“Focus on the journey, not the destination. Joy is found not in finishing an activity, but in doing it.” [Greg Anderson]
In one of its various forms this quote seems to emerge whenever someone becomes philosophical. I am no exception to this rule of thumb. I have placed it on my bulletin board in my office at home and at work and uttered it any number of times over the years.

I think it is in retrospect that the meaning has become so clear to me. I think of the many goals I have sought and achieved over the years and my fondest memories come from the doing, not the end result. 

When I think of college I remember the great books I read, the interesting discussions in the classrooms, the favored activities on weekends and during the summer breaks, the people I met throughout that journey, the times I feared failure and ended up successful, the dreams I nourished during my term in academe, and the history that was occurring in my world at the time. Graduation, three times, and the degrees conferred lie hidden beneath all of the adventures, if not forgotten all together.  I have never displayed my sheepskins on my home or office walls; I would have to search to even find them.

I find nothing more rewarding than building something in my wood shop and find a sense of accomplishment if I use simple basic materials; especially things gathered from nature such as the dead dry balsam spruce I often carry home form camp. The products themselves surround me at home, and to a greater degree at camp, but I find that I long to make something else, to find a new idea or source of inspiration or material from nature, and do not spend much time admiring my lamps and the like. 
I have been writing most days this winter and seem to have a continuing crop of ideas with the dawn of each new morning. I have discovered self publishing and the ease at which one can do so over the Internet. On line software and instantaneous uploading capability, along with the ease of digital photography, photo editing, spell and grammar checking, and the incredible WYSIWYG (what you see is what you get) word processing of today, most any one can do a credible job. I have produced two books of my writings and am working on a third. Were it not for the considerable expense per unit when you are only ordering minimally, one could go on for months on end, perhaps years.  None-the-less, as I noted this morning in placing my new books in my bookcase, I had only looked at them once, when they first arrived. Yes, I was pleased. But, again, it is the process of creating, the day to day of doing the job that is the real joy. I will tap this keyboard by the hour and I will read my “books” now and again at best. Nor, is there any profit motive or striving for writing fame and success. I find that the path I walk is in itself, the reward I seek.
As I continue to yearn for my sojourns to Beaufort Lake and my beloved Sugar Shack I think in terms of projects, improvements I can undertake during my stays there. As often as I tell myself I will revel in reading, writing, photographing nature and meditating during my stays, I find I become bored and see the stimulation of carpentry when I am there. The most relaxing and content moments, indeed hours, days and weeks, were those when original construction occurred, when the bedroom addition was added, when the bath house was built – you get the picture. The hands on aspect of creating and the seeing of the product when it is finished combine to set the stage for me. 

It comes to mind that I flow with the seasons to a degree, adjusting my creative endeavors to the time of y ear and the weather outdoors. I have been writing by the hour, by the day and for weeks now while the snow falls and accumulated outside. This has been a real winter in Soldiers Grove; one that is reminiscent of those I experienced in Michigan’s UP as a young fellow. I have not used my woodshop in a couple of months now despite the fact that it can be heated and I stocked up on lumber and materials this fall. I have ideas, make no mistake about that, and a couple of projects for the Sugar Shack planned for completion here before spring arrives. But, they sit awaiting the arrival of the sun and more cloudless days. I go out and check on our bunny and the two hens we kept over this winter, but I do not linger in the tobacco shed or outdoors for that matter.
I was thinking of my first trip to Alaska in 1975. I had little money, a cheap tent from Herter’s, a (duck) down sleeping bag purchased as a close out from Sears, a failing Chevrolet Impala, and a lot of hope. Sleeping on the ground was problematic as I ventured further north and showers came only when a Canadian motel was willing to sell a shower for a couple of dollars. Food was purchased from local grocery stores and every penny saved was cause for celebration. It was an interesting journey into the great unknown. I was young and idealistic and never looked back; a successful career as an Alaskan educator followed and a young retirement package ensued. I will admit that much of my leisure these days is the result of that retirement package, without the Alaskan health retiree health insurance I would likely be still working and spending far less time being creative. But, I find, none-the-less, that it is that trip, the experiences in a native village, the sights I saw, the experiences I had, not the paychecks each month and the health insurance that bring a gleam into my eyes, a spring to my step. Memories are made of experiences, footprints along the paths of life’s experiences, and not of the monetary rewards or fringe benefits that may have been earned. One could argue, I suppose, that without the money I would not be so gleeful in my descriptions of the path. But, remember, it is not the least unusual to hear folks tell of the wonderful years when they were striving to survive, working long hours to advance, or finding happiness in each other and their surroundings, not in the hope of large paychecks down the line. 
When Diane and I had finished the little house in Tok it was gratifying to say the least. The result was good, she had waited a long time for completion and the little place was warm and cozy, the yard looked nice with its newly established lawn, the sewer system was reliable, and the flowers each summer a joy to behold. We looked forward to our ventures north each summer and truly anguished over the decision to sell. The times we have thought we should have kept it notwithstanding, the smiles and pleasant memories held are of the days of labor, the contentedness of going to bed tired and looking forward to the carpentry challenges of the new day, the walks each evening into and back from Tok are what still lingers and enlightens.

I feel I could go on and one, looking at numerous journeys over the years and the path will loom bigger and shine brighter than any destination. Life is to be lived; it is as simple as that.

