
Max & Diane's Adventure 
 

Travelogue … A Beginning? 
I decided that today was the day to begin making reservations for hotels for our vacation.  

We have planned to head south and pick up Historic Route 66 in Joplin, Missouri and drive as much of that 

as possible to Arizona.  

So ... with my Skype headset on and the internet at my fingertips, along with some planning that I had put 

in several weeks ago, I began making phone calls to hotels. 

You probably need to know that this vacation is an adventure for both Max and myself. We aren't intending 

to spend a lot of money on the hotels, in fact, we prefer the strip hotels that you see in small towns. We are also 

not the type of people that spend much time in a hotel, so why spend money for much more than a clean bed, 

right? Right.  

First off: The Slumber Inn in Harrisonville, Missouri. I called. A young man answered. Obviously English is 

not his first language, but he was helpful, polite and I managed to make a reservation for Friday night. Cool. 

This is a good start. 

Second night: I hope to stay in Elk City, Oklahoma. I don't want to stay in Oklahoma City, this doesn't get 

us far enough along the road, so ... let's see what options I have. 

I had originally settled on a Ramada. It's not a great looking hotel, prices are reasonable and they take pets. 

Can I book this online? Hmmm, there are no rooms available. Weird. Ok. Keep looking. The Flamingo Hotel - 

right on Historic Route 66. A couple of reviews like it, but the latest wasn't too promising. I called Max. He 

agreed. It's more adventurous to try something a little weird. Go for it. 

I called the hotel. A voice mail system with a decidedly southern drawl. Interesting. Press '0' for the 

operator. I pressed '0'. Nothing. The system returned after a few minutes. Press '0' for the operator. I pressed 

'0'. Nothing. I began to giggle. The system returned again. Press '0' for the operator. I pressed '0' and waited. 

Still giggling. A young woman came on the line and again, spoke very little English. I told her I wanted to 

make a reservation. She offered me a room with one bed. I told her I wanted two beds. She explained that I 

would have to take non-smoking, they were beginning to fill up. I explained to HER that I didn't want this 

room until October 18. She laughed. I hung up. That scared me a little more than I can explain. 

I searched and searched. I can stay at the Holiday Inn for $115.00 - $140.00. Other hotels start at $95.00. In 

Elk City, Oklahoma? Really? We can do better than this. 

So, off again to the internet. Hmmm. Red Carpet Inn. Part of their website tells me that they take pets, the 

next part says 'no pets.' Ok, you know what? I'm just going to call. No answer. No answer at all. It rang and 

rang and rang and was still ringing as I began this blog. I finally decided to give up. I'm back to the internet. 

Actually, I think I will make the next two night's reservations. Those are going to be at places that should be 

much more interesting. The Blue Swallow Inn in Tucumcari, NM and the WigWam in Holbrook, AZ. Those 

are the historic Route 66 hotels we WANT to stay in. Oh, please let this be less painful! 

 

Travelogue - An update 
HAH. I finally gave up. We are not staying in Elk City, Oklahoma. We'll stay in El Reno, OK, just outside of 

Oklahoma City. 

But, I did get the reservations made for the Blue Swallow in Tucumcari, NM and the Wigwam in Holbrook, 

AZ. Those were Max's two requests. Historic Route 66 hotels. Each of the rooms at the Wigwam are shaped as 

a ... you guessed it ... wigwam. We'll be there for Max's birthday. 

I thought I was being clever and found this beautiful lodge near the Grand Canyon. Not terribly priced, but 

guaranteed beauty. Ummm ... as I placed it on my map (I have place markers on Google Maps for everything 

we want to see and do), I discovered that it will require a 3 hour trip to get there and another 3 hour trip to get 

back on the road. Doggone ... 



My brother thinks I should just hit the road and hope for the best with hotels. The worst we could do is 

sleep in the car. Thank you very much, Jim ... ummm ... no. 

We're really looking forward to this. The first 5 days will be complete tourist crap. Traveling Route 66 and 

seeing all of the sites we can possibly see. Things like the blue whale and the world's largest totem pole. Then, 

there's the world's largest McDonald's and Cadillac Ranch (yup, old Cadillacs - buried in the ground). Should 

be an absolute riot! 

The last half of the trip will be nature exploration. While I will enjoy the Route 66 fun, I'm really looking 

forward to this part of the trip. I can't wait to see Canyonlands and the Arches, Castle Valley and Monument 

Valley. I have to say that I saw the Grand Canyon, and I'm certain that it will be glorious ... but the further 

away I can get from tourists, the better. 

Now ... if we can just get my Google Map placemarkers onto our Garmin GPS ... we'll be set! Max???? 

 

Travelogue ... Part Three 
I'm obsessed with this trip. I had to take time off from it today to get some writing done for the Pour Out a 

Blessing blog. But, while I was trying to recuperate from the writing episodes, I designed 2 trips to the East 

Coast, each of which could take about the same amount of time and would be great fun. I showed them to Max 

when he got home and he just shook his head. 

I must give off the impression that I am an impulsive sort, given to flights of fancy or something like that. 

My friends don't know how freakin' anal I can be - given the right set of circumstances. This trip has brought 

out all of my father's trip organizing skills (he was a madman at this stuff). I have a highly detailed list with 

every item we are going to need - typed out in an organized structure. It's so detailed that there are lines in 

front of each item so that I can check them off as they enter the container they will travel in. There is another 

section with the containers that will be checked off as those enter the vehicle. 

I do have a sketch of how these containers will go into the Jeep, so that things will be accessible when and 

where we need them. 

There is a full-blown itinerary, complete with hotel information and probable stops along the route. I have 

been creating my map of the trip in Google maps and have place markers for all of the sights we might want to 

see along the trip, as well as place markers for each of the hotels. I have a folder sitting beside me on the desk 

with printouts of hotel confirmations, etc. The Google map will not only be logged into the Garmin GPS, but 

will be printed out and placed in the travel folder. 

I've made reservations at hotels for the entire trip except the last two nights. Max and I still aren't sure 

whether we're heading home via I-76 to I-80 out of Denver, or whether we'll head up I-25 to Cheyenne.  

The first part of the trip is going to be insane. Lots of sightseeing along Route 66. The Grand Canyon will be 

the turning point. After that we are heading to Monticello, UT and will spend three nights there. We'll roam 

the area - I actually have no place markers for these three days. Everything will slow down, we will relax and 

Max will have plenty of time to shoot photographs. These are the days I'm most looking forward to. The 

insanity of travel will be complete and we'll get a chance to experience the wonder and majesty of God's 

creation. 

A friend asked if I would post a travel blog with photos. Yup ... I think that every hotel we will be staying in 

has internet access (can you imagine I would choose anything else? Well, I almost did.). I suspect we will 

experience everything from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

I can't wait. 

 

Travelogue - Part 4 
It's 6 am on Thursday. We don't actually leave until Friday afternoon. But, there's a lot of anticipation 

around here. Remember. We haven't done this before as a couple. 



Max is heading into work early today and tomorrow so that he can get home and do whatever to get us 

ready to get out of here. Funny thing? We're only driving 3 1/2 hours tomorrow night. HAH. That's awesome. 

I'll wrap everything up today - I have some cleaning to do and some final things to get into containers/bags. 

I'm taking a bunch of blankets and pillows. Because I can! Gotta figure out which ones are going. We'll totally 

pack the vehicle tonight - except for the cameras and anything else that's worth anything. If someone steals the 

car, though ... I'm seriously SOL. All of our clothes will be in there! (hehe) Yup, we own about 10 days' worth 

of clothing. That's it. 

I need to get several more days' studies written for the Pour Out a Blessing blog. I don't want to mess that 

up while I'm traipsing around. 

