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IT's JUsT starting to downpour when I
pullinto the parking lot of Summer Sessions
surfshop in Rye, New Hampshire. A beach
town several miles off I-95, Rye doesn’t ex-
actly court tourists—it has precisely one
inn—preferring instead to remain a place
where most everyone knows one another.
That’s not to say locals aren’t friendly to out-
siders: Rye has some of the best surfing in
New England, and a laid-back vibe to match
that lasts well into the fall, when the water
is almost warm enough to swim in.

After three long days on the road, today
is—or was—my designated beach day. My
plan was set; earlier that afternoon, I'd ig-
nored the looming clouds and pulled on my
swimsuit. I would rent a paddleboard from
Summer Sessions and walk it across the street
to Rye’s Jenness Beach. Then I'd spend an
hour sitting around with an iced coffee from
Sandpiper Café reading something mindless,
and eventually make my way to the Carriage
House for a 7 p.m. date with some oysters and
rosé. It was aloose plan, but a plan nonethe-
less—and one I’d been looking forward to.

It was also a test. Because in New Eng-
land, of course, weather-dependent plans
are never the best-laid. I would not be go-
ing paddleboarding today. But road trips are
flexible by design, and even better, at least
on this particular adventure, I had no one
to please but myself.

Beforefilling up the tank and hitting the
highway, I had asked myself: What makes a
good road trip, anyway? Fun snacks. A killer
playlist. A passenger with good stories and
a willingness to help drive. An open road.
Scenery.

That’s what convention tells us, anyway,
especially here in New England, where au-
tumn wanderlust sends us to our cars in pur-
suit of charming seaside villages and lots of
leaves to peep. But while the idea of meander-
ing your way down through the farmlands and
waterfronts of Route 1A in Massachusetts or
up New Hampshire’s mountainous Kanca-
magus Highway may seem romantic, some-
times we just want to get where we’re going,
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From top, the
Francis hotel in
Portland; a road-trip-
friendly scene from
Lincoln’s deCordova
sculpture park.
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For the Leaf Peeper

THE DEFINITIVE
VERMONT FOLIAGE TOUR

By Andrea Timpano

TOTAL ROUND-TRIP MILEAGE: 497

DAY ONE

Gas up the Subaru and order a
large latte at Dunks: You'll be
grateful for the caffeine during
the three-hour journey to Wilm-
ington, your first stop along Ver-
mont’s Scenic Route 100 Byway.
Soak up vibrant beeches and
sugar maples—and grab lunch
at DOT'’S, an old-school favor-

ite for spicy chili and blue-plate
turkey specials—before detour-
ing to HOGBACK MOUNTAIN,

where you can stretch your

legs on wooded trails. When

you’re sufficiently tuckered out,

head back to the car and drive

through foliage-friendly Dover

and Wardsboro to reach the

WINDHAM HILL INN, in West Town-

shend. Boasting guest rooms

with Green Mountain views,

it’s the ideal place to recharge Painterly autumn
before tomorrow’s adventure. leaves in Killington,
MILES TRAVELED: 164 Vermont.

DAY TWO

Rise and shine! Today’s first
order of business? Brunch at
THE BRYANT HOUSE, in Weston.
Tuck into molasses-laced
johnnycakes or gooey grilled
cheese (made with Green
Mountain State fromage, of
course) in the 19th-century din-
ing room, then walk next door
to browse locally made good-
ies (small-batch preserves,
maple-leaf candy) at the VER-
MONT COUNTRY STORE. You'll
want something sweet to nibble
on for the colorful ride through
Ludlow and Plymouth, the per-
fect spot to pick up Route 100A
for a jaunt to LONG TRAIL BREW-
ING COMPANY's riverside pub, in
Bridgewater Corners. Your final
stop—after a potential moose
sighting on the road through
Granville—is the luxe PITCHER
INN, in Warren, where Garnier-
Thiebaut linens, soaking tubs,
and a farm-to-table restau-
rant with a 500-deep wine cel-
lar await.

