
Part VIII– September 4 to September 9, 2011 
 

We left the Zaandam in Vancouver on Sunday, September 4, at 7:30 am.  We got back to our Accent Inn 
and reconfigured the Jeep by 8:35 am. We drove to the U.S. border at Pacific Crossing, parallel to 
Canada 99/US 5, because we saw a sign that said the wait time was shorter.  It only took 36 minutes to 
get back into the U.S.  The last time we crossed from Canada at Blaine, it took over one-and-a-half 
hours.  We drove to Whidbey Island and took a ferry to Port Townsend.  This is a very scenic series of 
islands in the Strait of San Juan de Fuoco.  We were high on a bluff, with very tall pine forests, 
overlooking the water.  
 
 

    
    View of Port Townsend, WA, from ferry             The mountain portion of Olympia National Park 
 

      
Deer at the Visitor Center at Olympic Mountains overlook                    Lake Crescent 
 
 Our goal was Olympic National Park, which we missed the last time we were in Washington in 2006.  
In the park, which we reached by 3:30 or so, we saw Hurricane Ridge and Mount Olympus, wonderful 
mountain scenery. The Olympic Mountains were snow-covered. The park was packed with tourists, 
many of them foreign.  We learned about the project to dismantle a dam on the Elwha River in order to 
restore the river for the salmon. It will take three years to complete the transition since the dam will be 



taken down in stages.  Then we started around the Olympic Peninsula counterclockwise.  We passed 
Lake Crescent and reached the Pacific Ocean via Rialto Beach.  What a sight!  This was a very wild 
beach littered with huge logs that had washed up.  Out in the water were sea stacks, strange pillars 
carved by the Pacific Ocean. It was close to sundown and the setting sun washed over the entire scene.  
It was cold and windy and the sound of the surf was insistent.  
 

    
      Rialto Beach—one of our favorite spots!                            Sea stacks in the Pacific Ocean 
 
 

    
      Jean resting on one of the beached logs                              A truly large root ball! 
 
Afterwards we went on to our motel in Forks.  A clerk at a motel earlier in our journey, upon hearing 
that we were going to stay at Forks, made the comment that this was great if we liked vampires. We 
were puzzled by his comment. When we went into the restaurant in Forks for dinner, there was a sign 
that said, “Forks – population 4334, 8.5 vampires, 5 werewolves.”  I asked the waitress about this and 
she said that a novel called “Twilight,” written about three years ago, was set in Forks and was about 
vampires and werewolves.  Not exactly my cup of tea! But apparently it is all the rage and a new movie 
has come out about the vampires called The Twilight Saga:  Breaking Dawn – Part 1. I researched this 
online and the author is Stephanie Meyer. I can understand why she chose the Pacific Northwest in 
which to set her vampire/werewolf novels – the persistent gloomy weather and rain.    



   
The next day, Monday, September 5 (Labor Day), we completed our tour of Olympic National Park.  
This section of the park is a temperate rainforest, similar to what we saw in the Alaskan panhandle.  It is 
a very dense forest with some huge trees, like Sitka spruce, which grow larger here than in Alaska 
because this is a milder climate. The area adjacent to the park is largely forests owned by logging and 
pulp mill companies. It was interesting to see histories of various forests recorded on signs posted at the 
edge of the trees– logged in 1943, replanted in 1945, logged in 1970, etc. Then we drove on to Salem, 
Oregon, a total of 520 miles for the day. 
 
 

                        
      Shay steam engine on display in Forks, WA          Tree covered with Old Man’s Beard 
 
 

     
                                  Scenes in the Hoh Rainforest part of Olympia National Park    
  



     
         Ruby Beach, Olympia National Park                            Sea stacks at Ruby Beach 
 

    
        Ruby Beach, Olympia National Park                      Jean by a giant tree – maybe a Douglas fir 
 
On Tuesday, September 6, we drove from Salem to Sacramento, California. The only scenery we 
photographed was a large snow-capped mountain to our east – Mount Shasta, we think. This was mainly 
a driving day, but at home in Baltimore it was raining very hard compliments of Tropical Storm Lee.  It 
was very hot in Sacramento – 103 degrees!   
 
