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WHAT READERS ARE SAYING

“As a lover of hiking and LA myself, I have found my nirvana. Thank you Linda Ballou for giving us this gift.” ~Dr. Skyler Madison, The Creative Writer’s Way

“Linda Ballou’s travel writing has provided me with hours of captivated reading. I loved her book Lost Angel Walkabout which I could not put down until I finished it. Now, she blessed us with Lost Angel in Paradise and her angelic stories about hiking along the sun-splashed Californian coast from Malibu to Mendocino. I have done some of these hikes many years ago and to now read her colorful interpretation of these hikes is pure bliss!” ~Peter Steyn, Editor, Globerovers Magazine

“Lost Angel in Paradise is A GREAT tool for living in, or travel to, Los Angeles and along the beautiful Pacific coast. Linda Ballou, an experienced hiker and outdoorswoman, writes so beautifully, with lovely descriptions and photos of the amazing hikes few tourists or locals discover. Reading it, I felt that I knew she was there and she was describing each place and the many different kinds of hikes, from beach and island to mountaintops so poetically that it entices me to go!” ~Review by Bonnie Neely, Founder of Real Travel Adventures Magazine

“Now you can delight in day-tripping adventures along with adventure travel writer Linda Ballou, who’s long been known for her enticing articles about her power-packed outdoor days along the sun-splashed California coast from Malibu to Mendocino. For years, Linda’s many friends have asked her if they could come with her on these adventures, and she’s always declined. Not because she is unwilling to share, of course, but because, for Linda—as for many of us—a big part of the pleasure of the trip comes from the experience of solitary hiking. And yet, as powerful as solo trekking is, if you’re heading off to somewhere you’ve never been before, we all know it’s great to travel with a guide—especially if you’re venturing off to new places. Which is why—if you’re considering any day trips along the California Coast from Los Angeles to the Lost Coast—you can now take Linda along with you. Not in person. But the next best thing—a Kindle-formatted book with an app. (So Linda Ballou is talking to you, at your convenience, from your smart phone.)” ~Anne Holmes, CEO of The National Association of Baby Boomer Women, www.nabbw.com 
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Not All Who Wander Are Lost
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Introduction
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I have lived in California most of my life, but I am still a tourist, discovering new sweet spots along the coast—and loving it even more. I have explored hikes from Los Angeles to the Lost Coast north of Mendocino, taking in the Central and Northern Coast highlights along the way. In Lost Angel in Paradise, I take you to my favorite day hikes and beach walks along the Pacific, followed with directions to sweatband-friendly eateries close by. Days are laced with historical tidbits, notes about flora and fauna, and choice local insights. Points north of Los Angeles up to Fort Bragg include stops in Ventura, Santa Barbara, Santa Cruz, Point Reyes, Point Lobos, the Russian River, and Russian Gulch.

Nature can be our salvation from the constant stimuli in our busy world. A walk in the woods or a stroll on the sands allows our minds to digest it all. Creative ideas and solutions to problems bubble up from the deep well of the subconscious. The sensuality of nature—rhythms and sounds of rolling surf, swaying tree limbs, and more—becomes the meditation. Being quiet allows one to listen to the birds, chortling creeks, and wind voices. The Navajo actively pursue the state of harmony in nature and with society and the spirit world. It is a state they call Hozho. The great thinkers of the world have told us to “Be Here Now.” We are admonished and encouraged to be in the present, not fretting about the future, regretting the past, or longing for something that no longer exists. Hiking livens the senses and pulls us into the moment.

I reside in the middle of the largest urban preserve in the United States. The Santa Monica Mountains National Recreation area encompasses more than 150,000 acres of mountains and coastline in Ventura and Los Angeles counties. It is veined with a network of trails that traverse the mountains to the sea. Many of the outdoor days in this collection are in the Santa Monicas and are among my favorite beaches and trails. Sadly, the Woolsey Fire in 2018 scorched many of my favorite trails. I have replaced them with hikes further up the coast and made notes on the ones I believe will recover in a season. There are still many wonderful outdoor days to enjoy. I hope you will reap benefits from these wonderful walks in the paradise I call home.

I do not provide maps or specific details or directions to each trail, rather, I strive to give you an essence of the experience. There are links to online sources referenced in each piece. At the back of the book is a list of good hiking books with maps and many other hiking-related options for you to explore. 



