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California Journey 2011-12 -- Part VI
Well, we are off to Primm. We have explored the Jean small plane airport and gassed up with 3 gallons
of gas. (I was resisting paying $3.64 per gallon.) It was 45 degrees when we left Jean, NV.
Down the road on the NV side of the border, we found Primm, NV on this bright Friday morning. There
were three casinos here. There seemed to be lots of auto traffic for this early in the morning. I guess we
can assume that business was good. The three casions were Buffalo Bill's Resort Casino, Primm Valley
Resort & Casino, and Whiskey Pete's Hotel & Casino. I think I got pictures of the three.

Aren’t you lucky! Whiskey Pete’s is up to the left. Primm
Valley is up to the right and Buffalo Bill’s is one with all
the windows. Again, Buffalo Bill’s was built to be some
kind of mining structure. Unfortunately, it may have been
under some renovation – either its lobby or totally.
As I said, parking
lots and
surrounding roads
were busy. We
decided to go to
the Mad Greek’s
for breakfast.
Beverly had
baklava for her
first course.
Gee!! Was that
the good life or what???
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Breakfast was good, business was hopping and they didn’t need our help. We got on the way into
California.
We did debate whether to drop off and drive through the Mojave National Preserve that was right there
across I15. We decided that geographically we had already been in the Mojave Desert for a lot of our
drive on Thursday. We would continue to see it all the way to Barstow, CA about another 115 miles.
We would get a good sense of the terrain. We would just continue on.
Over this trip, we have noticed vegetation change several times. Yesterday we watched as we descended
into the Mojave. We were going from the Great Basin to the Mojave. On the descent we noticed that
cacti that looked like Joshua trees
appeared as we descended. They
increased at one elevation and then
disappeared as we got lower. In the
picture at the right, the cacti – like the
small one in the foreground – were
thinning out. (They actually looked to
have a green blossom at the end, but that
might have signaled new growth. We
never stopped to look up close.)

Now as we headed west toward
Santa Barbara many miles
away the ground was sandy
and almost devoid of
vegetation. In the summer
heat, this would be very
unforgiving terrain. There
would be nowhere to hide.

Somewhere before (but getting near to Barstow) traffic slowed as if for an accident. It was a gawking
slow-down. Along the shoulder of the road, a man walked next to a mule pulling a small rather toylike
wagon. The man wore a Santa’s hat. The sign on the wagon read “History Repeats.” Repeats what?
We didn’t see. Neither we, nor anyone else, stopped to investigate.
We are moving faster in this writing. We did not take any stops for exploring or picture taking today. We
were headed to Barstow. Only two towns dotted the map from Primm to Barstow. Beverly chose a route
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that was a little farther north than Google recommends. We left I15, but Google continues to follow it
and other freeways. I believe that it was actually shorter in distance – but maybe longer in time. More
two-lane roads. We did fine.
Two lane roads in California can look very barren.
Wow. The mountains in the distance might have
been the Cady Mts.

We exited near Barstow and never really got into
town before I dropped into a gas station to fill the
tank at some reasonable price. The gas station was a
low white “fortified” building which was actually
considered itself to be a liquor store (Brownie’s
Liquor and Market). I had to go inside to pay. No
paying at the pump.
The right turn I took to get to the gas station was actually the correct turn for the California route we
wanted to get away from I15. Like in several other states, we found that junctions were poorly marked –
if at all. We just had to watch carefully. I don’t believe we missed our turns by much – with the worst
being Central City, CO. As I said, that was a fortunate miscue.
Well there was about 200 miles from Barstow to Santa Barbara. I have nothing much to report about
those miles. As we got closer to our destination, we had to return to freeways. Traffic increased. The
sun got lower. Beverly continued to provide good navigation information and we reached our Best
Western Beachside Motel shortly after dark.
The young man who checked us in was named Paul. He was just one of several who shared the desk
duties while we were there. However, I believe he was possibly one of the best we had met. Maybe we
clicked because he knew we were to be there 4 nights – and that is not usually our role as we go into
motels. He recommended the place next door and gave Beverly a coupon for a free dessert. Paul was on
duty Saturday as well and he was responsive at other times when we called.
