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From the editor

Can you believe this is the tenth issue?

We are so happy to share this one with you. This special, extra large edition
is full of fantastic photography and entertaining tales that will make you want
to grab your bike and hit the road.

Bicycle Traveler launched five years ago. We wanted to be a magazine
that showed what cycle travel is about and why people dream of undertaking
round-the-world tours. Since then we’'ve grown (more than 19,000 subscrip-
tions) yet we're still passionate about publishing stories and images that illus-
trate this wonderful way to see the world.

My sincere thanks go out to all of you who have helped make the publica-
tion a success. Your contributions to Bicycle Traveler have been the heart of
the magazine

Plus special thanks to:
Michael van Vliet: Freelance writer, editor and translator who cycled from
Holland to Beijing. www.clippings.me/michaelvanvliet

Friedel Grant: Professional journalist and author of the Bike Touring Survival
Guide. www.travellingtwo.com

Photos: PAUL JEURISSEN www.pauljeurissen.nl

Amaya Williams: World cyclist and all-round creativa. www.worldbiking.info

Grace Johwuson
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BY: MICHAEL VAN VLIET
PHOTO: MIRJAM WOUTERS

orry, dear reader. | don't want to harp on about
how tough it is out here in the desert and how
great the suffering, but as my days are filled with
nothing but sun, sand and self-pity I'm afraid
you'll have to bear with me one more time.

Last week saw me make a little detour to
Dunhuang, a sedate town in the south-
ern Gobi that probably wouldn't exist if
it weren't for the nearby Mogao Caves.
This age-old temple complex, 'discov-
ered' and subsequently looted by a
handful of Western explorers at the turn
of the last century, was once the centre
of Chinese Buddhism. It's impressive as
much for its dazzling murals and serene
Buddha statues—some standing well
over thirty metres tall—as for its sheer
size: of the original thousand man-made
caves some five hundred survive today.
Of those | only managed to visit ten, and
that took me the best part of a day.

To get to Dunhuang | had to leave the
main road leading to the mouth of the
Hexi Corridor and cycle southwest for
a day. The wind seemed to have antici-
pated this move: it was working against
me as enthusiastically as it had on my
west-east crossing of Xinjiang province.
Fortunately, | had something to look
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forward to: a few days off, a bit of cul-
ture, something else than noodles for
dinner. It also helped that there were two
oasis villages along the way. In the first
| gorged myself on watermelon, which
is particularly good in these parts, and
watched the melon vendor crack himself
up with the 'romance’ section of my Man-
darin phrasebook. (Apart from the pret-
ty universal 'Would you like a drink?" it
has phrases such as "You look like some
cousin of mine', 'Piss off!", 'How about go-
ing to bed?', 'Don't worry, I'll do it myself,
'Easy, tiger!" and the rather anticlimactic
"You're just using me for sex'.)

SUCH LIGHTHEARTEDNESS
seemed forever out of reach when |
rode out of Dunhuang a few days later.
| was cycling east on a narrow connect-
ing road, and as the last houses disap-
peared behind me | noticed that the wind
had turned yet again. And not only that,
it seemed as though it too had taken a

few days off, only to return nastier than
ever before. Now a grit-laden gale, it took
great pleasure in keeping my speed in
the single digits and forcing me at times
to ride with my eyes closed.

'What have | done to deserve this?' |
groaned. 'ls this a case of bad karma?' |
racked my brain but couldn't think of any-
thing inappropriate | may have said or
done on my tour of the Mogao Caves. Tor-
turing small animals or extorting money
from poor old grannies aren't pleasures
| usually indulge in, so what could it be?
Bad luck? But is that possible? What are
the odds of having to face a headwind
every single day regardless of the direc-
tion | happen to be travelling in? Or is
this how the human mind works? Could
it be that we like to make a big deal out
of unfavourable circumstances and sim-
ply fail to register those instances when
the planets are aligned correctly and we
get what we want without having to exert
ourselves too much?

IT DIDN'T TAKE me very long to
realise that the way | usually deal with
windy days—taking it out on lorry driv-
ers who like to lean on their horn while
overtaking me—wouldn't get me very
far this time. For one, there was hardly
any traffic on this back road. Moreover,
the wind was so strong that it would be
foolish to take a hand off the handlebar
just to give the finger to a lorry driver with
the mental capabilities of a six-year-old. |
made a quick evaluation of the situation.
Between Dunhuang and Guazhou, the
next town on this road, there would most

likely be nothing at all in the way of ba-
sic conveniences: no oasis villages, no
settlements, no service stations. Without
so much as a wall or a clump of trees to
provide shelter it would be impossible to
pitch my tent. And water... | shuddered to
think of it. Even with the eight litres | was
carrying | would have to ration myself.

AS THE DAY progressed the wind
showed no sign of abating. | genuinely
felt sorry for myself, which only made it
worse. Then | thought of all those monks
responsible for the marvel that is the
Mogao Caves. When they first started
hacking away at the cliffside, they had no
idea that their little project would evolve
into one of the greatest artistic accom-
plishments of all time, that 1600 years
later people from all over the world would
throng to see the fruit of their labour.
'Just think of all the effort that must have
gone into the creation of a single cave,' |
told myself. The hammer and chisel, the
oil lamps, the desert heat, the persever-
ance it took to cover wall after wall with
thousands of near-identical miniature
portraits of the Buddha. And then, when
one cave was finished, they would move
on to the next. And then to another. And
another. And they kept at it for years, for
decades, for centuries. Generation after
generation, dynasty after dynasty.

'What is a day of pain in the face of
such determination and sacrifice?' |
asked myself. | divided the remaining
hundred-or-so kilometres in a thousand
units, using the little stone markers on
the roadside to measure my progress.
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One marker for each cave. 'Now, the
trick is to relinquish all desire for things of
the world,' | lectured myself on the little |
know of Buddhism. 'The pain you're cur-
rently experiencing stems from a long-
ing for something you don't have. Forget
about shade, forget about cold showers
and the sound of clinking ice cubes. You
should even forget about ever reach-
ing Guazhou. Just focus on the next
stone marker.'

STILL, THAT WAS easier said than
done. A hundred metres is a lot when the
wind is giving its best to get you airborne.
All l could do was count the pedal strokes.
One-two-three-four-five-six-seven-eight,
one-two-three-four-five-six-seven-eight.
Over and over again, marker after mark-
er. This actually proved to be quite ef-
fective. The counting induced a kind
of semitrance that prevented me from
spending energy on anything but push-
ing the pedals.

Two-thirds through the day my attempt
at meditation in motion was crudely in-
terrupted by something that appeared on
the horizon. It was like the classic mirage
you get in cartoons. It started with a fleck
of grey shimmering in the heat, which
as | drew closer took on the unmistak-
able outline of a petrol station. | instantly
forgot about having to let go of the base
cravings of the self and allowed myself
to be swept away by heavenly images of
cold-drinks fridges hopping around in air-
conditioned rooms.

This clearly was a test, and as the
building grew larger so did the realisation
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that | had flunked it. It was a petrol sta-
tion all right, but one that was still under
construction. No cold-drinks fridges here
but stacks of building materials. No air-
conditioned rooms but concrete boxes
with paneless windows. | stopped, lay
down on the floor and listened to the
wind soughing through the empty shell.
Then everything grew dark.

THERE IS NO YIN without yang, no
day without night, no heaven without
hell, no beginning without end. Twelve
hours after leaving Dunhuang | reached
Guazhou (or Melon Town in English).
And though | can't profess to have made
much progress in terms of enlightenment,
some kind of nirvana awaited me there.

It didn't take me long to find the town's
budget hotel, but it soon transpired that
the place didn't have police permission
to accommodate foreigners. Acting on a
hunch | decided to try my luck at a four-
star affair across the street. As | walked
through the revolving doors | felt horribly
out of place. This was clearly the swanki-
est establishment for miles around—all
crystal chandeliers and bellboys pushing
around gleaming luggage trolleys—and |
wasn't particularly looking or smelling my
best. Nevertheless, the staff seemed de-
lighted to see me. | was offered tea, and
before | got a chance to frown at their
rack rates | was offered a room for little
more than what | usually spend at bud-
get hotels. '"You are very important per-
son,' said the smiley receptionist. "Where
are you from?' 'Holland,' | replied. 'Very
beautiful,' she said. 'What, Holland?' 'No,

you.' And my chapped lips cracked as |
smiled my first real smile of the day.
And it didn't end just there. | was
doused with more tea, the manager came
down to say hello and suddenly it was
decided that only a deluxe room would
be good enough for me. 'You are very
important person,' the receptionist told
me again. 'You are first foreign guest.'