Max started running a fever last night. He took a nap when he got home from work and then came into the 

studied and shivered for a while (I made him put on a sweatshirt - the house was cold!). He went to bed early 

to try to drive it away. And then, proceeded to tell me that this happened to him every time he went on a trip. 

I've heard all about his trips before, but never this part! If I would have been his mother, I'd have killed him! 

No getting deathly ill before leaving. He managed to be sick the first couple of days of every vacation they 

took. Guhreat. Maybe I'll just leave him home. (ummm ... yah ... sure). 

Hehe - Leica is running back and forth from the study to the bedroom - that outta wake him up this 

morning! It's time to ask how he's doing. Yea! He's doing better. 

As soon as he's gone, I'm going to grab another couple hours of sleep and then get started.  

Off we go, into the wild, blue yonder ... 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 1 
Packing and cleaning and calming a small dog preceded the start of our trip. Max worked until 2 and then 

hurried home with lunch so that we could get outta town! 

Priorities: 

Max: get the iPod hooked up and running 

Leica: in the car, in the car, in the car, in the car ... 

Diane: is everything packed? Do we have everything? Let me take a picture. 

 
 

3:14 pm - GO! Oh. Stop. We need gas. Alright, now. GO!!!! 

 



 
 

Max changed the voice on the Garmin (GPS) to an Australian named Keith. He is much nicer to listen to 

than the female voice that was the default. I nearly killed her. However, nicer to listen to doesn't mean much 

when the Garmin is lost. More about that later. 

3:35 pm - I love my Garmin! I spent a lot of time on Google maps building place markers of the locations we 

wanted to see - including our hotels. All I had to do was touch the place marker on the Garmin and then press 

'Go.' Keith began giving us directions. Awesome! (Again, later in the narrative this original thought becomes 

hilarious.) 

3:50 pm - Oops - doggie pit stop. We are just barely out of town, directly east of Bellevue on I-29. We're 

going ... slowly. 

Oh. Boz Scaggs - Lido Shuffle. On the iPod. Max told me to listen to the lyrics. It's not a 'clean' song. Good 

heavens, I've been singing this thing for 25+ years and had no idea. I'm not going to tell you what it's about, 

but yikes! But, there's a guy ... and he's trying to make some money and ... well ... sheesh! That made it past the 

censors. 

We are definitely living in the electronic age: 

Max and I are traveling with a Garmin, iPod, Kindle, 

2 cell phones, 2 digital cameras and a laptop. I have two 

power plugs in the Jeep and power converters for both of 

them (AC/USB + car charger). What a riot! 

4:14 pm - Mile 10 (Iowa). Stupid Sapp Bros. coffeepot 

breaking up the skyline. Ok, I'm heading for 50s Kitsch 

on Route 66. We just keep creating more and more, don't 

we? 

5:27 pm - St. Joseph, MO. We thought we might stop 

here at the Bob Evans, but the Garmin says there is one 

in Kansas City (this begins the breakdown of my trust in 

this machine). I love this restaurant and can't find one in 

Omaha. When we head to Ohio to visit Max's family, I 

always beg for one Bob Evans stop. Yes, I know it's just 

another Perkins/Village Inn, but I do like it! 

Riding in a car with Max and his music gives a person quite an education. Did you know Eric Clapton stole 

George Harrison's wife (Patty Boyd)? Layla ... it's actually about her. 



The Garmin told us to take an exit ... but it didn't make sense. As I soon discovered, the stupid thing wanted 

us to exit and then re-enter at the same area. Ummm ... what? 

6:00 pm - The Garmin says that there is a Bob 

Evans at this location. I don't see a roadside sign 

for it, but we'll give it a shot. And this is what we 

found: 

No, no, no, no, no!!! Back on the road for us. 

We're not that hungry anyway. We can wait. 

And then ... the Garmin (Keith) made us a little 

crazy. We headed for downtown, I couldn't 

imagine why we were doing the trip this way, but 

hey ... I'm not the one with a map in my brain. All 

of a sudden, Max realized that he had 

programmed the Garmin to go the shortest route, 

not the fastest route. Yikes! I reset the 

programming and the Garmin decided to 

recalculate the entire trip. Whew! I'm glad he 

caught that before we got too much further! 

6:54 pm - Ohmygosh! There's a Bob Evans (yes, I have been obsessing about this today). I figured that I 

wasn't going to get it and there it is in all of its red and yellow glory. (It was too dark to take a picture) 

Breakfast and real sweet tea. Jennie - I had biscuits and Bob Evans sausage gravy. Ah ha! And I didn't need the 

freakin' Garmin to get me there. 

7:45 pm - Alright, we are way south of Kansas City on Highway 71 now. It's time to head for the motel. The 

Garmin says 15 miles. Off we go. 

Let's just say that the machine is full of ... ummmm ... crap. We 

followed the directions (at least it was in Harrisonville) and drove and 

drove. It took us off the highway, through town to another highway and 

then out in the country. Errr .. what? I'm looking at farms here. When it 

told me that we were .6 miles from the hotel, I got a little nervous. I had a 

picture of us in a rundown motel out in the middle of nowhere and men 

with axes and hatchets showing up in the middle of the night to make 

mincemeat out of us. 

I breathed. And pulled out my paper copies of our locations. Plugged 

the actual address into the Garmin and we proceeded to retrace our steps 

and make our way to our home for the evening. A 

wonderful little strip motel - just off Highway 71 (where 

it should be). The room is really clean, there is fast wifi 

internet, a great place to walk the dog and Max is outside 

right now, shooting a picture of the moon. I think I will 

wait to post this blog until he comes back in and I can 

finish with that. 

This has been a great day. We're excited about 

tomorrow. Lots of weird and wonderful things to see and 

do on our way. 

 

 

 



Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 2 
The day went something like this: 

6:10 am. I heard "I'll be back. Gotta let the dog out." And then he came back in the room and went back to 

sleep. Hmmm. We're not leaving early today! 

8:46 am. He heard, "Get up, Max. You went to sleep way before I did. You have to start first." He got up. 

9:37 am. We're in the car. Max is setting up his iPod again. It's Beach Music to get us going in the morning! 

And ... we're off! 

9:43 am. Max says, "Liftgate open." I say, "Alright. Pull over. I'll shut it." GoodNESS we have the hardest 

time moving in the morning. 

10:22 am. Did you know that pecans are a major source of income for this part of Missouri? I had no idea. 

And I missed every freakin' store. 

11:19 am. We're in Carthage. No, we didn't go to the Precious Moments extravaganza. And we didn't find 

the Marlin Perkins statue. There were hundreds and hundreds of people in town for their Maple Leaf Festival. 

We drove in just as the parade was ending and traffic was insane! We drove right back out again. And headed 

for the 66 Drive-In Theatre. So cool. It's closed for the season, but this has been really kept up nicely. 

             
 

12:05 pm. Carterville, MO. Oh, so sad. The Route 66 Welcome Center is for sale. The Route 66 Diner here is 

for sale. There is so much of this highway's history that is deteriorating and then, so much that is coming back. 

People are passionate about the National Highway! 

12:20 pm. Driving down the highway and we see this long quote - it seemed interesting, but unreadable at 

65 mph. I got the author's name and Max got the first couple of words ... so, I found it on Wikipedia: “Vice is a 

monster of so frightful mien, As to be hated needs but to be seen; Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face, we 

first endure, then pity, then embrace” by Alexander Pope. See? Interesting stuff. 

12:23 pm. We just paid $2.38/gallon for gas. (Later input - the cheapest gas we saw was in Oklahoma - 

$2.25/gallon) 

12:25 pm. Max just saw a 1963 2-door Impala hardtop driving 

down Route 66. That just made him happy. 

12:45 pm. Drove into Galena. Saw a bunch of great old buildings. 

We pulled into a parking lot and Max started to check things out. 