MILES TRAVELED: 96

DAY THREE

Make the most of your last day
with an in-room massage before
grabbing a quick bite at THREE
MOUNTAIN CAFE—the birth-
place of Green Mountain Cof-
fee Roasters—in Waitsfield.
Ready to head south? Count all
the covered bridges you see as
you make the tree-lined trek to
SNOWSHED ADVENTURE CENTER

at Killington Resort. Here, you
can test your agility on the out-
door obstacle course, traverse
the mountain with a guided ATV
tour, or soar through the airona
zipline—by far the most adven-
turous way to take in those
autumn leaves. Cap off your
voyage with a hard-earned meal
at HONEYPIE, in Jamaica, near
the junction of Routes 100 and
30. Run by the owners of the
James Beard-nominated SolLo
Farm & Table, the restaurant
serves up classic burgers, hand-
cut fries, and shakes made with
organic, locally sourced dairy—
hearty fuel for the long, wind-
ing, and unbelievably beautiful
road home.

MILES TRAVELED: 237
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and get our long weekend started already.

And sometimes, too, we just want to be
alone.

That’s where I found myselfrecently with
afew open days in my schedule and an un-
controllable urge to get in the car and drive.
My husband wasn’t free to play hooky with
me, and actually, I was okay with that. I'd
lately been making an effort to spend more
time by myself. Science says it’s good for you:
Benefits include better concentration and
productivity, lower stress levels, and fewer
dumb arguments with your partner, orso I'd
been told, all of which may help explain why,
according to Pinterest, searches for “solo
travel” are up 600 percent since last year. I
grew up an only child, so I knowhow to en-
tertain myself—at least I did at one point.

At the same time, just because I wanted
to travel alone didn’t mean I wanted to spend
all day and night alone in the car. This is how
I convinced myself that my ultimate New
England road trip would take place almost
entirely along I-95—one of the most dreaded
and least scenic roadways we’ve got. It’s not
quaint, there are no harbor views or rolling
hills, and everyone is too angry (or too glued
to their phones) to enjoy the foliage. But it
gets you from Connecticut to Maine—five
states!—in less than 200 miles, and there’s
more for drivers to do than first meets the
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eye at 65 miles per hour, in some surpris-
ingly beautiful places. As I'd inched my way
through life into my forties, I'd been working
on shifting my perspective—letting go of pre-
conceived notions, being more flexible, all of
that praiseworthy stuff—and this seemed as
good a test of that as any. Could even the most
well-traveled path be not just bearable, but
enjoyable, and even full of purpose? Over sev-
eral days, armed with nothing but an iPhone,
an L.L. Bean tote, and a trusty Prius, I decided
to answer that question.

DAY 1: MYSTIC, CONNECTICUT,
TO WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND
9 MILES

1 OFFICIALLY BEGIN myroad trip in Mys-
tic, an undeniably quaint village that spans
the two Connecticut towns of Stonington and

Groton, just south of the Rhode Island bor-
der. There are cobblestone streets, a seaport

filled with historical ships, and an aquarium
with really cute sea lions. But the overall feel
is far more modern than I remember from
the last time I was here, in the early aughts—
thisis not your grandmother’s seaside town
anymore. There’s Spicer Mansion, a former
ship captain’s summer home turned Relais &
Chateaux property with a private collection
of maritime art and antiques that could fill a
museum, and Rise, a tiny brunch spot with
counter seating and abacon, egg, and peanut-
butter sandwich the gentleman sitting next
to me describes as the reason “they make
Zantac.” (It’s actually delightful, if maybe a
little unmotivating.)

Which is fine, because this particular
Monday isn’t shaping up to be especially
stressful: Although plenty of people live here
year round (about 4,200), Mysticis the sort
of place that exudes vacation. The village

CHRISTOPHER CHURCHILL (THE DEAN, BAHARAT)



MATT KALINOWSKI (JUST L)

IWANTED TO
SEE: COULD
EVENTHE
MOST WELL-
TRAVELED
PATH BE

NOT JUST
BEARABLE, BUT
ENJOYABLE,
AND EVEN FULL
OF PURPOSE?

From left, the Dean,

a former strip club
turned boutique hotel
in Providence;

the cheerful counter at
Middle Eastern street-
food spot Baharat, in
Portland; midcentury-
modern wares at
Just L, in Littleton,
New Hampshire.