WHEN | ENTERED the room | was
close to tears. Chinese hotel beds usual-
ly consist of a piece of hardboard on legs
with a stained duvet masquerading as a
mattress. What | found was quite the op-
posite. From the thick rugs to the uphol-
stered armchairs and the fluffy towels in
the bathroom, everything oozed delight-
ful decadence. There was a flat-screen
TV, air conditioning, complimentary min-
eral water and, my favourite item, a tartan
sleeve for the remote control. 'So much
for relinquishing all desire for things of
the world,' | thought as | stepped under
the rain shower.

SPIRITUAL ENLIGHTENMENT
through purity of mind—the idea rather
appeals to me, but I'm afraid I'm just too
much of a sucker for life's little luxuries to
really make it work. BT

In 2001, after a failed attempt to study
Mirjam Wouters decided to ‘take a holiday’
before going to University. And then she
forgot to return... http://cyclingdutchgirl.com

One day, Michael van Vliet decided to
buy a bike and ride it to the other side
of the world. Untrained, ill-prepared
and without a clear sense of direction.
www.asphaltandlycra.blogspot.com

Michael now runs the Roadmaster Foun-

dation, a small non-profit organization that
offers sponsorship to Dutch touring cyclists
and helps them raise funds for a charity of
their choice. www.roadmasterfoundation.nl

Subscribe now, it's

Free!

Subscribers can
download earlier issues
of BicycleTraveler at:

www.bicycletraveler.nl
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Uncovering

Very few times in my life had | felt so
exhausted. | was pedalling the final
kilometers to the Turkmenistan Uzbeki-
stan border and my legs were complete-
ly worn out. So was the rest of my body.
Even the muscles in my face felt sore af-
ter days of squinting to protect my eyes

from blinding sand gusts. As I'm fairly
good at ignoring muscles begging for
rest, this wasn’t that much of a concern.
My biggest problem was another kind
of tiredness. | was in desperate need of
sleep. Lots of it.

Crossing borders in Central Asia

Uzbekistan

Text & photo: FREDRIKA EK

generally requires patience and a good
poker face, but the Uzbek customs of-
ficers are notorious for being particularly
horrible to overland travellers. They go
through your stuff more thoroughly than
impatient kids searching their parents’
closets for birthday presents. They are

also known for pouncing on anything to
get you in trouble.

Upon arriving at customs | was un-
prepared and simply too exhausted to
give a damn. | was too tired even to re-
act when the customs lady pointed out
that my declarations form didn’t match
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up with the money | was carrying. And
| didn’t lift a finger when she spent a full
ten minutes reading my (Swedish) diary.

Sure, when she specifically asked me
if | was carrying a copy of Mein
Kampf, | came back to reality for a
brief second. But most of the time
| just nodded and smiled on auto
pilot, while simultaneously trying
to take a mental power nap even
though | was standing there with
my eyes open.

Considering how it normally
goes, they let me through pretty quickly.
In less than an hour they had stamped
my passport and let me enter the country.

This certainly wasn’t because of my
cooperation. My guess is that | was sim-
ply stinking up the whole building so
badly that they wanted me to leave be-
fore they would all pass out.

AFTER A GREAT TIME cycling
through Uzbekistan | finally reached the
other side. It was time to leave. But this
time | was out of luck.

If you've ever toured yourself, you
know that you can fit a lot of stuff into
bicycle panniers. And | mean a lot.

After a bunch of paperwork and weird
questions, | found myself watching this
super stern customs officer go through
every single piece of equipment she
found in my bags. She even took a clos-
er look at my tent pegs. This was going
to take some time...

Playing charades to show her what
my medicines were for (diarrhoea, any-
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one?) and answering questions about
the subject matter of my Kindle e-books
were not my main concern. | was wor-
ried about the other officers. One was

“He looked like a dad
who’s found booze in his
teenager’s room. | could
tell I was in trouble”

looking through the files on my laptop,
another was simultaneously examining
my phone and camera, while a third was
sitting at his desk with my external hard
drive plugged into his computer.

Now, it's not as if | collect tutorials on
how to break out of jail or how to con-
struct nuclear weapons. Still, there is
something a bit unnerving about having
random people investigate your stuff.
Especially when you don’t really know
what they’re looking for.

As | watched the female officer disas-
semble my stove, an angry voice sud-
denly cut through the silent room like
a machete.

‘Huh! What is THIS?! No good, NO
good!’

MY HEART SANK. The guy hold-
ing my phone glared at me accusingly
from across the room. He looked like a
dad who’s found booze in his teenager’s
room. | could tell | was in trouble.

Since | was unable to see the screen,

| couldn’t answer his question. Before |
knew it the other officers had gathered
around him to see what he had discov-
ered. They all looked at the phone. Then
at me. Then back at the phone again, all
the while talking in Uzbek.

Since they didn’t show any intention
of letting me see what it was that was ‘no
good’, | squeezed myself into the circle
around the telephone screen. Within a
split second | went from being clueless
to knowing exactly what my crime was.

They had found porn. And | knew full
well that porn is strictly forbidden in Uz-
bekistan and many other Asian countries.

But it wasn’t just any porn.

The screen showed a bright, shining
close-up of my naked butt.

Ranking all the socially awkward sit-
uations I've been in so far, | think (and
hope) this will qualify as the worst one
for a long time to come.

WHY, YOU MAY be wondering, did |
snap naked pictures of my butt in the first
place? Well, let me explain...

Last summer | cycled through Iran
and it was insanely hot. Being a woman,
| had to follow the national dress code for
females, which basically meant wearing
more clothes than anyone would think
reasonable in those temperatures. | was
sweating!

This fact, combined with me not wear-
ing bicycle shorts, left me with some in-
credibly uncomfortable saddle sores. In
desperate need of sympathy, | snapped
a photo of my swollen, aching butt and

sent it to my mum.
And then life continued, my backside
made a comeback and | forgot all about it.
That was, until this particular day,
when | was unexpectedly reminded of it.

OBVIOUSLY, THIS whole border
crossing episode ended up taking ages.
Still, | enjoyed it. The situation was just
so weird. In the end, the customs offi-
cers were satisfied with me deleting the
photo. They gave me my exit stamp so
that | could leave — equally amused and
embarrassed.

When | left the customs building | took
a deep breath. | had officially completed
my sixteenth country, and the one that
| had been looking forward to the most
was up next.

| was going to Tajikistan. Economi-
cally speaking, it would be the poorest
country | had visited so far, but in terms
of mountains and nature it would be the
richest. | was excited, to say the least.

With one last look over my shoulder |
said goodbye to Uzbekistan and got into
the saddle. Then slowly, almost hesitant-
ly, | started pedalling away. BT

In 2013 Fredrika Ek stumbled upon bicycle
touring and pedaled 3 months across Eu-
rope. She became hooked and began to
plan her dream trip even before she was
back in Sweden. www.thebikeramble.com
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Belize journal

Text & photo: JOE CRUZ




sually | aim for it to be sever-

al days into a trip before stuff

goes notably ass over tea-

kettle, but, really, why wait?

Could see on the map where
the road would take me, a roundabout
and obscure route to be sure, but coher-
ent enough and it would eventually link
into a muck slog that Cass Gilbert did
some years ago.

Obviously it was going to involve mud
hole surfing, which it did, nor long before
stuffing the front wheel into an unexpect-
edly deep void, dead stop and then ankle
to calf to knee slop deep. Covered then,
pedaling on, hours, many, of cloying jun-
gle maybe it will maybe it won’t rain, until
the skies open, which will atleast clean up
the drivetrain a little. Sometimes a narrow
track, sometimes drier sand paths, and a
notable fracture between my legs’ urban
winter lethargy and my self expectations.

ON PAPER I'm well through, a few
turns then there’s a gate and a house
and | scare the lurch out of a guy in a
hammock. His shirt says
“Ranger” and | make all the
Polite Inquiries, evidently
The Company doesn’t al-
low anyone through their
decimating-the-jungle-but-
I’m-not-right-now-judging
land. But that’s not really
the thing, it turns out. The
road is collapsed in several places ahead
requiring wading across, for which, of
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course, | conceal my enthusiasm and in-
stead merely nod stupid and persistent.
But they don’t want to risk me getting
hurt, we politely disagree about whose
business that is.