He came rushing back to the Jeep, beckoning to me. I HAD to come 

see this. 4 Women on the Route Gas station and home of Tow-Tater, 

the inspiration for Tow-Mater in the movie "Cars." She made sure 

that we knew he was the authentic inspiration. There was much 

documentation and there was also a wonderful gift shop with a 

little 3 tabletop diner. We got lunch, stuff and a bunch of pictures. 

Probably the best stop of the trip so far. So much fun. Check out their website (click on the name). She is a 



passionate woman about Route 66 and is investing much time and money in restoration of buildings and the 

road itself. (and yes, Scooby got to hang out on Tow-Mater for a picture) 

2:47 pm - Miami, OK (pronounced Mi-am-uh). We stopped 

at the Coleman Theater for pictures - amazing old theater. 

Gorgeous stuff. Max will be posting pics on Zenfolio as soon 

as we get decent upload. (not tonight). Off to Baxter Springs, 

KS and in to Oklahoma. Commerce, OK -Mickey Mantle Blvd 

and a soon to be built Mickey Mantle museum. No pics ... of 

what? the street signs? (hehe) 

3:36 pm. World's Largest McDonald's. You have to know 

that I had to get off of Route 66 and pay a toll to get this 

picture. And that's all we did there - drive in, take a picture ... 

oh, and let Leica out for a quick run. Back off the toll road and 

onto Route 66 again. 

 

3:49 pm. Just off the toll road. Back onto Route 66 and there's is a HUGE Indian standing there. 

 
 

4:50 pm. World's Largest Totem Pole. Ok, just 

because we are in Cherokee, Sac and Fox country 

does not mean that these Indians make totem poles. 

Some guy in 1948 thought this would be a great 

way to use his talent. And there is a park filled with 

these weird painted totem poles.  

 

 

 

 

 

http://anscochrome.zenfolio.com/f686616356


5:15 pm. Blue Whale, Catoosa, OK. It's a big 

blue whale in a little pond. This is prime Route 66 

Kitsch. It has slides into the water and ladders to 

come out. I think one of the big hotel chains is 

restoring it. Uh huh ... We have lots of pictures of 

this. The woman we spoke to in Galena said that 

she was surprised to see us traveling Route 66 

because it is so late - the season is over. Well, she 

doesn't know me well. This is perfect. There was 

absolutely no one at the Blue Whale and we had 

the run of the park. Very nice. 

 

 

 

 

7:40 pm. Davenport, OK. Great pic of a very old Phillips 66 sign. But, by golly, they managed to update it to 

2008. Even Route 66 kitsch isn't exempt from politics. Are they kidding me with this? 

 

 
 

We've decided to skip the Round Barn in 

Arcadia and head on in to Oklahoma City, but we 

discovered a couple of treasures along the way. 

First off, as I came around a bend in the highway 

there was an immense, lit cross which marked the 

"Successful Word Church." Yup, I just whipped 

off the highway to get a picture of that! 

8:32 pm. I had a guy (or two) tailing me pretty 

hard and it was driving me crazy. I was looking 

for a place to just get off and let them pass me. 

Route 66 has a great reputation as a highway that 

is good for Mustangs and other cars that handle 

banking turns well. An old lady in a Jeep in the 

dark on an unknown highway does not handle 

those turns well. I was going as fast as my heart 

could take it - 55 mph was it.  



As I was looking for a place to pull off, we saw this 

huge, lit soda bottle! It's just awesome. I probably 

should have put the camera in movie mode. The colors 

changed through the spectrum. It was a burger joint, 

gas station and NEW kitsch on the Route. Pops, just 

outside of Arcadia. Absolutely awesome.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I hadn't originally intended to go to the Oklahoma 

City National Memorial. I knew what my reaction 

would be. But, as we got closer and closer, I 

discovered that I needed to do this. We were running 

out of day, but I called the hotel and told them we'd 

be in late. We also sacrificed a decent dinner so that 

we could spend time here. Really wasn't a sacrifice - 

this was a wonderful stop. 

As we drove up to the entrance and read the 

words overhead, I felt my throat constrict and 

recognized that tears were only moments away. 

Night had fallen, the lights of the city surrounded us 

and I felt deep sorrow. We drove around the 

memorial, wanting to see things from the outside first. We parked across the street. Since we were there so 

late, there were only a few people wandering the 

grounds. 

Max and I walked to the reflecting pool and took it 

all in. The horror of that day in 1995 stands in vivid 

contrast to the peace of this evening. As Max 

photographed the space, I sat and waited. I wept and 

was thankful for the darkness that hid my flowing 

tears. 9:01 am, April 19, 1995 - everything was normal. 

9:03 am, April 19, 1995 - everything had changed. The 

world was a different place. 

It was another great day. I love traveling with my 

husband. We saw everything from the insane to the 

beautiful. I'm totally exhausted now. Max and Leica 

are already asleep. Tomorrow is another day! 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 3 
Fran and I were talking tonight and decided that this should have been titled "Two Geeks on the Road." Oh 

well ... 

7:30 am. Yes, I heard the motorcycle parked next to our Jeep fire up and leave. No, I'm not waking up. 

8:45 am. We're moving. Slowly but surely. Even after the late night, we're up a bit earlier. Yea! 



9:20 am. On the road. Where's Route 66? You have to get 

off the freeway (I-40). I can see the freeway less than 2 miles 

south of us, but we are on an old bumpy road and my hand 

can't make contact with the page very well. Route 66 pretty 

much parallels I-40. 

The first thing we saw as we drove out of El Reno was a 

Historical Marker. We had to stop. And this was it: (Civil 

War) 

9:38 am. My husband is a freak! We are driving on a road 

that was built in 1932. He says to me, "Oh ... people would 

have driven to California on this road during the dust bowl!" 

Fine. I'm cool with the historical memories. But, he couldn't 

stop himself. "Field of FSA. Out of the shadows come FSA photographers - Dorothea Lange, Arthur Rothstein 

..." Yes, this is the man I live with.  

9:50 am. Drove out of our way (kinda) to traverse a bridge with 38 spans. When the bridge was built there 

was no equipment that could lift a span large enough, so they made do with the size they could lift and this 

bridge required 38 of them! 

9:56 am. Really rough road. A large cow was wandering 

in the ditch and decided that it wanted to cross the road in 

front of us. For a moment, none of us were sure who would 

be stopping. Finally, the cow stopped. We went on. 

10:20 am. One of many ways to send your wife into a 

tailspin: ignore her when she says, "Get gas here." Fumes in 

the gas tank make her very nervous. 

11:35 am. I guess we are the heathens in a holy state. 

Everything is closed. The only restaurants that remain open 

are chain fast food. The National Route 66 Museum is even 

closed. Too bad, so sad. The entire museum complex is as 

much kitsch as anything else on the road. Oh ... WalMart is 

open.  

 

Max tried to get in ... he failed. 

 

                  
 

 

 

 



Poor Leica came hopping back to the car from a quick run in the grass. What's wrong? I immediately 

figured she had pulled something from the way she was holding her back leg. I picked her up, put her in the 

front seat and saw a burr on her foot. Nasty. I took it out. She still wouldn't relax. Oh, sheesh! Another one 

right in the pad. When I pulled that one out, she got mad at me for hurting her and is sulking in the back seat. 

12:10 pm. Rest area just east of Erick, OK. Max says it must be from the pleiostene era. Scary, creepy, old. 

The women's handicap stall hd a shower curtain instead of a door! Not using that one! 

Max is feeling less adventurous today. Thank goodness. More freeway - less trying to find a nonexistent 

road. I'm totally fine with this. 

12:20 pm. Texas. Well, this is another state I've never been to before. Whee! Hmmm ... "Proud home of 

President George Bush." Sometimes you forget that people like that are really from some place. 