(1) A Day In The “Bu” - Where It All Begins
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I hike the half mile around Malibu Lagoon to what is famously known as Surf Riders Beach. Barefoot surfers join me on the shade-less path, carrying their boards tucked under their arms or over their heads. Unzipped wet suits folded down on slim waists keep them halfway cool. These are real he-men, if you ask me. I wear sneakers for the trek and carry supplies of water and fruit for when I get dry.

I pass the half-submerged section of the trail where whoever oversaw the multi-million dollar redo of the lagoon did not consider high tidal action. Families pull wagons full of beach supplies: umbrellas, chairs, and food—lots and lots of food—while pushing strollers.

The beach is lined with sparsely-clad individuals from around the world. At the entrance to Malibu Lagoon State Park, I was snagged by a couple of gay caballeros from Italy who wanted their picture taken by the park sign. Their English was sketchy, but, with some animated sign language, I got the drift. Pasty-white Germans are a common sighting. Middle Eastern accents abound. There are Japanese women wearing big-brimmed hats and bandanas like the kind cowboys wear when herding cattle. Children of all ethnic origins are delirious with joy from spending a day in the sea, no matter what language their parents speak. They squeal at the top of their little lungs and run in and out of the surf, dragging diapers full of sand.

The local girls are spread out on towels, belly down, wearing bikinis that leave nothing to the imagination. They dare to bare themselves to an intense sun that crisps them like fritters on the sand. There are always co-eds snapping cell phone pictures of one another practicing coquettish poses to share with their Facebook fans. Occasionally, a young man with six-pack abs and his body oiled to glistening perfection will be flexing for a photo shoot. One day, I witnessed one woman stripping flirtatiously to the camera, perhaps auditioning for an adult film. It is, after all, Malibu—home to the rich and famous and those who want to be. 

Surfers of all ages and genders fly in and out of the waves in their black wetsuits, tempting the great white sharks rumored to be heading this way. I figure there are so many of them to be mistaken as seals—natural shark food—that they will have no interest in little ole me—the solo female in a purple rash-guard, sporting three-foot fins. 

I swim in the calmer waters by the Malibu pier. Swells there can be quite strong when the tropical storms come up from Baja and send ten-foot waves curling to shore with a thunderous crescendo. I have been caught out in the monster waves and barely escaped their crashing on my head. Getting out of the water is difficult as the ocean sucks the pulsing water and everything and everyone in it back into its clutches. So far, I have been able to count the wave sets and survive. With lifeguards busy surveying all those bare bottoms, I don’t have much hope that anyone will run in to save me.

After my swim, I lay content under my umbrella, hoping to avoid dying from melanoma, and watching the surfers fight to get the perfect take-off spot. I envy them their grace and agility, and marvel that some of them have survived long enough to collect social security. Once a surfer, always a surfer? Even the gray-hairs are wiry and fit. It’s a good way to die.

The biggest challenge for me is getting a shady place to park. On those formidable-looking days, I go down Malibu Canyon Road to my favorite less-traveled beach where locals hang out and bring their dogs. It is a finable offense, but since there is no one to call them out for this transgression, all breeds are represented. They frolic wildly, tearing up and down the sand, sniffing freely of their fellows, and generally having a heck of a good time. So far, it has not been a problem for me, though I have had a few interlopers come to my marked-out territory on the sand to shake themselves vigorously, sending spray my way. 

Summer in the “Bu” is busy for good reason. The water is a deep aquamarine with foaming white ribbons rolling along the shore. The temp is invigorating and it is hard to stay away, so I am heading back today. Not sure what I’ll find, but it is always a heady way to while away an afternoon.

Malibu Lagoon State Beach 



(2) Adamson House - Malibu - Where The Surf Speaks Loudly
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There is a sign posted that says, “Malibu Lagoon Museum,” but the fast-moving traffic on Pacific Coast Highway does not encourage one to stop and explore the Adamson House behind the block wall covered in honeysuckle and bougainvillea. The Spanish hacienda, built in the ‘20s, was originally the beach home of the first family of Malibu. It rests on thirteen prime coastal acres overlooking Surf Riders Beach. Mrs. Adamson was the daughter of feisty Mae Rindge who once owned land from Topanga Canyon to the Ventura County line.
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