Christina Worsing

First step: forget everything you've imagined. Second step, rent a car. Los Angeles: fantastic and vast, earthen and massive. The land is home to all things conceivable, manmade and organic. The desert has always welcomed the strange fruit and brilliant colors that can’t survive in a cooler climate. Here, the people and landscape reflect each other in subtle precision. Citrus trees, eucalyptus, pomegranates and bougainvillea inhabit neighborhoods regardless of culture or income while the ambitious, the queer, the curious and the eccentric also lay their roots in this arid land. When you come, try to make it during winter when the avocados are ripe and the air is clean. The dry desert winds push over the Sierras leaving the sky filled with diffuse quite light barely casting shadows. It is a mirror to the dreamlike state of this incomparable place.

Another sunny day and with the freedom of a car and time, Los Angeles reveals that every flavor and mood will be within your reach. Urban and earthen are simultaneously possible even if 24 hours is all you have. Hike  into a mountain gorge using a century old path and find a 40 foot waterfall while still having enough daylight left to get down the mountain and across town to Venice, Malibu or Laguna Beach. Head straight to the coastal highway by shooting through downtown (taking notes along the way to come back and look at the Gehry building, the Getty, the Watts Towers or just figure out what exactly is The Museum of Jurrasic Technology), or use the blue highway switchbacks to snake your way to the sage green ocean with its lavender peaks. The ubiquitous volleyball match and drumming circle are underway out on the sand while the bikini clad rollerblading diva mama is selling her artistry from a megaphone. Everyday the energy remains on active. For the private soul, follow a nameless side road running towards the horizon and find a secluded beach populated by ramshackle bungalows. On a quite barefooted walk, look down to discover superb stones trundling in with the tide; they are silent polished gifts sent to you from ancient primordial souls.

The light is turning violet and the nightlife is inching outward. What can happen to you tonight? Will you haggle for a parking space with Farrah Fawcett? Will you see a human elevator made up of ten german body builders balancing in two parallel vertical columns as they hoist pedestrians upward toward the sky? Will ceviche touch your lips for the first time? Hip-Hop, Acid Jazz, Jungle or Marenga? Or do you debate, “Guidede tour of the universe” at Cal Tech or one-time-only cabaret hosted by Tom Waits? With every page of the LA Weekly, there are ten more possibilities. Screw it all, maybe tonight you’ll grab some russian carry-out, pick a few oranges from the tree and sit out on the patio enjoying the pulsing lights from the world below.
Jon Bush – winning entant
A tiny village on a faraway isle, Glossa is the hidden gem of Crete.

Velvety, purple skies at sunset. The bleating of young lambs being herded in for the night. Smiles and warm calls of “Yassoo!” from workers coming in from the olive harvest. These are the sensations left by the small, undiscovered village of Glossa, Crete, the stubbornly mysterious Greek island in the southernmost Mediterranean.

Tucked up into the rugged foothills of the glorious White Mountains, about 45 miles west of the bustling port town of Hania, Glossa is a truly magical place, as if a portal opened up and transported you 150 years into the past. Perched precariously along a winding dirt road, smelling of sweet fennel and wild sage, the town is a tiny cluster of ancient Greek- style villas, a patchwork of stucco and cement, painted bright white with blue trim. A place where the popular mode of transportation is still the cart-and-donkey, where an explosion of bougainvillea blooms brightly almost year round.

Along with its charming exteriors, Glossa’s people offer the travel-weary a welcome surprise: Hardy, weathered souls literally emerge from their homes to beckon you in for a coffee, a meal, even a place to sleep. Tourist traffic is rare, so a backpacking trekker is made to feel like a king or a queen, treated to the attention of practically the entire population of this remote village, really only about 45 people of all ages, who greet and pamper you with incredible hospitality and true kindness. As with many places far off the beaten trail, it’s the people that make it special.

You can expect to be plied with tasty meats, sweet candies, and strong liquor. Home made red wine and the potent drink raki are tossed back with a hearty “yammas!” Sit and enjoy a lunch of locally made sharp feta cheese, drenched in homemade olive oil, rich, strong coffee and a hardboiled egg at a small cafe. Stay for dinner and you may be considered family. Stay the night and you won’t want to leave.

