Brian’s Journal


June 14th, 2001  Day before leaving

Spent the day running last minute errands that we should have finished days ago.  Packed up all our gear into boxes and BOBs in the Hankerd’s driveway after doing a quick 3-mile ride for the first time with full gear.  Wobbly and strenuous, I laughed nervously thinking about what I was about to undergo.   My friend Zak picked me up around 9:30 and we went to the Moose’s Tooth for my final dinner in Anchorage.   We drove there more or less in silence as I took in Anchortown for one last time.   Anxiety and nerves raced through me as I anticipated the departure.
June 15, 2001 Day one

Woke up around 8:00 or so and had breakfast with the folks as they gave me last minute advice and words of confidence.   Headed to the airport and unloaded all our gear at the check in counter, noticing for the first time how much we’ll be carrying with us for the next 15000 miles.   The lady that checked us in was very helpful and was upset to find out that her employer (Alaska Airlines) didn’t sponsor us.    My family was there at the gate as we chowed on Cinnabuns and muffins, a true meal to prepare for our journey.   Boarding began just as Zak showed up costumed in a hippy costume to cut the nervousness.


We flew out on a gorgeous morning and got a full view of McKinley and its surrounding peaks.   Now the urge to get pedaling was racing through me as I twitched to get off the plane.   Keith Silvers from Colville Incorporated was waiting for us in the much cooler Deadhorse airport.   WE grabbed our stuff and loaded it into the truck.  Keith drove us to the start of the Dalton Highway for my first glimpse.   A long dirt road that leads off into the tundra with nothing around except an occasional truck flying by and “pingos,” a natural phenomenon caused by underground water freezing and pushing the ground up, sometimes a hundred feet or so.  Off in the distance is the Brooks Range, but still just a hazy outline.  

We unloaded our gear and got prepared to leave and then Raven,  Colville’s camp cook, made up a killer spaghetti dinner that we stuffed ourselves with.   We left the warmth of the building around 6:45 and made it about ½ a mile to the Deadhorse Trading Post where some people inquired about our trip and warned us of the bears.   Now 7:00, we leave to see how far we can make it before exhaustion sets in.


12 miles in I begin to feel fatigued, but not wanting to admit it, we push on.


24 miles, I think 13 more miles to our planned point of camp is out of the question.  Boy I’m out of shape.  My knees and calfs are already hurting and we’ve only gone 24 miles.  Uh oh.


Around mile 39 we make it to a spot where winter road maintenance vehicles are kept and huge bags of Calcium Chloride, which they use to harden the road and keep dust down.  Franklin Bluffs are off to the east a bit and I see the Arctic Tundra for the first time up close and personal.   Flat and lonely, but still endlessly gorgeous.   I sleep well.

June 16th, day 2  About 48 miles.  6 hours riding time, leave camp 12:50pm, arrive Dan Creek 9:40


A tough day for me since my knees are killing me and I begin realizing what I am doing.   My distaste for the Dalton Highway starts to work me, so I am forced to maintain a positive attitude and always look on the bright side.  “Sure my knees feel like they’re bleeding and my butt is numb; but look at the caribou!  Ooooo, a musk ox!”   The weather was being great, too, which is always a bonus.

I began considering the concept that the haul road was the true test to see if this thing was doable.  If I survive this road, I can accomplish anything.   Staring at the sticker in my map bag that says “I survived the Dalton Highway, Deadhore Alaska.”  I couldn’t wait to put that sticker on my bike.

 
We camped by the Dan Creek bridge (more like a couple dirt covered pipes that you drive over).   Cool spot on soft tundra and the running water right by the tents on a little bluff.   My first Mountain House meal, the dehydrated just-add-water packages that would be our sole source of energy for the next several days.  Fortunately they’re not too bad. 

June 17th, day 3    54 miles.  8 hours riding, leave camp 11:00, arrive11:30pm


My knees weren’t feeling any better, but after a quick examination of my riding position by the others, we move my seat up and forward a bit and it quickly solves the pain.   Headed down an insane hill called the Ice Cut that I was incredibly grateful to not be going up.  Smooth riding after that on some compacted mud, then our payback for the descent began as we climbed Oil Spill Hill.   I chose to walk my bike up, as lame as that is, but I was in my lowest gear and felt like my chain was about to snap.

Somewhere around here is when my Achilles tendon begins acting up, which would serve as a problem for the next several days.    Lots of ups and downs pushed my calf muscles to the limit, causing them to stretch and grow.  This apparently puts strain on your Achilles, and therefore causes inflammation (Achilles tendonitis).  

