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Moving through the verdant tunnel, neither of us said much.
“No wildflowers,” my wife observed briefly, as we were riding along a section of the Ghost Town Trail that offers a vigorous display of wildflowers in the spring.

“Yes, I know you don’t like everything to be green,” I replied. A passionate gardener, my wife works continually around our yard to maintain a wide variety of colorful blossoms all season long.
“No, the green is fine,” she responded, proving yet again that I often don’t know what my wife is thinking.

Or perhaps “feeling” is the more appropriate verb in this instance. For at that point of the ride, my sense was that both of us were feeling the same thing:
Aah!

Between my schedule of commitments and her need to heal from minor hand surgery, my wife and I hadn’t been on bicycles together for months. At that moment, we were enjoying the complete relaxation that comes from a leisurely ride along a beautifully maintained rail-trail, next to a picturesque stream, on a languid mid-summer day.
This Sunday afternoon was near-perfect: sunny enough to be bright but cloudy enough to be comfortable with the temperature in the mid-70s and no noticeable breeze. Given the day’s perfection, I wondered at the lack of other trail users.
Before too long, though, our solitude was dispelled by the sound of a woman’s voice right behind me. As I quickly moved to the right out of her way, the rider sped past with a cheery “That’s alright, I could’ve gone around.”
Not too long after that, another pair of riders passed briskly. Interpreting the look on my face, my wife asked “You are used to riding faster?”

My reply contained a touch of testosterone: “Yes. Usually I am passing people. They are not passing me.”

As our ride extended into mid-afternoon, we encountered more and more people – single riders and solitary walkers, family groups with kids riding out ahead, pairs and trios – and almost without exception they responded to us with smiles and cheerful hellos.

Now the rail-trail community always has been a pleasant group. But surveys are suggesting that a post-pandemic normal (assuming we can get there) will include more, new and different people using trails as “positive outlets” for health, wellness and safety. 
Certainly on this ride people were affirming both numbers and positiveness. For me this was tonic, much-needed.
Lately I’ve felt confused and frustrated by the dark news around our world, the direction in which the pandemic’s headed and the divisiveness that appears pervasive within our society. But on a rail-trail all of that can be left behind.
Here no masks are needed. Tribal identities have no relevancy. The pleasures of a cool, leafy corridor and all of the surrounding natural beauty are freely available to all to enjoy.
Just the simple act of bicycling, jogging or walking a trail puts us in the moment and clears out life’s clutter. Sit in a stationary chair and be mindful or meditate if you want, but my mindfulness comes from moving; my mind wanders with the view.
Trail riding is cleansing, rejuvenating. This ride brought recollections of various trail visits, made last year during the worst of the pandemic, when rejuvenation was sorely needed.

Prompted by the thought that a COVID resurgence threatens once again, I rejoiced with the reassurance that trails will remain open and therapeutic. 
While I will always choose to ride with my wife when I can, her rides tend to be shorter than those I take on my own. As we approached a “Y” intersection, I (privately hoping to extend the ride) suggested we go left, observing that we might see some mid-summer wildflowers along that trail section.
She turned right instead, toward our usual turnaround point at Eliza Furnace Station just ahead.
Aw.
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