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Take One! 

Dates to Remember 

Weekly Support Group Meetings 

No Cost 

Saturday 10:00 am - 12 noon 

February 6,  13,  20, & 27 

See Page 9 for location & map 

Directions to  

Jo Ann Martinôs Home 

Exit 91 Frwy at Van Buren.  Go south 4.2 

miles on Van Buren to  

Whispering Spur.  Turn left. 

                                                 2nd  

                                            driveway 

                                          on  the right 

 
  16280 Whispering Spur 

   Riverside, CA 92504    

   951 /  780-3366 
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Care & Share Group 

At Jo Ann Martinôs home. 

Details on page 9! 

 

COME JOIN US! 

Every  

Saturday @ 10AM 

(Continued on page 2  Drive) 

The Most Important Thing You Can Do This 

Weekend Is Take a Long Drive by Yourself 
 

Hitting the highway with no destination in mind might be the stress-

busting therapy youôre missing 

 

 I found the road by mistake. Iôd gone out for a brief drive late one Saturday 

morning last spring and suddenly itching for a bit more alone time, decided to investigate 

a state park Iôd heard good things aboutð170 miles away. 

 So I drove. And droveðdown the interstate, onto rural routes, and through 

twisty back roads in the forests of north-central Pennsylvania, for no other reason than 

that I had an urge. 

 Wrapped up in my meditative solitude, I missed a turn and found myself at the 

head of a blocked-off road. The barricade bore a ñLocal Traffic Onlyò sign, and beyond 

it stretched a strip of fresh, inky asphalt, winding and unblemished. They hadnôt even 

painted the double-yellow yet. The virgin road beckoned. 

 After deputizing myself as someone with local stuff to do, I slithered my Audi 

S7 past the barricade and thundered down what turned out to be 5 miles of empty, tree-

lined curves. I cued up a fast beat on the stereo and cranked it. The car growled through 

every arc, and the sun cast a high-speed flicker of shadows from behind the bare trees. 

 It was fun. Exhilarating. And when I hit the end of the new asphalt, I wasnôt 

ready for the adventure to be over. So I turned around and did it all againðtwice. 


