Talented Traveler 

by

Eyes Right

Vienna, VA   -  There are not a lot of today’s youngsters named Woodrow.  I taught one Physics about 6 years ago.  He was a good student, and he earned average grades.  What I remembered most about him was his personality and his keen sense of curiosity.  What I did not recall was that his first name was Woodrow, because from the first day of class, he insisted that he be called “Pack.”  

Recently someone knocked on my front door on a late summer afternoon.  When I opened the door, I saw a rugged, long-haired man in his early to mid-20’s.  He greeted my look of non-recognition with “Hi! Remember me?  I’m Pack Landfair.”  

I quickly recovered and replied, “Sure, I remember you.  You went to the University of Texas.  How did that go?”

So we talked for about 30 minutes, and Pack filled me in on his life after high school.  He completed college in four years, but found that he really did not have a particular profession he wanted to enter immediately. So he sold all of his belongings, including an old car, and bought a motorcycle, even though he had never been on one.  His plan was to tour the 48 continental states on the bike, and to see America first hand.  He also told me that he now goes by his given name, Woodrow.

Woodrow had completed his year-long journey just a few weeks before visiting me.  It had been a liberating, and life-altering experience.  His purpose in stopping by my house was to invite me to a performance he was giving at the Barns at Wolftrap in nearby Vienna.  I told him I would attend.

The theater at the Barns was packed (so to speak) the Sunday evening of his performance.  The show consisted of Woodrow relating to the audience stories about experiences during his journey across the United States.  He lived in homeless shelters, worked in kitchens, did manual labor, and spent nearly two months in New Orleans assisting in the recovery there following Hurricane Katrina.  Along the way he met a predictably wild assortment of characters, and found himself several times in rather dangerous circumstances.  His stories alternated between humor and a keen insight into personalities and events, some not particularly pleasant.  

For example, while working in the New Orleans relief effort, he found that a disturbingly high number of fellow volunteers were essentially young drifters from around the nation who had serious drug addictions.  Also, while in the lower 9th Ward of New Orleans, he gained a deep appreciation of the absolute poverty in much of the city and the accompanying hopelessness associated with that condition.  

As a more than average-looking young man, he naturally attracted many women who became fascinated with his journey.  Some of his more humorous stories involved the outcomes of those encounters.  As Woodrow recalled one such meeting, “I should’ve known I was in trouble the minute I saw her.  Long tan legs, thick dark hair, and a wedding ring sparkling on her finger…”
Woodrow’s performance was a huge success at the Barns.  He is currently writing several books and will be doing further performances in his new profession as “story teller.”  He now plans to travel to the West Coast, complete his novels, and then travel to the Far East to conduct a similar adventure.   

During the drive home from the Barns, I found myself smiling at the sense of adventure of this young man.  Instead of simply finishing college and heading into some mundane area of the workforce, Woodrow is following in the footsteps of generations of explorers and thinkers.  Now that is a true education.  
If you want to participate in this journey, go to his website at www.woodrowlandfair.com 

I thought you might like to know.
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