For the Treasure Hunter

THE ANTIQUES ADVENTURE

By Abby Bielagus

TOTAL ROUND-TRIP MILEAGE: 411

DAY ONE

Your sports car is perfect for
zipping around the city, but
you’ll want to consider rent-

ing a truck to accommodate the
spoils from the next three days
spent handpicking heirlooms at
New Hampshire antiques shops
from the Seacoast to the White
Mountains. The best advice for
your journey? Pace yourself.
The first stop is ANTIQUE ALLEY,
aroughly 25-mile stretch along
Route 4 packed with more than
500 dealers. Begin in Lee at LEE’S
CIRCLE ANTIQUES, a co-op with a
hodgepodge of clocks, china,
and home décor, and make your
way down the two-lane road,
popping in to favorites such as
RS BUTLER'S, if you like flipping
through records; EAGLE ANTIQUES,
for ancient artwork; and PARKER-
FRENCH, the store that reportedly
started it all. The alley ends right
outside of Concord, the state’s
handsome capital city. Settle in
for the night at the CENTENNIAL
HOTEL, an updated 19th-century
house, but not before taking
a10-minute stroll to REVIVAL
KITCHEN & BAR, where chef-owner
Corey Fletcher offers a fresh
spin on New England fare (and a
seriously good cheese platter).
MILES TRAVELED: 106

DAY TWO

In a little less than an hour’s drive
this morning, you’ll trade rural
roads for sandy shores. Today’s
travels stick to the towns around
the western edge of Lake Win-
nipesaukee: Begin by strolling
Meredith’s charming Main Street
to find stunning estate jew-

els at WAUKEWAN ANTIQUES and
arare selection of vintage lin-
ens at BONITAD. STORY ANTIQUES.
Still jonesing for more? A quick
20-minute drive along the north-
ern tip of the lake brings you to
Moultonborough, a small town

with several notable stops: SCOTT
AND DEB’S, for classic Ameri-

can wooden furniture; ANTIQUES
AT MOULTONBOROUGH, for
Depression-era glassware; and
the 1781 OLD COUNTRY STORE AND
MUSEUM, which peddles penny
candy and New Hampshire-
themed souvenirs. Ready for a
late-afternoon nap? Head north
to the SUGARHILL INN, a White
Mountains bed-and-breakfast
complete with in-room fire-
places, glorious mountain views,
and multi-course dining extrav-
aganzas made with ingredients
from the inn’s own gardens.
MILES TRAVELED: 109

DAY THREE

Not beginning the day with
breakfast at the legendary
POLLY’S PANCAKE PARLOR is like
going to Paris and never eating
a croissant. For more than 75
years, the Sugar Hill restaurant
has been serving up light, fluffy
stacks to diners willing to wait
hours for a table, so be sure

to get there early. Then enjoy

a scenic 30-minute drive up

to Lancaster for a stop at
the POTATO BARN, where the
only thing you won’t find
are potatoes. Built in 1929
for root-vegetable storage,
the rooms now feature an
array of antiques. Stand-
outs include the tool room,
chock-full of old utensils
and gadgets, and the very
vintage clothing selection.
Slowly begin your jour-
ney back home by passing
a few hours in nearby Lit-
tleton, home to one of the
best antiques shops in the
region: Curated by a for-
mer New York City stylist,
JUSTL stocks midcentury-
modern furniture you won’t
find anywhere else. And

do not leave the area with-
out a stop at SCHILLING BEER
co. for wood-fired pizza
and a growler of one of its
European-inspired brews.
Once you drain it to the
very last drop, it’ll become
its own sort of relic from
your treasure hunt.

MILES TRAVELED: 196
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downtown is compact, with a walkable main
street offering all the usual charms: an ex-
cellent wine and craft liquor shop, Universal
Package Store, where I pick up a small-batch
whiskey for a friend; quirky boutiques Mysti-
cal Toys and Trove, where I find the Scratch
& Sniff Book of Weed (also for a friend! hon-
estly); and a very good independent book-
store, Bank Square Books. I stop in for a quick
peek at the Mystic Museum of Art, which
has a small but impressive permanent col-
lection of 250-plus works from American
artists and runs a regular paint-and-par-
ty night called “Liquid Canvas” that a do-
cent tells me is especially popular with “the
young people.” She says that what residents
really love about Mystic now, though, is its
restaurant scene, and directs me to two in
particular: Grass & Bone, a hybrid butch-
er shop/counter-service restaurant, and
M/Bar, which used tobe a1950s gas station
and auto-body shop called Frank’s; now they
fix small plates and craft cocktails. ButI don’t
have time to stay for dinner—I’m on a mis-
sion to get back on the road and make it to
the seaside town of Westerly, Rhode Island,
to catch the sunset.

