Take it easy on the Highway

With two recumbent$rom San Francisco to Los Angeles

Getting ready

Everythingis ready for oubicycletrip from San Francisco to Los Angelésé6 m usi ng a Bacchett a
Ueli a Bacchetta BellaDue to Uelis foresight we checked time bikes the evening before departateZirich

airport We had to disassemble the bikes quite a bit in order to fit them in the cardboasithmairline
provided.Now California is waiting for us. Bus h o u welafed & few of our friends in California. After all

youd o g tb California every weekend.

There isMary in Berkeley to pay a visit. To alert hémeedd her mailaddressWell, just GooglefiMaryo and
fiBerkeley. | t @nazingwhat wealth of information you can get without questions askity is now €l. |
knew that muctbefore She was 3 yeargougerthanme already 30 years ago. She owns a propiersays that

is valued to 40000 $. Why do they distribute all thimformationto anybody who happens @sk?For 12
dollars | couldevenhavehadher criminal recordl $ réally amazing how far we have come in our information
age. But | stilld o rhaveheremailaddressand probablyw o nb& tble to pay her a vishever the less we will
start tomorrow in San Francisco. Exactly 35 years aftey@ayin Berkeleyat UCBin 1979. | wondewhathas
changed in the meantime.

Zirich to San Francisco

A flight of 12 hoursis quite a challenge. But now we have made it and with the BART train we have reached
Embarcadero station and from thergding our bikes in a gentle evening breease reachedur Hotel near

pier 45. Every time | come to California I'm surprised abthé friendly welcome you get everywhere. The lady

at the BART station helped us getting the tickets and even showed us the trick to avoid the extra bank charge.
Thereceptionistat the hoteArgonautgave us the impression that she has been waiting fineushole day and

the porter took our two recumbent bikes and gave them a special room. He would love to do more bicycling, he
said, but his bike t&a flat tire and he could not spare the 15 dollars for a repaiprieiyise to repair his bike

next mornng, resulted in two wine vouchers at the hotel bar. | love this country.

Starting with a
BacchettaGiro and
a Bacchettd@ella at
the Golden Gate




San Francisco

The day started with a light drizzl®V/e took the ferry to Sausalito to do some shoppmghe numerous
fashionale boutiques. But it was somelianot the right thing. For a real shopping tour you must be with a
female person. A shopping tour witttalleagues a bitfarfetched Quite soon we modified our toand tookan
extended walk to th&olden GateBridge, where we were rewarded withbeautiful view of the bridge in the
afternoonlight.

On the way back to San Francisco we passed Angel Island. An excursion to Angel Isldodmas35 years

ago- the first step in getting familiar Wi UCB. The professors ¢JCB organizeahis trip to make life a bit
easier for the new students. Later, ath we have learned in this year in Berkeley has been incorporated in our
professional life and this professional lifeniew almost overl s n g&rribleihaw timeflies?

As the day drew to its end and ak i s beéntespecially eventfultook Ueli to the Dungeonf San Francisgo
to Madame Thussaud and to an evening meal in the Rain Forest. | hope he appraciasourcefulness and
sleptwell in spiteof the dreadful events in the Dungediomorrow we will start southwards.

San Francisco to Half Moon Bay

| t nfore symbolic but we o u | pbgsiblyt miss thisThe ride over the Golden Gate Bridge. It was fantastic but

a bit too windy. We much more enjoyed the clam chowder atliffeHouse. An elderly couple on their racing
bicycles showed us the way to this lovely spot. The sun shone bright and the wind pssbeward. Some

steep hills and the corresponding descentadirous to the Half Moon Bay area. But we still didmave a hotel.

A lighthouse and a signpost brought us to a collection of huts, where we just could secure the last two beds in the
dormitory of the YouthHostel | hope nobody is snoring.

The evening meal with fried salmon and two glasseShardonnayounded up the day in a descent way. But
even more interesting was the life storyRafsselland Susie at the neighbouring table. And this is what makes a
journey in California so exiting. You are never alone. There is always someone to-talkrtmre frequently

to listen to.Russel] originally from England, has sold cars in Hawaii and Baivkefore he settled to fishing in

the Half Moon Bay. Susie from New York has two daughters. And so on. Chatting away for hours the evening
gets late before we realize it. Bomorrowwe really should reach Santa Cruz.