 

12:45 pm. Shamrock, Texas. We tried to eat 

at the U-Drop Inn, but I'm guessing that Texas 

is just as holy as Oklahoma. Not open. Max 

got a great picture of the old Conoco station 

with the U-Drop Inn restaurant. All spruced 

up - looking good. This is better than many of 

the other sites along Route 66 ... much 

deterioration. We ended up eating at 

Mitchell's Family Dining. Wonderful food - 

scary people. Mostly because I was quite out 

of place. I'm from the Midwest ... not Texas. 

My face isn't lined, we don't wear cowboy 

boots and I'm not dressed like a dolled-up ... 

well ... I'm just not.  

Absolutely wonderful food though. Baked steak, homemade (real) mashed potatoes, real homemade french 

fries - the steak came out with fried onions and mushrooms on top. Enough to keep us going for the day. But, 

with Max not eating carbs ... it was embarrassing to leave potatoes and fries on our plates - especially with the 

hearty appetites of the people in that place! 

We are taking Leonard's "Scooby Doo" with us on 

the trip - Max thought it would be funny to take a 

picture of him bellying up to the plate - this is one of 

Leonard's favorite meals. But, I figured that we 

might get shot or at least a good talkin' to - the 

picture wasn't going to happen. 

 

2:00 pm. McLean, Texas. One of the saddest 

things I've seen. Lots of boarded up buildings and 

deserted sites. This Phillips 66 is deserted, but has 

been beautifully painted. It was wonderful! 



2:37 pm. Leaning Tower of Texas. This picture doesn't 

do the "LEAN" justice. It was built to lean - simply to 

draw people off of Route 66 and into town. Awesome. 

2:42 pm. We're driving by (the picture is taken out the 

front window) the 'largest cross in the western 

hemisphere.' And a gift shop is being built around this. 

Good for them!  

 

 
 

 

3:15 pm. Amarillo, TX. Huh. A friend from my high school (lo, 

those many years ago) was trying to reach me today to get me to stop. 

Since I can only send, but not receive, I missed that message. But, this 

was an entertaining stop for us. The stupid Garmin ... no, I take that 

back ... it was the Google placemarkers that were stupid took us into 

the heart of a bad area of Amarillo to see Cadillac Ranch. Max got 

annoyed and announced that we were just leaving. Ok ... whatever. 

On the way out, we stopped for pictures at The Big Texan Steakhouse. 

Too bad we had already eaten ... this could have been fun (to watch 

Max 

attempt). 

It's a staple 

of Route 66 

now. I 

loved the 

hotel right 

next to it. 

Each room (outside) was painted a different color. 

Just awesome! 

 

 

 

 

 



4:08 pm. I wasn't going to let the Cadillac Ranch get 

away from us. Since I can get Wikipedia on my Kindle, I 

looked it up quickly and found the actual coordinates. 

Punched those into the Garmin and we were off again. 

This place is just great. Just off the road, people are 

encouraged to spray paint the cars. Here are 5 of the 10 

that were planted. 

It is freakin 85 degrees in Texas. October 19!!!! Are you 

kidding me with this? I'm never living here. I'd be a mean 

woman ... all the time. 

 

 

4:45 pm. Midpoint on Route 66. Adrian, Texas. Had to mark that! 

 

 
 

 

5:06 pm. Nearly out of Texas. All of a sudden the landscape changes radically. Mesas are simply amazing! 

And the brush is so funky. I'm loving this! 

 

 
 



Time Change - now I have no idea what 

time it is. We are in New Mexico and have 

come in to Tucumcari. Max has been talking 

about this motel (Blue Swallow Motel) forever! 

There are 15 units and each has a garage. 

However, our Jeep isn't going to fit. This was 

built in the 40s or 50s when cars were much 

smaller.  

This is the sweetest motel. Almost like a bed 

and breakfast (except no breakfast). I can't 

believe it! It's just wonderful! This is why I like 

staying in these strip motels. I lay my head 

down on the bed and I knew that the quilt 

(look! it's really a quilt!) was clean - I could 

smell the dryer sheet. Though this is a really old hotel, they have done a lot of work in restoring and cleaning it 

up. I'm happy that we got a chance to experience this. 

 

Poor Leica got ANOTHER burr in the pad of her paw outside the hotel. I feel like I should tie leather pads 

to her feet! She's a city dog that lives inside! This kind of 

pain is a bit startling. 

 

Max and I had a great dinner in Tucumcari and then 

drove around the city a bit. Back to the hotel and we're 

relaxing. I should be asleep. Tomorrow is going to be a 

busy day. We're headed to Santa Fe for shopping and 

then we'll be in Holbrook, AZ tomorrow night at the 

Wigwam Motel. I can hardly wait! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 4 
Doggone it! I left my notes back at the Wigwam. Yes, Max and I are in a wigwam tonight. With no internet. 

I'm sitting in front of the Best Western - stealing theirs. I had 

to get my Pour Out a Blessing blog out. It's only 8:30 in Arizona - 

it's 10:30 in Omaha. My body is very confused. We're exhausted. 

Today was a very long day - mostly driving, not a lot of sight-

seeing.  

I did get some beautiful shots out the window of our car as 

we were driving, but we had a lot of miles to cover today. Poor 

Max is totally wiped out. He's back at the Wigwam with the dog. 

I will have him shoot pictures of the place in the morning - it 

was much too dark when we came in tonight. It's a total riot. 

You will get two 

blogs tomorrow, I 

promise. But, since I'm pretty much wiped out AND I forgot all of 

my notes from the day ... you get this apology blog, with two 

pictures. 

The first is the VW van that was outside our motel room at the 

Blue Swallow and the second is the gorgeous sunset in Eastern 

Arizona. 

Good night all! 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 4 

Update 
 

9:25 am. We're off. We got an extra hour by crossing into the Mountain Time Zone. For a couple of night 

people - what a blessing. 

9:35 am. 24 miles of 1 lane at 45 mph. Sheesh. Gotta love it. Guess I have some quality time with Max ahead 

of me. 

9:38 am. I'm complaining about construction and I look up as the Interstate cuts through a mesa. It's 

stunning. Shut up, Diane! If you are going slow, you have more time to enjoy the beauty. 

I am filled with wonder at the majesty of God's 

creation. My eyes fill with tears as I am overcome 

with this incredible beauty. It's not often that I am 

exposed to brand-new visual experiences as grand 

as this, I am a little overwhelmed (and I was so 

overwhelmed, that it didn't occur to me to take 

pictures out the window of the car!) 

10:27 am. Went under an overpass which was 

gorgeous. Yup, the overpass. Done in the yellow 

sandstone and painted with Indian symbols. My 

ears are popping. We're gaining altitude. 

10:55 am. Rest area. Much needed potty break. 

Whoops. Are you kidding? There's a historical 

marker here. Cool! 

 

 



 

11:08 am. It just occurred to me. I don't need to go to Santa Fe to shop. I can just go online and have things 

shipped. Ok, not funny? Yes, it is if you know me. 

11:24 am. Turned north to Santa Fe. Hilarious! We were going to stop at Cline's Corner - a huge trading 

post, off-interstate junk place, but it is just west of the exit. I can't get to it. That's a hoot. No shopping for me! 

Huh! Weird flash. We're listening to tons of 70s music. "Brandy by Looking Glass just came on and I had a 

quick flash to me driving in Sigourney in the 70s singing along with the radio on this song. 

The air is getting thin as we achieve higher elevation. Max just turned up the fan so that we had more air 

blowing around in here. 

11:35 am. I can stand it no longer. I made Max pull over and shoot some pictures. This is amazing. Sangro di 

Cristo Mountains. clouds, huge vistas ... oh my! (Max's pictures will be up on Zenfolio next week. Our internet 

connections have been awful and don't allow him to upload those huge files.) 

               
 

12:25 pm. Approaching Santa Fe. Ok, I know this isn't new information, but watching the color palette 

change is pretty wild. Dusty rose in the earth, pastel yellow, sage green in the brush, light purple hues 

everywhere.  