I also found out that when my MSR mini-works water filter fell out of my pannier today, it cracked the ceramic filter, making it useless.   I used it twice and now it was just dead weight until I get to Fairbanks.   Oh well, “Fairbanks!”   As we began to say for every problem that came about.  


I broke my chain today and it was quite a fiasco as Erich and I battled the wind to get it replaced as quickly as possible.  After making numerous stupid mistakes, it gets good to go.  The first casualty of the adventure.


Came down a sweet hill that I got going 37 mph on, not bad for a turning gravel road with side panniers, trailer, and 100 pounds jerking you left and right.   Erich and I pushed on a few more miles but were both exhausted and realized that another 11 miles to our proposed campsite was not going to happen.  My Achilles were hurting ridiculous now, and it almost broguh tears to my eyes at same points.  Camp sounded like a great idea.  We had a little turn off with a bit of a hill and an awesome view of the Brooks Range.  The pipeline was less than 50 yards on the other side of the street.  This was one of the best spots we had.
June 18th, day 4   50.1 miles   6 hrs 10 minutes riding time.  Leave camp 12:45, arrive 9:30


As I clean my chain I find that a couple of the sprockets on my rear derailleur are missing, probably from the screwy job we did of replacing my chain the day before.   It still works, but shifting is a jerky and slow.  No way to fix it on the road, so I hope for the best.


Today we climbed over the continental divide at Attigan Pass, a 2-mile 9-10% grade (some say it’s 13%, but I don’t think it’s that steep) that took me 45 minutes to climb.  I found that swerving back and forth across the road as I climb keeps the trailer from dragging me down hill quite as bad, thus making it easier.  I just look a bit goofy weaving back and forth huffing and puffing with a drained expression on my face.   The climb was somewhere around 2000 vertical feet, enough to beat you up but good.

Once we climbed through the clouds, the rainy gray arctic scenery changed as you looked to the south and saw endless green valleys, sunshine, and the first sign of flowers.   Absolutely breathtaking.  I’d suggest checking out, but just have someone else carry your gear if you do by bicycle.

June 19 day 5  60 miles, 5 hrs 46 minutes riding..  lv camp 10:45 arrive Coldfoot AK 6:15pm


Driven by the excitement of getting a shower and buffet dinner was all it too to get me to go the miles today.   We did pass through a really muddy 5-mile section that forced us to wash our bikes in a stream since the water trucks were soaking the road and then covering it with Calcium Chloride, which causes rust with the quickness, according to a trucker.   


Achilles started acting up a few miles from Coldfoot (the first place since Prudhoe, 240 miles).   “Walked” it off and took a less than tranquil shower since I had only a broken dried up old bar of hotel soap, no wash cloth, and no shampoo.   I did feel good to get the majority of the junk off me though.  Then the dinner we had, which was less than tasty by most standards, was excellent.    Washed our dirty clothes, which was good since I only brought one pair of biking shorts, one bike shirt, and one t-shirt. To lighten my load.   


Unfortunately they wouldn’t let us camp there, so we had to find a spot just down the road.  It was by a creek and was the first place we had seen mosquitoes.   This would not be the last time though…

June 20th, day 6  60.5 miles


Had the breakfast buffet at Coldfoot to give us the needed energy to make it the Arctic Circle.    Our waitress was a toughen woman from Portland who decided to come give this place a try.    She warned us of bears and “beaver fever” (Giardia), but didn’t really give us any thing useful, although she sure wanted to.  We thanked her just the same.  

Came across road construction where we had to wait for 2 hours in order to get ferried across the 3-mile stretch that we could have rode across in 20 minutes.   Tiffany the flag girl gave me some 800mg Ibuprofen for my various aches and was interesting enough to make our long wait go by just fine.   

After stopping at the road construction office where Jeremy the foreman (?) gave us tips on a beautiful route from Whitehorse to Seattle.   We breaked for a bit then headed towards Gobbler’s Knob, a 3-mile 800 foot climb.  It was tough, but I managed to work it with a leaky tire that I procrastinated the replacement for.    The heat was the hard part though, since we were basically on the Arctic Circle on the summer solstice where the sun doesn’t set.   Beating down intensely.  


