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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul . . . 


“Here’s an eclectic collection of true stories that will make seasoned travelers smile in recognition and infrequent travelers want to head out and discover their own path.”


Rudy Maxa 


original host of public radio’s “Savvy Traveler” and host of the public television series, “Smart Travels in Europe and Asia” 


“As this book wonderfully demonstrates, once we embrace the concept of travel as a form of release, we are then open to embrace one of the most essential components of travel—that it is the most powerful force to tear down walls, circumvent arbitrary borders and destroy stereotypes—all the necessary ingredients we need to build bridges to peace.”


Peter Greenberg 
travel editor, NBC’s Today Show 
chief correspondent, the Travel Channel 


“The perfect prescription for the frequent flyer. Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul reminded me that as a business traveler I’m not out here alone and despite the trials of travel, there is so much to be thankful for. Don’t leave home without it!”


Randy Peterson 
editor and publisher, InsideFlyer magazine 


“I love a good story, and when the stories happen to revolve around one of my passions in life—the freedom of hitting the open road in anticipation of discovery, what’s around the next bend—so much the better. Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will both inspire and enlighten those who travel the highways and byways, as well as those who travel without leaving their favorite armchair.”


D. H. (Jeff) Jefcoat 
president, Family Motor Coach Association 


“This book is much-needed comfort food for all travelers, and especially the frequent flier. It’s an inspiring reminder of the opportunities travel affords us to find life-changing experiences, even in the most unlikely places.”


Wendy Perrin
Conde Nast Traveler magazine
author, Wendy Perrin’s Secrets 
Every Smart Traveler Should Know 


“Like travel itself, this book gives us the opportunity to share experiences of other cultures and helps to promote international peace and understanding.”


Jean-Claude Baumagarten 
president, World Travel and Tourism Council 


“Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will inspire you to hit the road and create your own family adventures brimming with special memories!”


Deb Cornick 
publisher, Have Children Will Travel 


“Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul reveals the very essence of travel’s countless wonders, inspiring readers to come aboard and explore the job of cruising the open sea.”


Jim Godsman 
Cruise Lines International Association 


“This magnificent collection of inspiring stories opens your eyes to one of travel’s greatest joys—to see the world in its many wondrous expressions.”


Brian Tracy 
bestselling author, Focal Point and leading authority
 on human potential and personal effectiveness 


“If you thought that travel must necessarily be a difficult experience, Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will set you straight. Read the stories—then ‘Go thou and do likewise’.”


Ed Perkins 
nationally syndicated travel columnist
 former editor, Consumer Reports Travel Letter 


“Wander the byways, explore the back roads, and surrender to a series of uncommon adventures off the beaten path—Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will show you how.”


Myrna Oakley 
author, Off the Beaten Path series (Globe Pequot Press) 
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Introduction 


Stories, if they become alive in the mind of the listener, wrap themselves around the journey like arms and legs, holding the traveler within their embrace, carrying her along.


Irene Guilford 


Travel is one of our most precious freedoms. From a young age, we are drawn to captivating and faraway places. The impetus to stretch our horizons, to go around the next bend, to meet new people and search out uncharted lands, is powerful and inviting. Today, travel is faster than ever before; in the space of one or two days, we can be almost anywhere in the world. And yet, regardless of our destination, it is ultimately the journey that is the source of our most treasured tales and the wellspring of Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul.


Be it a romantic weekend getaway, a hurried business trip, or an extended overseas adventure, travel provides us with immeasurable opportunities to enhance, enrich and expand our lives. Our senses are bombarded by the new and the unfamiliar. We encounter a myriad of novel customs, fresh faces and magical moments that transform the way we think and how we feel. We face an array of challenges that test our deepest-held beliefs, and in the process, we learn more about who we are and who we can be.


We learn not to fear the unknown but to savor its many surprises. We learn to live less in our heads and more in our hearts. We form friendships, fall in love, cherish the hospitality of people we’ve only just met, and find ways to make a real difference in our world.


We learn to trust the untraveled path, to revel in our wanderlust and to nurture our intrepid soul.


We begin to view our electronic tickets as opportunities for greater understanding and personal growth, precious passports to a richer and deeper connection with our fellow human beings—a path to peace.


Over the course of the last three years, we have heard from thousands of travelers wishing to share their own unique perspective of travel’s boundless possibilities. We hope that the selections found in Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will take you on an unforgettable and heartwarming voyage of adventure, inspiration and insight.