The truth is, I've just slept with the en-
emy, so to speak: Although Connecticut’s
and Rhode Island’s histories are similar—
both were founded by preachers during the
1630s, both were early players in the Indus-
trial Revolution—the two states actually sort
of hate each other. Rhode Islanders gener-
allyregard Nutmeggers as haughty, and they
in return see Rhode Island as pointless. “I
know it sounds harsh,” argued the late writer
Donald Dale Jackson in the Smithsonian in
2000, “but Rhode Island is too small to be a
state, and it occupies space nature intended
to be part of Connecticut.”

Rivalries aside, the first thing I notice
when I walk into Westerly’s Olympia Tea
Room—an ornately chandeliered, dark-wood
space at odds with its beachy location—is the
giant oil painting of a cat holding a black bass
that’s hanging over the bar. It’s one of several
quirky pieces by Marcia Felber, who’s owned
the Tea Room, in the town’s tony Watch Hill
section, with her husband, Jack, since 1980;
before that, it had served as a soda shop since
1916. The food is fine, but the real reason
people come here is to watch the setting sun,
which blazes over the wooden sailboats and
motor yachts nestled into the Watch Hill
Docks across the street before droppinginto
Little Narragansett Bay. Sarah Cooper, the
innkeeper at the Margin Street Inn, where
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I'm spending the night, had warned me that
Mondaynights are quiet in Westerly, but it’s
shoulder to shoulder at the Tea Room bar
and, says Devan, the bartender who makes
my negroni, reliably so. “You'd think the sun
didn’t set every night,” she says.

Unlike, say, New York City, where every-
one’s from somewhere else, pretty much ev-
eryone in Rhode Island grew up in Rhode
Island, or summered or schooled there, or
had a cousin who did. For Rhode Islanders,
six degrees of separation is often more like
two or three. A native myself, I test out the
theory on Tom, the guy seated next to me at
the bar: It takes exactly 30 seconds to figure
out who we have in common (his brother’s

best friend married my favorite childhood
babysitter). Most native Rhode Islanders
don’tleave Rhode Island unless they have to,
at which point they spend their lives figur-
ing out how to get back. The Felbers—Mar-
cia went to Bryant University—run the Tea
Room with their daughter, Georgia, who
works as the sommelier and also runs abou-
tique next door called WH20. The Margin
Street Inn, meanwhile—a bed-and-breakfast
thatopened in spring—is owned by mutual
fund investor Charles Royce, who went to
school at Brown. And here I am, whiling
away the evening alone ata bar in Westerly,
notfar from where I grew up but seemingly
aworld away.

CHRISTOPHER CHURCHILL (NORTH)




EVENROAD
WARRIORS CAN
STICK TO THEIR
WELLNESS
ROUTINE-AND
FINDALITTLE
PEACE-ALONG
THE HIGHWAY.

From left, the bar at
Providence Asian-
fusion spot North;

hiking Acadia
National Park.
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For the Off-Roader

THE ULTIMATE MAINE HIKE

By Brittany Jasnoff

TOTAL ROUND-TRIP MILEAGE: 559

DAY ONE

Up and at '’em—you’ll want to
leave Boston early to fully seize
the day. Today you’re headed
for the peaceful Midcoast
region; tomorrow you’ll be a
world away on rugged Mount
Desert Island. Your first stop?
The twin peaks of MOUNT BAT-
TIE and MOUNT MEGUNTICOOK in
Camden, where the reward for
a steep climb is brilliant pan-
oramas of Penobscot Bay and
the lush foliage surrounding it.
A short drive brings you to the
charming town center, home to
art galleries, gift shops, and a
sailboat-dotted harbor. Check
into the charming CAMDEN HAR-
BOURINN to freshen up, and
you’ll never have to leave: The
acclaimed bistro NATALIE'S is
right downstairs.

