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CIR Column
The California Road Trip

A glimpse at my road trip experiences, from the on-road
entertainment to the homemade travel-friendly food.

By Alexandria Sun
Jun 2025

Long before | drove a car for the first time, | knew by heart
the exact roads and lanes to take to get from our house to
the Interstate 5. The Five, as Californians call it, stretches
throughout the west coast of the US from Mexico to Canada.
Right around this time of year, when the weather gets hot
and school lets out, my parents would pack me and my
siblings into our mini-van and we would set off towards the

Different views of the road from the front seat

Five for one of the many road trips of my childhood. of the car. Above: Highway 29, near Joe’s Valley
Reservoir in Utah. Below, from left to right: the

The US is a vast place. Driving 9-11 hours in one day for a massive main road in Vegas, and a typical road

road trip is common. On top of the usual difficulties of seen across California, taken in San Marcos.

wrangling children, my parents had to keep us entertained

in the car for 2-4 hours at a time. In those days, the only handheld entertainment we had between all
three of us was a single video game console. When the console’s battery ran out, | kept busy writing
and drawing in notebooks, tending to my virtual pets, or napping. | would sing along to my mother’s
Chinese folk music CDs when the radio signal cut out, but even the classics couldn’t keep me occupied
for long. Once we cycled through all of our entertainment options by lunchtime, we would start to
grow restless in our seats.

It was then that my mother would reach into her foot well for two engorged plastic bags. The crinkle
of plastic was quickly followed by the intermingling smells of my mother’s home cooking. The rich,
intoxicating aroma of the sesame oil and egg stuffed into her pan-fried chive pockets hung around the
front seat, while a savory whiff of her boiled pork and cabbage dumplings wafted to the far reaches of
the back seat. Cutting through the buffet of meaty scents was the sharp, yeasty smell of soft, risen
dough that was steamed into buns and filled with mashed red bean and a touch of brown sugar. You
never went hungry in our family’s adventure vehicle.

My father would pull into a rest area, a parking lot along the highway with little else besides a
bathroom (for the humans) and a lawn (for the dogs) for us to eat. After a good stretch, a short walk,
and a quick refuel with home-cooked sustenance, we set out on the road again. By nightfall, we would
finally arrive at our motel to rest and prepare
for our next stop at one of California’s finest
destinations: A National Park. 4

Different foods I like to eat while traveling. On the left is
the chive pocket, or jiu cai he zi, a staple of Chinese
cuisine typically made from scrambled eggs and chives,
wrapped in dough and pan-fried to a crisp. On the right,
I’'m eating a burrito purchased from a taco truck at a truck
driver rest stop. You can’t get more Californian than that!




