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On page 18, Allison Mathes Rhangos fondly describes a recent annu-
al-but-not-really girls’ trip with friends from her school days in Texas. I, 
too, recently enjoyed a vacation with an old friend – we’ve been close for 
an impossible-to-believe 35 years – Larry, a guy I met during my colle-
giate Freshman year. 

For our guys’ getaway, Larry and I met in Rome, and we never made 
it beyond the city’s ancient walls. Weeks before, I had roughly sketched 
an itinerary that included day trips to Perugia and Siena, but the call of 
the Eternal City and constraints associated with my logistical screw-up (I 
miscalculated our respective arrival and departure dates, so we overlapped 
for a too-few three days and nights) kept us close to our Campo de Fiori 
home-away-from-home. He had never ventured abroad, so he was likely 
apprehensive, a feeling that morphed into comic horror when we realized 
on my last night that I’d be leaving him to fend for himself for 24 hours 
after I was gone. Despite his shock, Larry was probably a little relieved to 
be free from my extreme-travel style. 

If I were a normal person, I probably wouldn’t want to take a trip with 
me. I don’t drink, so lazily sipping pretty cocktails isn’t part of the deal. If 
you want wine – it’s Italy, after all – order the house offering by-the-glass 
unless you want a whole bottle to yourself. During my six days in-coun-
try, we took 181,740 steps, covering 81.05 miles, if Fitbit technology is 
to be believed. And when I’m not walking, I’m eating, each meal planned 
obsessively, and visualized vividly as I manically stroll. If you opt to attack 
the aforementioned bottle of wine alone, God bless you when I ring to 
wake you up before dawn – we’re off on foot at first light.     

Larry’s a lot of amazing things, but an endurance athlete is not on the 

list. But “good sport” is. Which is fortunate since my version of cultural 
exploration is watching the Colosseum grow steadily in my field of vision 
until I’m walking past it without breaking stride. 

As for deciding on to-do’s each day, it goes something like this: Over 
a quick cappuccino, I outline a basic logical framework that includes an 
impressive collection of recognizable landmarks, a semi-circuitous route 
that should – eventually…like, in 16 hours – get us back to where we 
sit, and a place to leisurely feast. Larry nods. And I say, “Let’s go.” On 
day three, rather than nod, and emboldened by seeing every inch of the 
city…twice…Larry says, “Si.”   

Those are the mechanics, inflexible and not relaxing, I admit. But 
there’s the other part of the experience that defies description. It’s the 
immeasurable comfort of an enduring relationship. Laughing at the same 
stuff we laughed at when we were relative kids. Retelling stale stories. Up-
dating one another about common friends. I play the role of the absurdly 
irreverent one; he is wry and reserved. Work. Families. Fears. Failures. 
We cover it all. 

Revisiting the Fitbit reference: When I depart Savannah, my resting 
heartrate is 59 (bpm). Under the influence of Larry’s calming compan-
ionship, it drops linearly to 54 by the time I’m on my way home. I have 
to look at the pictures on my phone to conjure the specifics – there were 
no remarkable discoveries for me, I’ve been to Italy a bunch of times. 
Rather, I am left with an a-specific sense of residual joy. Shared time. 

I wouldn’t blame Larry if this is the first and last trip he takes with me. 
But, if he gets an urge to walk a lot in a mesmerizing place with really 
good food, I’ll gladly pack my bags. I extend the same offer to any of my 
old friends. Like Rome, enduring relationships reveal more weathered 
beauty with every passing year.
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