You don’t speak Greek? As long as you know how to say “please” and “thank you”, you’ll be fine. The rest can be gleaned from hand gestures and facial expressions, and as Cretan peasants are a passionate people, it isn’t difficult to get what people mean. Often, that meaning is deep and heartfelt, kind and caring, and you’ll leave feeling as if you’ve truly experienced the beautifully rich soul of the Old World.

Jennifer Wilson

The Dodger Dog--the real reason to go to LA
The  perfect LA moment is not getting a glimpse of Jack Nicholson at a Lakers game or seeing Angelyne tooling along the infamous Sunset Strip in her pink Corvette. Don’t look to the miles of beautiful sandy beaches, the priceless treasures at the Getty Museum or Disneyland to fulfill your LA fantasies. The perfect LA moment is attending a home game at Dodger Stadium, sitting in great seat and stuffing your face with a hot, fresh, juicy Dodger Dog. You can find beaches and restaurants and amusement parks anywhere in the world, but there’s only one place you’ll find a delicious Dodger Dog hot dog--Los Angeles.

The Dodger Dog is the quintessential cuisine, Americana on a bun. It comes in two

sizes: Original and Super. Go for the Super. While the Original is good, it’s skinny

like an ordinary rootbeer stand footlong) there’s a level of satisfaction that can only be achieved by eating the Super. The SDD is a generous 9 inches of chewing pleasure that easily outsizes its soft bun and every bite is ioo% beef. It must be grilled Do not make the mistake of buying a SDD from a concession stand that does not post a “GRILLED” sign printed in bold red letters; otherwise, you’ll be stuck with a substandard boiled dog. I suggest you buy the dog early, the top of the first inning if possible The lines are short and the chances of getting a SDD with a steamed bun are good. Once the game is underway these beauties sell so fast the staff has trouble keeping up with demand so steaming is often bypassed.

Angelino’s will tell you the first bite of the first Dodger Dog of the season after 6 months of deprivation is a mouthful of heaven. Legend has it that if you listen closely you can hear the symphonic groan of delight from DD worshippers throughout the stadium. It’s almost ritual. Dog in hand you carefully peel back back the blue and silver foil to reveal the plump pink treasure you’ve dressed with ketchup, mustard (yellow or brown), onions or relish. When you bite into it the perfectly grilled skin pops releasing a juicy flood of flavor. You let out a moan and chew slowly to savor it. The second bite is just as good. By the third bite you’re devouring the dog. Moaning even louder you self-consciously turn to the guy next to you. He has a half-eaten dog stuffed in his face too. You each smile knowingly, teeth full of bread and meat and mustard. Before you know it you’ve

Crammed the last bite into your mouth leaving nothing hut a foil wrapper so artfully soiled with condiments Jackson Pollock would’ve been proud.

Pack your bags; the Dodger Dog is worth the trip. The ballgame’s not too bad either.

Rich Webster

It was a typical Sunday, the beginning of a new week, promising nothing more than seven days of the same old thing. I was walking down Rampart Street when I heard what sounded like a brass band.  It hit me from every direction, the soft rumbling soundtrack of New Orleans.

I followed the flow of the music across Rampart, past Louis Armstrong Park, and into the Treme, America’s oldest black neighborhood, where I came upon St. Augustine Church just as the doors swung wide, releasing the worshipers.

Two little girls in their finest Sunday dresses skipped into the middle of the street where the Zulu stood proud in their black and gold suits.

Born in the early 1900s, the Zulu Social Aid and Pleasure Club was established to ensure its dead were buried with proper respect.  On this summer Sunday, they had congregated outside the heavy oak doors of St. Augustine, holy instruments held high. 

The sun was merciless and the congregation was covered in sweat.  A young black girl handed me a cardboard Jesus fan to cool my booze-fried brain.  An old black man pounded his slick shoes on the melting tar, followed by the kick of a snare drum and the wail of a trombone.  Gold fringed black umbrellas bounced above the band, huge feathered fans swayed to the beat and a wave of wide, white smiles splashed over the crowd.

And we danced.  These people, whose lives were dominated by poverty and crime, kicked into the wild four-stepping celebration known as the second line.  It appears from nowhere, while you’re sitting on your couch watching TV, driving through the backstreets or out for a mid-day stroll.  

“Do you hear that?”

“What?”

“Listen.”