2:42 pm. Leaving Santa Fe. Guess what. I'm not a shopper. I should have known better when I didn't go 

shopping in Estes Park last summer. We started driving down the small streets and found ourselves in a crush 

of people and cars and activity and I couldn't breathe. The idea of wandering from store to store looking for 

stuff that I don't need quickly became a bad idea. 

We found an authentic Mexican restaurant. Run by Mexicans, the menu was in Spanish with the English 

translation as an aside, filled with Mexicans. Amazing food. And we both know we're going to pay for this. 

Traveling back down I-25 to grab I-40 in Albuquerque. We have a long drive ahead to get to Holbrook, AZ. 

Off we go. 

4:36 pm. Scenic overlook (nothing there - really). The local Indians have set up stalls at these overlooks and 

sell their wares. Sometimes they're filled, other times, one lone man stands in a booth hoping to catch a tourist. 

5:28 pm. Prewitt, NM. Red cliffs are replacing the yellow mesas. Beautiful! 

             

http://anscochrome.zenfolio.com/f686616356


 

6:23 pm. Just left Gallup, NM. Yup, we were too late. The stores had closed. Tons of Indian shops. It figures. 

No shopping for me. 

6:00 pm. We just gained another hour by driving into Arizona. But, the sun is setting anyway. Arizona 

messes with Daylight Savings - so, for six months out of the year, they are on Pacific time and the other 6 they 

are on Mountain time. 

6:00 pm. Arrive at the Wigwam motel (pictures in the next blog). What a great idea! Difficult to drag into 

the 21st century. No phone in the room, no internet, but beautifully kept up ... rustic furnishings. Lots of old 

cars parked in front of the wigwams. Awesome. 

7:30 pm. Looking for a place to eat supper. We ended up at a little dive attached to a different motel. Total 

dive. Run by an Indian ... no one else was in there the entire time Max and I ate. We decided to eat at the 

counter and make it easy on the old guy. The Mexican food was starting to catch up to us and all we wanted 

was something light and bland. Tuna salad sandwich for me (that he made from scratch while I waited) and 

hot beef/potatoes for Max. 

Back to the room. I hardly know what to do with myself with no internet access to keep up with you all. I 

read a book and went to sleep.  

Good night! 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 5 
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, MAX!! 

 

7:30 am. We're awake! Maybe because its 9:30 am in Omaha. I don't 

know that we're going to be moving any faster this morning, but it was a 

great night's sleep. The mattress was perfect for me - soft and a little beat 

up. 

 

 

8:45 am. We're off! Here is a 

picture of the Wigwam as we 

drove away. Max has some really 

cool pics that will go up on his Zenfolio account next week. 

 

 

 

9:11 am. First stop. Jack Rabbit Trading Post. This is a classic from Route 66. I actually bought some junk in 

here.  

We are surrounded by Indian reservations. The 

alcoholism that is prevalent among them is probably one 

of the saddest things I've ever seen. All along the 

interstate from New Mexico on, we have seen signs that 

give a number for you to call if you see a drunk driver - 

and in Tucumcari, there was a building that was 

specifically for dealing with DWI. While we were at the 

Jack Rabbit, a young man came in to purchase a bottle of 

Jack Daniels. The owner reminded him (as quietly and 

politely as she could) that this was the only bottle he 

could buy today. Oh my ... that was at 9:15 in the 

morning. 

http://anscochrome.zenfolio.com/f686616356


10:09 am. Winslow, Arizona. We had to drive through to get a picture 

of Max standing on the corner in Winslow, Arizona. There is a great 

store across the street from this pic that has nothing but Eagles 

memorabilia. Directly across from Max is a statue of a singer with a 

guitar - in a little park that was dedicated to the song. 

They even have a flatbed Ford that sits there. There's more to the 

story than what you 

know. In Winslow's 

heyday - it was a hootin' 

and hollerin' Western 

town filled with 'young ladies.' The men would get themselves 

all dolled up - even buying things at "The Store for Men." Then, 

the women would cruise by and if they saw a man they wanted 

to spend time with, he was chosen. 

What a great addition to the story! I loved this place. It is 

really great. And this is what Route 66 is all about - memories ... 

whether from the late 1800s, the 1940s and  

 

11:33 am. Meteor Crater Road. There's a sign that says "Slow Down. Baby Calves on roadway." Ummm ... 

what? Oh, I see. This is an open range! But, we didn't see any cattle. 

Before we left Winslow, I decided I was done with the whole - not shopping thing. We stopped at an Indian 

Art store. Absolutely gorgeous, beautiful stuff. The owner hovered over me trying to talk up all of the artwork 

that he had. He handles quite a few artists. Showing all of the intricacies and pieces ... I bought quite a bit of 

stuff from him and felt a little sick that I was spending so much money. But, in hindsight, I should have 

bought more - you'll see why in a bit. 

Oh ... and a traveling tip. My credit card was declined here. Fuhreaked me out! Fortunately, I had another 

one. I called my bank to check my balance (it's my debit card). Everything was as it should be, but she went a 

few steps further to help me. Turns out, it was declined because the zip code didn't match. I didn't know that I 

was supposed to call my credit card company to let them know that I was traveling. She gave me the number, I 

made the call and the very helpful woman put a note on my account regarding the states that I would be 

traveling through and the dates that I needed to have open access to the card. Who knew? Well, I do now - and 

so do you! I was doing fine as long as each transaction was under $100. Yikes. 

 

Meteor Crater. Ok, I didn't go up to see 

this. Max walked up the 150 gazillion steps to 

the top of the meteor (and paid $15 to do it). 

He took a few pictures and then let me know 

that I missed a 'big hole in the ground.' Nope, 

not feeling too bad about that. But, hey ... cool, 

right? 

 



2:15 pm. We're heading north off I-40 to 

the Grand Canyon. We stopped at the 

Anasazi Inn. Navajo Frybread. Ummm ... its 

bread, it's fried. Diane was in heaven. Since 

we're in the middle of the Navajo nation, 

there is a ton of stuff for sale. This place had 

some beautiful rugs. I checked the price - 

mostly because I'm a masochist and I needed 

to know whether the guy in Winslow had 

ripped me off. Ummm ... nope. These people 

want $1700.00 for a rug the size that I 

purchased. Good heavenly days! Oh my, oh 

my, oh my. I wanted to go back to Winslow 

and buy more. 

2:42 pm. We're getting closer to the Grand 

Canyon. All of a sudden I see this stuff 

happening. This is the Little Colorado River Gorge. Amazing. I shot these out of the car window. We didn't 

realize what we were seeing until we'd flown by the scenic overlook. 

 

3:15 pm. We're here. The first glimpse I had was as we were 

driving to one of the lookout points. All of a sudden, there it was. 

And I began to sob. We drove into the first lookout point, parked 

and I couldn't even get out of the car. I just cried and cried and 

cried. There were a lot of people around. I finally put my 

sunglasses on and walked out to see the amazing vista.  

Happy Birthday, Max. Here you are! 

I think that most of us who have never seen this, accept it as a 

glorious sight - maybe someday we'll get a chance to experience it, 

but we don't think about it again. The moment that I saw the 

canyon, I was 

overtaken by the immensity, the grandeur, the majesty of it. And 

it became very personal to me. Here I was, in the glory of God's 

creation, standing next to one of the most stunning things I will 

ever experience. The feeling of awe gives you a sense of how big 

the world around us really is. 

I had no idea what to expect regarding visitor access to the 

canyon, but 

there are 

many 

opportunities 

to stop on the side of the road and take it all in. As long as 

Leica was on leash, she wandered with me. At one point, I 

just sat down on a few rocks and stared while Max was 

taking photographs of it.  