Another hill just before camp was Connection Rock that was 9%, according the milepost, but I think it was more hardcore than that.   At the top we began a long downhill that I got my first flat on (the slow leak had its way with me).   Trying to replace it in thick mosquitoes and covered in sweat was no easy task.  As I grabbed another tube I found that the wheels are Presta valve but I only had Shraeder tubes.   Shraeder tubes are wider than presta, so I found out that I have no tubes.  More dead weight.  We do a quick patch job and make it the ¾ mile to camp.  


Camping in a no camping zone, we hiked back into the woods a bit to avoid any trouble.  We were tired and didn’t care.  I wanted a Mountain House and a bed.

June 21st day 7     57.5 miles  Arctic Circle to ‘The Hot Spot Café”

Countless ups and downs today.   Woke up worried about the “Roller Coaster,” but found the “Beaver Slide” to be much worse.  I didn’t feel great when I woke up and breakfast didn’t sit well with me.  I tried to eat some ramen, but it just tasted sick.  Low on energy and tired we hit the Beaver Slide shortly after leaving camp.  I was hurting for energy so bad that I got blown over by the wind once and actually fell over and rolled into the ditch a second time.   It was the most miserable I’ve been the whole trip.  Not being able to stay on my bike, I hiked up the hill to find Erich eating a Clif Bar, which I took the cue and ate a few myself.    After a bit of rest I began feeling a bit better, so we continued on to the Arctic Circle Inn, basically a homestead where a rugged Alaskan couple turned an old cabin into a guest house and opened the downstairs into a gift shop.  There we had some Mountain Dews and Snickers which gave me the energy I so desperately needed.


We pushed right along through Mackey Hill, Finger Mountain, Roller Coaster, and Sand Hill, all tough climbs (anything with a name on the haul road is bound to be a bugger).   Finally made it to the Hot Spot Café where a much-deserverd burger was consumed and the locals were great.   Dale, a farmer-turned-trucker from Yakima WA, told us of the good old days on the haul road before it became so commercial.  He commented on the trust that everyone has for each other up here.  “If you order a burger and realize you don’t have the money, they don’t care, they know you’l get them back next time through.”   A place where, although they don’t serve breakfast, the cook makes up omelettes and puts them in the fridge for the truckers.  If the truckers want breakfast, they leave money in place of the food.   Too cool.

June 22nd Day 8  67 miles  Hot Spot to Mile 70.5 Steese Hwy.

Headed for the Yukon River this morning and had nice big breakfast.   After a bit of climbing we had some huge downhills that ended us up at Hess Creek where we planned on filling up water, but it was some rusty stagnant water with THICK mosquitoes.   Out of control, to the point where I was running through the woods trying to get away from them and even after slopping myself with DEET (the highest concentrated bug spray available…95% active ingredient, Deep Woods Off is 25-30%) they were still all over me.    Just about now they sun was coming out and beating us to pieces as we climbed some hills, unable to find shade.   Marc was way ahead of us and I found a little pool in a gravel pit that I dunked my head in and we filled up our bottles.   

Further down the line I run out of water and we can’t find Marc.   After stopping at the next creek from Hess Creek (15 miles), it is also pretty sketchy water, and I opted not to fill my bottles since I had a quart left.   Big mistake I soon learn as we begin a long climb with no shade.  I quickly exhaust my water and begin to gasp for air and suck desperately at the hose to my camelback.    I stop almost at the top of a hill and look out over a serene valley unable to respond to Erich’s question.  I couldn’t understand what he was saying and as I tried to talk I only kind of mumbled.   Minor hallucinations and incredible weakness made me sure that I was heat exhausted and dangerously dehydrated.    

We reach the end of the Dalton Highway and the anticipated celebration I was expecting was pushed aside for the need of a campsite and water.  Realizing that Marc won’t be camping with us tonight we find a pull off, but no water.  Erich and I ride a bit farther and find a little drainage area with a pool where we want to fill our bottles.  Noticing suds, a slight smell, and being downstream from Livengood, we decide that as much as we need it, even our filters won’t make that water good.  Erich had a quart left, so we use that to make our dinners, but have the Oriental Style Spicy Chicken and Rice.  No water to cool the heat of the food, fighting bugs, and pitching camp in quite literally a ditch in the side of the road.  15 feet from the highway with traffic tearing by at 60 mph.   As we eat some people stop and want their picture taken with us.  They had talked to Marc who was a couple miles ahead and wanted our picture in case we got famous.   Of course we failed to ask if they had any water.   