Whether you’re just contemplating some time off or already on your way, Chicken Soup for the Traveler’s Soul will inspire you to exercise your freedom to travel, to appreciate the very best the road has to offer and to view life in a bold and refreshing light.


In the words of St. Augustine, “The world is a book, and those who do not travel, read only a page.”






1 

LIVING
 YOUR DREAM 


Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it. Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.


Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 






We Almost Did That 


Most of us have dreamed, if just for a moment, of chucking life’s encumbrances and wandering free through exotic ports of mystery and magic.


Theodorea Nelson and Andrea Gross 


When my wife Peggy and I quit our jobs to go teach in Lima, Peru, we heard many comments and questions about our plans. One phrase, repeated often, haunted me.


Most of our colleagues and friends simply thought we were crazy. “But you have a perfectly good job right here,” they said. “Maybe you lost something down there and need to go get it, but I don’t.” “Do you know how to speak Peruvian?”


Yet, after the surprise settled in and the jokes about our mental stability ceased, we heard the other comment. It came in several variations, and it wasn’t so much the wording, but the frequency of the remark and its emotion that troubled us. It went something like, “We almost applied to teach overseas a few years ago.” “We almost took a trip to South America once.” “We almost quit our jobs and traveled.”


When we heard this and sensed the lingering regret hidden behind the words, Peggy and I knew what we were doing was right.


We spent hours studying maps of Peru, Ecuador, Bolivia and other South American nations. Books about Bolivar, Sucre and Von Humboldt introduced us to the personalities who had left their mark on the land of the Incas. Descriptions in travel guides launched us on dreams of traveling to the Atacama Desert, Amazon River and Andes Mountains.


In Lima, we got off the plane and rode in a school bus through the Pueblos Jovenes. These “Young Villages”—a euphemism for the miles of cardboard-shack slums housing some of the poorest people on Earth—were our first impression of how tough life was going to be.


For over a year, we boiled every drop of water we drank. We were regularly troubled with upset stomachs and were constantly aware of what we were eating. We struggled to learn Spanish and to find our way around in a city of 7 million, where half the population lives without electricity or running water. Beggars grabbed our arms, and once, four robbers jumped us in the town square in Huancayo.


We dodged rats in the streets during early morning jogs and squared off against a pack of dogs that trapped us at the edge of the cliffs overlooking the Pacific Ocean. When members of the terrorist group Sendero Luminoso, “The Shining Path,” bombed the power lines to the city every month or so, we spent candlelit nights writing letters to friends and family. When nauseating earthquakes racked our apartment, we huddled in the doorway, listening to the prayers screamed in Spanish outside.


But we also slept in ancient ruins while hiking the Inca Trail, finishing the eight-day trek by looking down on the lost city of Machu Picchu. We climbed mountains and jumbled glaciers in the Cordillera Blanca near the 22,205-foot Huascaran massif. We soaked in natural hot springs in the Ecuadorean village of Banos, where the hostel owner treated us like her own children, bringing us a pitcher of hot chocolate every evening and recounting the history of her country.


Waving white handkerchiefs, we cheered the matadors and banderilleros at bullfights at the Plaza de Acho, the oldest bullring in the Americas. We went deep into the Amazon jungle, where we swung on vines, gazed at giant spiders and ants, hiked trails through the dense undergrowth of the rain forest, and paddled a dugout canoe on tributaries of the Amazon River.


We decided against a second year in Lima when we realized that if we traveled around South America from Christmas to March and then headed north of the equator, we could have two consecutive summers.


With our savings account converted into traveler’s checks, we journeyed on trains and buses for three months, staying in dollar-a-night hotels or with friends we met along the way. Crossing the sands of the driest desert in the world, we bounced along inside an old school bus, chatting for hours in both Spanish and English to a Chilean businessman about the joy of learning to speak, read and think in a new language. As we sipped platano con leche (bananas with milk) at a sidewalk cafe in Montevideo, Uruguay, a young boy approached asking for help with his English homework. I’m sure his teacher was quite impressed with his paper the next day. On the border between Argentina and Brazil, we spent two days admiring the cascades at Iguacu Falls before reaching Rio de Janeiro in March.