Highway One
: , - : near Half Moon

Bay

Half Moon Bay to Santa Cruz

After a good sleep in the dormitory of Montara Lighthouse we headedveratbwith an emptystomach No
breakfast at the lighthous®stel But theThreeZero-Cafe (a suggestion é&tusselland Susie from yesterday) at
Half Moon Bay airport made up for this. No airplanes but a huge breakfast for half of Half Mod@ Bay
population. It seems to bendn-place. We had to wait for mordan half an hourto get a tableWe were
probably the onlyguestavho really deserveduch a treat, because we had 100 km biking ahead of us.



These D0 km were absolutely fantastiBteep cliffs, big waves and the Californian blue sky. What else do you
need?As we wererolling along, suddenly a pieldp truckstopped. Out jumgd the driver and handed ost two
reflecting jackets. "They are here to save your lives" he said und run back to his dashedff. Now we are
underway as "Tarmac Electricity" and can be seen from thargwo miles distance

In Davenport we had a short break with hot chocolategive us the missing energy to reach Santa Cruz the
same day. On leaving the coffee shop the waitress said with a sad facpUQuysare leaving alread |

knowi tjdstsa phrase but it makes yolefso good.We reached Santa Cruz the same daguatsetandwe

found a very pleasant hotel at the sea front. No advanced booking. Just give Fortuna a chance and the best things
will happen. One day t addermitory in a light house, another dayt adspacious suite where even our bikes

have a decent place. But honestly the light house was not exactly to my taste.

Sursetin Santa Cruz

SantaCruz to Monterey

Sitting in front of a nice open fire in a huge Hotel lobby in Monterey is sort of reassuring. In spite of big fears
about sleepingdla belle etoile" we are in a save place and well taken care of. Our third day lead us first to
Capitola, an lItalian style village at the deant not far from Santa Cruz. Banana pan cakes and a hot chocolate
laid the foundation to the 100 km to come. We drove first through charming suburbs with cospuilllas

wood, exch one with avell-tendedgarden. Then we reached the area of Watsenvihis isStrawberry County
Strawberriesas far as your eyes can see. Watsonville owns also a historicctowire But we had to inquire
several times for it, in sf@ of being in the middle of itt just didré look old enough for ouUEuropeareyes.

Then we somehow lost track and found an alternate route through marshland and over some very steep hills.
Suddenlyan oncomingcar stopped anthe driver explainedis thatwe should watch out for his girlfriend. We

should tell her, that he will be waitirfgr herat Kimberly Park. | suggested that he hasreen friendly enough

with her, so she deserted him. He lcimd deny. So the next two houwge looked out for a lonesome lady
trudging along Kimberly Park Drive, but irain. | guess she had better thinto do than to follow a useless

knight.

The sun was already low when we reached Montereyremve found a wonderful room iMontereyPlaza
Hotel. 1tGs not far from Cannery Road with its many shops and restaurants. And after 100 km on our bikes we
really deservedt.

Monterey to Big Sur

The most beautiful days are most difficult to describe. Or is it the botithafdonnaywe are enjoyingt an

open fire ina cosyrestauranbetween huge Sequoia trees. Anyhow, we started this day with the spectacular 17
mile drive. Every mile was a treat. The wild coast line and the exciting villas geaptehavebuilt here were a

real delight. We passed the most often photographed tree of the worfil,biheCypres®, and slowly drove

into Carmel where wstumbledunexpectedly into the mission of Carmel



Of course wec o0 u | dkip that. It is strangebut we were redf deeply touched. What you see here is part of
Spain. A friendly lady explained us in all details the history ofS$panishmissions and how it came that the
USA ended up owning thiwonderful strip of land. She was a history profesdout never got aong term
contract. Sshe changetb human resources for a big company in otdehave a secure income. She returned
to history as a hobby after her retirement. After her lengthy but very interesting explanaSpani$hand
Mexican history she ended i the remarkthat we are now certainly sorry to have asked her anything in the
first place. We had a hard time to convince her that we truly enjoyed her lecture.

The journey continued along the fantastic coast with point Lobos as the first turn edadyhat the entrance
assured us that there afieany dangerous animals and that we should easily manage dears and squirrels. Point
Lobos is a fantastic peninsula with many trails leading to the most exciting coves. "Take it easy on the highway"
lady park ranger shouted when we left Point Lobos.

We drove on, alternating between steep ascendhimtbusdescends, the blue Pacifibvaysat our right side.
We passed the most beautiful bridge of the world (BRhgge) and with the golden sun sinkimgto the Pacific
we approachedBig Sur.And before panic could spreadie found a lovely cabin between hugequoiarees.

Pacific coast with
Bixby Bridge

Big Sur to Lucia

A bicycle tour is like havingChristmasevery day. Every day is like a wrapped present. Yowidarow what is
inside in the morningbut you guess that it will be something fantastic.

