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Challenge Day 2
Leap of Faith
Is it still considered running away from home if you’re an adult? I suppose it doesn’t matter. Whatever you call it, I just needed to get away for a bit; away from the challenge as sole caregiver for a loved one battling Alzheimer’s. Just long enough to breathe. Perhaps long enough to release some of the tightness that coursed through the fibers of my back and shoulder muscles like overloaded cargo trains chugging along winding tracks. Intense knots of angst corkscrewed at the nape of my neck as I constantly wondered if I made the best decision for her about this or that.  Exhaustion had mounted day after day from the routine of managing the outbursts, de-escalating the anger, defending against the faulty accusations, etc. Not to mention the grief and agony of seeing someone I love changed and struggling against her very essence draining away a little more each day. After several years, I felt very tired and had no idea how long the journey would be. More and more the desire grew to just get in the car and drive. 
A travel opportunity presented itself. Mom would be cared for. I honestly didn’t have the energy for trip planning. It would be a leap of faith. Where to go? What to see? Where to stay? Round and round the swirl of questions raced in my mind. Maybe Gatlinburg? I’d still love to see Lion King on Broadway. I really wanted to see the colorful falling leaves. There’s not much of that here in Florida. Several of my friends were excited that I was going to get a break.
“I’m so happy for you,” one said.
“How long do you plan to be gone?” another asked.
“When are you leaving?” queried someone else. 
 The more they asked questions I didn’t have the answers to, I saw their eyebrows raise, and the more I heard things like, “call me,” “text when you arrive,” and “let us know how you’re doing.” 
I decided to head north toward the Carolinas for leaf-peeping and figure it out as I went. There were several “things to see” that I found on the Internet. I had checked into places to stay. The first place was a small hotel across the street from a winding, tree-lined, mountain road with beautiful hues of gold, mint, auburn littering the road and parking lot. My room was small but just enough for a night of sleep and a place to hold my bags while I discovered Chimney Rock Park and other sites. At the end of the day I rested, checked on Mom again and in the morning I journeyed on. Thank goodness for GPS. I really didn’t have much of a plan except to drive and see things. I trusted my friends from church visited Mom as promised.
I explored a military museum with the name Webb, like me. It was chocked full of olive drab, uniforms, weapons, photos, stories, etc from back in time. Then I found a great little pizza place with the kind of flavor that makes you want to travel back just for that. 
Eventually I headed towards home. At one point I literally ran out of road. I was truly unsure if I was on the correct path after I lost the GPS signal. Thankfully I had taken photos of the GPS route to refer to in case of that exact circumstance. The pavement disappeared. The blacktop disappeared. The road turned to dirt. The “road,” if you can call it that, shrunk more and more. Finally, I saw a handwritten little wooden sign on a post that indicated I was at least still in the land of humanity. Eventually, gravel returned, blacktop returned, and cement returned. I even saw a bridged stream along the road now. The small white caps contrasted against the dark rush of the water. I was relieved and enjoyed the rest of the journey until I heard the GPS say continue straight for 295 miles or something like that. 
“Did it say 295 miles?” I wondered as I tapped the screen to see the overview of the map. “That’s straight all right.”
There were no more winding roads, leaf-peeping or interesting stops, but I still enjoyed the hue of the blue skies dotted with fluffy white clouds and stopped at a travel plaza to stretch. Despite the uncertainty of the trip, I’d taken a leap of faith, run away, had a little rest and adventure and returned for care-giving.
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