A cheap charter flight sent us across the ocean from Rio to Geneva, Switzerland, where a German climbing friend picked us up and helped us buy a car, a used French Peugeot, for eight hundred dollars. We drove for five months throughout Europe, camping out in the Black Forest, Lake District and Alps and walking miles in Paris, Amsterdam, Brussels, Berlin, Munich, Salzburg, Rome and Venice.


After eighteen months overseas, we arrived home with no money. In fact, we were in debt.


But our riches include a shelf of ragged guidebooks, a trunk of well-worn maps, two minds filled with memories and no urge to say, “We almost did that.”


Steve Gardiner 






A Boy’s Bike 


Travel has been my comrade, adventure my inspiration, accomplishment my recompense.


Charlotte Cameron 


I grew up in the small town of Cazenovia located smack in the middle of New York state. At thirteen, I met Ruth, a girl with a personality like an unbroken mare, wild and unpredictable. We became fast friends.


Ruth had a way of convincing me to do things I normally would not do. For example, when my parents were going to buy me a new bicycle, I had planned to get a regular girl’s bike, the one without the top crossbar. Ruth suggested a boy’s bike instead. I was scared of that horribly high top bar. I just knew I’d fall flat on my face trying to get my leg over it. Ruth convinced me I could do it, and soon a blue ten-speed boy’s bike became my pride and joy.


Ruth and I rode our ten-speeds everywhere—around town, around the lake, into the hills, and over to Syracuse and back. We even bought saddlebags and racks so we could carry gear for overnight trips. For us, there was no greater pleasure than climbing on our bikes and heading off for a twenty-mile jaunt.


One day I heard a story about a group who had ridden from Buffalo to Albany, along the old Erie Canal tow path. The idea of a long-distance bicycle trip captured my imagination. So it was I who talked Ruth into doing something— a five-day tour to Buffalo and back, halfway across the state. We could stay with my grandparents in Rochester and Buffalo.


Plans were made. We got maps, put together gear and set the date. We were all ready for our trip when, suddenly, Ruth’s parents told her she couldn’t go. So ended our bike tour before it began.


Grudgingly, I accepted that we were not going on our long-distance bike tour, but in the back of my mind I knew that someday I would.


Years later I got married, moved to San Diego, and had a successful career, a nice car and a wonderful house— everything the yuppie could ever desire. I convinced Brian, my husband, to buy a ten-speed bike, and most Saturday mornings we would go riding somewhere out in the country.


It wasn’t too long before memories of that aborted bike trip returned, and my yearning to do it grew. But this time, my ambitions were much higher, a coast-to-coast ride. So one day I said to Brian, “Somehow all this riding doesn’t seem worthwhile unless we’re going somewhere. What would you think about riding cross-country?”


I couldn’t believe it when Brian said, without hesitation, “Sure.”


Soon we were selecting routes, buying new bikes, borrowing equipment, arranging time off from work, and training, training, training. We were excited, yet at the same time, we were somewhat apprehensive.


How would we do? Could we handle sitting on the seat of a bicycle day after day, mile after mile? Would we get injured or sick? Could we tolerate whatever Mother Nature could throw at us? What about those infamous headwinds of the plains? Would they force us to quit? Is two months long enough? And would we still be talking to each other at the end?


On August 5, 1988, after months of preparation, we turned our first pedal and our journey of four thousand miles began with just one push.


Two months later, on October 2, we arrived in Bar Harbor, Maine—safe, pooped and still very much in love. In fact, on that first day out of Bellingham, while riding on a quiet road along the Skagit River, Brian had made a prediction: “This could be addictive.” And it was.


By the time we reached Bar Harbor, we were hooked. As we pushed our bikes down to the water’s edge to dip the wheels in the Atlantic Ocean, I kept repeating, “I wish we could take a week rest and then keep on going.” Jobs, a new house, car payments and one cat awaited us in San Diego. We had to go back. But a new dream had begun to form for both of us—a worldwide bike journey.


For the next eight years, we continued taking short bicycle trips, a few weeks each year. Yet our dream of a worldwide bike tour persisted. We knew that riding around the world at a pace that would allow us to explore would take many years.


Could we gather the money to allow us this amount of time? How much would it take? While bicycling can be cheap—basic food and camping is about all that’s required—it does take some capital. So we started saving.