This day started with us finding out where the heating switch of our cabin is located. After this discovery
temperature started to rise from 10 degrees to 20 degrees and we started to really enjoy our cabin. We spent the
morning hiking between huge Sequoia trees and visiting the cabin of John Pfeiffer, the founder of the national
park with his name. Well gues his cabin had no heating switch neither. We found the camping place, where

we stayed 35 years earlier, with Dani@hay daughterkrawling between the giant trees. The trees have grown

quite a bit since thethwould say

Back on the road we followedetadvice of lady park ranger from Point Lobos: "Take it easy on the highway ".
Every mile or spwe could have stopped to take fotographs of the steep cliffs and the big waves. The road
climbed and descended in regular intervals. Ondthenhill partl was much faster than Ueli due to the better
aerodynamics of the Bacchetta Giro (my bike). On the uphill part Ueli was much faster on his Bacchetta Bella
than me due to God knows what. Maybé¢ 6 ®ainimg. s

The sun was already low when we reached Lutial they even had an empty cabin for us. The lastlonéhe

way. Sometimes you must be on good terms with Fortuna. And this was not the last ofqtectedsurprises

of this evening. Here we met Paul and Sha&iraroninvited us to come with her algrthetrail that leaddo the

top of the hill. There her husband Paul was playing fhekleharpd, a Swedishinstrument that is actually a

violin played with a keyboard. He played the most beautiful tunes while the sun was slowly melting with the sea.
We stood there and we knew that there are moments in live that will never come again. We stood there and
listeneduntil the sun hadlisappearednd the whole sky was aflame with yellow and red over a deep blue sea.



Sunset at Lucia

Lucia to Ragged Point

The evening at Lucia Lodge was very pleasant. Upon my remark, that | have lived in this area in 1980 and that |
have studiecarthquakesngineering at UCB, the lady of the Lodge explainedthet she had been in a very
severe earthquake and that she was convinced that she was going to die and her last thoughtslwere "©n 6 t
wrapped the birthday present for my sun".

We shared the table with Sharon and Ralph. He has spent half a yedtzerl&nd and spoke real go8ernese
dialect. In Grindelwald he started his long trip with the bicyalkich led over the Alps and over the Pyrenees
down to Gibraltar. There he took the ship to Ceuta and continued to Casablanca and further on tnAlgiadir.
light our trip from San Francisco to Los Angeles was not more tlsamdayafternoontrip.

The nextd a yridescontinued along the steep cliffs with lots of uphill and downhill. | got really fond of this
roller coaster ride. You just have to ¢ait real easy on the uphill leapd then you let it zip at full speed on the
downhill part. After 40 km we reached Rugged Point and decided thattwe u lowerdadditttoday. They have
here the most beautiful rooms just over ¢hi#fs with the most beaiful sunset. What else do yeant?

Highway One near
Ragged Point




Ragged Point to Morro Bay

This day brought a real change. The morning still had us among cliffs and breaking waves but the afternoon lead
us into flat terrain where the highway was stretching as a long thin line towards the horizon. And still it was a
great feeling to glidghroughthis vastness of landhe golden hills on either sid®ccasionally some cattle
grazing in the distanc&he temperature rose to over 30 degrees and a gentle wind pushed us forward.

Piedras Blancas was the first stop of the day.acharming sandy keh, but not for us. The beach was full of
sealelephantsand they gave a real performanéed they can be really fast, a warning sign annountéel.
stood there and watched for more than an hour.

In Cayucos we madanotherstop. The main reason was the big sign "Antiques". What do they sell here as
antiquity? The land is still so young. They had lovely porcelain. Someregembledhe porcelain Ueli got for

his wedding some 40 years ago. And then | found the most héatnifageBarbiedolls. | almost took one with

me but then | remembered that not only, m& my daughters too have accumulated a few years.

After a refreshing Coke (I know t ndbtshealthy but t réally good at these temperatures) we drove on towards
Moro Rock, the sentinel of Moro Bay. And there we found the most charming hotel ritjig s¢a frontthe
fiAnderson Ino. The lady at the reception (she is actuallypheprieto) made us a special price, but we had to
promiseher, that we woi tell anybody. We are residing now in a luxury room, where even our bicycles have
sufficient room to relax.

On Highway One neal
San Simeon

Morro Bay to Lompoc

This day startedeisurelyalong the coast line of Morro Bay trough old Eucalyptus forests and marshland. Then
we climbed a little bit to reach the OsWalley, a perfectly flat and well cultivategieceof land.l 6 sare the
bears(osos =bearin Spanish were so boredthat theyhave left long ago and have found more spectacular
scenery in Yosemit&alley.

