You really can't see the window too well but it is at the right 
hand of the man.

 
From there I hiked to Upper Cascade Falls, a 0.2 out.  It's fairly 
impressive and is a short easy hike.



Upper Cascade Falls
 

I was getting pretty tired by then but decided to go for the fall most 
recommended by the hostess - Lower Cascade Falls.  This was the 
most impressive of the four.  I'm glad I stayed and endured the 
hike.  It's fairly easy until you get close to the falls and then you 
have those damn steps again.  



Lower Cascade Falls
 

All total, I did over 5 miles of trails today.  It'll be an Advil night 
tonight! 
 
This is an outstanding park.  The facilities are well taken care of, 
the trails well marked and wide, and most of the trails are either 



easy or moderate as far as difficulty.  You need to put this park on 
your to-do list. 
 
Tomorrow is only about 100% rain.  If it is like today, I'll probably 
drive to Stone Mountain State Park, about 2 hours from 
Greensboro.  If it is a downpour, I'll stay in Greensboro and visit 
with Jimmie and Stephen.  



Greensboro - Day 7 

 
1 December 2019 
 
When I retired in 2014 and started hiking again, I learned very 
quickly I needed to relearn how to pace myself on hikes.  I 
changed my breathing technique as I walked, changed the way I 
walked, and I had to learn how to get my heart rate down on steep 
inclines. 

Stone Mountain Loop Trail
 

One thing I learned very quickly was to take breaks and breathe 
deeply to get my heart rate down.  After a steep incline, I could 



"hear" my heart pounding.  I would stop and after 90 seconds of 
slow, deep breathing, I realized I could no longer "feel" my heart 
pounding. 
 
As I got better, I learned to rest on switch backs.  I finally pared my 
breathing breaks down to 60 seconds, then 45 seconds.  Now I am 
at 20 seconds to get my heart rate "liveable."   
 
Thanks to the Apple Watch, I can watch my heart rate decline.  On 
some of the steep inclines I did today, my heart rate would jump to 
166.  After 20 seconds of rest, it would get down to a manageable 
126.   
 
In case you haven't been following, I was undecided as to whether 
to go to Stone Mountain State Park today because of the threat of 
rain.  It pretty much rained all night but then Stephen told me at 
breakfast that it was to clear at 10 am and then be sunny at 3 pm.   
 
I decided to head to Stone Mountain.  It's about an hour and a half 
from Greensboro in the northwestern part of the state.  I wanted to 
climb to the top of the monolith and the best trail for that seemed 
to be the Stone Mountain Loop Trail at 4.5 miles in length.   
 
Let me recommend if you decide to do this hike to begin at the 
Upper Parking Lot and go to your right on the trail.

Go to the right, not left and save yourself some pain.  By the 
way, that's 1.7 miles to the summit.  The loop is listed as 4.5 miles.



 
The hike started out easy at first and then as you begin to climb, it 
got more difficult.  I would rate the first part a moderate hike.  
Once you reach the summit, you are a little tired but OK.  Hikes 
are generally rated as easy, moderate or strenuous.  There are some 
other terms out there but these are the most common ratings. 
 
I made it to the summit around noon and ate lunch at the top.  
There wasn't much to see since the entire summit was surrounded 
in mist.  However, you could definitely get the feeling that you 
didn't want to get too close to the edge.

2,305 feet - Stone Mountain Summit
 

The next part of the hike was mostly down hill.  That's a blessing 
and a curse.  My knees don't take to going down too well.  Not 
only that, there were numerous steps leading down and steps can 
really pound your knees.



Nice steps but a real pain coming down.
 

The only thing I can say is I was lucky I didn't turn left and hike 
the loop clockwise.  That is one very steep ascent (and descent).  
Not only that, but once you get to the bottom, you are still 3.8 
miles from your starting point. I can't imagine hiking 3.8 miles and 
then beginning the ascent. 



As I was hiking down, I med a couple who were lost.  I was able to 
show them a map and they realized they were only a little ways 
from their car in the Lower Parking Lot.  After they left, I then got 
turned around myself and had to backtrack in a couple of places. 
 
The loop trail then takes you directly to Stone Mountain Falls, a 
200 foot water fall that is the most impressive I've seen in a while.   

Stone Mountain Falls

 
However, the trail leads you to the base of the falls.  That means 



you have to climb 200 feet back to the starting point of the trail.  

200 feet of these steps!
 

They provided steps all the way and they were well done and 
maintained but I was pushing over 5 miles by that point in time 
and I was running out of steam.  I started to rest for 60 seconds 



every few terraces.  My knees ached! 
 
By the time I got back to the jeep, I was beat.  My AllTrails tracker 
said I walked 5.4 miles but my GPS tracker said 5.9.  It felt more 
like 5.9. 
 
The entire hike of the loop is labeled as strenuous.  I can count on 
my right hand the number of times a hike labeled strenuous was 
really strenuous.  Most of the time, they label it that way to 
discourage people from trying it.  In this case, it was truth in 
advertising.  It was very strenuous! 
 
There was only one place you could get a glimpse of the 
massiveness of the granite monolith and that was the restored 
Hutchinson homestead.  The view was impressive. 

A view of Stone Mountain.  The couple seemed to be partaking 
of the killer weed.

 
Tomorrow I head for Savannah for the night and then the final push 
to Fort Lauderdale.  I've had a wonderful time with Jimmie and 
Stephen and I really appreciate them letting me use their house as 
my base of operations for my day trips.  I've already encourage 
them to come back down to Fort Lauderdale and let me 
reciprocate. 



About the Author 

I’m a retired biology professor who has, since retirement, 
gotten back into hiking and camping.  Now, if only the 
corona virus will disappear, I’d like to get back to it. 
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