There are no announcements save for the raucous roar of the crowd and the bouncing rhythm of the brass band as it passes your home.  Heads pop out of windows, doors are thrown open and suddenly, everyone has a beer in hand.  Bystanders absorbed.  And like lemmings in heaven, we jump into it.

Elderly men and women twitched and gyrated.  College kids danced with project parents and the young professionals kicked it with the pastors and punks.  What began as a procession of 30 swelled to 300. 

We flooded Rampart, clogging traffic, and moved down Esplanade Avenue towards Decatur and the French Quarter, the heart of it all.  And the tourists had no idea what was coming.  This mad, mobile, brass-thumping, foot-stomping, multi-colored tribe.

As I moved in the middle of the crowd, dancing like a fool, embracing strangers like long lost friends, I finally understood what drew me to this ancient city on the shores of the Mississippi.  

Poverty permeates New Orleans, but in the heart of its economically ruined communities burns an indescribable passion for life that manifests itself in the second line.  

Some allow their worlds to be defined by the bottom line.  In New Orleans, we listen for the music, and move accordingly.

Rachael K Seib

According to Jules Verne, experience becomes fantastical as one journeys towards the center of the earth. 400 meters below sea level is the closest most of us will ever get to that point, but if what we find there is any indication, Verne was right.

The shores of the Dead Sea, the lowest point on earth, are eroding the fiction out of science fiction.  Despite the searing heat and the cloudless sky year round, the extra atmospheric layers of this special universe make it nearly impossible to get a sunburn.  And if there are no lifeguards on its stunning beaches, that’s because it’s impossible to drown either!  As it turns out, what keeps bathers from drowning is the same thing that kept Cleopatra looking young:  minerals.

Not just minerals, mind you; ten times more minerals than in any other body of water in the world!  It’s this high mineral content that turns every bather into a human life preserver, bobbing comically in a salt-soup in the middle of the Negev Desert. It may seem surreal, but when you’re breathing 7% more oxygen than anywhere else on earth, you’re probably doing some of the clearest thinking you’ve ever done.

Rejuvenation is the theme of this salty paradise where thousands come each year to experience the life-giving properties of Dead Sea mud. Spa-goers lathered in this pitch-black mud dot the beaches, looking like charred ghosts of the biblical cities of Sodom and Gomorrah that once stood here.  It’s said Lot’s wife was turned into a pillar of salt as she turned back for one final look at those decadent playgrounds.  Judging from the hundreds of naturally occurring salt sculptures that line the shores, many people must have since made that same mistake!

It’s easy to see why.  You, too, won’t want to leave these cryptic hills rising austerely on all sides of the desert floor.  You’ll want to stay and guess the secrets of the thousands of caves that stare, unblinking, out of the rock’s poker face.  They yielded up the Dead Sea scrolls once… one suspects only to whet the appetite.

The most formidable outcrop in this ridge is the legendary Masada. It throws two shadows across the Dead Sea plain – the shadow of its massive bulk and the shadow of its tragic past.  The climb to the summit via the notoriously treacherous Snake Path is nothing short of eerie.  Climbers attempt it in the pre-dawn glow before the desert becomes an inferno of heat.  Visitors prefer to attribute their goosebumps to the cool morning air, as opposed to anything preternatural about the site where thousands of Jewish Zealots committed suicide to avoid capture by their Roman besiegers.  

Whether it’s the ghosts, or whether it’s the bizarre natural conditions of this ancient landscape, the Dead Sea’s otherworldly appeal will leave you feeling that Life can be richly explored through an experience of the Dead.  There’s a reason why the pull of gravity is stronger here than anywhere else in the world.

Jodie Balanko
The Vietnam vet ex-psychological warfare specialist served me up a cup of coffee, but with it came the warning: “Careful, Moab will snag ya.”  

Naturally, I didn’t believe him.  After all, how could a nondescript, dusty salt bowl of a town in the bottom corner of Utah capture my heart?  I’m a world traveller -- I’ve been to some of the most beautiful places on the planet and have never had a problem saying good-bye. 

But sure enough, my 6-month road trip had come to an abrupt halt just three days into it.  And for the next 183 mornings I stepped into that coffee shop to swap Moab Adventures with my newfound friend and any of the other folk in the café who were as equally entranced, and as equally incapable of leaving as I was.  One never grew tired of discussing the crazy-making heat, rocks as red as wine, massive stone sculptures, marauding bands of thunderclouds, and chance discoveries of cave-dwellings with the spirits of the Anasazi Natives still lingering -- themselves unable to leave even after three thousand years.  