We past Guadalupe and later Orcutt but there was nothing really exciting for the cyclists eye. The land is mostly
flat and obviously ideal for strawberries. @rcutt we inquied for a hotelNo hotels in Orcutt. But we should

find plenty of them in Lompoc, an old man suggested. "Oh that is much too far" his neighbour warned. "Oh no"
the first said, Thesetwo gentlemen are really good at bicycling". For sure, bicycling wasreasier after this
compliment.

We reached Lompoc after two hours and obviously a bit too late. No rooms available in the romariigilhotel

in the style of an old castle. So we had to content us witfiGoenfort Inrd together with 200 French ari®d0

German tourists. The evening meal was another tricky prolAder crossing the -8ane main street seven times

in our quest for a cosy restaurant, we settled for the Panda Express. Food was certainly excellent. But good food
doesit make an evening medlserved in plastic containers and eaten with plastic forks. Not to mention the
lemon juice out of the plastbottle.l guess we're just a bit too fussy. Tomorrow there will be another day.



Morro Rock,
sentinel of Morro
Bay

Lompoc to Santa Barbara

Today was a Golden Day. We took the detour through the Santa Ynez Valley and it was well worth it. The first
highlight was the Mission La Purissima outside Lompoc. They have restored the mission to its original state.
You can well imagine how the Francas brothers tried to cultivate a land in conditions that were far from ideal.
They had a few soldiers, whiespisednanual work, and a fewndians who didr@ see any point in manual

work. And then this shortage of tools, iron and other useful things.alirttiis in the year 1812. Sounds like
yesterdayor usEuropeansd o e st.n 0 t

Mi ssion @
Puri ssi ma
Lompoc

Before we left the mission another visitor, concerned about our survival on this hot day, gave us two bottles of
water. And we badly needed theWie drove on through Santa Ynez Valley and reached Solvang, a lovely
Danish village. Every building beardbarish name and it really looks pretty. Maybe we should have checked in

in one of the many Danish hotels. But the day was still so young and the sun was high.



Live Style at Lake
Cachuma, Santa
Ynez Valley

Santa Inez Valley grew wilder and the road steeper. And | guess my friend and bayganionUeli did not

at all share my views about the fantastic scenery and even less about the excitement of a real steep mountain
pass. But it was jusiverwhelming The mountains glowed in the evening sun and the road was winding steadily
higher and higher. We reached the summit exactly at sunset. Below us the lights of Santa Barbara under a veil of
silver mist and over the mountains the last purple rays of the fadimg

Who could worry about the hotel we had@eget booked, when you can witness such a fantaltiglay of

colours and shades. With this fantastic scenery below us we raced down towards Santa Barbara. The street
carves down inwide bendsand as long as you keem your bikethe speed of the cars, there are no major
difficulties. But if you are too slow, the cars will start to honk and nasty words are shouted.

In no time we reached Santa Barbara amedvere alsocompletely lost in someuburban quarters with lots of

dead ends but no hotels. And it was pitch dark.@erpect help in such a situation. The few cars plaased

made a big detour to avoid those dangerous beings on bikes and nobody ventured to open the window a fingers
width. When the sun has set, the @mmmunicativeCalifornians have "guichet fe#h But we needed a hotel

and didr@t know in which forlorn suburb of Santa Barbara we actually were and how we could reach Down
Town.

With the help of acourageousounglady in apick-up truck wefinally found our way out of the maze and
landed safely in a Best Westddotel. How truly original

Santa Barbara to Ventura

Santa Barbara is a real treasure. It has a Down Town with lots of shops andcargstaalmost in Italiastyle,

just a bit more spacious. We started the day with a visit to the Mission. We walked through the old gardens,
visited the beautiful church, as you are supposed to do. But far more time we spent chatting with another visitor,
whose parents are from tarnoin the Italian speaking part of Switzerlaride was so excited to meet someone

from hisp a r ecauntd,ghat he hardly let us go.

Next stop was the pier of Santa Barbaith lots of nice old shops and restaurants. But why do il cars
on this pier? A lot of valuable space is used for parking. With a clam chowder and acoffethwe had
sufficient fuel to tackle the next 60 km to Ventura.

The bicycle route follows the coast, no hills and therefore easy riding. Out in the oceauitbsee the oiligs.

But also on land we passed lots of oil pumping machines. It seems they find here oil ibaeksgrd The road

along the coast was extra wide to provide parking space for these huge motorhomes so abundant in California.
T h awhérethe oil goes to.



