
Every fall for the past sixteen years, 
my husband has embarked on what 
is o!cially christened in our house-

hold “the Camping Trip.” His friends from col-
lege, now middle-aged men spread out across  
three neighboring states, all tussling with 
their own mortgages and mortality, com-
mune somewhere in the woods for a week-
end, packing sleeping bags that probably ha-
ven’t hit dirt all year and "asks of small-batch 
rye. They build a #re and then . . . Christ, I have 
no idea. I once stupidly asked my husband, 
“What do you talk about for three days? What 
do you do?” obviously wanting to revel in some 
juicy details about someone combining too much weed with Adderall and confessing to his 
sexless marriage. Instead, grinning like a jerk, he told me “this really funny story” about how 
it started raining pretty hard once, so they stayed up all night building a “tarp city” and dig-
ging trenches to keep the water out. I smiled back and mentally #led under: nerd anecdotes. 

The trip varies every year. Once, they drove ten hours straight—at night—to go white- 
water rafting in West Virginia. Another trip, they backpacked three hours into the Catskills 
and set up camp seemingly in the middle of nowhere.

What does remain annoyingly consistent is the ill-timed nature of the trip. Three days af-
ter 9/11, my husband left his then-girlfriend, a transplant of the rube variety who had only 
recently moved to New York from Utah, in a still-smoldering city for Raquette Lake, near the 
Adirondacks. I had assumed, since, you know, the world was trying to put itself back togeth-
er, that he would reschedule, or, rather, cancel. But he didn’t.

I know it sounds like I resent the Camping Trip, but I’m actually envious. Recently, my col-
lege friends—women I shared underwear with, for God’s sake—exchanged about sixty-two 
texts only to come to the depressing conclusion that we couldn’t possibly make time for a re-
union this year. Someone actually suggested 2019. In Tucson. None of my husband’s friends 
are what you would necessarily call mountain jocks (see: “tarp city”), but every year they un-
hesitatingly spend a weekend together without a proper shower, accomplishing a goal that re-
quires some physicality, giving the proverbial #nger to the kids, wives, and pressing careers—a 
combination that inexplicably speeds up the male-bonding process and keeps these otherwise 
fragile relationships intact, or at least from fading away completely. It’s not as if my husband 
comes through the door transformed from all those weepy bear hugs I imagine take place. He 
comes back to us in a state I can only describe as a little better. I’ll take that. —C .  R .

Cynics will say that Nashville has become a light-
ning rod for tacky bachelorette parties. But if you 
know how to do Music City right, it’s also one of 
the most incredibly fun cities to eat and drink your 
way through right now. 

In Germantown alone, you’ll find southern-mind-
ed wood-fire pizza (City House), brisket tacos and 
fresh guac that should be from Texas (Butcher-
town Hall), and ridiculously delicious oysters 
served at a fourteen-seat marble bar (Henrietta 
Red [2]). Know that consuming Hot Chicken will be 
absolutely necessary at some point, and that means 
taking a trip to either Prince’s or Hattie B’s. Where 
you drop your bags depends on your priorities. The 
Thompson hotel [3] just opened in the Gulch last 
year, right across from Biscuit Love, where, yes, 
hangovers go to die. (There will be a line at 8:30  
A.M.) There’s also the Germantown Inn, a renovat-
ed two-story home built around 1844. If you have 
enough guys to take it over, you’ll have a sprawling 
roof deck made for a Yeti cooler all to yourselves. 
Plus, you’re right near two of the city’s best cof- 
fee shops: Barista Parlor [ 1 ] and Steadfast.

Everywhere seems to be reachable by a 
ten-minute Uber, including Pinewood Social, 
which has a supper-club-for-millennials vibe. 
Spend at least one night at Robert’s Western 
World. (Come through the alley door in the back, 
across from the Ryman Auditorium, like so many 
famous country legends have.) You’re ending 
almost any night at Santa’s Pub—a trailer/bar 
that accepts cash only—where famous acts who 
cruise through town have been known to partake 
in some last-call karaoke, as should you. Thank-
fully, there’s plenty of liquid courage in this town 
to go around. — C A N D I C E  R A I N E Y

If you want to bond with your 
brethren in a hypersurreal setting, 

you can’t beat Zimbabwe, where historic 
lodges have been spruced up and renovat-
ed since the completion of a major airport 
expansion at Victoria Falls International. 
You’ll want to stay at & Beyond Matetsi 
River Lodge, which sits on a 123,500-
acre private game reserve just twen-
ty-five miles up the otherworldly Zambezi 
River from the falls. (Translation—when 
game viewing, you won’t be experiencing  
a bunch of Jeeps hauling ass to the 
same herd of bison.) Consider the River  
House, a four-bedroom villa that has its 
own pool, a private car, a chef, a butler, and  
a dedicated personal safari guide. 

 STEP  STEP

4 5
To dispel a misconception:  
There’s no “right way” to road-trip. I’ve 
done it many times, and the only universal 
truth (besides beef jerky, tacky souvenirs, 
and Queen) is that, invariably, shit 
happens. Tires blow out, navigation falters, 
wallets disappear. Once, a spouse got 
pocket-dialed from a roadside gentlemen’s 
club at a particularly inopportune moment. 
Calamity? Opportunity. There is much  
to be learned about your friend’s resolve 
in these instances; adversity forges strong 
bonds and can repair fractured ones.  
Plus, the stories are fantastic.

Another thing: You don’t have to 
talk—equally strong bonds are built 
in silence, especially among those with 
children at home—but you probably will. 
Maybe it’s passing through small towns 
after dark, the yawning suspension, the 
transience of the interstate. Maybe  
it’s just sleep deprivation. Either way, cars 
often take on confessional qualities.  
The tacit agreement, of course, is absolute 
con#dentiality. Damon never told the 
world about Pythias’s bathroom struggles, 
even if they are hilarious. 

The point here is shared experience, 
whatever that entails, and road trips are a 
great facilitator. Modern life encourages  
us to devalue interaction, but idle texting 
and Facebook banter do not a friendship 
make. So fuel up, grab an atlas, and go west. 
Or go east. Whatever. Just don’t go it alone.     

                                             — M A X  P R I N C E
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CONSIDER  
THE ROAD  
TRIP

You learn a lot about a 
friend by sharing  
a confined space with 
him at 75 miles per 
hour for a few days

The Ultimate Epic Guy Trip:   AFRICA

Nashville Is the  
Smart Vegas

Man-Trip Pro Tip 

DEBATE  
IS  

HEALTHY  
The point of the trip is  

to express yourself  
in a way you can’t 

with others in your life. 
Let your guard down, 

spar, listen, and be 
open to something more 

meaningful. 
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