We saw people from all over the world, Buddhist 

monks, Germans, French, Indians, Japanese ... and all 

would stand in silence the first time they saw it. As they 

walked back to their cars, conversations would begin 



again, yet not necessarily about what they had just experienced. As if they wanted to treasure that moment 

alone. 

By the sixth or seventh time we had pulled over to stop, I was able to collect myself enough to do some 

writing and not just stare into the vast landscape. 

6:00 pm. We've checked into our hotel and are driving back into the Grand Canyon National Park. Max 

wanted to get a few shots of the canyon at sunset. But, 

that also means that we are getting shots at sunrise 

tomorrow. Yikes! I need to close this up and get a shower 

and get to sleep. 

I'm not supposed to tell you that we ate at McDonald's 

tonight, but honestly ... we both are still a bit unhappy 

with the return of the Mexican food from yesterday. All 

we wanted was a salad and all we wanted was to eat in 

our room. How ashamed am I? Oh, a little bit, but I'll get 

over it. 

While he was shooting the canyon, I was seeing this 

glorious sunset happen. Good night! 

 

 

Hanging Deer - O, dear Lord! 
This is not my daily blog, but I couldn't resist. I had to get this one 

up right away.  

Max and I pulled into Monticello, UT about 3:00 - checked into our 

hotel. I had wondered why I couldn't get motel rooms through Friday 

night around here. Wednesday and Thursday night, but the weekends 

were totally full. Hmmm ... My brother said that it was probably 

because of hunting season. He's right.  

Hunters are out in force here this week.  

So ... we are in the last room in this strip motel. It's awesome. Right 

next to us is a patch of grass for Leica - which in desert country is a big 

deal. The poor girl refused to go to the bathroom this afternoon because 

she kept walking on weird pine needles and burrs. They were 

everywhere. Happiest moment of her day was when Max pulled into a 

town and spotted a whole bunch of grass. 

Anyway, we're unloading everything (Max is - I'm getting high 

because I have internet) and he comes in and says "You have to go out 

the door and look to the left." I went out and saw the immense vista, 

saw some old trucks and decrepit buildings. "What am I supposed to be seeing?" 

He responded. "Just look."  

Well, I wasn't focusing on what he wanted me to see. So, he had to point it out to me. Not 20 feet from our 

hotel room was this: 

We went out for dinner. Got some great pizza at a local joint and came back to our room about 10 minutes 

ago. An ATV was parked in front of our room - running with its lights on. I was focused on that. I told Max to 

just park on the gravel beside it and was a little annoyed with the whole thing. As Max pulled in, a guy came 

over and said he would move it - they needed the light ... BECAUSE THEY'RE DRESSING THE DAMNED 

DEER!!! TONIGHT! 

I am definitely a city girl. 

 



Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 6 
5:18 am. Good Morning! Here we are at the Grand Canyon. Dawn is barely breaking and we can just see the 

'gloaming' on the uppermost peaks. I've turned the light on in the Jeep to write, but that means I can't see 

anything Max is doing outside. It's cold out there. During the drive up, the temps went up and down - 40 to 31 

degrees and now it reads 44 degrees. Leica and I are staying in the Jeep wrapped in blankets. 

Uh oh - I'm crying again. I've never seen this many stars in my life! The same Big Dipper I see from my back 

yard every night, but it's so bright and surrounded by so many more stars! 

6:35 am. The park sign told us that sunrise was at 5:44 am. Ummm ... more like 6:44 am? I could have had 

another nap! But, I shouldn't complain. This is a rare experience. The colors are astounding. Layers of pinks 

and blues above the uneven landscape of the canyon walls. 

There are a few hardy souls waiting for the sun to break across the canyon and light up the eastern-facing 

canyon walls. Though there is a heavy haze, it is still amazing. 

The first picture is one of Max's - the second is mine as we drove out of the Canyon. 

 

 
 

 
 



9:30 am. We just left Carmelon - gas, breakfast and now we are off for Monument Valley. As we were 

talking about the trip, Max said, "What do 'Fort Apache,' 'The Searchers,' 'Tie a Yellow Ribbon,' 'Red River' all 

have in common? 

John Ford, director. John Wayne, star. All shot in Monument Valley. Yup, he's my Geek. 

 

Here's a picture of Leica in the backset. She is having a rough trip, eh? 

 

 
 

9:49 am. Came up over a rise and before me stretches an immense plain bordered by a row of red cliffs that 

stretch as far to the right and left as I can see. Vast, Grandeur, Majestic, Immense. These are the only words I 

can think of and they're not enough. 

 

      
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11:13 am. Pit stop in Kayenta, AZ. The monuments are already showing up. These are amazing! 

 

       
 

Max: "It's better than going through Universal Studios. John Ford movie sets right here in nature!" He has 

pointed out scenery from 'The Searchers.' Oh! And that's where so and so's horse died and they had to leave 

him. And that's where John Wayne hid in a cave from Indians. 

Good heavens, I love him. 

 

          
 

 
 

 



1:20 pm. We're in Utah and the colors and landscapes are changing radically. More green mixed in with the 

sage. The deep reds are giving way to oranges, whites and yellows. 

 
 

1:30 pm. San Juan River 

 
 

1:36 pm. Mexican Hat. Ok, I know we are in a Jeep, but NO we are not driving that way just to get closer. 

This is close enough. 

 

 

 

We're less than an hour from the hotel and we both 

sense a nap coming soon. We passed the Valley of the 

Gods. Maybe we'll come back tomorrow. Looks 

amazing! As we get deeper into Utah, the landscape 

has transformed to whites and greens.  

I keep waiting to get to a lower elevation. I'm tired 

of thin air, but I don't think it's going to happen until 

we get back to Omaha. Sheesh.  

Tomorrow we're off to Canyonlands and wherever 

else we find ourselves! 

 



Settling In 
 

As much as I have loved traveling across the country and seeing the amazing things that are part of God's 

creation, I am very thankful to be settled in one place for a few days. I don't need to have everything from my 

house, but I'm not great with moving things in and out of the Jeep night after night. 

We've pulled everything into this room. I can hook up my stuff, I can access my friends and my world on 

the internet. I can sort through all of the clothing - deal with the laundry issues. I can walk out of here in the 

morning without re-packing everything and worrying whether or not I forgot something (I forgot my bottle of 

Advil this morning ... this isn't good). 

When I was growing up, we moved a lot. About every 4-6 years. Mom told me that the first thing I did was 

collect all of my things into my room, unpack and get my room put together. I couldn't stand being unsettled. I 

was nesting. And tonight, I've done that here. It feels so good. 

I'm sad, I'm pathetic. It's what I do. I miss my room. I miss my friends. I miss my world in Omaha. But, I'm 

at the halfway point on this fabulous vacation and I'll be home soon! 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 7 
 

6:30 am. No sunlight. No wakey. 

8:30 am. Max isn't stirring. I'm certainly not going to. 

9:00 am. Ah ha. He's finally waking up.  

10:00 am. We're finally more alert, but since Max seems to be in no hurry, I'm just going to hang out on the 

internet and catch up on my life! 

10:45 am. Packing for the day. We're not going to be back until late. 

11:00 am. Gas and a quick stop at the local Visitor's Center for maps and advice. 

11:31 am. The Aspens glisten in the sunlight. We are traveling to Newspaper Rock up into the Canyonlands. 

That's the reason you stop at a Visitor Center. They give you the best way in. The silver Aspens and green pine 

trees mix together in glorious beauty. Every once in a while, a large grove of Aspens just make you stop and 

stare ... or take a picture. 

 

 
 

 

 



11:46 am. Stop at an overpass. Glorious! We read a little about the Abajo people. They lived in cliffs and 

canyons for 8000 years. Later on the Pueblo Indians lived here. 

 

 
 

11:53 am. This is going to be a long trip if we keep pulling over, but at least Max is enjoying himself. 

