
SAN LUIS OBISPO 

 
This lovely water feature is an image of the Chumash people who inhabited the area around San Luis Obispo Mission 

before the conquistadors arrived.  The art sculpture to the right is homage to their pictographs. 

There is a lovely little creek running right along the edge of the Mission and crossing through town.  Firstly, I noticed that 
there was a warning sign that because of low water bacteria levels were high in the creek.  Then I spotted a man bathing 
in the stream – the same thing happened in Golden?  I was curious about the traveling men that I kept meeting.    They  

 

didn’t seem homeless but they had backpacks.  Some seemed a 
little world weary as though they may be veterans or possibly have 
a mental illness.  Certainly, in an agricultural area such as this there 
are often workers who go from farm to farm.  The creek looked 
incredibly clear and pretty despite the increased bacteria. I didn’t 
see any trout or stickleback. 



We had traveled to San Luis Obispo via LAX and I was enchanted by the tiny turbo-prop plane that we flew in. 

 
The flight attendant had to move us all over the plane to get the weight distribution correct.  Just as well the panicked 
lady wasn’t on this flight…  I ended up chatting to a charming man, Tom, who had a coffee business.  He was half 
Icelandic which fascinated me so we had lots of fun talking about our ancestors.  San Luis Obispo was warm, sunny and 
beautiful.  Our hotel was on the outskirts of town close to Laguna Lake which I explored later.  A. was working so as soon 
as I had dropped off the bags, I set off to the town via the local bus.  It was a hoot – there was a traveling man with a 
lovely Pit-bull mix dog, senior citizens and college students from California Poly.  I admired the dog – who was his 
‘girlfriend’, and then we chatted to our neighbors – an elderly lady at the back said, sotto voce, “she’s got a funny 
accent”.  Two male students got on and one of them had forgotten his wallet.  His friend said, “Dude, I’ll get it” but he 
didn’t have enough change.  I was ready to pay the dollar fare but the boy jumped off the bus.  The driver slowed down 
alongside him and said, “Just get on”.  Hands down, this was the friendliest place I have visited in California and I fell in 
love instantly.  I went straight to the Mission and the inside of the chapel was simple and beautiful.

 



I haven’t seen a chapel quite like this before.  It was mostly painted white, with a dark wood ceiling and this exquisite 
floral hand-painted border with blue jays.  As much as I admire the art in ornate churches or mosques, I personally 
prefer the simplicity of this chapel.  Perhaps there is a Calvinist in my background?  I do have an ancestor from Alsace 
who was a missionary.  The Mission was in the center of this relatively small town and there was a good range of unique 
boutiques and restaurants.  You know from my moniker that I like to chat but this place had me beat.  I couldn’t get out 
of shops because the sales staff was so chatty and nice.  One lady told me all about her unique Croatian ethnicity: 
another was Polish with a better accent than mine!  On two different days I had lunch at a fancy little bistro on the creek 
and then in an Italian restaurant with a covered patio. 

NOVA RESTAURANT AND BAR     BUONA TAVOLA 

I was fascinated that both restaurants had conserved the large trees – it is so lovely to have nature preserved.  The food 
was good at both too.  I had some fun at Nova Restaurant with the handsome young waiter.  He asked me if I wanted a 
half or full glass of wine.  I looked at him incredulously and said, “a full one, please”.  When it came I laughed and said, “I 
can tell I am not in Texas anymore because this looks like a half glass!”  He laughed too but it did taste nice. 

 

Pan on the left, History Center in 
the middle which was originally a 
Carnegie Library. Worrisome sign 
below 



 

 
 

Art Museum of San Luis Obispo, above.  A view from Monterrey Street with the hills 
in the background, below.  To the right a cross with Saint Luis Obispo outside the 
Mission. 



Our hotel was on the outskirts of the city surrounded by a modern shopping area.  It was just after Christmas so I 
wandered through a very quiet Forever 21 – or Forever 51, as I call it.  When we moved here, I was perplexed but the 
junior and regular woman’s clothes.  In the UK, you just wear whatever you want, within reason.  I am slim with a petite 
frame so usually junior clothes fit me well.  I am determined to age disgracefully and my skirts get shorter with each 
decade… I couldn’t see Lake Laguna from our hotel but I knew it was close so just asked for directions and sauntered off.  
By the time I got there, I was unsure if I could manage the walk back as it was further than I thought and very hot. 

LAGUNA LAKE – the view was worth it 

The long term drought had badly affected the lake just recently and I read an article that said that the smell of the dying 
fish was causing multiple complaints. There was a silver lining, as it was the invasive Carp species that was dying.  The 
local council took a sensible but smelly route and let the local wildlife eat up the rotting fish and nature took care of the 
problem.  There had been so much rain before our visit that it smelt good and looked healthy.  I did find a carp skeleton 
and loved the assortment of Californian conifers. Can you imagine how much fun the critters had eating the carp? 

 



I had accompanied my better half on this trip because he was teaching some Arabic students (and also going to 
California!)  From our years in Cairo I have some basic Arabic phrases and had fun putting everyone at ease on the first 
evening telling funny stories about our time in Egypt.  Having lived in a conservative country, I was careful to wear 
modest clothing so as not to offend.  One of the young men was in the next room to us and one evening I ordered room 
service as I was tired.  I thought he had gone to dinner and I put the tray outside our door, bending right over in a very 
short nightdress without realizing he was coming out of his room.  He saw a lot more of his teacher’s wife’s butt than he 
should have and I swear he was trying to hide in the wallpaper to avoid my eyes!  It was funny, in retrospect, but no 
harm was intended. Actually, I have quite a nice butt for my age…. 

 
Finally, this old VW van made me laugh.  It is the first place in California that I felt really at home in.  I loved all the 
friendly, chatty people and I think it was less busy than other places because it is not on the coast.  My husband, 
unfortunately, is a geologist so he is never going to move to an earthquake area with the possibility of the BIG ONE. 

Ah well, I doubt I could leave Texas now; it has ensnared me with its uniqueness and charm.  The next blog will really be 
from Austin downtown, unless the weather lets us down again.  

Love Kerry  