A rough day and sleeping in a ditch on the Steese Highway.   It’s good for the story, right?   But hey, I earned that damn “I survived the Dalton Highway” sticker.   Did I ever! 
June 23rd, Day 9 85.6 miles


Woke up covered in sweat from a warm night in my sauna of a tent, covered in dust from the day before.   Still no water.  I scarf down a couple Clif bars which is just enough to get me up the first big hill.  At least now there will be little trading posts and such along the way, so we stop at those along the way and everywhere we go they tell us that Marc had just left, etc.   I killed a 32 oz Gatorade in about 30 seconds at the first one and the ladt tells us about a natural spring just ahead where we can fill our bottles.   It was buggy and I got 18 bites in the minute it took me to fill up, but it was cold and perfect.    One place along the way had sandwiches that we enjoyed thoroughly.   


We hit pavement finally at Mile 39 of the Steese, the first time we’ve felt it since Anchorage.  Oh, what a long-awaited enjoyment it was.     I think we actually rode across the movie set from Deliverance when we stopped at a trading post where eight or nine kids greeted us and their assumed mom, a skinny chain-smoking, bra-less, Adrian-from-Rocky-looking lady, yelled at them, “If you kids don’t pick up all that trash over there each one of ya’s is getting’ a switchin’!”   There definitely was an abundance of white trash. ( I would be worried about them reading this, but the combined reading level of everyone there was maybe that of an 8-year-old.  Let alone they have probably never seen a computer)   


We enjoyed a good laugh there, and then pressed on to the Hill Top Café where we had a burger served seemingly hesitantly to us most likely from our smell, dirtiness, and running sweat down our faces.   The same guy that took our order was later sweeping the driveway of an unpaved parking lot.  Don’t ask, we couldn’t figure it out either.   Finally we made it to Fairbanks where Marc came up behind us after waiting at a gas station.  We cruised along in good spirits knowing that it was  only a short distance to showers, inside sleeping, and…well that was all we were expecting, but man we couldn’t wait.   

As we find our way through town we find the address of our friends’ house that offered graciously to take up this smelly team of cyclists but come to an airplane hangar.  Thinking it was the business address, we were not happy.   It was 11 at night, we were on the edge of town, and had just came 85 miles.  We snooped around for a bit and almost walked into another guy’s house.   We did eventually find the right place, and were greeted by Dan, the only person awake in the household.  He showed us the shower, the garage, and handed us each a beer.   After showers we sat on the couch and watched TV until we fell asleep.   How perfect it was to not be battling the bugs, sleeping on a thermarest mattress, and have a comfy couch to lay my head on.   A huge thanks to the Luchini’s for putting us up.   We all slept sound that night.
June 24th, Day off (day 10)

Woke up to a great breakfast and were offered a truck so that we could drive ourselves all over town to pick up the supplies we needed, including a box from Anchorage with extra clothes, food, and our solar power stuff.   

Met some friend’s of Marc’s for lunch at a cool little restaurant on the Chena River and enjoyed good food.   After we left there we cruised back to the Luchini’s for some packing and a ridiculously big Steak dinner with corn-on-the-cob, salad, watermelon, and bread.   


We got basically finished packing and sent out a few emails.  All this up to here was my second time typing.   I had this all prepared to send out but Hotmail did something undesirable and I lost the whole thing.   
Keep checking the site for the continuing saga of BikeAmericas.  Hopefully I’ll get it going tonight, but it could be a while.  But either way, it is now July 3rd and I’m alive and in Whitehorse.   Keep in touch,

Brian

Brian’s Journal 2 (June 25th-July 3rd)

*******All right guys, here’s the long awaited continuation of my journal.  I tried sending this about a month ago but our webmaster, Ron, just got a blank email when I tried to attach it.   I didn’t find this out until after we had a little mishap with the laptop.  So here’s the rest.****************

June 25th  half day of riding.  51.3 miles, 3 hours 40 min riding time.  Leave Fairbanks 2:05, arrive High School Party Spot 9:15

Woke up earlier than I would have liked due to all the commotion inside the Luchini house since it was Monday morning and normal people have to work (what a weird concept).   The night had already been cut short since the room was sickly warm and the smoke from the nearby wildfire was fairly potent in the air, too.  Even still, our hosts pushed coffee and breakfast on me and then I felt better, even though my Achilles hurt more now than they had in a couple days.  After a shower and my first shave of the trip, the boys and I headed out to Beaver Sports, where we were going to get our bikes tuned up.  


They were really good about getting us right in and the kid there hooked us up pretty sweet, too. I had to replace both derailleurs (from the chain fiasco) and had a safety check on it, all for $40.   Not cheap, but when I replaced only one of my derailleurs last time it cost that much.   