We sold our house, all our furniture and our cars— almost everything we owned. It was heart-wrenching. We gave away or sold everything that had defined our lives for nearly fifteen years. But we had our goal: We knew what we wanted to do and that kept us going.


I often felt frustrated, angry and depressed, questioning if we would ever be able to do it. I had heard that if you have a goal, you need to place some item that represents that goal, in a place where you see it each and every day. Otherwise it can easily get lost in the shuffle of day-to-day life. So, in my office, right in front of me, I hung a poster of a bike tourist riding up the Going-to-the-Sun Highway in Glacier National Park. This poster was my reminder. I’d look at it, say to myself, Soon. It’s not far off, regain my composure and get back to the job at hand.


On August 3, 1995, in sweltering heat just outside Denver, Colorado, we climbed aboard our loaded bicycles and took off on a journey around the world.


Two years later, on October 9, 1997, after riding through Mexico, Belize and Guatemala, and up the east coast, we rode into the small town of Cazenovia, New York.


There, after so many years, I pulled up at Ruth’s house, on my “boy’s bike.”


As I walked up to the door, I recounted all the miles I had clocked since that bike trip she and I never took. I could feel tears welling up inside me as I rang the bell and awaited the familiar face of my childhood friend and the opportunity to thank her for pointing me in the right direction.


Caryl Bergeron 
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“Which direction is around the world?”


Reprinted by permission of George Crenshaw, Masters Agency.






Polar Wish 


Begin doing what you want to do now. We are not living in eternity. We have only this moment, sparkling like a star in our hand—and melting like a snowflake.


Marie Beyon Ray 


I came around the corner just in time to see that my seven-year-old son, Nick, was upset. “I’ll never get to see where polar bears live,” he cried.


Nick’s dream of seeing these magnificent animals with his own two eyes started years before, when he was just a toddler. We had gone to a neighborhood garage sale with his four-year-old sister, Jessie. Nick had found a sweet-but-old stuffed polar bear in a box of old junk selling for a quarter, and he instantly latched on to the bear. Seeing this, Jessie took out her money and proudly bought “Spot” for her little brother.


Soon, Nick had created a whole life of adventure for his newfound friend. Together, they would raid the kitchen, cover the floor with oil to slide on and play pranks on everybody in sight. But mostly, Spot’s adventures consisted of traveling with Nick along to the tundra to find his parents to take care of the polar bears.


Now things were different. Nick was in the middle of chemotherapy to treat a tumor around his optic nerve. The chemo and drugs caused mood swings and depression. Because of his illness, he missed a lot of school and no longer had time with his friends. Now Spot was his constant companion as he went for his weekly treatments. My little boy had been a model patient, but that day he hit a low point and had given up on his dream.


Then, just a few days later, we attended a Children’s Miracle Network fundraising reception and Nick’s nurse told us that he qualified for a wish. We couldn’t believe it. A representative came to our home and asked Nick what his wish would be. We all knew what he would say.


The possibility of seeing polar bears helped the months of treatment go by. The stories of Spot’s adventures grew, and we all started sharing Nick’s dream. By the day our trip began, Nick was healthy and he had the most important item in his bag—Spot.


From the moment we headed out, it seemed that everyone we met knew how important this trip was for Nick. People went out of their way to ensure his wish was perfect.


The kids were even allowed into the cockpit and got to wear the captain’s hat. In Winnipeg, the driver gave Nick and Jessie stuffed animals. The hotel manager gave us a complete tour including a ghost story. Even the hotel cook left the children with hugs. It was already the best adventure they had ever had.


The train was going to take us to Churchill, a small town on Hudson Bay. The first morning, the chef came out to greet Nick and to invite us to meet his family who happened to be riding along. We spent the day playing Monopoly with his children and were treated to special snacks that he himself prepared. The train’s engineers spent hours explaining the engine and the unusual aspects of traveling on the frozen ground. The train attendants became our best friends and explained the sights and local traditions of the towns we passed.


When we arrived, we headed out to the tundra. We saw polar bears everywhere. At one point, Nick was nose to nose with a beautiful bear who was as curious about him as he was about her. She stood on her back paws to look through the tundra buggy window, her black nose hitting the spot where Nick’s face peered out. The driver quickly named her “Suzy Doorbanger,” and she became our favorite polar bear.