The suggestions of a “donation” to the
company don’t work, hard to blame him
for not wanting to put his job in jeopardy,
so | turn the bike around to retrace my
steps into the interminable, which is fine.
Though it gets dark.

NEXT DAY the rain hasn’t stopped,
wrecked legs preclude making up time.
In the evening taking a break in the town
park in San Ignacio, near the Guatema-
la border, just unwinding a bit and then
a startling snap. Front tire is flat and
green slime about. Sigh. Inspection re-
veals that it's a colossal tear where the
sidewall has separated from the bead.
Things are getting interesting, walk to
the main drag of town. Thanks for won-
dering along where I'm going to get a 2-9
tire in western Belize.

“Oh, you're rightly fooked, mon. You'll

“Wot the fook you doin’
bringing a 700c mountain tire
here anyways? A 26 eench,

I would just give you one, mon.”

never find one here.” My face some-
where between rue and a smirk. The

irony is not lost on me that I've insisted
on precisely this truth a number of times.
Jamal runs a tour company and, among
other things, they rent the inevitably im-
possibly decrepit mountain bike.

“Wot the fook you doin’ bringing a
700c mountain tire here anyways? A 26
eench, | would just give you one, mon.”

“ER, WELL, YEAH, | know, ridicu-
lous.” | hem and haw about it being two
weeks, what are the chances of atear that
couldn’t be sewn?, been on the road a lot
and never blown a sidewall before, etcet-
era after etcetera. We're laughing about
it, “So you know better!” Sure, MC can
justsend me one but!’'m on an aggressive
timetable to move through Guatemala.

‘A few months ago, there was this
couple from Europe, they were hav-
ing serious problems, mon. They were
fighting, not listening to each other, you
know? She was going to kyl that fooker,
it was bad, mon.” | liked Jamal immedi-
ately so | suffer this non-sequitur and of-
fer a cheerful “uh huh.”

“Yah, and so da solution was to give
up on d’ayer bike tour, they had brought
them bikes from home, you know, or give
up on dayer marriage. So they offered
to sell me the bikes, the racks with the
bags, all their stuff, mon.”

“Yeah...”

“DEY WANTED 300 US for each one,
no way | was going to pay that even
though they were worth it, maybe, you

know, | wasn’t even in the market for
bikes! But we negotiated, | didn’t want to
take advantage of a bad situation, but |
guess | a little bit did.”

“Oh?”

“So now | rent their bikes to tourists
with all the rest of the bikes, those fooker
tourists don’t know shit about bikes, by
the way, they shift all the gears without
pedaling and when they pedal again it
gets all messed up.” We laugh.

“That Euro couple’s bikes are these
right here and it is your incredible luck,
mon, that they have 700c tires.”

“Wait, seriously?”

Jamal shows me two funky looking,
i.e., Euro, trekking bikes and, no shit, they
do have 700c x 38 tires, VeeRubber. We
howl and laugh and carry on for awhile.

“Sell me a one.”

“Yeah, mon, | will but | don’t want to.
Where da hell will | get a replacement
in dis country? But, yeah, looks like you
take advantage of me now, that's the
way the world is, you know? Like | said,
it's your lucky day.” BT

Joe Cruz is a professor of philosophy, writer
and expedition cyclist. He has pedaled the
world over and you can follow his travels

via his blog https://joecruz.wordpress.com.
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10 Ways to get Consent
from ‘The Missus’

By: MERAID GRIFFIN

e have dreams of following in the

tyre tracks of Cass Gilbert and
packing up the bike for an epic trail ride.
His blog, While Out Riding has many of us
turning green with envy. Why? Because
while he’s out riding we’re at home. Put-
ting out the rubbish and plodding along
on the 9 — 5 treadmill. But we dream. And
many of these dreams are only little bitty
dreams. Like riding off with some bike-
packing friends for a couple of weeks in
Scotland to be eaten alive by midges; or
a Winter break to Morocco; or Wales.

You've planned the route, you've
figured out when you want to go and
boy oh boy you've definitely got the kit.
You've even found some friends to go
with you. There’s one teensy obstacle
in your way — You need to get consent
from the missus.

And here’s where | can help. You see
| am ‘The Missus’, also known amongst
bikepackers as ‘She who must be
obeyed’, ‘The Wife’ and possibly other
names unsuitable for use on forums. | re-
cently found out that | am known as ‘“The
Home Office’. Hmm!

Now luckily for my partner Dan, | en-
joy bikepacking so we go on trips to-
gether like a horse and carriage (stole
that line from a song). However, many of
you have to earn brownie points to get
off for a few days and | totally agree that
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this should be so. | was a golf widow for
many years so | know ALL the tricks you
guys can play. Selling a trip away with
the lads as ‘Self Development’ or ‘Net-
working’ won’t cut it — It is what it is —
A holiday with the lads, while the family
stay at home. Be honest.

Whether you need to enter into do-
mestic negotiations or obtain a pass will
depend entirely on your partner. Here
are some secrets to help you gain that
all important Permission Granted stamp.
This is best achieved over an extended
period not something you can do a few
days before the big date.

1. Demonstrate a love of all things do-
mestic by taking cleaning duties to a
level bordering on OCD. That includes
scrubbing the toilet bowl. What? You
didn’t realise that a human actually does
that! NEVER leave the toilet roll with one
or two sheets on it. Replace it and make
sure it flows the correct way. Yes. The
correct direction is the way ‘She who
must be obeyed’ does it, no matter what
you think.

2. Cook some meals. If you already do
a share of this, then up the ante and do
it more often. The key to success here is
to leave the kitchen as clean and sparkly
as you found it.

3. If she looks tired, then tell her to put
her feet up and bring her tea. | under-
stand that you may also be tired, but re-
member this you're the one looking for
the ‘Get out of Jail Free’ token.

4. Suggest that you watch the kids so
that she can go clothes shopping some
Saturday instead of going out on your
bike. This means that you grab the op-
portunity to play with the children while
doing ALL of the household chores and
preparing dinner. Don’t even think about
going onto a bikepacking forum or read-
ing a bike blog. If you think you should
all just sit together watching a film, think
again. The Missus will hear about it. No
matter how much you have done, or how
efficient you are, if we hear that you have
been laid out on the sofa for so long as
five minutes, then that's what we’ll de-
cide you have done the ENTIRE day.
Remember, there can be no slacking.

5. Each day, you should tell her every
how fabulous she is. Build up to this
and don’t come on too strong because
she will A) think you want something big
(which you do) or B) think you are hav-
ing an affair and start going through your
personal stuff and she will find out about
all that bike kit you’ve been buying or C)
tell you to go on a long trip as you are
getting on her nerves.

6. Those jobs you've been reminded
about repeatedly over the last year need
to be done, like decorating the spare
room or fixing the kitchen cupboard that
used to hang off its hinges and is now
completely separate. She’s not falling
for the line that open plan shelving is the

next new thing in kitchens.

7. And if you think you can win her over
after some sensual schmoozing and
catch her in the afterglow, let me tell you
that this treatment only works on MEN.
That's what we do when we want some-
thing from you!

8. Send her nice text messages. Ex-
amples include —| was having a really
crap time at work today and then | re-
membered your gorgeous smiling face
this morning and everything was great
again’. Or ‘“Your voice makes me horny’.
Though this is probably better suited to
the super slow foreplay technique (guar-
anteed winner — for perhaps another
blog) Or “Thank you for being you.'The
most important thing to remember about
telephone calls and text messages is to
answer promptly. Failure to respond will
ensure you are doomed to failure.

9. Flowers are optional. Bring in a posy
from the garden or make a daisy chain
bracelet. Be advised — Never EVER buy
flowers from a gas station.

10. Another option is to include the
family at the beginning or end of a trip.
The end is best as you’ll be ready for a
bit of luxury and canoodling.

Bon Voyage! BT

Meraid Griffin is a freelance travel author who
writes mostly about bikes, boats and bites.
Brought up in Ireland, she currently lives in Eng-
land where she sails, cycles and travels regu-
larly. You can read more about her adventures
on her blog, www.farawayvisions.com.
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www.instagram.com/nutmegcountry
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one part DIY,
one part WTF

Text & photos: MIKE ROY




don’t remember the day it started, but

| do remember the first day when it

got bad. Chris and | were on our way

to Shillong, Meghalaya (“Abode of
the Clouds”), northeast India. We had
stayed the night before with an Adven-
tist pastor and his family. It poured that
morning, with such ferocity that we won-
dered whether the monsoon had finally
showed up, and whether we’'d be better
off turning around and heading for the
plains. That would have meant skipping
those wondrous “Living Root Bridges” of
Nongriat, though, so we packed our bags
and waited for the rains to end.

