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Saturday, May 9th

On the way to Flagstaff…



Minor repairs – Just south of 
Flagstaff, the car started to 
overheat.  Ken discovered a 
pinhole leak which he swiftly 
repaired with epoxy putty.



West of Flagstaff, on Route 66, about 
1:00 p.m., we were starving and decided 
the Road House would be the ticket.  We 
found out that for $10.00 a person, we 
could cook our own lame food.  Not my 
idea of a restaurant, so we settled for a 
beer and lots of pictures



We detoured to Williams, AZ and had lunch at a restaurant with the 
world’s largest pies.    Notice the smoking “non-smoking” trash can.



Further west on Route 66 is the Grand Canyon Cave.  This is a dry cave 
and, during the cold war, was to be used as a fallout shelter for 2,000 
people.  I don’t think there have ever been 2,000 people in this area.



Here are some of the supplies for the lucky survivors – whoops – looks 
like the mummified bobcat didn’t like the dusty crackers, hard candy 
and stale water.  Maybe he should have used the enema bag…



We made it as far as Kingman, AZ.  We were lucky enough to get a 
room in the motel closest to a truck stop on the busiest intersection in 
this booming metropolis.  All night we listened to trucks gearing down  
so they could turn in to the driveway.



Sunday, May 10th.  We had only one meal the day before and decided 
to have breakfast.  Below is a picture of the only breakfast place on a 
Sunday morning in Needles, CA.  We did discover, while munching our 
donut and sipping the watered-down coffee that, in Needles, the 
women are big and the men are stupid, but they all have big trucks 
and even bigger boats.



The sun was brutal to Barstow, CA where we picked up US 395 and 
finally headed north.   The “Gateway to the Eastern Sierras” sign was 
still well into the desert and wasn’t offering up too much shade.



What’s this – mountains?  We stopped in Lone Pine for some linner?  
dunch?  Anyway, it was about 4:00 p.m. and the temperature was 
much cooler than the inferno we had left.



We spent the night in Bishop, CA, where the Sierras are really 
making a showing.  



Monday, May 11th
We continued past the Sierras, into the Sierras and skirted 
the edge of Mono Lake.



We encountered rushing river waters while leaving California 
and venturing into Nevada.  We drove through Carson to 
spend some time in Virginia City – home of the Ponderosa 
and extensive silver mining.



It was our intention to stay the night in Reno – until 
we got there.  It was just like being in Phoenix, so we 
rushed past, all the way back to California, and spent 
the night in Susanville.



Tuesday, May 12th
Some interesting country between Susanville and Highway 20 
in Eastern Oregon.  We went through the “Oregon Outback” 
only to find a huge dry, alkaline lakebed.  The wind was 
whipping at a gazillion miles an hour and was kicking white 
clouds of alkaline into the air.  It was waaaay too cold and 
windy, so we finally had to put the top up.



Wednesday May 13th

We got a room in Bend, OR Tuesday night at the Shilo 
Inn right next to the Deschutes River.  Much nicer than 
the night in Kingman.  We took Highway 26 over 
Mount Hood and finally reached Portland.  What?  Is 
that rain on the windshield?  How unusual.



Thursday, May 14th

We stayed with Rocky & Karen in Portland.  Karen 
owns her own accounting business and Rocky is a 
yacht captain.  They are in the process of building a 
new house right next to their old house.  Rocky took 
us on a tour of the yacht.  It must be a tough life on 
the high seas.



A few shots of Portland.  Look closely at the gridlocked 
traffic – something the City will fiercely deny.



Saturday, May 16th
On the road again.  We went to Olympia via the scenic route 
next to Hood Canal to visit Ken’s brother, Mike.  He took us 
out to breakfast and then we continued north to Port 
Orchard and Brian’s house.  He cleaned the kitchen just for 
our visit.  The little Blue Austin Sprite is Brian’s restoration 
job that fueled Ken’s need to restore the MG.  Brian is 
currently building a Vega race car.



We stayed with Roger & Julie, long time friends 
of Ken.  They live in the middle of the woods in a 
very cozy house.  Julie creates fabulous quilts 
and they own about 100 sewing machines.



Sunday, May 18th.  Since Ken, Brian and Tom (yet 
another brother) are all motor heads, we 
naturally had to go see some hot cars at a friends 
house.  These are super Shelby Cobra Mustangs.  
Notice the view of Seattle from their house, 
which, by the way, is mostly garage.



We attended a barbecue that night at Tom’s 
house, which resembles a used car lot in front.  
Yes, those are all his cars.  He and Becky have a 
great house with a fabulous yard, not to mention 
a pretty cute daughter, Milly.



Monday, May 18th - We visited Brian at his 
luxurious place of employment and then went to 
Poulsbo to sample delights from one of their 
many bakeries.  We discovered a raccoon in a 
tree stealing eggs, and Ken was enamored with 
the ship models in a tourist-trap store.