The days were filled with activities. The driver and his family gave us a tour that included the history of Churchill. A local scientist spent part of his day telling Nick his polar bear adventures and shared with him what it would take to be a scientist. We met other travelers and together we found igloos, sleigh dogs and more bears. In town, we would run from one heated building to another. Each breath felt like our lungs were freezing, but Nick wanted to be outside all the time.


When we finally boarded the rail to come home, we thought our adventure was over. However, we were completely surprised when the train stopped at a small town late one night and an attendant named Sandy asked if we would mind a visitor. We were introduced to the mayor of Pas, Manitoba. He had gone out in the cold weather to present Nick with a special pin representing their town.


As we headed back to Winnipeg, Sandy even got off the train and started a snowball fight with Nick and Jessie. She told us that often, when returning home from trips, she would look out of the train to see her grandmother watching for her from her apartment balcony. That night as we pulled into town, all four of us were at the window looking for her grandmother.


Nick is eleven, and next year he’ll be considered a cancer survivor. His room is filled with posters and school reports of polar bears, and Spot still sits on his bed. He’s a bit worn and fragile now, but we’ll never forget our precious garage sale gift from God—the spark for a child’s dream that helped heal our family.


April Riggs 






To See a Volcano 


To shut our eyes is to travel.


Emily Dickinson 


My son sits across the aisle from me, his whole body beaming with anticipation. Playfully he puts on the headphones handed to him by the stewardess. He turns to me and signs, “I didn’t know there were movies on planes.”


I just smile, wanting to laugh—and cry.


Kevin is a handsome, blond, blue-eyed fourteen-year-old who has been deaf since birth. But throughout his life, I have tried to teach him not to give up. And he hasn’t, excelling in both academics and sports.


In the fall of 1997, I received a phone call from his teacher. She suspected that Kevin was having problems with his vision. We took him to the doctor and they told us that he had Usher’s syndrome. His peripheral vision will get narrower and narrower until, eventually, he will be completely blind.


“How? This can’t be true,” I cried. How could my dear, sweet son be both deaf and blind? It was incomprehensible to me.


When I was finally able to muster up enough courage, the counseling staff at his school helped me break the news to Kevin. He sat quietly, paying close attention to this diagnosis—a deaf person’s worst fear.


He is a brave young man, but from his body language, I knew that he wanted to cry. However, he made sure the tears waited. With all of his strength and smile he simply asked, “Can I please go back to class now?”


Kevin’s world was closing in on him, and I struggled against the rage and injustice of it all. A short time later, after putting some of my anger and fears of the future aside, I asked Kevin, “Before things really change, what one thing do you want to see more than anything else?”


He thought for quite a while and then said, “A volcano . . . I want to see a volcano in Hawaii.”


I choked back my tears and responded simply, “I’ll see what I can do,” all the while knowing that short of a miracle, there was no way I could take him to Hawaii.


I spoke to everyone and asked everywhere, and just when I was about to give up on Kevin’s dream, I heard about an organization that works to fulfill the wishes of chronically and critically ill children. So with great hope, I crossed my fingers and phoned them.


In a couple of weeks, we were interviewed, and three months later we were sitting on the plane bound for Honolulu.


On the morning of the big day, we climbed into a helicopter and headed toward the volcano. We were all excited. While hovering over the cinder cone, we could see the vibrant red, yellow and orange colors sluggishly moving around. We could feel the immense heat on our faces. We could smell the pungent stench of sulfur seeping in. As we hovered, I was struck not only by the volcano’s raw beauty but also by its strength, and I thought of Kevin’s strength.


Looking over at my son, there was a peaceful glow about him. I tapped him on his shoulder. I wanted him to look back so I could sign and ask him what he was feeling. He signed back, “Not now . . . if I look away, I’ll miss it.” He was right. He needed to see all he could see—now.


Kevin had an offering for Pele, the fire goddess. It was made of tea leaves, her favorite, and a symbol of good luck. He stuck out his hand and dropped his gift. Then he bowed his head and signed, “I wish she can be strong for an eruption.”


As we watched the leaves fall into the lava, the most amazing thing happened. The sluggish mixture began swirling around and started popping—a tiny eruption began before our very eyes—Pele’s gift to Kevin.


With permission from the gods, we brought some lava rock home. Every now and then, I catch Kevin sitting with the same peaceful glow he exuded in the helicopter that day. When I look a little closer, I notice the small piece of lava rock in his hand.