Our room originally was listed as being a pool-side room. That did not excite me too much. But as it
turned out, we found that we had been “upgraded”. We were in a very nice room with a view of the
harbor and on the second floor. My guess is that some renovating was going on. Over the days of our
stay it looked like some work was going on for the pool-side rooms. Plus, although it looked like there
were quite a few rooms occupied, I believe that there were less occupied rooms than in peak season. It
was a good time for the noise and bustle of renovation. Regardless we never had any inconvenience with
the second floor or the repairs.
There was one thing. This was California remember. Our days were quite comfortably warm. But as a
result of the work being done, they had a small electric space heater in our room to use instead of the
normal heater. Instructions asked us not to use the microwave and the heater at the same time. We
followed the directions. Nevertheless on two occasions we lost about half our power in the room while
using the heater alone. We reported these failures immediately. Paul handled the second issue and
reduced our room for that day by $15 for our “inconvenience”. Interesting. We hardly needed the heater
at all anyway. Best Western did pretty well.
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I never took a picture of the exterior of the hotel until we were leaving on Tuesday morning, 12/27. Here
is the picture now rather than waiting. Pretty nice. Check that sky. Trust me, we had lots of days like
that.
Our room is on the
second floor at this
end of the
building. The
shadow of the
palm tree trunk is
right on our
balcony in this
picture.
Our motel seemed
to be on the westmost end of a long
strip of higherpriced motels that
extended along
Cabrillo Blvd.
Actually, Cabrillo
ran along the
beachfront
northeast to
southwest. The shore really messed up our directions. So our Best Western Beachside was really at the
southwest end of Cabrillo. The sun set sort of over the back of the motel and to the left in this picture.
From our room, I was able to see the sunrise over the harbor.
We didn’t fix up too much. We just put our stuff in the room and took off to Emilio’s – the restaurant in
the picture to the right of the motel. It was a great evening and a great meal. I took the special for the
evening. It was a sort of pasta dish that was very good. Looking for it on the Emilio’s online menu did
not work. I’ll just have to look on other Italian menus. Needless to say, this was our most expensive
meal of our journey. I sort of negated the free dessert coupon by ordering ice cream as Beverly had her
dessert. It wasn’t a lot of ice cream but it was fancier that I had expected. Emilio had a good business on
this Friday evening. They would be closed for Christmas Eve and Christmas Day like many other
establishments along the way.
Notice the orange flower boxes on the sidewalk a ways down from the corner of the motel. Beverly had
noticed some blankets behind the boxes when we went to Emilio’s. On our return, the blankets covered
someone, although all we could see were the blankets with boots sticking out. This was a one-night
stand for the sleeper. The spot was empty every other time we looked.
We had found homelessness here on the “California Riviera.” There was quite a bit of it. Men were
pushing shopping carts and carrying multiple duffle bags. At breakfast, we could watch the homeless
open the trash cans on the street and take out cans. They usually had another large bag in which to place
these finds. I don’t know if they selected plastic as well. It seems as if they were serving a recycling
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function. Throughout the entire stay, we never were pan-handled and never saw a policeman or patrol on
Cabrillo. I assume that the homeless knew what they’d be allowed to do. We walked by many.
There was a wharf a couple blocks away that was a mecca for tourists. Right at the corner of the walk
along the street and the beginning of that wharf was a spot on the sandy beach were a homeless man had
built a rather good piece of art made of sand. I
believe it was the sand sculpture of two people
– maybe three feet high. The man just sat there
with his coffee can in the sand awaiting
donations. He would not speak unless spoken
too. He thanked people politely for their gifts.
(I don’t remember if he had any signs
concerning his situation.)
To the northwest end of the beachfront, the
sidewalk along the street and the bike path
along the beach were separated by a grassy park
area. One place there seemed to be the
collection for a number of homeless. Sort of a
modern hobo jungle. This place was also near
a public washroom in the park.
Back to matters of the motel. Since I
mentioned the sunrise, I thought I would
include the pre-7AM view just before sunrise.
Trying to catch the sunrise got me up for a few minutes at least two of the four mornings in Santa
Barbara. I took this from inside our room looking out over the balcony wall. Within a few minutes the
sun would pop and, as a result, the silhouettes of the sailboats were overpowered by the bright light.
Nice color anyway. I hope it prints as well as it looks on the computer screen.
