[image: image1.jpg]



Image 3969:  ~2000-foot Sandstone Spires Overlook The Grotto in Zion Valley
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Image 3974:  The Great White Throne, from the Big Bend of the Virgin River

[image: image3.jpg]



Image 4003:  Canyon Wall at the Temple of Sinawava. This is the northernmost end of the Shuttle route. At this point, the Virgin River has just come down through a gorge that is too narrow to sustain a road during Spring floods.
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Image 4012: As our Shuttle passed back down the Canyon, we saw this immense column of stone near Angel's Landing, in different light than just a few minutes before... 
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Image 4020:  Zion Canyon Wall, South of Angel's Landing
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Image 4027:  This image shows the contrast between the red Navajo sandstone of the lower valley walls and the upper caps of harder white limestone.

It's easy to get “visually saturated” in places like Zion, and we certainly did. I took no pictures on the final sections of our continuing road trip during Day 10. We'd decided we needed to press on, rather than staying another night at Panguich, to shorten what would otherwise have been a 435 mile drive the next day.

When we left Zion, we still faced a drive of about 90 miles north to Panguich to pick up Mollie and Tinkerbell. Molly was overjoyed to rejoin us when Lorena dropped her off at the campground. But our wriggling playmate seemed content to settle down on the back seat of the truck and sleep off her play time for the rest of the afternoon.  We drove another 115 miles through the Showalter Mountains to the northwest of Panguich, and then south along US Interstate Highway 15. 

Our late afternoon drive took us up through wide valleys bordered by pines on mountains whose northern slopes still showed drifts of snow. We made our way (at 30 miles per hour!) across a high pass that seemed to have omitted any sign with the elevation. I looked it up on a topographic map of the region later, learning that the pass crested at 7,800 feet.  On the western side of the range, we wound our way down to a beautiful agricultural valley and turned south past Cedar City toward St. George, Utah. For those unfamiliar with the region, St. George lies at the southwest corner of Utah, not far from Las Vegas, Nevada.

Day 11: Sunday May 16 -- St. George Utah to Barstow California (~270 miles)
After a night's rest at a highly rated RV camp in St. George Utah, we pressed on through southwest Utah,  northeast Arizona, southeast Nevada through Las Vegas, and then into California along the edges of the Mohave Desert, to the small highway community of Barstow.  
As we talked during our drive, we encountered a small problem due to my diction (or lack thereof).  As I've become older, Maren often accuses me of mumbling indistinctly with my mouth nearly closed -- as if I had marbles in my mouth.  This can be especially noticeable against the background noise in a vehicle like Captain Hook.  Thus she initially heard my naming of our intended destination for the day not as "Barstow", but as "Bar Stool" -- and repeated the name several times in our conversation.  Considering some of the other unique place names we encountered on this American Journey, such a town name might not even have sounded particularly odd. "Deaf Smith County" in the Texas Panhandle comes immediately to mind, as well as "Bug Tussle" Oklahoma, a few miles south of our route on US 40.  When we did finally decode the marbles from my mouth, we both had a good laugh.  However, Barstow has permanently become for us, "Bar Stool, California". 
Descending from the Colorado Plateau from St. George, we once again found ourselves near the Virgin River we had seen in Zion.  The river was still dutifully cutting its way through the soft sandstones laid down by the American inland sea of 60 Million years ago.  In the process, it now lightly irrigates the high desert of southern Utah and Nevada, while producing quite a scenic river gorge.  I took several pictures near Littlefield Arizona that capture a subtly different aspect of the high desert.

[image: image7.jpg]



Image 4071:  Though we'd seen golf-ball sized cactus in New Mexico, this was our first sighting of the taller Saguaro, against a backdrop of red sandstone cliffs and buttes. 
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Images 4063, 4074: Red and Gray Buttes of the Southwest Desert (Arizona) 

This land has an almost surreal verticality about it.  One can drive for miles through flat, stratified cliffs and then suddenly encounter a sharp break in the lines of the land -- where it has been folded and tilted almost as if by a giant's hand. 
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Image 4078:  Tilting of the Land (Moab Valley, Az)
Day 12: Monday May 17 --  Barstow to Lemon Cove, California (~240 miles) 
[Near Sequoia National Park]

The drive on Day 13 was again a tolerably short if somewhat uninteresting four and a half hours. The weather was closing in with light rain as we drove past the flight test ranges at Edwards Air Force Base and north across Tehachapi Pass into the southern reaches of California's San Joaquin Valley toward Bakersfield. 