I pray that our journey will last forever in his mind’s eye, especially when the disease finally consumes Kevin’s eyesight. Then I’ll know that my son still sees the swirling hues of red, yellow and orange, and not just blackness.


April MacNeil 






Hitchhiking 


Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road, healthy, free, the world before me, the long brown path before me leading wherever I choose.


Walt Whitman 


When one hitchhikes, one spends long hours either waiting at a likely intersection or trudging down the road, and when I was so engaged, I found comfort in singing Caruso’s arias or in reciting the many poems I had memorized, or recalling the latest postcards I had added to my art collection.


I was in many ways the poorest boy on the road, in others the richest, and I was always happy to be on the road meeting new people, hearing new stories and seeing new landscapes.


Was it some psychic maladjustment that drove me then and later to this incessant traveling? Was it some sickness of the spirit, some malaise of the kind that follows if the body is deprived of some essential vitamin, or the mere perversity of a restless, young male?


I have never been clever enough to analyze the impetus, but I doubt that it was related to any deep-seated psychic deficiency. I’ve said that home was not exciting enough to keep me tied to it, and I had no physical possessions of any kind to hold my interest for long periods of time. Yet I was not unhappy with my family, my school or my friends.


When I was fifteen, hiking westward from Detroit with thirty-five cents in my pockets and a thousand miles from home, I was convinced that I would complete my journey safely, for I was as optimistic then with untested life before me as I was at sixty with so many challenges behind me. It seems that I was born to smile at the world, and such men do not write tragedies.


The simple fact seems to have been that once I saw that mysterious road outside my house, the eastern part leading to a dead end, the western to worlds unknown, I was determined to explore the latter.


James A. Michener 






The Jennys and the Aprils 


People travel because it teaches them things they could learn no other way.


Lance Morrow 


When my college friend Steve first asked me whether I’d be interested in putting my music career on ice to join him on a five-year expedition to attempt the first circumnavigation of the planet using only human power, my head was instantly filled with wildly romantic images: riding bicycles across the steppes of central Asia, trekking through the frozen wilderness of the Himalayas, staring into the flames of a roaring campfire after a hard day hacking our way through the Amazon jungle.


Before I signed on the dotted line, one question sprang to mind: How would we get across the big watery bits, the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans, without the assistance of the wind or a motor?


“Easy,” Steve replied, “we’ll use kayaks. All you have to do is go like this until you get to the other side.”


And with those reassuring words, he waved his arms around his head in energetic circles, mimicking the strokes of a paddling kayaker.


Clearly, neither of us had the faintest clue as to what we were getting ourselves into at that point. But, as we found ourselves reminding each other on numerous occasions from then on, not being an expert is never a good enough reason not to try.


Two years along the learning curve found us bobbing about a thousand miles from land in the equivalent of a floating broom closet. The kayak idea was given short shrift in the early planning stage, and we built a twenty-six foot wooden pedal boat named Moksha instead.


Armed with a global positioning system, some charts, a hundred days of dehydrated food, a desalinator pump to make fresh from seawater, and a total of about ten days of sea experience between us, we surrendered ourselves to the mercy of the waves.


Despite storms that drove us backwards for days at a time, narrowly missing container ships and encountering large beasts that used the underside of the boat as a scratching post, we washed up in Miami, Florida, 111 days later. Emaciated and sore, we surrendered ourselves to the mercy of the American people. Between us, we had fifty dollars, three items of clothing (the rest had washed overboard during the crossing) and one passport.


After making our way across the country, Steve and I found ourselves in San Francisco and in desperate need of funds. We gave talks to Rotary and Kiwanis clubs, bicycle club meetings and yacht clubs, signing up people for twenty dollars to have their name inscribed on Moksha’s hull.


It was at one such meeting that I met Jenny. She introduced herself after hearing my invitation for people to join us for portions of the journey, regardless of how much experience they had. The next leg was to cycle five thousand miles overland from Monterey, California, through Central America to Peru, and Jenny wanted to be a part of it.


The following day she bid farewell to Mack, her husband, bought a new bike with all the gear and turned up on the morning of our big departure.


I have two pictures of Jenny in my head—before and after.


The before picture has her standing behind her bicycle, just minutes before we set off. Her body looks stiff, face tense—eyes fixed rigidly at the camera—smile clips attached. Her clothes are spotlessly clean, the bike brandnew. She looks terrified.