The next day, September 7 (day 40), we visited the California State Rail Museum in Old Sacramento, a 
four-block section which has been reconstructed to the time of the Gold Rush.  It has wooden sidewalks 
and cobblestone streets and is loaded with museums, shops, restaurants, and an old theatre.  Apparently, 
like Seattle, Sacramento raised the level of their streets since its founding to avoid flooding from the 
Sacramento River.  In 1963, a deepwater channel to San Francisco Bay was completed allowing 
Sacramento to be an inland deepwater port.   
 
The Rail Museum was very well done, apparently not suffering from lack of funds!  It is in immaculate 
condition.  They have a nice collection of steam engines powered by wood, coal, and oil.  They also 
have some diesel engines nicely restored.   I was especially interested in their Fruit Growers Express 
refrigerator car.  Refrigerated cars date to 1877, when the “refrigeration” consisted of large blocks of ice 



put into bins at each end of the car and refreshed as needed.  This revolutionized America’s dinner table 
because it allowed California produce to travel to the Midwest and the East.  Refrigeration per se was 
invented in the 1920’s or early 1930’s. They also had a United States Post Office car, a Pullman car, and 
a dining car.  Upstairs they had a very complete history of model railroads, which date to almost when 
real railroads got started.  

        
Old Sacramento—street scenes 

 

       
   Deepwater Channel which made Sacramento a port                 Central Pacific Railroad Depot  
 

    
Some of the locomotives inside the California State Rail Museum 



 
 Then we went to Sutter’s Fort Historical Site in the afternoon. Sutter emigrated from Germany and 
came to America to make his fortune.  After several failed ventures, he came into the Sacramento area in 
1839 and built a fort, whose purposes were to be a safe place for settlers and to make money.  He built 
the fort to be self-sufficient with gunsmiths, blacksmiths, bakers, carpenters, distillers, and weavers.  It 
flew the Mexican flag because the area was under Mexican control, but after a revolt, it reverted to 
American control. In 1847, he sent James Marshall to an area he owned 50 miles away to start a lumber 
mill (now called Coloma). Instead, Marshall discovered gold.  Sutter was done out of his land here 
because of squatters and claim-jumpers.  Eventually, he settled in Lititz, Pa, and died still trying to get 
Congress to settle his claim.  We had planned to drive to Coloma to the site of the original gold strike, 
but it was so hot that we decided to take the scenic route to Turlock instead. 
 

     
              Sutter’s Fort Historical Site                                 Interior of a kitchen at Sutter’s Fort 
 

    
              Beehive Oven at Sutter’s Fort                            Another view of courtyard at Sutter’s Fort 
 
September 8 saw us driving south to Fresno through a lot of agricultural areas and many, many orchards 
– olives, citrus, almonds, pistachios, peaches, apples, etc. -- acre after acre of irrigated trees and 
thousands of acres of grapes.  
 



 In Fresno, we visited the Forestiere Underground Gardens. Balassare Forestiere left Sicily in 1901 with 
the plan of growing citrus in America.  By 1905, he had bought 80 acres in Fresno (San Joaquin Valley) 
and when he went to plant it, he discovered that just under the topsoil was hardpan, a sedimentary rock, 
which would not sustain citrus.  It was unusually hot in Fresno that summer, so he got the idea to go 
underground to make his home.  He originally dug three chambers underground for his home.  He 
supported himself by hiring out as a day laborer and he dug by night.  Then he got the idea to plant 
citrus trees underground lighted by skylights in the hardpan. Eventually, he got the idea to make an 
elaborate underground resort so that guests could escape the heat.  His underground citrus trees 
flourished and bore more fruit than usual because the light was ideal and there was less evaporation of 
the water.  By 1923, he had excavated and planted 10 acres underground.  He had mastered the art of 
grafting and even grafted seven different kinds of citrus onto one tree.  He died in 1946 with the main 
ballroom incomplete. His younger brother finished it for him.  The garden remains in the family, though 
much reduced.  It was an interesting study in obsession.  
   

