Journey to the North – Fait Accompli!
 Whitehorse, Yukon Territory to Anchorage, Alaska
 
Oh glorious day. Finally, a day in which Mr_Bloggy and his Travelnatrix got along and had fun viewing the amazing mountains and lakes and rivers and more mountains and more rivers and a huge glacier and more mountains and a stunning panoramic vista of more mountains, rivers, and the sun peering through wonderful snow clouds like a flashlight through a 10 year old’s bedspread. 
It was delightful and a bit awe-inspiring, especially the 46 mile long Kluane Lake in the Yukon Territory. Mind blowing, other-worldly scenery – it’s hard even for a wordy SOB like Mr_B to summarize in a pithy travelogueish way, but suffice it to say that North Idaho’s bests (CDA, Pend Oreille, Priest) pale in the majesty of this lake and the surrounding mountains and forests.
Spent a god awful long time in the car, close to 14 hours but man did Anchorage look good when it finally appeared after driving over 8956 rivers, 10672 creeks, 459 lakes, and past 980 mountains contained in 56 mountain ranges.  Add to the critter list – red foxes and a wolf seen by the Travelnatrix who did not report, but Mr_B must presume, nodding his head and gave a submissive tuck of his tail as he spied her whoosh by behind the wheel of her Outback.
And as to the north country damaged bumpy frost heaved highways covered in several inches of fresh and packed snow and ice, and up and down hills and curves test of the 2009 Subaru Outback? It took it all and then some and spit it right back in the eyes of the Frost Giants.  There is a reason that skiers buy these and snowboarders bum rides in them – nothing quite handles like one on bad roads, and hers had only M/S radials and clung like angry monkeys on a telephone wire flinging crapballs at a training class of fake Santas shouting ho-ho-hos in a department store parking lot under the baleful stare of their Santa bootcamp sergeant. 
In the end, the gentle yet not immune to the charms of mocking sarcasm might wish to ask “Well, was it worth it Mr_Bloggy? WAS IT?”
Yes. Just barely yes. Enough yes because Mr_B hasn’t nailed anything out of the bucket list recently to a 8 foot cedar fence post that says MR_BLOGGY’S BUCKET LIST BUCKET TREE, and just did, and, the scenery and critters were awesome as the whippersnappers say.
And one last thing – Mr_B and the Travelnatrix came to the final and long overdue conclusion that insanity in a failed relationship is, among many definitions, described as continuing to play out the same bad script with the hope of a happy ending. There are none forthcoming except to move on, unencumbered, with our separate lives and to remember, most fondly, a couple of pretty damn good days passing through the playgrounds of frozen Gods and the hardiest people in North America living there as caretakers and chroniclers under the shadows of these long asleep giants. 