The after shot is of her in a similar pose two and onehalf months later, just prior to leaving the group to travel on her own for a while.


We had just biked over one thousand miles down the California coast and kayaked one hundred miles across the Sea of Cortez in northern Mexico. In this picture, she looks filthy, her bike is trashed and most of the accompanying equipment either lost or stolen. But she is also suntanned, fifty pounds lighter and has an enormous grin on her face stretching from ear to ear. Her poise is relaxed and confident. She’s outgrown the nest and is ready to strike out on her own expedition.


Looking back on the last five years with another four to go before completing our circumnavigation, I find myself casting back to that image of Jenny—now back at school in Minnesota studying aviation mechanics—standing on that beach in Mexico.


I look again and see April, a fifth-grade teacher in her early forties, living with her family in a small, rural town in southern Colorado.


I first met April while giving a slide presentation about the trip to her class. I was in a wheelchair at the time, just weeks after having been run down by a car on a highway leading into Pueblo, Colorado, while Rollerblading across the United States. Both of my legs were smashed.


April was even more enthusiastic than her students, and seven months later, when I was looking for someone to accompany me on a bicycle for the remaining seventeen hundred miles of my trip to San Francisco, she volunteered.


“I’d really like to give it a go,” she said. “I’ve never ridden more than a mile before, and I don’t know what my family will make of it. But what kind of a mother am I if I can’t show by example to those I love how important it is to live one’s dreams?”


I jumped at the chance. I was tired of people telling Steve and I how lucky we were to do something they themselves could never do for whatever reason. But here was a person willing to risk being labeled an outcast from her local community for embracing something her soul ached to do.


Our road took us twelve thousand feet over the Rocky Mountains, mile after sweaty mile through 100-plus degree heat in Arizona and finally rising up over the Sierra Nevada mountains to come to rest on the cool shores of the mighty Pacific.


April’s return to her home town wasn’t easy. A number of people in the predominantly ranching community, including some of the parents of the kids she taught, labeled her adventure as irresponsible: “The mother of a seventeen-year-old daughter just doesn’t do that sort of thing.”


But there were those she inspired, especially her students, and in time, her daughter, to trust and follow one’s deepest desires, changing the world by example from the inside out. She proved that you don’t need to be an expert. You just need to begin.


And it really was only the beginning. For April joined me again, this time for the final leg of my Pacific crossing, from the Solomon Islands to Australia—a torturous voyage, with strong southeast winds and rough sea conditions that threw us severely off course and made pedaling conditions barely survivable.


“Seeing Australia rising above the Coral Sea, I immediately sensed its sand between my toes,” said April. “At that moment, I thought this has to be one of the most glorious feelings in all the world.”


And then there’s Eilbhe, who traveled with Steve across the United States. And Carole, and Ollie, and Theresa and Travis, and Edie, and Scott—and all the people who have been a part of the making of this expedition, and who in return have used it to get where they’re going next.


And, of course, Steve, who recently left the expedition to follow his dream of setting up a center in New Zealand for people to learn traditional skills and sustainable ways of living. The expedition served a purpose for him also: a stepping stone to get where he needs to be now.


Every journey has an end, and I certainly haven’t reached mine yet. However, my reasons for traveling now are different from those with which I started out.


Back then, I needed to escape England and I traveled to explore my soul. To identify what was most important to me and to use that as a reason to live my life.


Now, I use the expedition as an educational tool for teachers to use in the classroom and a vehicle for children all around the world to connect with each other across barriers like language, race and religion. And along the way I hope to still meet the Jennys and the Aprils, inspiring them to search for their own path, push their limits and discover where they need to go.


There’s a saying by Ursula Le Guin that helps me to keep going when the road ahead gets foggy and I lose heart: “It’s good to have an end to journey toward, but it’s the journey that matters in the end.”


Jason Lewis 






Loose Chickens 


It all started with a few loose chickens. . . .


I was a real estate agent and had gone to check out one of our listed properties. It was an egg-laying operation, a commercial facility involving thousands of caged chickens. The warehouse-like building held hundreds and hundreds of small cages, each containing two hens. The cages were so small that the chickens were unable to turn around. In front of the chickens, one conveyor belt brought feed and behind them was another belt that carried their eggs away. While the plant manager was briefing us, I noticed a dozen loose chickens and an employee following them and scattering grain.