Around midmorning, they did. We
said our goodbyes and set out, but within
a few minutes of setting out, | could tell
something was up: with each turn of my
wheels | felt a thump, as if | were run-
ning over miniature speed bumps, or had
a chunk of one somehow attached to my
back tire. | had been semi-ignoring the
issue for months, figuring that the roads
themselves were to blame. | preferred not
to believe that the bike itself could have
an issue. Though, if it did, it was prob-
ably something in the rear axle. Might
have gotten bent that time we hitchhiked
for two days in a rickety mack truck to get
back over the 4,200 meter pass we had
crossed - and descended in a downpour
- a few weeks previous.

Except that | had had the axle and
hub checked, cleaned, and greased just
two days before in Guwahati. The prob-
lem had to be something else. Now the
thump had grown so severe that it felt
like more of a shudder — with every revo-
lution, my bike and | would bounce an
inch or so to the left and make a sort of
clunking noise. Not the sort of irregularity
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that you want when trying to deal with
the totally unpredictable Chaos that is In-
dian traffic.

It was raining again, so Chris and |
pulled off at a restaurant on the side of
the road. While Chris took some pic-
tures, | finally bit the bullet and inspected
my bike closely.

SIDEWALL WEAR. Each time this
worn-out segment of tire hit the ground
and took on the full pressure of the
weight of the bike (and, more significant-
ly, me and my last few Indian meals), the
inner tube squished down, pushing out-
ward and to the left. That explained both
the bump and the tremor. | pictured the
likely future in my mind’s eye: the wall
would become so weak as to be unable
to contain the tube, at which point either
the pressure from within or the pinching
from the rim above would cause it to rup-
ture. Something similar had happened to
Chris not too long before — a loud pop,
the sound of rim scraping on pavement,
a few days of hitchhiking and public
transport to get to a bike shop, and a full
week waiting for the right new parts to
come in.

The source of the wear was still a
mystery. Had | been under-inflating my
tires? Maybe it was those four months’
worth of heinous, hellacious, atrocious,
bodacious roads of Arunachal Pradesh?
Maybe because all those mangoes we

were gifted in Myanmar put too much
weight on the rear of the bike? Thank-
fully, those questions didn’'t actually
need answering. | switched to my spare
tire, and once the rain let up, we kept on
keepin’ on, because we wouldn'’t be true
fauxbos otherwise.

Dysfunctional as it was, though, |
didn’t want to toss the old tire. It barely
had nine months and 10,000km on it,
and the tread was still plenty good — |
had used my last one for a full year and
nearly 15,000. That, and it was a primo
tire, Schwalbe Marathon Mondial, nearly
puncture-proof. Also somewhat expen-
sive and hard to replace. It was quite
an eyesore, all gnarled, dusty, and di-
lapidated, but there was nowhere | could
store it except rear and center, right on
top of my backpack. It got in the way ev-
ery time | needed my jacket (often) or
my ukulele (not), but | was determined to
stick to my “No Trash” rule and get this
thing rehabilitated.

Which turned out to be hard work.
| looked around Shillong, capital of
Meghalaya, but couldn’t find anyone who
seemed like they might be able to fix it.
500km later, | also failed to find anyone in
Siliguri, the 2nd biggest city in West Ben-
gal. Up in Darjeeling, home to so much
trekking and MTB activity, nobody could
help me; bike shop owners told me to go
to the tire stores in the bazaar, where |
was told, surprise surprise, to go back to
the bike shops in town. It wasn’t until |
reached Hub Outdoor in Gangtok where
the owner, a certain Mr. Palden Sherpa,
who takes his 7 year-old son on week-
long MTB excursions through Bhutan,
that | got the important life lesson | had
been lacking: “You need to learn Jugarh.

No tire or bike store is going to fix that for
you. Go take it to a cobbler.”

| knew just the place. Or rather, the
dude. Around the corner from my host’'s
house, on a particularly wide and yet
oddly untrodden patch of sidewalk, an
old man was always sitting there In-
dian style on a mat on the ground, sur-
rounded by piles of insoles and stacks
of cans of polish. He spoke no English.
| didn't know whether | was supposed
to speak to him in Hindi or Nepali, but it
didn’t matter, because | think they’re just
about the same, even down to the fact
that | don’'t know either. | produced the
tire and pointed out the sidewall, making
gesticulations that to me indicated sew-
ing. Without words, the cobbler picked
two suitably-sized leather patches from
his stash of swatches, glued them to the
inside and outside of the tire, and sewed
them together with some thick-gauge
rubber string. Within two minutes and at
a price of two dollars, the coil of rubber
I’d been toting around for a solid month
had been restored into an actual, use-
ful, even valuable object. | still didn’t
know what “Jugarh” meant, but I liked it.

THE PICTURE ofthatfirst “Jugarh” job
was lost to the ravages of time. Eventu-
ally, though these patches became both
an addiction and a necessity. By the end
of my time in Nepal | had about ten of
them between my two tires.
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| returned to Mr. Sherpa’s shop to proudly
show him the results. He nodded know-
ingly. Such Jugarh-ing is apparently a
normal fact of life for Indians. | asked
him, “What'’s that word you used before?”
“*JOO-garhrh,” he said, with a roll on the
second syllable that sounded vaguely pi-
ratical. “How would you translate it into
English?” Despite his nearly flawless
command of my mother tongue — likely
his third or fourth language — he wasn'’t
able to come up with an answer. “It's
like...you just find a way to make it work.”

Ohhhh. It means to “MacGyver’
something. Not that | said that to him. It
probably wouldn’t have pleased him the
way it did me.

Having been on the road a while, and
being naturally cheap (if not necessarily
inventive), Jugarh is something of a life-
style for me, so | enjoyed having a new
word for it that | could use when talking
to locals. Saying something like “Oh,
yeah, | just did a bit of Jugarh on this tire
here, now it's almost as good as new”
almost always earned me a smile and
a laugh. [Not quite as good a reaction
as | would get after | learned the Nepali
for “I'm a fartknocker” (mo buhdua ho),
but pretty good.] | even used the phrase
to other cobblers when the problem
cropped up again and | sought their as-
sistance on another segment of the tire.
“What do you mean you can't fix a bike
tire. Just do some Jugarh, uncle!” Mis-
sion accomplished! Later acquaintances
told me the Jugarh means “improvis-
ing,” while the internet seems to think it

44 | FEBRUARY 2016 - WWW.BICYCLETRAVELER.NL

means “innovation.” Later, | even came
across the same word in a magazine arti-
cle about generally untranslatable words
that subtly express a concept missing in
English. Do a google image search for
what sort of things count — small com-
puter CPU fans attached to the back end
of chopsticks so your noodles get cooled
off before they hit your mouth, a truck cab
sat on top of a donkey cart, wearing mo-
torcyle helmets while chopping onions
— and you’ll see why no definition really
works. If | ever happen to run into some-
one who works for Merriam-Webster’s, |
know what word I’m going to suggest for
the next edition.

So, that’s a long way of saying that |
love Jugarh, both the word and idea, and
that | have some of my own Jugarhifica-
tions that I'd like to share with you. After
about a thousand days of being bounced
around in my panniers and subjected to
all sorts of other use and abuse, there’s
hardly anything | own that hasn'’t tried
to kick the bucket at least a time or two.
And there’s hardly anything that | haven’t
managed to Jugarh back into shape.

IMAGE 1) My proudest Jugarh, ac-
complished long before | knew the word.
Spontaneous sidewall eruption (thanks
to a tube explosion of unknown origin;
the protruding tube pictured above is the
replacement), Cambodia, January 2014.
Only 2,000km into the life of this new
tire. Repaired right there on the side of
the road using two Jugarh all-stars: su-
perglue and duct tape.

IMAGE 2) Interior view. | used the su-
perglue to attach a rubber spacer (who
knows why | had that in my kit) across
the tear, thereby distributing the tube’s
pressure across a larger, still-intact sec-
tion of tire. | used duct tape to make
sure it held in place and to soften the
spacer’s corners, lest they puncture the
tube again. This high-quality MacGyver-
ing took about fifteen minutes to think
up and work out. It gave extended my
tire’s life another TEN THOUSAND kilo-
meters. Then, when it fell apart, | had a
cobbler fix it up all fancy, and got another
3,000 out of it.

