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ell folks, this old gal did it again. After deciding NOT to go to the Tucson Gem and Mineral Show this year I had a change of mind (which seems to be happening more often than not lately). It was Wednesday afternoon when this "change of mind" came about so I called my "Cat Sitter" friend who said just go and don't worry about them, so I proceeded to get packed, planning on leaving Thursday and 

coming home Friday evening. Of course, I can't go to Tucson without a stop at the Summit Hut, which is the only place in the Southwest that I know of that can fit me with a pair of hiking boots of which I am in dire need. Then there is the latest exhibit at Arizona State Museum, about which I had just read in Rock ‘N Gem. I also decided that I would make a trip up to Phoenix to finally see the Heard Museum - the one that I have been trying to get to for the past twenty years. All this meant spending some time at the computer getting and printing out directions. Naturally I didn't sleep worth a darn that night so was up at 4 and on the road by 5 AM Thursday. Driving thru the beautiful Texas Canyon just after sunrise was worth the trip. 
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It was a fast and uneventful trip, and I was in Tucson well before noon. The first show one comes upon from the South is the Electric Park RV Show and the Kino Sports Center. You all probably know that I-10 is at an angle to the main roads. That was a story in itself -- trying to find those little bitty signs with the arrows pointing the way. I finally arrived and had to park in a grassy--very wet grassy--area as there had been a deluge the day before. There was a lot to see: petrified wood, many amethyst geodes, slabs galore, beads, lapidary equipment; just about everything but minerals at that site (well, there were a few). One vendor had lepidolite from Wyoming, a new find. They had several large pieces with polished ends that were very pretty. Another vendor had huge mounted specimens that were meant to be displayed in places like hotel lobbies and museums. They were amazing. Finally on the point of exhaustion and with hunger sitting in (I had forgotten to stop for breakfast), I had to find a place to sit. I headed for the Cherokee and sat down. 
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That was boring, so I drove off to find the Summit Hut. No trouble there, just a long drive in a lot of traffic. My luck with them finally ran out as they didn’t have anything narrow enough to fit me, but it seems they now have another store so it was called. That one had something they thought I could wear, and they would send it over. Of course there was a catch; it wouldn't arrive until after 2 PM Friday. No problem, as I figured I would just stop on my way back from Phoenix. I left and headed for the Arizona State Museum, which was just about six miles down the road. Not too many problems finding the parking lot since it was well marked. However, I didn't have a clue where the museum was from the lot. A young lady helped me out there; she gave me directions to the campus - only about a three block walk. Just what I needed--more walking. 

Directions were good, and I got to the museum with about an hour and a quarter before closing time.  It was late, so I was let in free. It's really a nice museum, and if you are interested in pottery it is an absolute must see. They have a special humidity controlled room with about 250 of their best pieces behind glass. Absolutely amazing. Beautiful museum. 
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Afterwards I thought I had better go find my motel. I decided not to take the Interstate this time, so I winged it and did a little sight-seeing. Well, actually I was looking for a restaurant as I still hadn't had anything to eat all day. I spotted one and pulled in - whoops - the lot was full as it was in a big motel (which I couldn't tell from the road), and the back lot was full of tents and vendors. The parking attendant listened to my troubles and pointed out a slot, but I had to drive through the tents to get there. By this time it was starting to get dark, and the vendors were shutting down, Thank goodness--or I would have had to get out and look over their wares.  The Mexican Restaurant turned out to be wonderful. I had a shrimp dish that the waiter recommended, and it was excellent. The Margarita was extra good also. My motel was just across the street with the room waiting as ordered. 

I was up, checked out (remember I'm going home tonight) and on the road by 8:00 or so the next morning. The 

traffic was heavy all the way to Phoenix, but I had no trouble finding The Heard (well maybe just one little blip and backtrack).
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I arrived just after 10 to a parking lot that wasn't full yet, so that was good. There was a charge to get into this one, but it sure was worth it. What a beautiful place! Many exhibit rooms and gardens full of sculptures and plants. The docents were good, and tours were scheduled every 10-15 minutes. I spent all morning wandering from room to room and marveling at all the Native American exhibits. Alan Houser was the featured artist. I've always admired his work, so I was thrilled. The gardens also featured many of his sculptures. 

When I got hungry (no breakfast again) I walked out to their Cafe and ordered lunch. One could sit either inside or outside under the trees, and both were packed. The food was fantastic. After refueling (eating) I had to go over to the Museum Shop and check out their goodies. A lot of the merchandise was museum quality with prices to match. I made a few very small purchases (have to help out the economy some you know) and then headed out of town and back to the Tucson traffic and the Summit Hut. 
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After much searching the clerk found the boots and, low and behold, they fit, they were on sale, and I bought them. By this time it late afternoon and traffic was a bear. I was tired and had lost interest in staying over for the Main Show, so decided to heck with it and headed for Benson to spend the night. The desk clerk at the motel recommended a new restaurant - Grade's Place - so I headed across the road to a good twenty minute wait as it was packed. Wait--there was an empty stool at the bar, so I sat down and watched the bartender do her job. I'm easily entertained, but she was so busy and made it look so easy. She whipped me up a James Bond special and did it hit the spot. They finally called me, and I got fed at last. The food was very good, my steak was rare as ordered, but I can't remember what else I ate. Whatever it was, I ate it all. Dang that martini was good. 

Saturday morning I was up early again, and for the first time on this trip I actually ate a breakfast. I stopped in 

Lordsburg for that, then went through an antique shop (a real mess, but it had more bottles than I've ever seen in one place). Then I stopped at the rock shop to say hello. There was time for a side trip to Red Rock before heading for home. The Gila River was running nicely. It's so nice to see an actual river bed with water in it for a change. There was time to snoop around, lots of quartz pieces everywhere. It felt so good to get out of the city mess and breathe the fresh New Mexico air again. I made it home to a couple of glad to see me cats by mid-afternoon. 

All in all it was a fast-paced, fun trip, but whatever made me think I was going to do all of this in two days anyway is beyond me. Next year - just maybe - I will start planning earlier and stay longer. If only I don't change my mind again. With my life, who knows???? 