“Do you need help catching them?” I asked.


“I’m not trying to catch these birds,” he replied. “Oh no, we let these wander around. If the caged ones can’t see a few chickens living a free life, they’ll lose hope and stop laying their eggs. Without these loose chickens, the rest will just give up and die.”


Instantly, it struck me how similar our lifestyle was to these caged birds. How many of us live our lives in cages, looking out and seeing others having the adventures, living their dreams, being free? I realized that there are two kinds of chickens: those who live in cages and those who roam freely. I wanted to be one of those loose chickens!


Within a couple of months, we wangled a year’s unpaid leave of absence from my husband Tom’s university employers, closed my small business, found someone to house sit our home, took $10,000 out of our retirement savings, bought an old VW camper-van and set off to explore Mexico and Central America.


That year stretched into two, and we decided not to return to our old jobs.


It’s been nine years now of full-time RVing, full-time exploring, full-time living. The house-sitter became a tenant who became the guy who bought our house. The camper-van turned into a twenty-five-foot trailer, which turned into a thirty-seven-foot motor home. And, a few years ago, our son Bill also became a full-time RVer—a family of loose chickens, roaming free.


Nancy Vineski 
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GETTING 
THERE 


The journey not the arrival matters.


T. S. Eliot 






Banner 


Life is already too short to waste on speed.


Edward Abbey 


The poet William Stafford once said that we are defined more by the detours and distractions in life than by the narrow road toward goals.


I like this image. But then I am a highly distractible person. Oh, I get things done and have goals like everybody else. But it is the crazy asides in a day that lead me to fruitful territory.


Like a good road trip. Ah, road trips! For this family of mine, a good road trip is one long and lazy detour after another—a saunter down back roads that eventually lead to the final destination. The lid is off time. Beyond every curve are possibilities.


A stop in the desert turns up a rattlesnake skin. The hot glimpse of a slow-moving river leads to a swimming hole. We stop at barn sales and buy the world’s juiciest peaches at local fruit stands. On tape, we listen to Greek myths that make the miles fly by. And because we are in the climate of unhurriedness, we talk.


We talk about our dreams and the best meal we ever ate. We talk about our hopes for making the majors baseball team and winning blue ribbons in the horse show. We talk about the best kind of pet to have, and the importance of kindness—“Remember the ice cream certificates from the lady we helped out of the ditch?”


But it wasn’t always this way for us. We discovered the lush side of road trips quite by accident—by detour, you could say.


My family lives in Idaho, and for years I made the nine-hour Seattle to Boise drive, and, like most people, used the fastest, shortest and easiest route possible. Especially if Greg, my husband, couldn’t join us and it was just me. Me and four noisy, restless, lively kids who hate confinement and have strong opinions about everything.


Road trips felt risky. I drove fast. Stopped only when I had to. I was disciplined, with my eyes on the road and my arm stretched and waving into the reaches of the car like some kind of crazy conductor. We ate at fast food restaurants. We stuck to the freeways. We counted the hours and miles. Road trips made us wish that we were anywhere but here. We arrived tired and cranky.


But then Banner was born.


Banner is our sheep. Our baby really—we raised him from birth. He was born and rejected by his mama only days before a planned road trip to Boise. I had two choices: Leave the lamb with Greg, who could take him to the office, feed him every two hours and remember to change the diapers; or I could take Banner to Boise. Greg made the decision for us.


And that’s how I found myself on the road with four kids, a baby lamb, five bikes, a tote full of formula and diapers, and nothing but my eternal optimism. We took the back roads to Boise out of sheer necessity. I had to stop every hour and let Banner skitter and shake out his long wobbly legs. The kids chased him and then one another, before climbing back into the car smelling fresh and breathless with the cold air.


We began to think ourselves weird in a wonderful sort of way. While the world was whizzing by, we were not. Family legends were born—“What kinda dog is that?” an elderly woman in Umatilla asked us—to be retold for years ever after. We stopped to eat in local cafés because McDonald’s are few and far between on the back roads. Instead of pushing through to Boise in one shot like always, we stayed in a small motel in Baker. This led to a long walk in the morning where we discovered a local diner that served up the best, most tender and fragrant cinnamon rolls we ever ate.
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