IMAGE 3) [fit’s a little hard to tell what's
going on there, that just means it’s a truly
inventive and competent Jugarh job. My
front rack here started getting all wobbly
on account of a snapped eyelet, threaten-
ing to swing inwards and wedge into the
spokes. Definitely don’t want that. “Turtle
Brother”, my companion at the time and
a pro bike mechanic in real life in Korea,
scoured the ground nearby and picked
up some string and aluminum (?) wire.
We tied everything together, ran the wire
through, cinched it up with some pliers,
and Voila! No more front rack issues for
the next 20,000km. Good fix! Much eas-
ier than buying a whole new bike frame.

Bonus Jugarh down in the bottom left
of the photo. See that roll of old inner
tube cinched together with a cable tie?
That’s buffering a spot where my pannier
had rubbed a divot, and then a hole, into
the aluminum rack.
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BACK RACK MEGA-JUGARH:
IMAGE 1) Eyelet on back rack snaps.
No place left for the beam to connect to
the bike frame.

IMAGE 2) Clever neighborhood me-
chanic uses a rubber splint to attach a
small steel plate to the beam, then drills a
hole in the plate. Runs the original screw
back through. It does the trick.

IMAGE 3) Six weeks later, the bolt
breaks in half. No way to remove it ex-
cept to find a friendly mechanic/Jugarhist
willing to drill straight through the frame
of my bike (eek!). Not a mod to be under-
taken lightly.

IMAGE 4) Widened the hole, replaced
old bolt (now smithereens) with new, lon-
ger, thicker, heavier one. And a few extra
washers for good luck. Still working, one
year later. Even survived Nepal!

IMAGE 5) So, that takes care of the
tires, the frame, and the racks. What

else can go wrong? Well, the foam grip
on the handlebars can start to split. Easy
enough to take care of with a length of
twine. Looks more earthy now, too.

IMAGE 6) My camping pot. The left
handle had cracked and fallen out, mak-
ing the pot rather difficult to lift, particu-
larly with boiling water sloshing around
inside. Rather than toss it out, | took it
with me to the bazaar in downtown Dar-
jeeling, where | found a little hole-in-
the-wall electronics shop with a kindly
uncle hooked me up with a foot of wire
and some electrical tape. Then he went
ahead and did the whole job for me. And
wouldn’t take my money after.

IMAGE 7) Aaaaand my old shoe, which
started giving up at about 20,000km,
even though | kept wearing it until about
30,000. The Annapurna circuit proved to
be its undoing, but | couldn’t find a suit-
able replacement or decent cobbler up
there at 13,000 feet, so | did what | could.
Which was this.
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Know what the last words | heard in Chinese before crossing
into Laos were? “Hey, your butt is showing.” It was the dude
behind in line at immigration, pointing out that the monkeybutt
had separated from the spandex at point 2. Could be from all
that cycling, but spandex is also particularly vulnerable to getting
pinched in chairs and stuck on protruding nail heads and that
sort of stuff. So many Aunties have gone to work on these that
by now they’re probably more patch than pant.




THUS ENDS THE TOUR of some of my broken crap. | hope you have
enjoyed this collection of random bric-a-brac, along with all the strange sto-
ries which have glommed onto it. | myself have truly enjoyed this walk- or was
it more of a hobble? — down memory lane.

However, I'm sorry to say that this post is going to have to end on a sad
note. Some objects, it seems, cannot be resuscitated, even not by that odd
mixture of DIY and WTF known as Jugarh. Please join me in wishing a fond
final farewell to the two (I guess three) hardest-working members of my team:

IMAGE 1) All that carnage wreaked by my buns o’ steel.
IMAGE 2) My Merrells. The tops are still in decent shape...by my standards.
But even | can’t sanction this.

Thanks, guys. It was great while it lasted. BT

Mike Roy has been cycling and spreading awareness about ecologically con-
scious living options since 2012. He also practices and promotes a “No Gas, No
Meat, No Trash” lifestyle, on the road and off. www.threeruleride.com.
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1. Heading out of Cairo.

2. Pedaling through the vast desert.

3. Surrounded by sand.

4. [ ocal customers in a Farafra tea house.
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‘As | waIk zlgelVlgle our camp, I stand in-awe at the tent |IIum|nated in the _
" middte of nowhere, the rocks behind it and the stars above it. | say ‘to my-
. self: “what a blessing, Sahara”: Somet|mes Rilgle myself in SUCh magnificent
: plaoes and situations that | find- |t hard to beI|eve that they.are réal and that'l -
~'got there-on.my hicycle. The magit of the life of an adventurer at its best. It
|s for moments like’the'se that | live for and for which 1 celebrate' eX|stenoe

»
v

‘ N/co/as Marlno IS an arch/tect and photographer who travels through
remote regions, in the ,oursun‘ of the Cu/tures thaf have reS/sted the
4 g/oballzat/on process. Follow hisjourneys at www. n/colasmar/n_o com-




Test MSR Tent

Text & photo: KIERAN ROWLEY

QUICK FACTS

Name: MSR Hubba Hubba HP Ultralight Tent
Weight: 1.93kg

Size (Packed): 51 x 17cm

Set-up Time: Less than 4 minutes

Packing Time: Less than 2 minutes

OUR RATING:

On our previous bicycle tours of Great

Britain we used the Terra Nova Laser

Space 2 tent. We believe that it was

a great tent for short cycle trips when

staying on well kept camp sites in good

weather. However, we were slightly wor-

ried that the size and number of pegs

required would mean that the Laser

Space 2 would not be as suitable for

the wild camping which was bound to

be required on a long, international tour.

We both decided that we would require

a new tent, and that it should fulfil the

following criteria:

« Small and lightweight when packed

» Easy to pitch with few or no pegs

* Comfortably sleep two with room to
store other kit inside

» Green or dark in colour so to be
discreet when wild camping

With all of this in mind, we both spent
many hours reading the blogs, books
and reviews of other cycle tourers in a
vain attempt to decide which tent we
would need for a trip of this magnitude.
It was while reading Peter Gostelow’s
great Big Africa Cycle blog that we first
became aware of the MSR Hubba tent.

From what Peter Gostelow wrote it
seemed that the tent (or more specifi-
cally, the bizarrely named Hubba Hubba
tent) would fulfil all of our requirements
for what we considered to be a fairly
reasonable price.

After 9 months of extensive and
strenuous testing we thought that it
was time that we gave back to the com-
munity that provided us with so much

information while we were in our plan-
ning stages and write our own review of
the MSR Hubba Hubba Tent in the hope
that it might help some of our fellow
long distance cycle tourers to make that
same, difficult decision in the future.

SIZE AND WEIGHT

You can get lighter tents that pack
down to smaller sizes, but as we were
preparing to live in the tent for the next
few years, we didn’t want to sacrifice
comfort for a few grams or millimeters.
Especially as there were probably going
to be days where we might spend the
whole day stuck in the tent due to bad
weather. We think that the MSR Hubba
Hubba reaches a happy compromise of
small and compact when packed (51 x
17cm) and big enough to sleep, sit and
store a few bags in when pitched. The
tent weighs less than 2kgs.

The relatively low profile and green
colour make it great for wild camping in
a large majority of locations. At times
we have been invisible from the road
despite being less than 2m from it!

PITCHING

Pitching the tent really couldn’t be easi-
er and after a few practice runs we were
soon able to set the tent up in a matter
of minutes.

We usually peg down the inner tent
using one peg at each corner (we also
purchased the separate footprint, which
we hope will extend the lifetime of the
tent). You then clip the single pole into
the inner tent and footprint, pull over
the flysheet, which clips into the four
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corners of the tent. You then peg out
the two entrances (one peg each) and
Voila! you are done.

On really hard ground (or when
camping on the concrete roof of an
abandoned fishing hut) you can even
pitch the tent without using any pegs,
although you do lose some firmness
and stability in the base. This would
probably cause the outer sheet to come
into contact with the inner sheet and let
in water during bad weather. Plus the
doors are likely to flap around in the
breeze if not secured by a heavy rock or
similar, but in good weather we’ve never
had any problems.

