                                     GOING PLACES

Lots of people are going places this morning via the skies over Ashe County, NC. Ginny the cat seems fascinated by the white streaks across the clear blue, ignoring the birds in my office window in favor of watching the moving lines across the sky. I have no idea what weather or winds or air traffic control in Charlotte, or Roanoke, or wherever, is causing all of this activity. 


I can tell you this much: I want to be on one of these planes. Bad.

My bathroom reading right now is the Wilderness Travel Journey Book. It's a fabulous full-color fantasy of a thing that includes my wildest hiking trip dreams.  I have marked my fondest travel desires with little colored page flags - the kind you can pick up and move if you need to.  Hey - I might change my mind some morning.

Here are my selections of late, in no order of preference:  the South Island of New Zealand, including sea kayaking and part of the Routeburn Track; the Dolomites in Italy; Greece with a finale hike up Mt. Olympus; a Mont Blanc trek where the trail goes through Italy, France and Switzerland.  Oh man.

All I need to make a perfect trip is a few things, really.  The further the distance from home the better; it feels more special if it’s far away.  My husband is less inclined to check messages or feel like he has to work, the further from home we go.  Bonus points are awarded for destinations with no possible cell phone coverage.  A chance to be out hiking, on well-marked trails is key.  I like adventure but not the kind where you end up sleeping on the ground eating crumbled granola bars for dinner.    

Give me a famous trail like the Routeburn, during an off-season time of the year.  I go for fewer tourists around, but I don’t want to get lost either.  And it can be challenging hiking -- just not technical.  My rule is this:  if you need ropes, or crampons, or ice axes, you don’t need me!  An area that’s historic in some way makes for a good trip, too. A hike up Mt. Olympus?  Bingo.   A place I can study, learn about its history, and check out the more obscure sites in person really makes it good. 

Those jet trails across the sky are getting fatter and fluffier now.  Soon they will dissipate and appear as parts of plain-old clouds.


                                      STAYING HOME

Given her druthers, she’d probably just rather stay home.  And, really, you can hardly blame her.  It’s a home full of the bits and pieces of her kind of travel – a home full of her kind of adventures.  

Every room contains a story.  Pieces of furniture and swatches of fabric make up journeys.  That cabinet in the kitchen?  She got a steal on that one.  It was a bitch for her husband to get it loaded up though…it’s heavier than you’d think…and awkward.  It needed a re-refinishing job, too, to make it right.  Many magazine picture ideas and a couple of experiments in color and texture were involved.  But now, poof, there it is.  It’s a perfect match for its surroundings in her kitchen.

And, the kitchen is another adventure in itself.  If you get to go there, go hungry.  And for pity’s sake, don’t forget to save room for desert.

If you’re lucky, it might be cherry pie.

You see cherry pie is her son’s favorite.  So, she’s made a master adventure of the good old cherry pie.  And you can trust me - I know my cherry pie.   I once lived in Traverse City, Michigan.  That’s the largest cherry-producing area of the United States.  It’s the home of the National Cherry Festival.  People are freaking serious about their cherry pie there.  Really serious.  Once, when I made a car trip up there, I even brought back a cherry pie for her from my favorite pie maker in Traverse City:  Grand Traverse Pie Company.   I swear it’s almost worth driving instead of flying so you can bring pie back with you.

But really, any dessert she makes is going to be yum.  The real challenge is not making a pig out of yourself before it’s time.  That, and trying to reciprocate.  Because whatever I could make would be somehow less richly flavored, smaller in taste, and not nearly as satisfying.  Maybe it’s all the butter?  Ha.  Would that it were that simple.

I don’t know.  But if you do get to see the house of its own adventures and eat dinner there, you will probably at some point wonder why her husband isn’t a big fat pig.

Here’s the secret:  he has to load up and carry in and arrange all the adventures…