 
Scarfed down the lunch buffet at Pizza Hut and felt sick afterward.  None of us were very anxious to get on the road again.  After returning to the Luchini’s for final packing and thank yous, we hit the road with the wind to our backs and a confirmed weight of 103 pounds not counting water for me.  Marc was about the same, and Erich had over 120 pounds worth of gear.  


The weight Erich carried would soon prove to be a problem since about 20 miles into the day or so, he calls me on the radio saying he just broke a spoke.  Not a major problem, but Marc is a mile or so ahead and has the only replacement spokes.   I try to catch him, but end up flagging down a lady who was willing to cruise up and stop Marc and let him in on the situation.   When we finally all meet up, we get it fixed without a problem, but don’t get far before another spoke pops. In addition, this stretch was the ugliest we’d been on:  Four lanes wide with lots of traffic and no change of scenery. At least before when we had problems, there was cool stuff to see.  


Erich continues having wheel trouble so we stop at a little roadside bar where Erich calls Beaver Sports and relays to them the problems he is having.  (During this time, a drunk guy struggles at the bathroom’s doorknob.  I managed not to laugh, but as he mumbled angrily at the new invention, it was difficult to resist.)  We debated about hitchhiking back into town, but decide to just find a spot to camp.  We come across a little pull-off that opened up into a wider area as you get away from the road, just like the places we used to go party at when in high school.  


The smoke from yet another wildfire was thick and gave an orange glow to everything and looked awesome.  The mosquitoes didn’t take too kindly to the fire either so they were almost tolerable.   After some debate of the weather (the smoke made it hard to tell exactly what the sky was all about), we threw our rainflys on and minutes after pitching camp it began to rain.  

June 26th 91.44 miles Average speed of 13.2mph (fastest up to this point)


Knowing that the short day yesterday would mean longer days ahead, we pushed it today.  Headed up to Mile 275 where Erich fixed yet another spoke (#4),  and  we decided to press on to Delta Junction for lunch.  We hoped to find a bike shop there, but when some kids told us our best bet would be the gas station, we decided there probably wasn’t much hope.  “The gas station right up there has a whole bunch of tools.”  Thanks guys!   


Had a burger and checked out a historic roadhouse turned museum.  I forget the name, but it showed me how hardcore those old pioneers really were.  Black and white photos on the wall of guys fording rivers with all their possessions in rain and snow.   Crazy. I’m betting they didn’t have any GoreTex.


Hit the visitor center and took pictures at the official start (or end) of the Alaska Highway.  Talked to some elderly tourists (we’re not tourists, we’re tourers), and they were excited for us and our endeavor. 


Our stay in Delta (2 ½ hours) made me lazy and not overly anxious to keep going, but Marc expressed for the first time concern for making his flight in Whitehorse.  There was talk of making another 53 miles to Dot Lake, which was a joke in my mind.   I was not thrilled to keep biking at this required pace, but I also didn’t want to be a whiney punk so I weathered my cramps and pains and tackled a few more miles.  The terrain was flat and wind was calm so we made good time, not dropping below 15 mph for 20 miles or so.


We passed the “Black Veterans Memorial Bridge” which was kind of funny.  First of all it is not politically correct by using the word “black” to describe African-Americans.  Then add the fact that it was a pretty sorry looking bridge thrown way out in the middle of Nowhere Alaska over a pathetic river.  How proud those veterans must be.  I later found out that there was an all black (oops) Army unit that built a major section of the highway back in 1942 when there was a panic to get supplies to Fairbanks during the war since the Japanese had just taken one of the Aleutian Islands.   These veterans played a major role in the completion of the Alcan.


We found a spot to set up camp at around mile 1831 of the highway at Lucy Lake with lots of bugs but away from the loud road.  It rained again.  Oh yeah, we only made 36 of the 53 miles we had debated about doing earlier in the day. 

June 27th Day 13  71 miles average speed 15.3mph  Arrive Tok approx. 4:20 after 4hrs 24 minutes riding


We packed up in the rain and did our first biking in the rain.  It was the coldest we’d been since going over Attigan Pass.   After only 11 miles, the rain stopped and the day turned pleasant with good temperatures and riding conditions.


We had lunch at Dot Lake and ran into Dot and Nev, a couple we had met on the haul road who are doing their own kind of bike tour.  Nev is in his 60s and is riding while Dot drives the motorhome.    I think their site is  www.bicycleforthefamily.com, but I’m not sure.