SLEEPING
Over the last 8 months we must have

MSR HuBBA HuBBA
WEIGHT: 1.93 kg

FOR MORE INFO SEE:
WWW.CASCADEDESIGNS.COM/MSR

I m
40 in,
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slept in this tent hundreds of times, and
not once have we had a bad nights
sleep that could be blamed on the tent
itself. There is more than enough room
for the two of us, our Therm-a-Rest
sleeping mats, sleeping bags and bar
bags inside the tent, while the awnings
on either side are just big enough for us
to squeeze all of our panniers in, al-
though this makes getting in and out of
the tent impractical. The two entrances
are useful for one person to get out of
the tent without disturbing the other.
The large pockets at either end of the
tent are useful for keeping our kindles
and torches in (but you wouldn’t want
to put anything heavier in) and al-
though we did originally consider pur-
chasing the optional gear loft we don’t

21m
84 in.

0.8 m
33 in.

1.dm
50 in.

0.8m
33 in.

personally think that we require any
extra storage space.

We have experienced a few mornings
when ice and condensation has formed
on the inside of the tent so it would
probably be better if there were some
ventilation flaps. We have not yet had
to camp in the snow, and as it is not a 4
season tent | hope we never have to!

VERSATILITY

The unique design of the tent offers a

number of ways to pitch the tent de-

pending on the weather and your mood.

You can;

1. only pitch the inner fly sheet to keep
cool whilst also keeping the insects
off in hot weather

2. peg the outer sheet in such a way so
that the tent is half open. Similar to
the first option but with some shade
and privacy

3. If you have the optional footprint, you
can also choose to only put up the
outer sheet. We've seen this done
on the internet but are personally
at a loss as to why you would want
to do this.

PACKING AND STORING

The tent packs down as quickly and
easily as it pitches and we have never
once struggled to fit the rolled up tent
inside the supplied bag. The 6 supplied
pegs are light and strong (only one

of ours has slightly bent due a rather
misguided attempt to “tap it in” with a
rock). They are also brightly coloured

which has ensured that we have not
lost any and have only stepped on them
while wearing flip-flops (and even walk-
ing shoes) a few painful times! A more
conventional peg might not have hurt
quite so much as the head of the peg is
quite sharp.

IN SUMMARY

We are very happy with this tent and
feel that, for the money, it is a great,
no nonsense tent suitable for long and
unpredictable cycle tours.

PROS

* Very few pegs (if any) needed

» Lightweight, yet still hardy

» Easy to hide due to colour and size

» Easy to pitch

* Very waterproof. We have been in
high winds and raging storms and
never once got wet.

CONS

* The tent flaps are a little fussy to tie
up, but once you get the hang of i, it
is easy enough

» Can't fully set it up without pegs,
especially not in bad weather

» Condensation — It could do with
some ventilation flaps BT

In May 2013 Kieran Rowley and Natasha
von Memerty sold their belongings and set
off from England pedalling in an easterly
direction. Alimost 2 years later they reached
Thailand. You can read about their adven-
ture at: www.downhillfromhere.net.
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TRIP GEAR

A look at equipment for bicycle travelers.
By: GRACE JOHNSON

Tent Pegs

Hilleberg’s V-Peg is made from
hardened aluminium and has an
integrated string loop for easy

removal from the ground.
Set of 10 pegs
weight 0.4 oz. (11 gr.)
Price: $ 29.95 U.S.
www.hilleberg.com
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Flexible Frame Glasses

Trioo 3U eyewear is made from an
ultra-durable material called Ultem

which is strong, lightweight and has an

unparalleled elasticity.
weight 1 oz. (28 gr.)
Price: $ 47. U.S.
(incl. optical lens + shipping)
www.trioo.us

6.3in

16 cm

Emergency Tire Boot

The Park tool tire boot is a strong
vinyl membrane with a pressure
sensitive adhesive that assures the
boot stays in place.

Set of three
Price: $3.49 U.S.
www.parktool.com

Merino Air Base Layer

Patagonia’s new air wool-polyester
base layer offers a stretchy, chafe-free
fit, lightweight warmth and exceptional
breathability due to exposing the fibers

to a high-pressure air gun.
Weight: 6.9 oz. (195 gr.)
Price: $129 U.S.
www.patagonia.com

<

4

Ortlieb Back-Roller Pro

This new pair of XL panniers can hold
up to 70L. volume and the two 8L. outer
pockets offer further space, especially

for wet laundry.
Weight for pair: 71 oz. (2008 gr.)
Price: $ 275. U.S.
www.ortlieb.com

First Aid Kit

The Stay Out There kit contains first
aid, personal care, and emergency
items in a small lightweight and
waterproof bag.

Weight: 8 oz. (227 gr.)

Price: $ 36. U.S.
www.palespruce.com
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Sikkim

Text & photo: MIKE ROY

short. It’s not that Sikkim — a pinky-nail-

sized Indian state sandwiched right
between Nepal to the west, Tibet to the
north, and Bhutan to the east — isn'’t full
of all the beauty and glory and majesty
that you'd expected from a Himalayan
Buddhist Kingdom. It’s just that all that
goodness isn’'t so easily accessible to
foreigners. Especially ones with “limited”
financial resources. Especially ones on
bikes. Especially during rainy season.

I’'m not saying | wouldn’t recommend
it to other cyclists; the roads are quite of-
ten decent (if your standards have been
sufficiently lowered by the surrounding
states), the general permit is free and
easy to get, and it's not much of a de-
tour if you're already planning on cross-
ing the northeast. | certainly don’t regret
going, especially now that I've forgotten
most of the unpleasantness faced — |
daresay surmounted — along the way.
By “unpleasantness,” I'm referring to
stuff like: much-anticipated 20km down-
hill rides through luscious tea gardens
ruined by roads so rocky and dusty that
| had no attention to spare for the scen-

I 'm afraid this story is going to be a little

of starting out as a trickle, leading you
to think that you'll be able to push on
through it, then gradually thickening until
you're already soaked anyway and now
there’s no reason not to push on through
it. Waterfall road washouts that guaran-
tee wet brakes and feet all day, every
day, even on sunny days. Climbs of 30
or 40km at a time with hardly so much
as a gazebo to collect yourself in. And,
most demoralizing of all, even in one of
those moments where everything is per-
fect, the sky is clear, the road is smooth,
and you've earned yourself a magical
panorama of the valley below, you know
what’s taunting you on the other side?
The same town you thought you'd left two
days before. Fourteen man-cycle hours,
eighty kilometers of gut-wrenching drops
and laborious climbs, and you're still
about ten kilometers as the crow flies
from where you started.

On the plus side, | did learn a thing or
two about my limits. Namely that cycling
three hours uninterrupted uphill in the
rain is doable, but afterwards doing any-
thing besides eating and keeping myself
wrapped up in comforters isn’'t. BT

: pa— - ' ] Wy S % e R ery. Would-be dazzling viewpoints totally
_5:.-_-:"1 COODLUCK) T i L e P W obscured by fog. 4:30 wakeups just to  Mike Roy has been cycling and spreading
== ! any ' . = - - ¥ 22 - T catch a glimpse of the sun rising over  awareness about ecologically conscious

the Himalayas...also rendered pointless living options since 2012. He also prac-
by fog. Descents so steep that my hands tices and promotes a “No Gas, No Meat,
went numb from holding the brakes and No Trash” lifestyle, on the road and off

my face went numb from the continuous www.threeruleride.com.
grimacing. The rain’s annoying habit
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The Road

“Success

e hadn’t cycled much further
before the road narrowed
and soon petered out into a

track, leading off into the fells. Accord-
ing to the map, after a couple of miles
we’d meet up with a road which would
take us around Haweswater reservoir.
What we didn’'t know was how rideable
this track would turn out to be. However,
coming towards us, walking his border
terrier, was a friendly-looking chap, who
we hoped might know the answer. Sure
gh, he confidently promised us that
ere in for a treat.

“Marvellous scenery and a very rea-
sonablepath,”hesaid.“l should thinkyou'll
be able to cycle most of it quite easily.”

‘SO0 we shouldn’t have any problem

o O yPns,

By: JACKIE WINTER

finding Haweswater?” my husband Allan

asked.

“You'll soon get your first glimpse of it
in the distance,” said the pleasant fellow.
Enjoy yourselves.”

With hindsight, this short and mis-
leading encounter could have several
explanations:

e The man had a mistaken idea of
terrain which could be described as
rideable.

» He was an ancestor of the jester, Tom
Fool.

* He was a compulsive liar.

* He was a sadistic nutcase.