Our stop for the next two nights was an older and somewhat down-at-the-heels RV park in Lemon Cove, California, in the Sierra foothills east of Visalia. Maren has since decreed that this will be the last time I book us into a campground rated two stars in the Woodall's RV camping guide and I think I agree. Our first impression of the place was in a registration lobby piled high with stacks of yellowing papers and invoices.  When later asked why there was no soap in the shower facility, the desk manager asserted to Maren that there didn't need to be, since soap is only required in the bathrooms of restaurants... and at any rate, hand soap would be “gone 10 minutes after she put it out”. 

Hmmmm... interesting quality of clientele this place must attract!

The immediate setting around our campsite was pleasant, with mowed fields of grass and a kids' play area beneath shade trees. But while I was walking Molly on the road just outside the rear boundary of the camp, we found ourselves moving through a ramshackle collection of broken down double-wide trailers and rusting farm machinery, reminiscent of a hobo town. There were also several obviously long-term residents in this camp, whose collections of junk spread out well beyond their aging recreational trailers, and the occasional new Harley or BMW motorcycle. There was a sort of “aging gang banger” atmosphere here, mixed with a certain amount of “economic refugee” -- again, an indication of the hollowing out of the American Dream for large numbers of people. 

Day 13, Tuesday May 18: Excursion to Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks. 
By Tuesday morning, the rain had mostly passed through the area, leaving us with bright sun and shifting mountain-top clouds. We entered Sequoia National Park from the South, along Kaweah Lake (a man-made reservoir near Lemon Cove), and following the Kaweah River north and east to the Ash Mountain entrance. This section of the Sierra Nevada contains a number of peaks over 10,000 feet, including Mount Whitney and Alta Peak (the latter seen through clouds in image 4080 and 4106, below). The road is two-lane and not recommended for vehicles longer than 22 feet, though we saw a few larger RVs. 
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Image 4080:  Kaweah Reservoir and Southern Sierra Peaks
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Image 4106:  Alta Peak, California

As I very often do when wandering through pretty places, I took advantage of the many pull-outs along the route to take pictures not only of the mountain scenery, but also of a few flowers:
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Image 4084:  California Lupine
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Image 4095: Species Unknown?

The natural environment of Sequoia trees is high mountains. The first major grove along the Generals Highway into the park is at the Giant Forest Museum, at 6400 feet elevation. Our truck climbed 4700 feet from the Ash Mountain entrance, on very twisting roads.  

Here, we saw the first of many true giants. Sequoias are not quite as tall as some Redwoods, but the largest of them are older (3,200 years versus about 2,000), and total volume in height and diameter makes them the “largest living things” known to humankind. 
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Image 4117:  Sentinel Tree at Giant Forest Museum. Another crick in my neck!
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Image 4122: Maren and Molly on the Trail.

At this elevation, there is still quite a lot of snow on trails in the high country, even as late as mid-May. Mollie didn't seem to mind the cold on her feet, though both Maren and I stumbled on melting snow pack more than once along the trails. 
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Image 4129: General Sherman Tree.
Although dead at the top, this giant continues to add girth every year at its base and middle, with a yearly volume increase equal to that of a 60-foot Redwood tree of normal proportions. The Sequoia has great resistance to both fire and pests due to natural chemicals in the wood and bark. And to think that this monster grew from a single seed, the size of an oat flake!
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Image 4130: Maren and Molly stand by a trunk slice taken from a tree downed in the 1890s before the park came under protection. The rings of this wooden calendar mark over 2400 years of history. 
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Image 4146: Foot of a Sequoia

Maren was fascinated by the appearance of the bases of many of the Sequoia. They seem to display “toes”, a bit like those of an elephant. These trees are not deeply rooted in the stony soil of the high Sierra. They have no central tap root, making them vulnerable to toppling by high winds if their surface roots are compromised by drought or a long-burning fire fueled by excess brush and ground cover. 
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Image 4159: Twin Tree in Grant's Grove.

One trunk in this giant near the entry to Kings Canyon has been damaged centuries ago by a hot-burning fire. Yet it continues to grow. 

As can be seen from these pictures, the weather deteriorated for picture taking purposes as the afternoon wore on. At 7,000-foot elevations we found ourselves in the clouds rather than looking at them. Thus we did not drive quite as far into Kings Canyon as we might have liked. 

