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Coasting
through
California

UNMISSABLE: San Francisco’s Golden Gate bridge. Right: Jane takes a break from the road on the beach at Santa Monica

M

y teenage kids
(Molly, 15, Dylan, 17)
demand something a
bit more exciting than
sand and sea from
family summer holidays
nowadays. So, given their obsession
with all things Kardashian, we decided
on California this year – a classic
American road trip along the Pacific
Coast Highway (aka Route 1) from
San Francisco to Los Angeles.
We took our time (three weeks) to
do it, but fitted so much in that I can’t
hang about now. So here we go…
San Francisco is known as America’s
most European city, possibly because
you’ll need to pack a fleece even in
late July. The mist that rolls in off
the sea and shrouds the Golden Gate
Bridge most days can sometimes
linger, but we never stayed still long
enough to get cold.
Based in the funky Hotel Zetta –
where the foyer combines games
room and bar, and is plastered with
colossal photos of John Lennon and
past guests of Alcatraz – we spent
three days hurtling around the city,
often clinging for dear life to the
famous cable cars that haul you up
and down the City’s equally famous
hills. We ate clam chowder from a
bread bowl at Fisherman’s Wharf,
we trawled the boutiques of Haight

Jane Horrocks motors
along the world’s most
famous shoreline – from the
Golden Gate to Surf City
Ashbury in search of the summer of
love, we bussed out to the Golden
Gate, and we wondered at the aquarium in Golden Gate Park.
And, fleeces on, we took the boat
trip to Alcatraz, which is not to be
missed. The brilliant audio guide that
leads you around the prison is narrated only by men who were once
guards or prisoners on the rock.
It’s an eerie and compelling tour.
After trying to distil the city into
only 72 hours, we climbed into our
SUV and headed for Route 1. It’s only
about 350 miles as the crow flies
between San Francisco and LA, but
this (mostly) coastal route is probably
well over 500 miles long as it winds
through some of California’s most
wonderful, ever-changing scenery.
Much of the highway has a 55mph
speed limit and has only one lane in
each direction – it’s time to take your

foot off the gas, relax and take it all in.
The kids said it reminded them of Dorset as we headed south past Santa Cruz
and then nipped briefly into Monterey
to dine in a seafront restaurant on the
edge of Cannery Row, the waterfront
district made famous in John Steinbeck’s novel of the same name.
At Dylan’s insistence, we took a
detour on to 17 Mile Drive, the scenic
road around the Monterey Peninsula
that leads to the world-famous Pebble
Beach golf club. He was rather dis
appointed by the condition of the
course there, but thrilled with the
state of Quail Lodge and Golf Club,
our first port of call just outside the
pretty little town of Carmel.
Even the non-golfers among us loved
our luxurious bungalow at the edge
of the course; secluded and tranquil,
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