We arose around 8 or so normally. The routine was normally to eat the continental breakfast downstairs.
Beverly often brought her own granola down. I had become used to eating granola with orange juice at
Bonnie’s in Boulder. I think I made use of the orange juice for that purpose a couple mornings.
After breakfast, we made time to do our centering prayer on the balcony. The street noise was light. The
sun on our faces was warm and really wonderful. If I thought of anything, it might have been a fear of
getting sunburned. Never happened. The sun angle must have still been too low.
On our first morning, I made at least one call about renting bikes. The source I phoned couldn’t help us.
We took our desk clerk’s advice and walked a couple blocks to Wheel Fun Rentals. To my surprise, this
is a national bike rental place and we used them in Minneapolis this summer when our French friends
needed bikes. Wheel Fun had two locations in the same block. The one we went to had its front on
Cabrillo. The main item there were four-wheel surreys that carry two to four people. Those were all over
the place – up and down the beachfront. However, Wheel Fun did have mountain bikes and road bikes.
The daily rental fee was scary, but we wanted the bikes for three days so the charge for two bikes for three
days was surprisingly reasonable.
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We were not ready to ride. No helmets, etc. So we biked back to the motel where Paul showed us a neat
little room where we could store the bikes just outside the lobby. It looked like their electronics room for
the motel, but there was lots of room. We went upstairs and got on our stuff, went back down to retrieve
the bikes, and we were off.
Now I want to include a map that shows the lay of the land and helps give an idea of our rides and walks
around Santa Barbara. I think I can use it for both Dec 24 and Dec 25. Since the map is a separate
picture, I will supply it as a separate attachment. Otherwise Part VI will be too big for emailing.
I point to a dot on the map where the Best Western Beachside (BWB) is. I also added a few small arrows
to indicate the travel direction on 12/24. So we started at the hotel. We might have tested the bikes
along the shore line. Let’s at least mention what that was like.
The bike route along the shore line began west of the Santa Barbara Yacht Club in the multiple parking
lots near the Shoreline Park. It was a nice wide path divided in the middle by the yellow strip. You could
follow that way east – farther than this map shows. It ended at a sort of bath house/club building. We
never walked our bikes beyond that point. Maybe the path continued beyond the bath house.
The traffic was not too bad except around the wharf. That was in the area where State Street (in yellow
on the map) meets Cabrillo Blvd. Both those streets are shown in yellow and the wharf is marked by my
arrow. Near that junction, the tourists often ignored the available sidewalks and walked on the bike path.
The surrey travel in that region was also heavy. You just had to take your time and watch for people
stepping or driving in your path.
The ride on 12/24 (Christmas Eve Day) took us up State Street from Cabrillo. That route had two lanes
of traffic and bike paths on either side of the street. It was a busy day. Lots of cars, lots of pedestrians,
and some other bikes. I can only assume that people were doing some shopping and some pre-Christmas
partying. This was the heart of Santa Barbara. Just like in driving a car, you had to watch the traffic
more than people-watch. The traffic was bike-friendly. There were no real problems there. The only
item I recall was that the route seemed more uphill than I might have desired. Not steep. But maybe it
was the fact that I hadn’t biked for a month, maybe it was the fact that we had fatter tires than normal. It
was just a little tiring. (So what do you exercise for?) I found a low gear and stayed there more than I
had expected.
Beverly was in the lead and was watching signs directing one toward the Mission Santa Barbara. Note on
the map, that we turned off State Street at some point. I am not at all certain if that was the exact street.
Maybe it doesn’t even show as a street on my faint map. However, I recall that the turn sent us onto a
street that had another slight uphill portion. Beverly downshifted and her chain came off. That would
not have been a problem normally. However, the derailleur mechanism had a little weakness in its spring;
and, as a result, the chain got wedged – metal against metal – such that I was unable to pry it free. I had
the bike on the lawn at the side of the road upside down straining to free the chain. I had no tools as I
normally carry at home.
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Fortunately, a couple bikers – the fancily-dressed bike-all-dayanimals—biked by. As courteous as those bikers usually are,
they asked if we needed help. We jumped at the chance for
help. One of the young men took over, got out some tool (a
screw driver would have been great), and pried the chain loose.
