THEAR’S GOLD IN THEM THAR HILLS
We approached the Black Hills from the north and came upon Bear Butte which is ‘laccolith’ or core of a volcano that didn’t erupt. A major landmark as it stands out for many miles. There is a new state park there which we checked out. It was too barren and uninviting so we scrapped our plans to use that as our initial base. Also by the boards went a hike up the butte. Gail was totally uninterested and outvoted me and the kids. So instead we drove into historic Deadwood, center of gold rush activities and home of Wild Bill Hickcock and Calamity Jane. We were disappointed with the town itself as it appeared to be no more than a tourist trap and so much for history. Just outside of town we let David pan for gold at a rustic spot aided by two old-timers. He managed to make a decent return on his $2.50 Investment and ended up with about six specs of gold. As much as Renee wanted she was too small to handle a fully loaded pan. 
We headed south from there and stopped in Rapid City for our supplies, Renee dubbed it Rabbit City early in the trip and it remained that to the end. We set up camp at the Blue Bell Lodge area in Custer State Park in the midst of the ponderosa pines. Black Hills comes from Sioux ‘Paha Sapa’ which means dark hills. From a distance the hills covered by the ponderosa look dark.
That first evening we joined several other families at dark in the camp’s amphitheater to watch a movie on the life of a trout. Sort of a drive-in movie without cars. First try the sound wouldn’t work and then the picture wasn’t completely focused. But the movie itself was excellent. 
Next day kids went with some others to a session with the camp attendant to learn about nature. They went on a hike and made many observations and played a variety of games intended to make them think about ecological interdependencies. Upon completion they were each awarded a certificate and badge making them Jr. Rangers. 
While the kids were being taken care of Gail and I drove to the French Creek Trail and walked it about two miles in to where there were four primitive campsites. Decided that it would be a nice place to spend a night and that the kids could make the walk easy. While at the campsites we ran into a mountain goat grazing in the grasses by the creek. 
The weather which had been nothing to write home about kept getting steadily worse during the day. So we decided to go to the nearest sights that evening and drove over to Custer. By the time we got there at 5PM it was dark and cold. I was wearing work gloves. We went to Flintstones City, mainly to quiet down Ne. She thought it was the reason we drove 700 miles. Unfortunately, due to the extreme cold we went through the place in a hurry and skipped several of the attractions. A lifesize construction of the town of Bedrock. Well done and an enjoyable theme park. We managed to get out and to the car just as the rain began. 
From there we went to see the Western Woodcarvings which is a museum of Dr. Niblack’s work. He was the one who designed the animated work at Disneyland. We felt as if his work was a three-dimensional Norman Rockwell. Pure Americana with a humorous twist. Kids loved it. And I had to marvel at the detail in each display. We spent at least an hour in there and while we were making the tour a thunderstorm raged outside. The power went off about five times adding to the excitement for the youngsters in the place. I was glad to be inside and not back at the camp. By the time we got back the rain had passed and we were able to whip up supper and get set for the night. 