The terrain was beautiful, certainly.
It was also extreme

rapidly disintegrated into a stony an

Photo: PATRICK.LOWN https.// www.flickr.com/people/patkickownummeas = s o
. & ‘w

o
- .

muddy trail, barely negotiable. Allan
resorted to carrying the tandem across
long and boggy stretches of moorland.
It was slow going and we were forced to
slosh our way through many a marshy
swamp. Consequently, our shoes were
soon soaked and filthy, and only Bob
was escaping unscathed.

“It can’t be much further,” Allan panted.
“We should be able to see Haweswater
soon. Maybe round this next corner.” But
once around the corner, all we could see
ahead was a cyclist wearing a lime green
peaked cap, making even slower prog-
ress than us and also carrying his bike.

Hoping for an encouraging exchange
of words, we got a move on and caught
him up. Like us, he was covered in mud
and, also like us, he’d chatted to the ami-
able owner of a border terrier.

“He told me that cyclists ride along this
trail all the time,” green cap grumbled.

“It's barely a track,” Allan complained.
“Let alone rideable. I've carried our bike

- for miles.”

“Me too. Mind you ...” with a less than
envious glance at our tandem cradled

o

s

in Allan’s arms, “that thing looks heavy.”

How dare he call Bob a thing! From
being a fellow cyclist having a difficult
day, green cap had turned into an igno-
ramus, who thoroughly deserved to be
given rubbish directions. Rather stiffly,
we said cheerio and left him chewing on
chocolate-covered Kendall Mint Cake,
while we continued the long plod uphill. |
was suddenly reminded of some charac-
ter-building advice Robert Baden-Powell
is credited with having once given his
young scouts, and thought I'd share the
great man’s wisdom with my husband.

“The road to success in whatever you
do is the power to endure and to keep on
keeping on,” | told him. Allan, weighed
down by a sturdy tandem, gave me a
frosty glare but didn’t have enough puff
to retaliate and | sensibly shut up. BT

Jackie Winter loves reading, writing and
cycling. Author of Life In Tandem. Her hus-
band thinks she’d rather write about cycling
than actually do it. He’s wrong, of course....
http.//www.amazon.com/Life-In-Tandem-
Cycling-TIravels/dp/1500198463. .
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oo What can possibly
go wrong?




BY: JULIANA BUHRING
PHOTOS: PAUL JEURISSEN

he first day in India starts with a literal bang.Trying to
leave Kolkata, weaving through the seething, mov-

ing chaos of trucks, motorbikes, buses, rickshaws,
bikes laden with pots, animals and merchandise, pe-
destrians, dogs, cows, goats, garbage, potholes.

Everywhere an interminable stench of
rotting rubbish, feces and incense.

Between a truck coming up on my
right and a dog on my left, a man sud-
denly darts out into the street directly
in my path, sees me two feet away and
freezes. There is nowhere to swerve to
avoid him. “Move! Move! Move!” | yell
seconds before impact. The collision
sends Pegasus and | sprawling across
the dusty asphalt.

“Are you crazy?” | shout more from the
surprise of hitting the guy than anything
else. He scampers away unfazed, while
| pick up Pegasus and realign his chain.
“‘People with a death wish....” | mutter
and shakily remount, ignoring the blood
dripping down my shin, desperate to get
out of this death trap and onto the open
road. It takes over two hours to maneu-
ver my way out of the city. Forty kilome-
ters later, | still have not eaten breakfast,
so | pull over at a little roadside truck
stop restaurant for chai tea and biscuits.
While | eat, a small crowd gathers around
Pegasus, pinching and prodding the tires
as though testing fruit for ripeness.
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“‘Expensive?” they ask in the interna-
tional sign language for money, rubbing
fingers and thumb together.

“No, noooo.” | lie.

This quickly becomes a theme. Each
time | stop, the crowd swoops in. At first
| feel nervous and claustrophobic, like
the monkey in a cage, till | begin to un-
derstand that all the attention is over my
bike. Pegasus is a two-wheel rock star.
People gather just to touch his tires. Even
covered in dust and filth, compared to the
rusty one-gear contraptions they all ride,
he stands out like the Ferrari of bicycles.
Naturally, | never let him out of my sight,
even taking him into the toilets with me.

A hundred and twenty kilometers on,
| am growing desperately hungry and
thirsty, and feeling the effects of the sun.
| turn off at the next little town | pass to
find food and water. There is a national
festival on, crowds of men with orange
powder smeared down their foreheads
block the road waving three-foot long sa-
bers to the rhythm of drums. It is a public
holiday and everything is shut apart from
a few filthy roadside stalls cooking food




next to piles of rubbish and mangy street
dogs, everything covered in flies. When |
find an actual restaurant that looks open,
| am told that food is not served till night.

“PLEASE”, | BEG. “I'm hungry.”

| must pull off pathetic pretty good.
They take pity and offer some leftover
Biryani from the day before. | shovel
down the fragrant yellow rice while the
owner, cook and waiter sit on a row of
plastic chairs watching me eat.

When [I've finished, | ask for the toi-
let and one of them escort me through a
dark, cavernous hole full of rubbish and
pots that is the kitchen. The waiter points
to a drain in the corner, “there”.

| realize with horror that they do their
‘business’ in the same place where they
cook the food | have just eaten.

“Never mind.” | smile weakly and brief-
ly consider retching up my lunch. Mean-
while, the cook has mounted Pegasus
and taken a wobbly spin around the little
cement courtyard. | let out a yelp when
he nearly crashes it into the wall.

“‘Uh, thank you for the food.” | tell
them, a possessive hand on Pegasus’
handlebar. “| really should be going.”

Back on the road, and pedaling out of
town towards the highway, | am accost-
ed a couple youth on a motorbike. They
are dressed like Bollywood sidekicks in
collared shirts unbuttoned half way down
their chests and tucked into tight jeans,
hair strangely gelled and aviator sun-
glasses. One of them calls out, “madam,
stop a moment!”

| don't.

They follow me down the road with
frustrating persistence. “Please madam,
we just want to take photos with you.”
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When it's clear they aren’t going to
leave me alone, | pull over. A second
motorbike putters up with two more guys
and the four youths take turns posing
around me, the photographer comment-
ing between snaps, ‘Oh very sexy.’

Right.

| finally get rid of them and back on
the road. The sun starts setting at four
and by five it is almost dark, so | turn off
for the nearest little town, Belda.

In the only hotel, a vociferous argu-
ment is taking place between the man-
ager and a cross-eyed old hag. They are
too absorbed in the heated exchange to
notice me enter. A huddle of mustached
spectators sit around laughing and
commenting.

AFTER WAITING a good fifteen min-
utes, | plant myself impatiently in front of
the manager’s desk. He stares up with a
distinctly hostile look as if | have no busi-
ness standing there.

‘I need a room.”

“‘How many in your party?”

“Just me.”

“You? Alone?” He stares in disbelief.

One of the onlookers say something in
Hindi, the discernible word being “cycle”.
The manager looks from me to Pegasus
and a rumbling sound comes out of him.
Laughter. Apparently this is the most ri-
diculous thing he has ever heard. Shak-
ing his head and mumbling impercepti-
bly, he laboriously puts me through the
registration formalities and | am led to a
room with browning walls, dusty floors,
bare mattress, a clothesline slung from
wall to wall, no toilet paper or soap. | go
back to the front desk and make the mo-
tions of putting a sheet on the bed. The

manager rolls his eyes and calls the as-
sistantwho reluctantly drags himselfover.

Meantime, the old hag has dashed
to the linen cupboard, pulled out some
bedding and rushed into my room, leap-
ing lightly onto the bed and throwing out
the sheet like a fisherman
casting a net. The assis-
tant, roused by her ac-
tions, follows just a few
seconds behind and with
a single movement, tears
off the sheet she has
just laid. This sets off a volley of unin-
telligible expletives which he fires back
just as rapidly and chases her from the
room with one threatening hand raised.
The hag carries on a screeching tirade
in the hall, while he slowly and methodi-
cally makes up the bed. Though | cannot
understand a word, the entire spectacle
is pure entertainment.

THEY FINALLY LEAVE, | go to lock
the door and discover there is no key.
When | go back to the front desk to ask
for it, the manager pretends not to un-
derstand. | act out a key being turned
in a lock. He shrugs and waves a hand,
‘don’t worry about it.” | am plenty worried
about it. “Sir, | must have a key. | will not
sleep the night with an unlocked door.”
He grudgingly pulls open a drawer and
hands it over.

