
 



 

If you ever plan to motor west, 

Travel my way, that’s the highway that’s the best, 

Get your kicks on Route 66.

It winds from Chicago to L.A.,

More than 2000 miles all the way

Get your kicks on Route 66.

Now you go through St. Looey, Joplin, Missouri

And Oklahoma City is mighty pretty.

You’ll see Amarillo, Gallup, New Mexico,

Flgstaff, Arizona, don’t forget Winona,

Kingman, Barstow, San Bernadino.

Won’t you get hip to this timely tip:

When you make that California trip,

Get your kicks on Route 66.

Get your kicks on Route 66.

---- Bobby Troup



 

Preamble
This first part of our Route 66 journey was to cover the western half from Los 

Angeles to Amarillo. However, we chose to start our trip in San Diego and visit 

with friends who would be attending the International Conference on 

Metallurgical Coatings - a conference with which I had been associated for many 

years while at GEAE. So, two days of renewing acquaintancies before we start the 

journey proper.

Saturday April 20

Left home about 6:30pm and drove to Airport Marriott. 

Checked in, had dinner and turned in.

Sunday April 21

Left hotel on Marriott shuttle about 7:30 in torrential 

downpour. We were checked in and in Crown Room within 20 

minutes of leaving hotel - in time for coffee and relax before 

our 9:10 flight to San Diego.

Had good breakfast on plane and arrived about ten minutes 

late. Ram Darolia on same flight on his way to the ICMCTF 

conference.

Arrived to clear blue skies and temperature in mid-sixties. Got 

car and drove to Mission Valley Marriott, where we had lunch 

and sat by the pool for an hour.

I met Dave Wortman for a beer at the Town & Country and 

then I returned to the hotel until dinner. We met Dave at 7pm 

and the three of us went to Old Town. Had a pleasant meal 

and a good chat; home by nine.

Monday April 22

Up about eight and drove to Fashion Valley shopping center 

for a light Starbuck's breakfast.......sitting outside under a 

clear blue sky. We then returned to the Marriott and read the 

paper by the pool. A little before noon we drove to the Town 

& Country to meet Bob and Mary Ann Tucker for lunch. We 

spent a very pleasant two hours with them, catching up on 

the events of the last three years. We also chatted briefly 

with a few other ICMCTF colleagues .

We then spent a very relaxing afternoon by (and in) the pool 

at our our hotel (clear blue skies, low seventies, light breeze) 

before leaving for dinner at the Fish Market restaurant on the 

waterfront in San Diego. Had a very nice meal with a table 

overlooking the harbor on a perfectly clear night. At 9:30 we 

returned to the Town & Country hoping to get together with 

Dave and Tuck. However, by a little after ten they had not 

returned from their Program dinner, so we called it a night and 

returned to our hotel.

Tuesday April 23

Had breakfast outside again at the Starbuck's in Fashion 

Valley and then returned to Marriott to pack and check out. 

On the road soon after ten and drove non-stop to Los 

Angeles. We arrived at the La Brea Tar Pits at 12:45 and spent 

about 2 1/2 hours in the grounds and the museum. In the 

grounds are several tar pits in which have been 

discovered millions of bones from creatures that roamed the 

area ten to forty thousand years ago. Being covered by tar, 

the bones have been remarkably well preserved and literally 

hundreds of full skeletons have been cleaned and re-

assembled.

The museum is still a working area and, in addition to the 

many exhibits, you can watch the laboratory staff sorting 

and cataloguing pieces that are still being excavated.

The grounds surround the LA County Museum of Arts, 

which we didn't visit but which provided a snack bar where 

we had a late light lunch. Again we ate outside under clear 

blue skies; temperature near seventy, with a pleasant 

cooling breeze.

We then drove the remaining ten miles to the Courtyard at 

Marina Del Rey, where we checked in soon after four. Sat by 

the pool for an hour before getting ready for dinner. We 

went to the Warehouse about five minutes from the hotel. 

We sat outside (under heaters) overlooking the marina. It 

was a beautiful clear night, although just a tad chilly with 

the breeze coming off the water. The meal was good, 

although the service was a little inattentive.

The view from our hotel room in San Diego



 



 



 



 We then continued on Route 66, stopping from time to time 

to take photos of points of interest. The Route 66 markers 

were painted every few miles on the roadway rather than on 

poles at the side of the road. We saw many groups of bikers 

and, at a stop in Amboy (population 20) there were dozens 

of Harleys parked. It appeared that they and their support 

vans were travelling the Route and stopping at various 

spots for rest and socializing. 

When we got to Needles, we found out that this is the 

weekend of the "Harley River Run" so obviously these guys 

were headed to that.

