
 
Day 9:  Friday, 18 June 2004 

 
FOCK 1:  Morning at Glacier Point 
 

This was Yosemite Day!  Though there 
was officially no room at the inn, the Wawona 
Hotel had provided fine accommodation.  The 
day began under more clouds than sun, just like 
my head did.  But my enthusiasm still ran high: 
surely, these clouds would soon burn off under 
the summer sun.  Oh, wait.  It still wasn’t 
summer yet, was it?  Damn.  All that oppressive 
heat and scorch across the southwest, and it 
was spring??  Oy. 

It was early, but there was a lot to see, 
so I wasted no time in getting up and out.  
Golfers were already teeing it up on WGC.   

My first order of business was to revisit Mariposa Grove.  Yesterday’s stop was too short, 
and I suspected that better photos would be found in better daylight.  It was only a few miles 
back, and I knew I wouldn’t be getting back this way later in the day. 

There were deer there again.  Hard to tell if they were the same ones.  Sunlight was 
here for a while, then gone for a while.  I started down another trail, and gave some nods to 
the big trees.  It occurred to be that one of the sequoia’s eminent traits – that it reached its 
height early on, and spent the rest of their lives filling out wider and wider – made it a lot like 
the average American.   

My walk ended up being very short.  Any of these trails would take more time than I felt 
like dedicating to them.  I had seen sequoias up close already, and though they were really 
cool, Yosemite had much more to offer than just big trees. 

I returned to Moby just in time.  A tour bus – one of the most dreaded sights in any 
National Park -- had just reloaded and was lurching forward. 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” I growled at it, and just about cut it off in my haste to get out of 
the lot ahead of it.  I was not going to have my view blocked by that beast, I was not going to 
putter along behind it as it crawled its way up the hills, and, most of all, I was not going to let 
it get to an overlook before me and disgorge its dozens of passengers into my share of the 
park’s serenity.  

I didn’t begrudge any of those people their scenery; after all, they were there for the 
same reason I was, essentially.  But, as a group, their sheer bulk was just too much.  And I 
didn’t hate the bus either.  In fact, I would love to drive one of those, though probably not as a 
slave to someone else’s chosen schedule. 

But I got a good distance ahead, and knew I’d be all right for a while.  Funny how the 
adrenaline got firing over such a dumb thing, though, iddinit?  Well, it’s a learned response, just 
like Pavlov’s doggies.  Too many times over the years have I snailed along a winding uphill road 
behind a damn bus or RV.  Too many times have I arrived at a beautiful overlook or trail only to 
find myself in a noisy and clueless swarm of tourons, who spoiled both my serenity and my 
photos.  So, I felt justified in shoving these obstacles aside any time I could.  If that meant 
cutting off the damn bus, well, so be it.  If that meant running it into a gorge, well, no, that 
would be a bit much.   



With clear sailing ahead, the sun out and climbing, and Moby enjoying the second-gear 
strategy, it was time to make that most anticipated ride up to Glacier Point. 

One sign along the way made me laugh, though.  It was just your typical roadside 
caution sign -- yellow, with plain black letters – but it said, WATCH FOR ROCKS.  Well, come on 
now, isn’t that what you’re doing as you cruise around the roads of YNP, looking for those 
awesome rock formations?  Like I needed to be instructed to do that.  Ha! 

Entering Yosemite from the south and driving up Wawona Road was nice, but there 
were no spectaculars for a while.  Even Mariposa Grove was just “Good” after Sequoia NP.  
There were plenty of high hills with tall evergreens all over them, and they looked purdy dang 
nice, I’ll tell ya, but there were no huge hulking formations yet.  Here and there along the road, 
not just in the groves, were young redwoods; you could tell ‘em by the bark, which was kinda 
redder than the others. 

Yosemite was pretty much a couple dozen miles of winding forest road so far.  Some 
first-time visitors here must get this far and say, “I don’t see what’s so great about this place.  
Kings Canyon was more spectacular than this.”  But that attitude will get flipped soon enough. 

With a right turn onto the aptly-named Glacier Point Road, the Mobe and I began a 
climb of about 20-miles up a very cool two-lane road.  There were attractions and options here 
and there along the way, but Moby and I were focused – it was a little too early in the day to 
lose focus, if you scratch my drip -- and stayed 
on course.  I could see snow on the 
mountaintops. 

The road itself became an excellent treat 
near the end.  It had been mostly straight, with 
generous shoulders, as it steadily rose into the 
high grounds.  In the final mile or so, though, it 
got twisty and narrow and fun.  The pavement 
seemed to be squeezed between the big cedars, 
and it swung left, right, up, and down.  Some 
turns were almost 180º, and some rode right on 
the brink of a precipice.  It would be a really fun 
vroom-vroom road on a motorcycle, especially 
with the added vertical visual component. 

What made this road so comforting was 
the cool shade all around.  The forest is 
somewhat mysterious because it’s darker in 
there; you can’t tell what is lurking, cowering, or 
just hangin’ out in there.  Lots of cool little 
critters were probably just chillin’, with not a thing to worry about except getting chomped in 
two by some big nasty predator with long sharp teeth. 

I was very tempted to pull over and snap some pix – of the road, not the predation -- 
but there was no room to do so.  The road was too narrow, and there were just enough cars to 
keep me from just stopping in the middle of the lane.   

One looping curve went right to the edge, with nothing but open sky beyond it.  The 
turn was significantly banked, fortunately, but I couldn’t see a thing beyond the edge of the 
asphalt, not even a few inches of dirt.  It’s amazing that there wasn’t something there – 
railing, rocks, anything – to arrest the progress of wayward vehicles.  With a good head of 
steam, you could launch yourself pretty far.  That would certainly add to the entertainment 
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