 

 
 

12:29 pm. Newspaper Rock State Park. We stop for Max to take more pictures and there's an outhouse. 

That's always exciting. Racks and racks of toilet paper on the wall. I giggled. Then I read the sign: "Don't put 

trash in toilet. It is extremely difficult to remove."  

Errr ... what? That has to be one of the worst jobs ever. 

 

 

 

 



12:46 pm. Can't even figure out what picture to shoot. It is all so glorious. The layers of color in the rock are 

incredible. Combine that with shades of green on the ground and yellows and oranges of turning trees and it 

becomes breathtaking! 

 

 
 

Just looked in the mirror to see if I could see Max without turning around and looking for him (that would 

require disturbing Leica and she just settled down). I brushed my hair back and saw more grey. Argh! Tanya, 

I'm calling when I get home. 

We've seen a lot of older couples as we've traveled through the southwest. Since Max just turned 50, we are 

approaching their ages and will soon be there. That just can't be! How many old people do you know that 

choose to sleep in a wigwam? Tell me we're still not old. 

 

 
 

Every time we come over a rise or around a bend, there is another awe-inspiring view. I seem to gasp a lot. 

The deep reds have returned to the rocks. Sometimes they are combined with white stone. Layers and layers of 

stone and color. A dream for a geologist.  

 



One of the men who discovered this land was John Wesley Powell in the 1800s. He said (in 1875): 

"The landscape everywhere, away from the river, is of rock - cliffs of rock; plateaus of rock; terraces of rock; crags of 

rock - ten thousand strangely carved forms. Rocks everywhere... 

"When speaking of these rocks, we must not conceive of piles of boulders, or heaps of fragments, but whole land of 

naked rock, with giant forms carved on it: cathedral-shaped buttes, towering 

hundreds or thousands of feet; cliffs that cannot be scaled, and canyon walls 

that shrink the river into insignificance, with vast, hollow domes, and tall 

pinnacles, and shafts set on the verge overhead, and all highly colored buff, 

gray, red, brown, and chocolate; never lichened; never moss-covered; but bare, 

and often polished." 

That's just an amazing description of all that we see here. 

Canyonlands is 547 square miles of National Park land. It is some of 

the roughest and wildest land. Most of it is completely inaccessible 

except for hikers. Some of it you can only access by river, some will 

tolerate a 4x4 vehicle, but not well.  

 

1:48 pm. Needles District of Canyonlands. I won't let Max drive on the worst of the 4-wheel drive roads. A 

Wrangler or ... they say we need a lift kit. Oh my! I am a terrible chicken and he's trying to be nice to me about 

it. But, as I read more and more about this - there is no way that we are going to get in and get out again. Very 

steep, big rocks ... oh dear. We'll just have to find beautiful things on passable roads. 

 

      
 

 
 



Max is a bit startled about the number of people in the park today. The last time he was here, it was empty. 

His comment, "What are all these people doing in my park? 

 

          
 

4:00 pm. We keep getting warnings about wildlife running on the roads. Deer season ended yesterday and 

the hunters are pulling out. The Visitor's Center guide told Max that animals would be running like crazy to 

get out of their way. Yah ... I've seen NO wildlife (crows don't count). But, I finally saw these open range cattle. 

Does that count? 

 
 

5:15 pm. In Moab, UT for dinner. This is the first meal we've had today. Steak. No talking, just eating. 

6:30 pm. Heading back to Monticello for the night. I'll leave you with a sunset. 

 



Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 8 
5:08 am. Really? Go back to sleep. 

8:09 am. Really? Wow! Get up and get moving! 

9:02 am. Gassing up and ready to head out. My hair is nearly dry after 35 minutes. All moisture just 

disappears around here. 

9:14 am. Dead deer on the side of the road. Max says, "There's your wildlife." I say, "I'm telling them on the 

blog about this!" 

10:00 am. Moab Diner. I've been reading to Max on the trip up here - a book on the geology of the 

Canyonlands. Yup, that's the kind of geeks we are. I'm a little freaked out that all of this information has 

escaped me. The Colorado Plateau, based on the Colorado River, is absolutely fascinating! I've never thought 

too much about this area - in fact, it was pretty much a black hole in my mind. I'm so thankful that we have 

taken this time to be here. I have a much greater appreciation of the way the world was formed and the power 

of creation. 

The Jeep Jamboree is in Moab this weekend. Max and I weren't invited. Ok, we don't fit in terribly well with 

the people flowing through here. Extreme athletes. These guys thrive on the wildness of the country - cycling, 

hiking, climbing, 4-wheeling, ATVs ... nuts! 

11:02 am. Big Mesa viewpoint. We're heading for the "Islands in the Sky" district of Canyonlands. 

Noon. We're in. I think I'm actually getting used to the grandeur? The tears start, but don't flow now. We 

stopped at Shafer Canyon for a few snapshots and are now pulled off as Max tries to grasp this grandeur with 

his camera. 

 

 
 

This is such an interesting mix of flat pastureland and deep crevasses. 

     
 



        
 

I love the funky dead trees around here. Great stuff. 

       
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



More dead brush - how cool is this? 

 
 

This is called Upheaval Dome. 

 
 

Green River. 

 
 

2:44 pm. Leaving Islands in the Sky. Max says to me, "Whatever you do, don't look down when you're in 

the outhouse." Well, duh! 

 

 



6:12 pm. The sunset lights these formation on fire! 

 

 
 

6:38 pm. Sunset pics on the way in to Monticello. 

 

 
 

 
 



Day 9 ... Almost 
Max and I got into Colorado and as we were traveling made a decision to push through and come on home. 

There was no image out there that was as important as finding that soft spot in our own bed and being in our 

own place. 

So ... we pulled in about 6:15 this morning and are about to crash and burn. Leaving the phones off and 

we'll see how it goes.  

As soon as I'm up, the priority is getting yesterday's blog stuff up. Great pictures - lots of fun things. 

Later! 

 

Max & Diane's Adventure - Day 9 
8:50 am. We're packed, gassed and on our way. things are pretty quiet in the car. We're really wearing out. I 

would not make a good long-term traveler. 

Max turned on his iPod. 

 

Me: What are we listening to? 

Max: Ska 

Me: Just random Ska? 

Max: No, it's chronological. 

Me: So, it's not a group. 

Max: No. 

 

I'm married to a weird man. 

 

10:46 am. I got Mountain Dew with my breakfast! Coke definitely has a hold on this region. The Dew wasn't 

even tap - it was a can. Oh well, that's fine. Wake me up, wake me up! 

11:03 am. In the Arches National Park. Ok, I did not plan on this. 

Serious Vertigo. I got out to take a picture of the informational post to 

help explain the layers of rock out here. You can tell by the picture 

that it's not very good - I totally lost the outside edges. BECAUSE, I 

fell apart. There was a definite impulse to fling myself over the edge. 

The power of the deep canyon in front of me and the high tower 

behind me? Too much. 

 

 

 

11:11 am. Ok, I'm much better. I'm still blown away by the 

mix of vast flatland, deep canyons and high buttes, but at least 

I'm not going to make my husband crazy through the park. 

He's a patient man. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11:46 am. Petrified Dunes. This entire area was a seabed millions of years ago. In fact, seas came and went 

over the eons depositing sediment and salts.  

 

 
 

The Balanced Rock formation. 

 

 
 

Windows Arch #1: 

 
 

 

 

 



Windows Arch #2: 

 
 

These formations come from erosion. Ancient sea salt deposits caused the ground to drop and other areas to 

jut up as it flowed away underneath the ground. 

 

Cove of Caves: 

 
 

If you know Max and myself, you know how little we like screaming children. Imagine our joy when totally 

inept parents can't deal with their single child. Screaming and screaming (child - not parents). Argh ...  