Indeed Moab had snagged me.  But it wasn’t with just its splendour…

You see, the thing about Moab, the thing that draws people to it like no place I’ve known, is that you’ve got to push yourself in order to see what it really has to offer.  Be it a “get a glimpse of your Maker” mountain bike ride, a “do you think they’ll ever find our bodies” hike through a canyon, or a “lifejackets won’t do you a bit of good” rafting trip down the Colorado River, to truly experience Moab you must challenge your body, thereby challenging your spirit.  And isn’t this why we travel?  Pushing past our comfort zone is just plain good for the soul.

However, unlike other travel challenges such as safely crossing a street in London or making it around New York City without getting mugged, Mother Nature always makes a Moab challenge more than just a sense of accomplishment -- she makes it worth your while.  There are out of this world sights you can’t see, smells you can’t smell and feelings you can’t feel unless you pay the toll of sweat, sanity and occasionally even blood.  

But don’t think you’ve got to be a world-class athlete in order to experience this magic.  Sure, Moab is a playground for the Young and Invincible, but I’ve seen more than one grandma, wearing inappropriate grandma-shoes, plodding her way up the five mile 45-degree slope to view the awe-inspiring Delicate Arch.  Moab shows no prejudice -- but also knows no favour.  When you step into the surrounding canyon lands your comfort level will be redefined.  Then again, so will your concept of what it means to be alive.

Susan Mittleman

APPLE HIGH IN ELLIJAY

“Slow Down For Apples.”

When you see that sign, you know you’ve arrived. 

Welcome to Ellijay, the Apple Capital of Georgia. 

Nestled in the foothills of the Chatahoochee National Forest in the Appalachian Mountain Range, this picturesque place is surrounded by rolling hills and forests, lakes and streams, and it’s only about an hour-and-a-half drive from Atlanta. It’s a perfect day trip destination, especially in autumn, when the air is crisp, the leaves are bursting with color, and the apple trees are dripping with fruit. 

Ellijay’s apples are the first available crop in the United States each year (before Washington State!) The harvest season begins in August and ends in December, but my favorite time to visit is October. For one thing, the annual Georgia apple festival is held the 2nd and 3rd weekends of the month, and it’s a good way to take in the flavors of the region in one place.  

It’s also a beautiful time to drive up to the mountains. Green curtains of kudzu still line the highway and seem to come alive as you speed by. The tapestry of multicolored leaves becomes more vibrant as the road eventually narrows. And the closer you get to Ellijay, the more your senses awaken with the aroma of fresh air mixed with ripening fruit.

Like wine tasting in Napa valley, apple tasting in ‘apple valley’ can be deliciously intoxicating. Most of Ellijay’s farms and apple houses are dotted along route 52, a two-lane country road that weaves in and out of the colorful landscape. This makes it easy to ‘orchard hop’ at the roadside stands at your own leisurely pace. The local sellers are friendly and helpful, and offer samples of their freshly picked apples and pressed ciders. You’ll find familiar varieties such as Fuji, Granny Smith, Red and Golden Delicious, but you’ll also get first pick at the Mutsu, Winesap, Yates and Gala apples, not often found in big city stores. They’ll tempt you with hot fried apple pies, apple fritters, apple breads, apple butter, dried apples, apple sauce loaves… not to mention the other flavors of jams, jellys and various other sundries. Give in to temptation. It’s good for you. Really! Apples are high in nutritional value and low in calories (if you’re counting.) 

If you’re wondering about the name Ellijay, it came from the Cherokee Indians, who first settled here. It means “new ground place,” or land “ready for planting,” (according to the Gilmer County Chamber of Commerce.) They were obviously on to something. Ellijay farmers now produce some 600,000 bushels of apples each year! So go on, take a bite. There’s plenty to go around. Just look for the sign, “the best apples are down yonder,” and let the road be your guide.

Lisa Nevard
Paris. The city of light. The city of love. The city of…an infamous underground sewer system? Well, maybe it’s not all romantic. But for visitors looking to find a city where the fiction meets reality, where frog legs meet the common baguette, and where 1789 meets 2002, Paris is the place to be. 