Back in my room, | find the hag wait-
ing in the door frame, one hand out-
stretched and the other pointing to her
palm. | close and lock the door, vaguely
wondering what will await me when |
open the it again on tomorrow?

| needn’t have wondered. Come
6:00am | am awakened by the doorknob

slowly turning. When whomever is on
the other side finds it locked they start to
pound their fist against the wood instead.
| pull the door open with some displea-
sure, and there is the importunate old
hag, still pointing to her palm. | decide

| realize with horror
that they do their ‘business’
in the same place they cook

the argument of the previous night likely
had something to do with her disturbing
the clientele.

AN AUSPICIOUS START to the
second day, which takes a flying nose-
dive from there. The Biryani of the day
before has taken effect. I'd woken in the
night, my stomach an internal tsunami
and spent half of it on the toilet. | know
| risk severe dehydration cycling in the
heat without food or water in my stom-
ach, but | am not staying another day in
that hotel of horrors, so | pack up and
decide to try and reach Baleshwar, 100
km away. They are the longest 100 ki-
lometers | have ever cycled. | have not
eaten or drunk since yesterday, my head
is pounding and my stomach is getting
ready to either implode or explode.

Antonio calls around 10:30. “Every-
thing okay?”

“No. | don’t know if | can go on. | have
to crap so badly | can hardly pedal.”

“Just stop somewhere.”

The sound that comes out of me is
somewhere between a cry and a laugh.
“Where?! | am literally on a highway in
the middle of nowhere.” | am not about
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to squat by roadside alla Indian. | keep on pedaling,
dizzy from the heat and the excruciating pain in my
stomach. Antonio calls again.
“Ju, I've booked you into a clean hotel in Balesh-
war. Just try to reach there and you can rest.” | won-
der what planet he is on. A lot of sarcastic replies
come to mind.
“‘Kay.” Is all | manage and hang up. | have to
stop every few kilometers, one leg wrapped tight-
ly around the other like a liquorice stick while my
stomach rumbles and shakes with the early stir-
rings of an intestinal eruption. By the time | enter
Baleshwar, there is no more restraining it. Right in
the middle of the street, it explodes. Literally and
publicly. | run cross-legged into the first hotel | see. e
“‘Help!” | shout desperately. “Please! The toilet!”
The old, turbaned man at reception points word-
lessly to a white door at the end of the hall. The hor-
rifying ordeal which follows would need the entire
alphabet to describe. A is for awful, B is for bust, C
for chagrin, D for disgust...
| have hit the lowest point yet. Veritable rock bot-
tom. Washing out my pants in the toilet, | just start
laughing. It's one of those scenarios you hear about,
but never imagine could happen to you. | have shit
myself like a baby at 31 years old. It can’t get much
worse than this, can it? Fortunately, the bathroom
has a shower and | use it. Putting my wet clothes
back on, | emerge nearly half an hour later, looking ‘
sheepish.
“Thank you.” | mumble to the man behind the
desk, my pride completely pulverized.
“Ten rupees.” He answers. | fish out the cost of
my shame and quickly slink out. BT

Juliana Buhring is an ultra-endurance cyclist and
writer. She holds the first Guinness World Record for
fastest woman to circumnavigate the world by bike.
http://julianabuhring.com

You can view more bicycle touring and culture im-
ages on photographer Paul Jeurissen’s website;
www.pauljeurissen.nl.
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PHOTO STORY

“ HIMALAYAS

Eric Schambion and Amaya Williams pedal over the highest mountains on Earth.

Traversing India’s rough and rugged Himalayan region is an awe-inspiring experience for
even the most well-travelled cycle tourist. You can test your mettle on punishing climbs to over
5,000 meters and pitch your tent on the shores of a dazzling turquoise lake. The Manali-Leh
ride, with its barren but beautiful landscapes, is the most popular route in the region. Remoter
and less-touristic, Spiti Valley is where the real adventure lies.

Himalayan sunrise
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1. Prayer wheel

2. Camping in Lamayuru Monastary, Ladakh
3. Ladakhi lady

4. The road to Tso Kar
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Bicycling the Spiti valley.
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WRITING TO TELL EVERYONE

WHAT ARE YOU DOINGT
WE 'C"?"':LED Eﬂﬂm TDDA‘;"

ARE vOU GOING TO I DON'T WANT TO BOG THEM

THE F ADS
rﬁmEg L:IEJTLIHG- Tﬂ{wﬂﬁms? DOWN WITH BORING DETAILS

In 2006 Amaya Williams and her partner Eric Schambion set off to
cycle every country on the planet. You can follow their progress and
download their free photo e-books at: www.worldbiking.info.

“‘We, Tegan Phillips and Axel, are a pair of clumsy adventurers (human and bike,
respectively) who explore new places and create cartoons about our experiences
and about all of the interesting(ish) things that pop into our heads when we’re
trying not to think about going uphill. http://unclippedadventure.com/wp
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Thanks!

To all of the people in the bicycle touring community who
made these last 10 issues possible by contributing their
great writing and pictures.

Aaldrik Mulder
Adam Coppola
Adam Foster
Albert Sans
Alena Pesavento
Alex Denham
Alex Denham
Alicia Urrea
Alvaro Martin
Alvaro Neil
Amaya Williams
Amit Rawat
Andrew Henderson
Andrew Morgan
Andrew Sykes
Archie Leeming
Artur Staszewski
Ben Sadd

Ben Searle
Benjamin Jacob
Cass Gilbert
Charlie Baxter
Chris Gruar
Chris Szczerba
Claude Marthaler
Daisuke Nakanishi
Dan Harrison
Dan Slater

Dave Conroy
David Gregory

David Piper

Dean Clementson
Dennis Koomen
Derek Keats

Dirk Huyghe

Dirk van Hulle
Dustin Orrick

ed brabander
Edward Genochio
Emily Chappell
Emma Philpott
Enrique Gabas Pere
Eric Rex

Eric Schambion
Erik Schepers
Fabian Nawrath
Fearghal O'Nuallain
Fin Gypsy

Frank van Rijn

Fred Spengler
Fredrika Ek

Friedel Grant

Gijs Stevers

Gili Rosenberg
Glenn Charles

Guy Moodie

Hanna Mi Jakobson
Harriet Pike

Harry Wagenaar
Heike Pirngruber
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Helen Lloyd
Henrik Frederiksen
Henrik Risager
Henry Brydon

lan Mitchell

Igor Kovse

Jack Moore
Jackie Winter

Jan Wouters
Janyis Watson
Jared Mitchell
Jason Lewis

Jean Baptiste

Jim van den Berg
Jo Charnock

Joe Cruz

Josh Cunningham
Josie Dew

Juliana Buhring
Karlijne Jukes
Katie Tibbetts
Kees Swart
Kieran Rowley
Leonardo Corradini
Liz Wilton

Logan Watts
Loretta Henderson
Lukasz Ziach
Lynette Eyb

Marc Freedman

Photo: PAUL JEURISSEN www.pauljeurissen.nl

Marc mcShane
Marcel Egli

Mark Watson
Matt Kelly
Maurizio Billo
Maya Goldstein
Meraid Giriffin
Mica Radu
Michael Tran
Michael van Vliet
Mike Boles

Mike Howarth
Mike Roy

Mirjam Wouters
Nathalie Pellegrinelli
Neil Pike
Nicholas Henderson
Nicolas Marino
Oskar Karlin
Patrick Hugens
Patrick Down

Paul Griffiths
Paul Grover
Paul Jeurissen
Peter Eland
Peter Gostelow
Peter Jordan
Phil Cross
Pooyan Shadpoor
Rachel Hugens
Rick Galezowski
Rob Halkett
Rob Lucas
Rob Philippe
Rudi Verhagen
Ryan Davies
Sam Wood
Sarah Hedges
Scott Stoll
Sean Jansen
Sebastia Giralt
Shane Little

Simon Stewart
Solidream
Stéphane Girard
Steve Fabes

Steve Turner

Steve Wall

Tegan Phillips
Theleom

Thom Quine
Thomas Riley

Tom Allen

Tom Kevill-Davies
Tom Walwyn

Tyler Kellen
Urbanist Cycling
Valentijn van der Valk
Werner Wittersheim
Willem Megens
Yvonne van der Valk
Zissi Kauch

Zoa Gypsy
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Parting shot

RIP

Here LIES:

SHIMANGO
“Qusty"
- PEDALS

Loos - 2013

Photo: MIKE BOLES https://mikeonbike.wordpress.com

“48,000 km and not a millimeter more.
So long, old friends.” ~ Mike Boles

BicycleTraveler
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