
Boston unlocked 

It’s been almost two years since my last trip to Boston, and I’d missed its red brick and 

unbearably cute charm more than I knew. My daughter was with me this time, and seeing it 

through her eyes rekindled my love for it. I’d always said I’d like to move there, and this time 

it may just happen. 

 

Boston is the equivalent of Seattle’s Pioneer Square stretched out over 100 square miles. 

Its brick buildings, true history (Boston is about 200 years older than Seattle) and East 

Coast attitude make it irresistible. Plus, it’s an epicenter of education, so you can hobnob 

with the smaht kids. We chatted up a Harvard student from Chile in a shared Uber.

Boston is 



extremely walkable, and you can cover the Freedom Trail, Back Bay and Beacon Hill (the 

most beautiful neighborhood on the planet) in one day. Vegan restaurants abound (for 

Audrey), and we ate at an amazing place called Life Alive, which made the best quinoa 

bowl I’ve ever had. We joined the locals for our fair share of iced coffees (it’s a th ing), and 

let’s not even start on the seafood. Boston is progressive and artsy, with some of the 

nation’s best museums, their sailing community is impressive, and Salem is known as a 

biker’s hotspot. So many  good things 

Some of the most beautiful destination locations are as far away as Seattle is from Ocean 

Shores. In two hours you can be in Cade Cod, New Hampshire, or Connecticut. In two more 

– New York City, and flights to Europe are half as expensive. 

We took a day trip to Salem, a quaint, history-rich town about a 30-minute train ride out of 

the city. Approximately 1,000 Wiccans currently reside in Salem, which seems ironic since 

no “true” witches were ever put to death there. There are plenty of kitschy museum tours 

and “performances” that will tell you all about the Salem Witch Trials, and I suggest doing at 

least one to get a refresher of the tragedy that did take place there over 300 years ago. 

Witchcraft shops dot the plaza like Seattle coffee houses, and the occasional graveyard can 

be viewed between the trees. 



 

From our trip in the Fall 

There’s something magical about Boston, something that’s been calling to me for quite 

some time, I think. Yes, the winters are cold (beyond cold, I get it), but the people feel more 

real, more direct and authentic, and I think it’s somewhere my little family can thrive. I’ve 

never lived anywhere but Seattle my entire life. That’s almost 40 years in the same place. 

Yes, I’ve traveled a lot, but I feel like I’m still living within my comfort zone in good old Lake 

Hills, the place I was literally born in. Maybe it’s time to shake things up a bit. 



There’s something scary and exhilarating about starting anew, and I wonder if my heart will 

be able to thrive somewhere other than the Emerald City. I wonder if I will feel perpetually 

homesick, or how long it will take to not feel like I’m on a long-term vacation. There are 

many things to sort out still, and lining up everyone’s lives to make it work will be a 

challenge, but not one we can’t overcome or figure out. I guess time will tell if we’ll become 

East Coasters, but for now my white picket fence has turned to wrought iron and the 

street is paved with brick. 
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