You’ve seen it on TV, read about it in your history books, and studied its culture in your art class. And can successful movie-makers really be wrong? (Nicole Kidman and Ewan McGregor fell in love there in Moulin Rouge; the Griswolds bumbled their way through in European Vacation; and hottie Matt Damon stole our hearts and kept us on the edge of our seat in The Bourne Identity. ) So, get in on the good stuff. 

From sun up to sun up, Paris could be the European “city that doesn’t sleep.” Wake up with a fresh croissant and a chocolate chaud. Then jump right into Paris’ history and culture: visualize yourself swinging from the rafters of Notre Dame with the Hunchback, attending a glamorous affair or signing a peace treaty at Versailles, or accompanying Napoleon to the Arc de Triomphe.

Getting hungry? One could feast on French breads and pastries all day, but why limit the palate when gastronomical delights await? Be brave and chow down on frogs’ legs (grenouilles), snails (escargots), pâté, and wine. And if you’re really on the trail for something very French, stop by Le Marais for a falafel so great Lenny Kravitz stops by when he’s in town, followed by the best apple strudel you’ll ever taste! 

Take a break. Have a seat next to The Thinker, Rodin’s most famous sculpture, or immerse yourself in a 360-degree view of Monet’s entrancing water lilies at l’Orangerie on the grounds of the Louvre, where the Mona Lisa waits with her coy smile. Not into the art thing? Then put your feet up in one of Paris’ multitude of sculptured gardens or face skyward for an architectural view so challenged by only a few cities in the world. The building you are looking at might be over 200 years old. 

That 200-year-old bastiment of history may only be rivaled by a modern-day work of art.  Take the Louvre, which began its reign of glory as a city fortress in 1190, and had the finishing touches -- the ultra modern glass pyramids -- added in the late 1980s. Or how about the Museé d’Orsay, an old-world train station transformed into a modern museum housing some of the worlds’ most precious Monets, Degas and van Goghs. Or, my fave, the crepe vendor in la Place de la Bastille who stands on almost the exact spot where thousands of French citizens lost their heads to the guillotine (you may be familiar with Les Miserables). 

And when you’ve had enough culture for one day, hit the one (or more) of the wild, no-holds-barred clubs and cabarets. The nightlife goes until dawn. Ooh la,la. Vive la France! 

Eve Lamborn

Kangerlussuaq, Greenland, is a small, dusty destination nestled between an ocean and an ice sheet on the western side of the world's largest island. A single paved road, the longest in Greenland at eight miles, runs through the town and down to the port. Another dirt road rumbles east ten miles to the polar ice sheet. If you want to go anywhere else, you walk. The place is kept alive solely because it is the location of Greenland's main international airport. A single hotel, a small grocery store, and a handful of eating options with limited hours will suffice, but no one comes this far, above the Arctic circle and nearly to the top of the world, for the amenities. The town itself is small and unimposing. The buildings are sparse and ugly. But it is the raw power of nature that is most tangible in this tiny town in this nearly uninhabited part of the world, home to a few hardy souls and whole lot of empty space.

The warmest temperatures of the year still require a coat and hat, and in the summer, the sun will dip behind a ridge around midnight, but it never gets dark. That leaves plenty of daylight for uninterrupted exploration without a soul to bother you. The beauty of this quiet place is that there is no one here. Once you leave the airport and its tiny cluster of civilization, there are no roads, no buildings, no trails, and no sign that any human has ever walked where you are walking, which is quite possibly because no one ever has. Musk oxen silently graze upwind from you, and caribou glide across your path. Examine the tiny buds on the spongy, knee-high tundra and discover a plant hardy enough to survive despite the unforgiving polar winters. Gaze across the rolling mountains from any vista and you will oversee a land so wild, empty, and pure that the only native sound is the rushing of the wind. That icy breeze that whips across your face and tangles your hair has just rushed off the polar ice sheet, which covers 85 percent of the island. At the very edge of the ice, a few miles from Kangerlussuaq, it crumbles apart and melts into the sea. Hike to the top of nearby Sugar Loaf Mountain for a view of the looming mass of ice, or wander all the way to the edge of the sheet to watch huge chunks of ice topple into a stream. The ice booms and groans as a warning that pieces the size of small buildings are about to break off, and when they do, the thunderous crashes echo off the hills. This isn't a national park or an official wilderness area, it's just a place where the human touch is light and people are an afterthought.