 

Parade of Elephants (just one of several): 

 
 



12:24 pm. The Garden of Eden. 

 
 

If you look closely, there are two climbers on this tower. 

 
 

This makes me think of the guardian set at the entrance to the original (Biblical) Garden of Eden. 

 

 
 

More snarky commentary: Max and I drive into an overlook and there is absolutely no one there. As he 

begins to set up for the shot, I am not kidding, but 15 cars pull in (none of them related) and people begin 

piling all over the rocks. The poor man wanted to scream, but he patiently began shooting closeups. 



His comment: "We've done it again. We attract a crowd." And ... another set of inept parents. She stands 15 

feet from the car and watches her poor, stupid husband trying to cajole a 3 year old out of the car seat. The kid 

is screaming, the father is babbling (I have no idea - they don't speak English). I try to not be totally entertained 

by the whole thing, but the incessant noise is ... well ... AAAAAACK! 

Juniper Bush. The little white berries can make ... gin ... or are a form of food for many of the animals in the 

Park. Second picture? Max getting a closeup for me. (Dork.) 

 

        
 

1:37 pm. We've pulled off to shoot some more amazing formations. The music is still playing (from early 

this morning - yup, we've moved through Ska to Rock Steady to Reggae). Max says, "Just so you're aware, this 

is reggae." He's my geek. 

 

 

 

These two pictures show some of the progression of the rock. 

Large formations are shot up from the ground by the activity 

way below. Then, fault lines cause the rock to break (see pic 

below). Over the millenia, erosion wears the rock away. 

Freezing ice crystals form in some of this and then break up the 

rock - as that blows away, wind clears it out and the arches are 

created. 

 

 
 

 

 



Skyline Arch: 

 
 

And, this is the only sign (haha – get it? Sign?) of 

wildlife that I have seen. Disease took out the Bighorn 

Sheep population in the Arches National Park, but they 

transplanted 25 from Canyonlands (just west of here) 

and the population has increased to 80. But ... I saw 

none - of course. 

2:33 pm. We are leaving Arches and are heading 

back into Moab to pick up a Scenic Byway along the 

Colorado River which will lead to I-70. 

Max replaced the reggae with Paul McCartney ... 

ahhhhh.. 

We're barely speaking as we travel this road. Talk 

about making a person speechless. Immense, towering canyon walls and the Colorado river is flowing 

peacefully past us. 

 

3:12 pm. Fisher Tower. It's going to be weird for us to leave this area - we have spent several days 

surrounded by the most amazing formations. I can't imagine living here. Would I ever get used to it? I 

certainly hope not, but I think it's human nature to take things for granted when they're around you all the 

time. Every time we've turned a corner, there has been something new to see. We drove back and forth from 

Monticello, UT to Moab, UT several times these last 

few days and though I was able to identify markers 

along the way, I kept seeing new things on the road. 

I've loved every minute of being in the midst of these 

red rocks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Colorado River. We're about to head north away from 

it to pick up I-70. The red rocks are behind us, the 

landscape is changing again. 

 

 

3:55 pm. We've stopped in front of a train crossing. Not 

to I-70 yet. It's just over the next rise! And I can't get to it. 

Oh well ... 6 train cars have passed the crossing and the 

train is totally stopped. It's time to walk the dog, maybe 

get a nap. 

4:10 pm. On I-70 heading east. Hauling ass, as Max 

says. I have no idea where we'll be tonight, but we're 

coming home. 

6:12 pm. I-70 parallels the Colorado. Right now it's running as white water. Gorgeous, but we're going too 

fast for me to snap pictures. 

We've decided to see if we can't just get home tonight.  

 

Sunset from the Interstate. 

9:15 pm. Chick-Fil-A in Brighton, CO. Supper. The 

drive through the mountains in darkness was ... well ... 

entertaining. Neither of us had ever driven that before 

and I don't know that we'll hurry to do it again. Max was 

annoyed with the fact that he couldn't move at 75 mph, I 

was thankful that we were slowed to 55 mph. Tunnels 

through the mountains, interstate at different levels, 

Colorado River flowing past us, steep grades up and 

down ... made for a very interesting ride. 

Right now it's 68 degrees. We're sitting on a picnic 

table outside the restaurant just enjoying the evening. 

Time to get going home. 

One more stop for gas in Ogallala. We've been listening to Coast to Coast AM. Do you have any idea what 

insanity is on your radio at night? Oh my ... 

 

 
 

6:15 am. We're home. We're pooped. But, we're home. 



 

Post Adventure 
Yesterday was weird. Just plain weird. I slept for 4 hours in the morning and then was awake until 3:00 this 

morning! Fully awake! Oh well, sigh ...  

Cravings. Pepperjax and Jimmy John's. Yup. Lunch and Dinner. I was thinking about both of those places 

this week and so, that's what we had yesterday. We ate a lot of steak on the road - because that's what they 

have in open range ranch country - and though the meals were awesome, we were done with that by Friday 

night. 

Pictures. Max is getting a bunch of his stuff converted and processed. It's up on his Zenfolio site. It's been 

really quiet around here (like it's ever a rabble-rousing rally). He's been pretty concentrated on the 

photography. 

 

                 
 

My brother used to tell me that he loved his mountains. When 

he and his family lived in Denver, he could see them nearly every 

day. He moved to Nebraska and saw no more mountains. After a 

week among the gorgeous red rocks, I can understand (minutely) 

how that happened to him. My mind still sees those beautiful 

locations. And sunsets in the west? Wow ... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I've actually been wandering around Google 

Maps with the Satellite imagery turned on and 

gotten close up so that I can look at all that we 

experienced from a bird's-eye view. Pretty darned 

cool. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://anscochrome.zenfolio.com/f686616356


After 10 days on a laptop, when I first put my hands on a full-size keyboard, a full-size mouse and looked 

at my 20" screen, I felt like a very little person with very big tools. It was awesome to see everything at full-size 

again! 

I had complete freedom to talk to my friends again. I wasn't trying to keep an eye on the map (or the 

Garmin), I wasn't looking at immense vistas ... I could just chat. I discovered after being gone a week that lots 

of things changed in their lives - it isn't a big deal to them, but rather than hearing about the process, I heard 

about the change. And it happened to several of you, though you may not even realize it. 

So, since we weren't supposed to be back until this evening, I'm continuing to consider this a vacation day. 

Max took 2 weeks off, so he'll be home all week with me. That should be fun. 

I want to spend some time this week reading more about the geography and geology of the land we just 

spent days traveling through. I probably should have done more of that before we left, but I had no idea that 

we were going to be experiencing all that we did. We're ready to go back. 

Max asked me on Saturday what I would have changed about the trip. We chose to do Santa Fe instead of 

the Petrified Forest. I would have made a different choice. But, even still ... it was amazing to see the change in 

the colors and landscape as we trekked north off of Highway 66. Santa Fe made a deliberate decision to have a 

unified look as they were building structures - everything is in the Spanish Pueblo style. You don't see that 

very often ... it was cool. 

I might have chosen to stay in Moab, UT rather than in Monticello. It's larger, with more amenities for 

tourists and is closer to the parks. But, even still ... we had a wonderful place to sleep. It was very quiet. It 

allowed us a different access into the Needles District and the opportunity to go through state parks to get 

there. 

I'm glad I didn't make reservations for the last two nights of the trip. That way I didn't have to cancel 

anything when we decided to head home in the middle of the night. Max and I used the reservations as 'goals' 

for our days. We knew that we had to be at a certain point by the end of the day and we just did it. After I 

watched the way we handled eating (we just chose not to eat rather than stop shooting pictures or traveling in 

beautiful areas), I'm a little concerned that without the reservations, we would have wandered all night and 

never stopped to sleep! Or, we would have been sleeping in the Jeep. 

So ... it's lunchtime. Wonder what we're doing today! 