Likewise, Molly took Maren for a rather hard tumble, when our city-bred dog discovered Sierra chipmunks and tried to run one down at full speed. When she got to the end of her 20 foot leash – still accelerating -- Mollie yanked Maren off her feet into a full-body fall to the ground. Maren got a badly strained one wrist but no broken bones, confirmed by an ER doctor in San Francisco while we visited with daughter Helene, Paul, and grandson Eric.  
Day 14 to 16: Wednesday to Friday May 19-21 -- Lemon Cove to San Francisco (245 miles) 

 

On Day 14 we worked our way up the central agricultural valley (San Joaquin),  across through the foothills of the San Francisco East Bay, and into an RV Park literally across the street from Candlestick Stadium (now named Monster Stadium, in an interesting and odd turn of phrase, considering the rough neighborhood).  This was the first park where we found surveillance cameras and concertina wire on fences and a night guard at a guard shack on the street entrance.  The RV park was within a mile of the Hunters Point housing project.  

 

Hunter's Point may have been among the first projects in US "public" housing to illustrate a now well-understood principle in government operations.  If you want to create a  truly hopeless, violent and crime-ridden neighborhood, just let Government build it and then force single mothers and their kids on Welfare to live there, with little access to public transportation for school or employment plus multiple disincentives against working for wages. 

 

After we got settled in, my brother Denny, our daughter Helene and grandson Eric joined us in the late afternoon to go out for dinner and a long chat.  Paul was working late.  Helene is due to deliver a daughter at mid-July.  But she still manages to oversee a major house re-building project for their San Francisco Victorian, near Duboce Park.  They are renting several months, just two doors down while the work goes on. They hope to be moved back into their home by October of this year.  We toured their project Thursday morning, and there's still a ways to go.   For practical purposes, the outer appearance from the street will be the only surviving aspect of the original house. I gently teased Helene and Paul about having bought a rather sturdy pile of spare lumber for their new home, when they originally moved in a few years ago. 

 

Thursday morning (Day 15), Maren and I walked over to a hospital emergency room to get her arm and hand checked out.  Fortunately, there were no broken bones when she went down with a thump as Mollie charged after a chipmunk in Sequoia National Park.   

We also dropped off our truck at a Ford Dealership for service, correction of infant mortalities in the AC system plus an errant "check engine" light.  We learned that afternoon that, in order to correct the faulty "check engine" light, the dealership needed re-install a complete set of upgraded software in Captain Hook's master computer.   This seems to me a strange  arrangement:  you pay the dealership to install software to fix problems in the original design.  Fixing the problem is only free if US Highway Safety folks direct the manufacturer to conduct a safety recall.  Why aren't such problems viewed as design defects under warranty? 

 

In any event, if you are ever in San Francisco, then we'd advise that you get your automotive maintenance done before or after making the trip.  Labor rates are at $160 per hour in major automotive dealerships here. The only mechanical service I've seen that exceeds this outrageous rate is the $190 dollars per hour we paid to have Tinkerbell fixed she was bumped in a parking lot during our first shake-down weekend. 

 
Friday morning May 21st, Helene was committed to a neighborhood gathering of local Moms and their kids.  At the last minute, the gathering was moved to her substitute house (two doors down from the Victorian undergoing renovation).  That afternoon, BOTH Helene and Eric went down for a nap.  Given the bedlam that morning, I don't begrudge either Mother or her little boy the rest.   
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Image 4192:  Maren and Helene in Duboce Park

Mollie enjoyed Duboce Park while we visited at Helene's.  This is one of San Francisco's "dog parks" so there were always new fur-people for her to meet when I took her on walks. This is the most dog-friendly city we've encountered.  While I was walking Mollie, "the girls" chatted on Helene's front steps.  Thursday and Friday were mostly about "hanging out" together. 
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Image 4195:  Chatting on Helene's Front Steps

On a lovely Thursday afternoon, Helene took us for a walk through the Rose Garden in Golden Gate Park.  Naturally, I took a lot of pictures of the flowers.  
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Image 4162:  Apricot Rose, on the Fence at Candlestick RV Park
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Image 4165: Apricot Rose in Profile
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Image 4210:  Poppy Blooms in the Rose Garden, Golden Gate Park
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Image 4214:  Strawberry Parfait Rose, Golden Gate Park
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Image 4215:  The Eye of the Rose
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Image 4274:  Complex Heart of the Rose
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Image 4221:  In a Rose Arbor, Golden Gate Park
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Image 4212:  Peach-Colored Rose and Buds, Golden Gate Park
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Image 4269:  Folds of an Apricot Rose,  Golden Gate Park
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Image 4279:  Heart of the Pink Rose, Golden Gate Park
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