MILES TRAVELED: 189

DAY TWO

It’s time to hit the road again,
this time for a two-hour jaunt
up to Mount Desert Island,
where the fall color peaks in
early-to-mid October. Fuel up
with fresh-baked pastries at
CHASE’S DAILY, a farm-to-table
spot in Belfast, en route to your
next hike at ACADIA NATIONAL
PARK, where 120-plus miles of
trails beckon adventurers of
all stripes. Looking for a crisp,
leisurely autumn stroll? Follow
Ocean Path along the coast-
line, or walk the peaceful Jor-
dan Pond Path before enjoying
tea and popovers at the JOR-
DAN POND HOUSE, open through
October 21. In the mood for a
thrill? Ascend Beehive moun-
tain with the help of iron rungs.
Then it’s time to treat yourself
with cava and seafood paella
at local favorite HAVANA before
sailing into dreamland at the
oceanfront SALTAIR INN.

MILES TRAVELED: 79

DAY THREE

Back to Boston, but not before
navigating your trusty steed up
CADILLAC MOUNTAIN, the highest
point on the eastern coast at
more than 1,500 feet, to watch
the sun rise (beginning in Octo-
ber, it’s the very first place in
America to see aray of light).
By this point, you’ve more than
earned a decadent morning
meal—and CAFE THIS WAY, in Bar
Harbor, has plenty to indulge
in, from fluffy blueberry pan-
cakes to a Monte Cristo sand-
wich stuffed with ham, cheese,
and fried eggs. Need a break on
the long ride home? Make a pit
stop off 95 to Ogunquit, if you
please, to stroll MARGINAL WAY,
an oceanfront cliff walk with
stunning vistas of the crashing
waves below, and return home
with a fresh outlook, an empty
gas tank, and a very well-loved
pedometer.

MILES TRAVELED: 291
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DAY 2: WESTERLY, RHODE ISLAND,

DAY 3: PROVIDENCE, RHODE ISLAND,

TO PROVIDENCE, RHODE ISLAND

TO RYE, NEW HAMPSHIRE

(PIT STOP IN NORTH KINGSTOWN)

(MASSACHUSETTS PIT STOPS IN

50 MILES

LINCOLN AND NEWBURYPORT)

TO BE CLEAR: Aroad trip on 95 doesn’t
have to mean McDonald’s at overcrowded
rest stops every few hours until your jeans
pop. Even road warriors can stick to their
wellness routine—and maybe even find a
little peace—along the highway. This is on
my mind Tuesday morning, as I veer off 95
in search of a morning pick-me-up, bleary-
eyed from one too many negronis the night
before. My destination? Rhode Island Power
Yoga, a heated studio in a North Kingstown
shopping plaza, conveniently located next to
a Starbucks. Just like 95 itself, there are no
frills or pretense here, just a guaranteed way
to get you where you want to go. An hour-
long class in a room coincidentally warmed
to 95 degrees leaves me detoxed and ready
to face whatever traffic nightmare may un-
fold en route to Providence, where I'm ea-
ger to check out how the desolate down-
town I remember from my childhood has
been transformed into a trendy shopping
and eating destination.

A half-hour and two bottles of cold wa-
ter later, I'm strolling into the museum at
the Rhode Island School of Design, where
a show exploring various notions of “free-
dom” features paintings, sculpture, prints,
and photos by artists such as Robert Mangold
and Walead Beshty. The theme feels fitting
for my trip on the open road, and I spend
the afternoon wandering around, soaking
in more than 100,000 works spread across
five buildings, including pieces by Degas and
Monet. Standing there alone, I realize that
T've always enjoyed museums far more on
my own than with a companion, anyway.