     
      The main entrance, as Forestiere imagined                    Orange trees growing underground 
 

    
      A courtyard in the underground gardens                     Another courtyard with citrus trees 
 
Next we went to The Cat House on the Kings, which we saw on Animal Planet.  Lynea Lattanizio has 
created this amazing sanctuary for cats (and even dogs).  The sanctuary occupies 12 acres on the Kings 



River (of Kings Canyon fame).  She probably has over 700 cats and about 50 dogs on the premises. We 
had an appointment and Lynea herself showed us through the sanctuary.  She gave up her house for the 
cats and now lives in simpler quarters.  The cats can come and go outdoors as they please. There are 
fences everywhere, even into the Kings River.  If we sat down in the house, we had four or five cats in 
our laps.  We saw cats sleeping in trees, cats sleeping around fountains, cats everywhere! This was 
another study in obsession!  
 

    
Lynea’s former house – now belonging to cats!                     Lynea Lattanizio with a cat 
 

     
       A cat in a tree along the Kings River                    More cats snoozing along the Kings River bank   
 



    
    A pen for cats at Cat House on the Kings                              A brown tabby dozing 
 
On September 9, we drove to Sequoia National Park and Kings Canyon National Park, which are 
adjacent and are managed as one park.  Sequoia was the second national park to be established and it 
was partly through the efforts of John Muir and his endeavor to save the giant sequoias from logging. 
We learned a lot about giant sequoias, which are related to the redwoods which grow along areas of 
coastal California.  The giant sequoias grow only on the western slopes of the Sierra Nevada Mountains 
above 5000 feet and below 7500 feet elevation.  We also learned that they have male cones which 
contain pollen and female cones which contain seeds.  In late winter, the male cones open up and release 
their pollen which settles on the female cones and pollinates them.  Also, fire plays an important role in 
the survival of sequoia groves, though maybe not individual trees.  Seedlings grow almost exclusively 
where fire recently has occurred.  Fire opens the cones and thins out the ground cover beneath so that 
seeds are released on receptive ground. Consequently, the park service sets prescribed fires periodically. 
 

    
          Giant Sequoia by Giant Tree Museum                                    Grove of giant sequoias 



    
     Giant sequoias with people for comparison             A fallen giant sequoia you can walk through 
 

                         
General Grant Sequoia in Kings Canyon N.P.             Jean at the Sentinel Sequoia Tree 
 
These trees truly are huge and humbling to observe. The largest ones are 2000 years old and older. Their 
trunks are a cinnamon color and heavily channeled or grooved.  They grow straight up and stay thick the 
whole way up.  There are some stubby, needled branches at the top.  The Sherman Tree is the largest 
tree in the world, but it proved to be inaccessible to us.  We had to park over ¾ mile away (If I had had a 
handicapped sticker, we could have parked close), then take a shuttle, and then take a 5-minute walk to 
the tree after that.  It was raining and the shuttle just pulled out, so we would have had to wait in the 
rain.  We passed.  But we did see many truly HUGE sequoias.  We then drove on to Kings Canyon 
where the General Grant Tree is located.  This one is more accessible and we were able to walk up to 
that one after a brief hike.  This tree is 1800 to 2000 years old and has sustained a huge fire scar.  
Generally, we were disappointed in these two parks since they seemed deliberately to make the big trees 
difficult to see.  Both parks were poorly marked. We tried to see Panoramic Point in Kings Canyon, but 
the road was not marked and we missed it. There was evidence that some of this inaccessibility was by 
design.  In Sequoia, for example, they had a sign up at the Giant Tree Museum that stated this area used 
to contain a motel, but they became aware that all of the foot traffic was damaging the tree roots, so they 



tore down the motel.  I completely understand the need to protect the trees, but it seemed as if they really 
did not want visitors to the park.  
 
Then we drove on to El Porto, the western entrance to Yosemite National Park, via a very scenic route, 
California 140.  This was a very tight valley or canyon along the Merced River, which flows through  
Yosemite as well.  
 
 

        
More giant sequoias 