Par for the course, they asked where we were from. When we
said Minneapolis, our helper said that he loved Minneapolis and
went there to the yearly art fair on Lake Street to sell his works.
Small world. So we were saved again.
Back on the road again, we edged toward the Mission for which
I have supplied an “x” on the map. We still had some uphill
even right near the Mission. We actually overshot it a bit and
came around to the site from around the back.
Here is the significance of the mission. The 10th of the
California missions, the Santa Barbara Mission was
founded by Franciscan Friar Fermín de Lasuén on the
Feast of St. Barbara, December 4, 1786. Twenty-two such
missions were built from 1769 to 1823. Some more
history for you:
Each mission was to be turned over to a secular clergy and all
the common mission lands distributed amongst the native
population within ten years after its founding, a policy that was
based upon Spain's experience with the more advanced tribes
[23]
in Mexico, Central America, and Peru. In time, it became
apparent to Father Serra and his associates that the native
Indians on the northern frontier in Alta California required a
[24]
much longer period of acclimatization. None of the California
missions ever attained complete self-sufficiency, and required
continued (albeit modest) financial support from mother
[25]
Spain. Mission development was therefore financed out of El
Fondo Piadoso de las Californias ("The Pious Fund of the
Californias," which originated in 1697 and consisted of voluntary
donations from individuals and religious bodies in Mexico to
members of the Society of Jesus) to enable the missionaries to
propagate the Catholic Faith in the area then known as
California. Starting with the onset of the Mexican War of
Independence in 1810, this support largely disappeared and the
missions and their converts were left on their own (as of 1800,
native labor had made up the backbone of the colonial
[26]
economy).
Arguably "the worst epidemic of the Spanish Era in California"
was known to be the measles epidemic of 1806, wherein onequarter of the mission Indian population of the San Francisco
[2
Bay area died of the measles or related complications between March and May of that year.

Mission Santa Barbara had just celebrated its 225th anniversary a few days before. The mission is quite a
tourist attraction. I managed to foil our attempt to tour the mission because I had not put the key to my
bike lock in my gear before we left. Bev was able to lock up her bike but not me. Oh, well. We looked
around a little on the outside. There was a nativity scene on the lawn out front with two live burros. That
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scene had rather large statues, but the Christ Child was not in the crib. It would probably arrive by the
next morning.
Ready to depart for our return to
the motel, I took a picture of Beverly. It indicates
that we did come up a way from Cabrillo Blvd. We
were able to look all the way to the Pacific from the
vantage point of the Mission.
To the right on the horizon, you can see one of the
Channel Islands. Just a mound on the horizon.

OK, horticulturalists! I took this picture because I
had a question about the tall plant in the
foreground. (There was a beautiful tree out there –
some breed of western sycamore.) However, just
behind the clump at the edge of the road is a tall
plant with a big plume that curves gently to the
right. Hope it shows up against the left house. I
can see it plainly. What is it???
Notice the California houses. Stucco and orangetiled roofs.
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I took a panorama of the Mission and its associated buildings, but it turned out poorly since I took all the
shots from rather close range. Hence the structures looked curved. I needed to be much farther back.
OK, the ride back was mercifully easy. Lots of downhill.  Back on Cabrillo, we went to the bike
shop and switched Beverly’s bike. That was done without a problem. We stored our bikes at the motel.
I cannot recall the time exactly, but we got cleaned up to go to the Christmas Eve Mass at a church which
Beverly had located by an Internet search. It was at the Catholic Church of the Beatitudes. It was
different in that the small community met at a Congregational Church and had two Women Priests for the
service. I was a nice service for the 75 or so in attendance. The homily was very good. But Bev and I
both prefer our Sunday services back home at the Spirit of St. Stephan’s.
Supper was a pizza at a pizza parlor near Cabrillo. This was Christmas Eve and we didn’t have much of a
choice. I believe we got there at about 6 PM and the workers had to stay till 8 or so. Hope they were
getting overtime. They were still having business when we left. (I remember looking for Christmas Eve
eating establishments with Chris back in the 90s. Maybe that was New Year’s Eve.) Pizza was better
than the one in Boulder, but not as good as Broadway pizza back home.
We went back to the motel and rested. Santa Claus was coming and we had to get to sleep.
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