Afterward, I check into my room at the
Dean, a former strip club turned 52-room
boutique hotel. Rooms are very affordable and
small, though the hotel wasn’t exactly built
for sleeping, anyway: It houses the city’s only
karaoke bar and a wildly popular in-house
Asian-fusion restaurant, North, where I find
amix of proper-looking professor types, blue-
haired twentysomethings, and your average
semi-suburbanites gathered at communal ta-
bles. I have no one to sing with and no one to
drink with, which is fine with me— I’'m more
than happy to retire to my room for an early
night after a dinner of charred bok choy and
dan dan noodles with local squid. Tomorrow,
after all, will be my longest haul yet.
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126 MILES

SOME DAYS youwanttodrive alittle and
stop a lot along the way, and some days you
want to make tracks; 95 is great for both. But
this morning, I'm just trying to lower myblood
pressure after a particularly trying few hours
on theroad (who knew that driving north out
of Providence at 8 a.m. would drop you in
standstill traffic?). By exit 28B in Massachu-
setts, I've had enough: Alone and in no rush,
Iveer off the highway for an unscheduled pit
stop atdeCordova Sculpture Park and Muse-
um in Lincoln. When it opened in 1950, the
deCordova was the only area museum to fo-
cus on living New England artists, and it has
maintained a commitment to representing
local talent, especially emerging and mid-
career artists, with a permanent collection
of 3,500 works dominated by photography.
But the real draw is the museum’s 30-acre
sculpture park, which typically contains up
to 60 large-scale modern and contemporary
works discoverable over a lovely, wooded walk.
I graba coffee in the museum’s onsite café
before hopping back into the car to carry on to
Newburyport, under an hour away and one of
the North Shore’s most accessible “destina-
tion” towns. Unlike most beach towns, New-
buryport—which with about 18,000 residents
isactually a city—doesn’tshutdown when the
weather cools off, and there’s still plenty to
do after the summer crowds diminish. Your
GPSwon’ttell you thatexitingI-95at 56 is a
prettier option than the more-traveled exit 57;
Scotland Road starts in Newbury and weaves
past farm stands selling fresh corn and sun-
flowers, and eventually leads to Newbury-
port’s dueling breweries: the new RiverWalk
Brewing Co., whose taproom regularly hosts
Saturday-morning yoga,and the Newburyport
Brewing Company, which offers live music
Thursday through Sunday. Newburyportisa
place where even locals will line up for good
food, particularly carbs—see the throngs pa-
tiently snaking around the block in pursuit of
doughnuts from the Angry Donut or bagels
from Abraham’s, both well worth the wait.
Today, though, 'm just here for an avocado
toastandiced teaat Joppa Fine Foods before
making my way to Rye Beach, where I have
an afternoon date with a paddleboard and
aroom reserved at the trendy Hotel Ports-
mouth nearby. (Continued on page 158)
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PHOTO COURTESY OF NEWPORT VINEYARDS

THE GENERAL
CONSENSUS
AMONG
TASTEMAKERS
ISTHAT
PORTLAND
ISNOWNEW
ENGLAND’S
COOLEST CITY.

Eating and drinking
your way along I-95
should include stops
at, from top, Oxbow
Blending & Bottling
and Tandem Coffee
+ Bakery (both in
Portland), and the
Olympia Tea Room,
in Westerly. Right, a
sunny scene from
Newport Vineyards.

For the Vino Aficionado

THE COASTAL WINE TRAIL

By Brittany Jasnoff

TOTAL MILEAGE: 444

DAY ONE

Three days, 14 wineries: Are you
up for the challenge? It turns out
coastal New England has ideal
growing conditions for grapes,
which translates to an epic wine
crawl for oenophiles. The first leg
of your journey begins in Pres-
ton, Connecticut, where PRESTON
RIDGE VINEYARD offers stunning
vistas as well as estate-grown
Riesling and cabernet franc

in its tasting room. There are
five other wineries in the vicin-
ity—including STONINGTON, one
of the state’s oldest, and SALT-
WATER FARM, bordered by tidal
marshes—so make sure you
have a designated driver as you
hop from tasting room to tasting
room. After a pit stop at nearby
FOXWOODS RESORT CASINO to pad
your stomach at DAVID BURKE
PRIME steakhouse or the new
CAPUTO TRATTORIA, it’s time to
continue on to Newport, Rhode
Island. Settle into an ocean villa
at the CHANLER AT CLIFF WALK and
let the sound of the waves crash-
ing below lull you to sleep.