Route 66 paralleled I 40 on the north or south side, often in 

sight of the Interstate but in some areas perhaps as much as 

15 miles away. We were usually in sight of the railroad, 

however, and we saw many long freight trains headed both 

east and west.

We left Route 66 about ten miles from Needles and travelled 

the Interstate into town, but it was encouraging to find that 

much of the old road exists and we were on it for virtually all 

of our 236 miles today.

Our Route 66 Companions in Eastern 

California

We arrived in Needles about 5:30 and checked in at 

the Colorado River Best Western in late afternoon 

temperatures in the eighties. Coincidentally we had 

stayed here four years ago when we were returning 

the Suburban to Albuquerque after our west coast 

trip with Geoffrey and Jenefer and Dorothy and 

David. We ate at what appears to be the only 

restaurant in town, right next to the hotel. We ate 

there four years ago also and tonight's meal was 

similarly uninspiring.

Altogether a very interesting day and we got a real 

sense of the old road. Virtually all of it is now two 

lane (maybe always was in these parts) but very 

straight and quiet so it was easy to do 50-60 mph 

most of the way. Basically it was us and the Harleys!



 Friday April 26

Up early today; had breakfast at the Country Pantry again, read 

the paper, checked out and on the road before nine. Another 

gorgeous day with just a few white clouds and temperature near 

seventy. We headed on I40 after leaving Needles for a few miles 

to the Arizona border at the Colorado River. Then it was 

northwards on Route 66 running parallel to the river. 

For the first 15 miles or so it was relatively flat but then we started 

to climb. We were soon at the old  mining town of Oatman which, 

in its prime, had a population of 10,000 but is now just a sleepy 

hillside, one street hamlet containing gift shops and eateries. A 

pleasant place to stop for a quiet stroll.

But not today. 

Oatman is on one end of the Laughlin (NV) to Oatman 

Harley River Run and was filled with literally hundreds of 

bikes and their riders. Parking for (the very few) cars and 

some bikes was on gravel pits off the street but parking 

for the majority of the bikes was on both sides of the 

narrow street. Since the street was also used primarily as a 

pedestrian walkway for the dismounted riders, driving 

through town was a real test of skill and patience.

We spent about 90 minutes strolling the perhaps 1/4 mile 

street; visiting the gift shops and souvenir stands, having 

a coffee and muffin at a roadside tent stand, but mostly 

just soaking up the atmosphere of the event. Bikes and 

riders of all shapes and sizes, including several bikes that 

were fashioned from bumper cars, complete with the 

electrical connector rod. All the bikes were in immaculate 

condition and painted in every color scheme imaginable. 

And what a noise when a pack of them decided to leave 

town!

Oatman is also known for the burros which roam the 

streets but clearly on days like this they find quieter and 

safer places to walk as we saw only two during our visit.

Which one shall I choose?



 



 The road passes through a handful of very small hamlets, 

each with its remnants of the Old Road amenities, but the 

most unusual was Sligeman where each gift shop or cafe 

tries to outdo its neighbor with 50's memorabilia. At 

Delgadillo's, the back yard was filled with "stuff" and a 

'converible stood  outside containing flowers and a 

Christmas tree! 

Another brief stop was at Ash Fork, originally a train 

depot on the Santa Fe line but now claims to be the 

flagstone capital of the world. Interestingly, this town did 

not have its own water supply until 1976 and until then 

relied on a daily train run bringing it. 

After Sligeman we were soon forced back onto the 

Interstate for the short run to Williams, where we decided 

to stop for the night at the Best Western Inn. By now 

storm clouds were gathering to the south and as we 

checked in there was a very strong wind and a few snow 

flakes were falling - quite a change from this morning. 210 

miles covered today.

We had a very nice steak meal at Rod's steak house (same 

location since 1946, cow-shaped menu) right on Route 66 

in Williams. It was much more cosmopolitan than it 

appeared in that in our little group of six tables there was 

a couple from German, a foursome from Australia and a 

couple with a sleeping child from some Eastern European 

country. Not to mention this English-speaking couple.

When we drove home there was a light dusting of snow 

along the roadsides!

Saturday April 27

Woke up to drizzle and a temperature near freezing,

together with a strong wind. Had continental breakfast in 

hotel and checked out about 9:30. Went first into 

Williams where we saw the Grand Canyon train before its 

daily departure. We also visited one Route 66 shop 

before driving by way of Route 66 and I40 to Flagstaff. 

We walked around here awhile in a bitterly cold wind (no 

more rain, however) but the Route 66 area didn't seem as 

extensive or interesting as when we were here four years 

ago. We had a very nice coffee and blueberry turnover in 

a downtown espresso bar before getting in the car again.

 Route 66 memorabilia in Sligeman

The Grand Canyon Express in Williams



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 




