
Citizen of the World
by
Eyes Right 
Near Moshi, Tanzania - Occasionally during my travels, I have the pleasure of meeting some genuinely fascinating people.  Here in the nearly empty dining room of a rather ordinary hotel which provides lodging mostly for trekkers arriving or leaving from Kilimanjaro climbing expeditions, I started a conversation with a fellow who was eating by himself at an adjoining table.
His name was Ayden, and he was Canadian - at least part-time.  He explained to me that he worked from May to November in the oil fields of Saskatchewan driving road grading equipment and big rig trucks.   He said that of the two he strongly prefers the graders because “up there you are far less likely to be killed on a grader.”  During the remaining months of the year, he travels the world.  Here he had just completed reaching the summit of Kilimanjaro, and after “checking out the area” he is flying to Sri Lanka to meet up with some friends from Bulgaria and Vietnam “to do some serious partying.”
Ayden appeared to be a typical millennial, both in terms of age and commitment to few of the values of previous generations.  He is probably in his early 30’s.  He finished only high school, and when his mother offered him $500 (Canadian) and a bus ticket to the western provinces of Canada from their home in Ontario, he jumped at the offer.  “She told me that if I sat around the house all day, I would get both myself and her depressed.”
He finally got off the bus in Banff, Alberta where he found a place to crash with some other young people in a house in a suburb south of the city.  He quickly obtained a job as a dishwasher.  “Because I loved the outdoors so much, the region around Banff was perfect for me.   I had cheap living, steady income and a great life style.”  
Ayden stayed out west for two years before returning to Ontario to do some hunting with his dad - both of them, he told me, were avid deer and moose hunters.  He also decided that his original dream to become a pilot was no longer a priority.  If he were to fly, it would only be by himself, not for others.  He bought his dad’s old pickup truck and soon again headed west.  This time he stopped in Saskatchewan where the big money jobs associated with the oil industry tore him away from washing dishes and cooking in restaurants.  He successfully obtained the necessary licenses and soon was making big time money driving the rigs.  
On a trip to New Zealand Ayden was introduced to paragliding which he described as “parachuting, except without needing a plane to drop you and with essentially no limits on how long you stay up.  As long as the geothermal updrafts last, you can stay up forever, or until you get tired or have to pee.”  When I asked what his longest flight was, he said, “Almost six hours...then my arms got tired and I had to pee real bad.”  It turns out that the person doing the paragliding is called a pilot and has to complete requirements for a license if only, as Ayden explained to me, to protect people on the ground.  He received is license in Queenstown, New Zealand, an area, coincidentally which I had visited in 2013 and written about in one of these columns.  
On a past visit to Vietnam while paragliding, Ayden met the friends he will be joining in Sri Lanka.  “After about three weeks there – mostly partying, we’ll probably end up in Vietnam, but there are a few spots in Thailand I would also like to visit.”  He also said that he had to eventually meet up with his parents and sister in the Philippines to reunite with a nanny who had raised the children in the family many years ago.  In response to my question of where else he may find himself before returning to the big rigs in May, Ayden expressed his intent to “do some South America, definitely Patagonia and hopefully a few weeks in the Faeroe Islands.”
During our conversation I told Ayden that while many might be very envious of his lifestyle, he himself may want to pause to consider finding a wife and having some children.  He was not adverse to the idea and even thanked me for causing him to think about his future.  I told him that I was not trying to be critical of the choices he was making, but that he should occasionally think ahead ten years or so.  I am not so certain that his smile was not simply indulging me.
What impressed me about this young man was his poise and obvious intelligence.  He was extremely well-spoken and far more knowledgeable about world events than most college graduates of his age that I have met recently.  He was obviously an honor graduate of “the school of the world.”
As Ayden departed for the airport, I found myself worrying about all that paragliding.
I thought you might like to know.
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