MILES TRAVELED: 171

DAY TWO

Start the day right with a stroll
along the CLIFF WALK followed by
a cream cheese biscuit and a
hearty quinoa-Gruyére scramble
at CRU CAFE. Then it’s off to the
picturesque NEWPORT VINEYARDS,
where you can enjoy a step-
by-step tour of the winemaking
process before settling in for a
tasting or sipping your favorite
varietal al fresco to live music.
Check out the last two spots in
Rhode Island—including CARO-
LYN'S SAKONNET VINEYARD, where
a satisfying lunch of prosciutto-
and-goat-cheese flatbread and
steamed edamame dumplings
awaits—then head back to the
Bay State to end the day. The
lush vineyards dotting the South
Coast are the perfect pit stop en
route to the Outer Cape, where
fish and chips and pulled-pork
tacos at the CANTEEN, in P-town,
await. Just be sure to check into
AWOL, a new inn surrounded by
dunes at the very tip of the West
End, in time for a nightcap by the
fire pit.

MILES TRAVELED: 156

DAY THREE

A hot black coffee is in order, and
KOHI COFFEE COMPANY is the spot
for a pour-over or Americano.
There’s only one more winery on
your crawl, so take an a.m. cul-
ture break at the PROVINCETOWN
ART ASSOCIATION AND MUSEUM,
which is showcasing the work of
the late abstract expressionist
artist Adolph Gottlieb through
October 21. Then it’s off to TRURO
VINEYARDS to while away the
afternoon with a lobster roll on
brioche from the Crush Pad Food
Truck and a glass of dry rosé—
or something a little stronger at
the SOUTH HOLLOW SPIRITS distill-
ery next door. Of course, noth-
ing pairs better with wine than
bivalves, and if you’re traveling
the weekend of October 13 and
14, you’re in luck: The WELLFLEET
OYSTERFEST is in town, and it’s a
shucking good time. Congratula-
tions: You’ve reached the end of
the coastal wine crawl. If all you
have to show for it is a hangover
and a mild sunburn, consider
your long weekend a success.
MILES TRAVELED: 117
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Did Someone Say
Road Tl'ip? CONTINUED FROM PAGE 114

With thunderheads on the horizon, though...
well,youknow how that adventure turned out.

DAY 4: RYE, NEW HAMPSHIRE,
TO SCARBOROUGH, MAINE
(PIT STOP IN OLD ORCHARD BEACH)
54 MILES

THE cLouDs thatthwarted my paddle-
boarding excursion in Rye are long gone
the following day when I reach Old Orchard
Beach in Maine, an unabashedly showy town
less than 10 minutes from 95 that feels alit-
tle like a New England never-neverland—a
place where motels announce vacancies in
flashing neon, most meals are handheld and
eaten while bar-hopping, and any hint of
New England pretense goes out the window.

Old Orchard Beach— “OOB” to those most
familiar—is most definitely not a “no shirt,
no shoes, no service” sort of town. Men and
women wear muscle tees and cut-off denim
with abandon; kids roam in large packs, col-
lectively giddy in light of the general lack of
supervision; and the Palace Playland Ferris

wheel always looms large in the background.
The souvenir shops selling sweatshirts and
bachelor-party-ready gear (see: tanks that
read “Drunk 1” and “Drunk 2” in the style of
Dr. Seuss characters) also deal in single cans
ofbeer and the plastic cups that pedestrians
need in order to circumvent open-container
laws, which is why every third person you
see strolling the boardwalk clutches a red
Solo. It’s the sort of behavior that was fun
in college and, I think as I crouch behind a
dumpster to empty my can of Bud Light into
acup, is still pretty fun now. And yetata time
when it seems like gentrification has left no
beach town untouched and “luxury” is the
buzzword in travel, places like Old Orchard
Beach—and its kin, such as Hampton Beach
in New Hampshire and Salisbury, Massa-
chusetts—get overlooked, if not totally dis-
missed. When I tell a staffer at a quaint inn
that I'm excited to visit OOB—the first time
T’'ll have been, despite living most of my life
in New England, including four years of col-
lege in Maine itself—she gives me an “Eee,
really? Why?” and a face that says, “I just
ate abad clam.”

