Taste on travels    
I grew up on a farm, on meat, potatoes and vegetables from the garden. When my first year of college was behind me, I talked a friend into going along on an epic road trip to California. Neither of us had ever been that far west. Along the way, we stopped in Colorado where I was old enough to drink alcohol legally. I had my first taste of beer, not far from the Coors factory. I remember thinking it was okay, but not all that great. I finished the first can, but passed on a second. 
Leaving Colorado, we journeyed on to California, where an aunt and uncle lived up in the Sierra Nevada foothills north of San Francisco. My friend and I traded off on the driving chores, so we had long days on the road. We were both quite tired when we made it to my relative’s house and slept hard that first night after being in cheap motels for a few nights. 
We were only going to stay for a couple of days and my aunt and uncle were wanting to show us the beautiful mountain scenery their area offered. After a light breakfast we piled into the car and took off. The roads were long and winding, and although my uncle was a careful driver, all those curves and hills took a toll on me. It was mid-afternoon by the time we stopped at a little diner for lunch, and I was desperately in need of something to stop the growling from my stomach. 
We parked right in front, walked into the diner and plopped down on stools at the counter. The lunch crowd was long gone, and we were the only customers at that hour. I was beyond hungry but knew from experience that a big lunch wouldn’t stay down when we got back in the car. The waitress informed us that since lunch was over all they had to offer was one kind of soup. We said, “Bring it” and before long she carefully set a bowl of steaming soup in front of each of us, with a few crackers in plastic packages. 
It was nice and hot, and we all began to stir our bowls to help the soup cool. As I had a cracker and spooned my soup. It was pimento soup, something I had never tasted before. When it seemed cool enough, I dipped my spoon and brought it up to my mouth. The aroma hit my nose just as I opened my mouth, and I froze. Try as I might, I couldn’t force that flavor into my mouth! I had another cracker and tried again, only to freeze as the spoon approached. 
I have often wondered how starving I would have to be to eat anything with peppers included. Pimento is said to be the mildest of the pepper family, but the taste of it will send me as far away as possible. That said, the taste of beer is a whole different story… 