Scenes from beautiful downtown Port 
Orchard.



Tuesday, May 19th - On to Ken’s sister, Jenny’s 
house where we compared doll clothes, fed the 
cat and captured Ryan’s photo, even though he 
tried to dodge the camera.  I think we have 
stolen his spirit.



Wednesday, May 20th.  We left 
Port Orchard and headed north 
through the Olympic forests 
toward Port Townsend.



Ken was amazed at the size of the 
boats out of the water in Port 
Townsend.  We then visited Fort 
Worden nearby.



We ate lunch in Port Townsend and then headed 
west towards Port Angeles, stopping in Sequim 
for coffee – but not at the Kokopeli Grill which 
seemed completely out of character for the 
Pacific Northwest.



We spent the night in Forks, WA which is 
apparently the birthplace of “Twilight”.  There 
are Twilight signs, memorabilia and all kinds of 
references to the show.  Finally – a reason for 
Forks to be on the map!



Thursday, May 21.  We headed south 
down the coast where Ken had to test 
the waters.  We ate breakfast at a lodge 
on Lake Quinault.



Still at the lodge, we took a short walk 
through the forest to admire the clear-
cutting and local reptiles.



We finally made it across the Oregon border at 
Astoria and then continued to Cannon Beach.  
We were impressed with how much some 
people can stuff in their cars while on vacation.  I 
wonder how many of the passengers had to run 
along side.



We got to Tillamook where we spent the night.  
We took pictures of what dairy cows are 
supposed to look like in their pasture, not 
trapped under a hot awning, standing on 
steaming piles of feces, like they do in Phoenix.



Friday, May 22.  First thing, we visited the 
Tillamook air Museum.  It is contained in one of 
the hangers used to house blimps during WWII.  
All the planes on display are from a private 
collection.  Many of the planes are ready for 
flight, and all are flyable.



More of the planes (and a motorcycle).



After about 17 hours, we left the air museum 
and continued south to Depot Bay where we ate 
lunch at the famous Sea Hag Restaurant.  They of 
course, mostly serve fish which Ken can’t eat 
without swelling up and dying, so he had to 
settle for a salad.



On to Newport and the aquarium.  Anyone 
visiting the Oregon coast HAS to go to this place 
because it is amazing.  You can walk through a 
tunnel in the water and see sea creatures 
swimming all around you, not to mention being 
able to touch sea urchins and rays.



Further south past North Bend, Coos Bay and 
into Reedsport to spend the night.



Saturday, May 23rd .  Continuing south past 
Florence, sand dunes, more bridges, dinosaurs, 
more rocks, goofy parades and fog…



We finally made it across the California border, 
stopped briefly in Eureka to photograph the 
Carson Mansion and the house of his mistress 
across the street, crossed the Eel River to 
Ferndale and traversed through some of the 
redwoods.



Ken was exhausted from driving and we were at our last town before driving miles 
more so we stopped in Garberville.  The Best Western was full.  The second 
choice had no one manning the front desk so we left and settled for the only 
other motel in town.  This was the WORST place I have ever stayed and it also 
seemed to be home to a lot of unemployed red-necks, which Garberville is full of.  
Some guy kept running his diesel pick-up right outside our window and the room 
next to us had some little dog yapping every time we moved around.  I can’t 
emphasize this enough:  NEVER STAY IN GARBERVILLE.  To add insult to injury, we 
ate dinner at the only restaurant open in town and they charged $20.00 for 
spaghetti!  People were eating there like it was some fancy restaurant!  Huge 
prices do not necessarily give a place class.



Sunday, May 24th.   After our luxurious stay in Garberville, we 
drove to Leggett and visited the tree you can drive through.  
There we encountered the Clem family from Montana who 
actually drove their giant Suburban with a loaded trailer 
through the tree.  There were 6 kids, all with biblical names 
and all out of control.   Why we didn’t sell the MG on the 
spot and leave with them, I’m not sure.  That night we 
stopped in Novato and got a really NICE room.



Monday, May 26th.  Went across the Golden Gate 
Bridge into San Francisco and continued south down 
Highway 1 past more spectacular scenery.  We 
stopped in San Simeon and splurged on a very 
expensive ocean view room.  We were still scraping 
the ick of Garberville off of us and this was a very nice 
luxury.



Tuesday, May 27.  We sped past Morro Bay, 
stopped for brunch in Solvang - a Norwegian 
town, visited Moss Motors in Goleta (the parts 
company responsible for most of the MG 
restoration), slowly wove through the traffic of 
LA and ended up for the night in Palm Springs.



Wednesday, May 27th.  It was nice to be beneath 
Mt. San Jacinto once again and see the palms of 
Palm Springs, but it was also good to see the 
desert of Arizona.  We got back to Phoenix about 
2:00 that afternoon – around 4,000 miles later.  
The MG performed beautifully, no major 
problems and attracted a lot of attention.  Now 
we just have to figure out where to go next 
time……….later.
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