ButwhatIlike about OOB, from the very

instant I arrive, is how assuredly, and un-
apologetically, OOB it is. It’s not trying to
be anything other than itself. Who among
us couldn’t be a little more like that?

I'm spending the night next door in Scar-
borough, one town and seemingly a mil-
lion miles away, where shingle siding re-
places neon and where you could spend a
week deciding which of its beaches takes
the prize for most pristine. The 23-room
Higgins Beach Inn, by the looks of it staffed
entirely by a bunch of twentysomethings
on college break, is sandwiched between
two of them—Prouts Neck and Crescent
Beach—and within walking distance from
the Eastern Trail, a woodsy running and
biking trail that passes by the now-aban-
doned Scarborough airport. More than one
local tells me how Charles Lindbergh flew
into the airport several times. The inn’s
1897-era building was acquired last year
by the Maine-based Migis Hotel Group and
thoughtfully renovated following a casual
surftheme. It feels very New England, with
athree-season porch and a restaurant fea-
turing a lobster roll done the Maine way
(with mayo)—though I optinstead for a tray
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full of fried seafood at Ken’s Place, where
the bartender recommends the house brew
(Bud Light, naturally) and shoves a pile of
napkins in front of me. “Here,” she says.
“You’ll thank me later.”

DAY 5: SCARBOROUGH, MAINE,
TO PORTLAND, MAINE
8 MILES

“WE OFTEN GET ASKED, ‘Do you have
ghosts?” says Tony Delois, co-owner of the
Francis, a recently opened 15-room hotel
in Portland’s West End, as he sidles up to
the bar at Bolster, Snow & Co., the lobby-
adjacent restaurant. “Unfortunately—or for-
tunately—we haven’t had any supernatural
visitors.” The question makes sense when
you consider the 19th-century building’s
history: It served for 80 years as a funeral
home and had been vacant for more than
a decade when native son Tony, who previ-
ously worked in hospitality in Manhattan,
and his brother, Nate, bought it and turned
itinto a place for hungry travelers—includ-
ing me—to rest their weary heads.

T’ve stopped here because the gener-
al consensus among tastemakers is that
Portland is now New England’s coolest city.
Thanks largely to an influx of bigger-city
expats who move to town looking for bet-
ter work/life balance (and more affordable
rents), this final stop on my New England
road trip may, in fact, feel the least New
England—and not in a bad way. This sum-
mer, Bon Appétit named Portland its Res-
taurant City of the Year, calling out Drifters
Wife—run by a former Brooklyn couple—
Jewish-style deli Rose Foods, Middle East-
ern café Baharat, and Vietnamese street-
food spot Cong Tu Bot. Locals are just as
excited aboutit as visitors: At a sweaty class
at Portland Power Yoga (still trying to keep
up my wellness regimen on the road!), a fel-
low student directs me to Terlingua, her fa-
vorite spot along the city’s newest “restau-
rant row” in the East End neighborhood,
for fish tacos and street corn. Meanwhile
Rachel, who works at the women’s clothing
shop Judith, insists I must not leave town
without having a sticky bun from Tandem
Coffee + Bakery, “the most Instagrammed
place in all of Portland,” she says.

Withouta doubt, Portland is a town built
around not only eating but also drinking.
There are nearly two dozen craft breweries,
including Oxbow Blending & Bottling, where
Julie recommends a smoky saison-style beer
called Bowie; nano-brewery Bissell Broth-
ers; Urban Farm Fermentory, which features
22 rotating taps of kombucha, cider, mead,
and beer; and Rising Tide, where the light,
bright tasting room feels like the perfect
place to kick back with an IPA and reflect
on the past five days on the road.

It’s a couple hundred pretty diverse miles
between Mystic and Portland. One could
spend five hours, five days, or five weeks mak-
ing the trip, and—even via 95—it’d be different
every time. I've been speeding up and down
this route since I was akid, and after spend-
ing the better part of the week hopping on
and off the exits, getting to know the places
and faces along the way, I can’t say I'll ever
see it the same again. Which goes to show
you: Even the most mundane of paths, on
the road and in life, can have meaning if you
can find a moment to look at things a little
differently—and veer off the highway to ex-
plore every once in a while. 00
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