Also met a Japanese guy who goes to CU in Boulder (too bad…go CSU!) and was very excited to get us on video and ask us all sorts of questions.  


Got to Tok in record time and passed up Mukluk Land in order to make it to the phone so Erich could call REI and see if they could help him out with his wheel.   We were thinking that we might have to stay there for a day in order to wait for the new wheel to arrive since his spoke problem was not getting much better.  Once one spoke goes, it’s hard to keep others from popping.


Ate dinner at Fast Eddy’s and had some good pizza and salad bar.   Camped in an RV park with a good looking cashier who Erich says was checking me out, but I’ll never know now.   Camp fee included a shower.  Campground turned out to be really nice facility. They even had hairdryers!

June 28th Day 14 Tok-Scottie River so-called RV park   88.4 miles


Woke up to find that the rain we had last night had already dried up, so we didn’t have to pack wet tents.   Had a huge breakfast that was needed for the long day ahead of us.    Got a flat.

Lots of ups and downs, plus we were right on the front of a brewing storm.  To our left were black clouds and thunder, but to the left was a blue sky.  We followed this front for probably 30 miles which sucked for most of the time since the wind was so strong sometimes that even on steep downhills,  I’d have to pedal to keep going.  These are the most frustrating of times while riding-- constant wind howling in your ears plus the anticipation of the rain ready to hit at any time.   After about an hour of the front teasing me, my anger at the crappy conditions went into my pedaling and exhausted my energy.  So after another hour, I get mad again because I’m now tired and the storm has gotten the best of me.   That’s when you suck it in, take a break, yell maniacally at the clouds with fists in the air, and get back on the bike laughing at the thought of what you just looked like to the people driving by you.    


Stopped at a gas station and met some Germans and swapped cards with them.   Only one of them spoke English very well, so the others would ask him to ask us questions which was kind of fun.  


Continued on after a rejuvenating break and got encouraged by a motorhome driving by playing Willie Nelson out of some speakers mounted on their roof.  Nice bit of motivation.  It made me realize how quiet my life has been.  When at home I am constantly surrounded by music, but out here all I have is the sounds of nature which is usually good, but when frustration comes with exhaustion and repetition of hill-climbing, all I want to hear is some nice loud tunes to push me onward.   

 
Arrived at the so-called RV park, which was actually more like a guy’s driveway who just wanted to have other people pay for his property.   It had disgusting sulfur-tasting water and the camper fee was $5 a piece.  No trees, just a gravel parking lot.  We could see the Canadian border just over a little hill though, and that was kind of cool.  We toasted with a six-pack for our last night in Alaska which kind of made me realize what I was getting in to.  Erich told us stories of the last time he was in Central America, and I got stoked to thing we would soon be there.  It rained again.

June 29th Day 15  81 miles  Scottie Creek to Pine Ridge RV Park (I think) arrive 8:15 (notice one hour time change)



Today was confusing because we went from our American ways into these difficult to understand 10-based units called meters and kilometers.  To make it even more so, they use dollars, but Canadian dollars, so you have to figure the exchange rate.  And to top it all off, these Canadians shortened the road by making some highway route changes, but lengthened it by using kilometer posts instead of mileposts.


We figured it out, but what a lot to take in during one day.   Stopped at Beaver Creek (the western-most city in the Yukon) for a bite to eat and continued on at a good pace, even though Erich got a flat and had to stop frequently to adjust his screwed up wheel.  Found a cool little spot to camp for about $6 American which included showers.  Beats the pants off the crappy place we stayed at last night.   I had a steak dinner with baked potato.  Yes.  So far Canada is enjoyable, eh? At dinner we all discussed how nice it would be to get to Whitehorse so we could relax and begin our vacation.   It was good to know we were all on the same page there. 

June 30th Day 16 80 miles Arrive Cottonwood RV park on Lake Kluane 7:15


It rained again last night, but our stuff was dry by the time we packed up.  It was tough getting out of bed since I had a bed on a perfectly inflated thermarest atop a cushy bed of tundra.  


Today I was reading my older personal journal entries, laughing at how beat I was 20 miles into the day.  Now we do that much before breaking for our first meal of the day.  Granted the terrain has let up, but my hardcoreness is beginning to show.  


Speaking of hardcore, we ran into a Danish guy coming up from Tierra del Fuego who had only been on the road for 110 days.  He was averaging 100 miles a day, but was traveling really light (only rear panniers and a small stuff sack).  He had been hoteling it the whole way, so had no need for a bulky trailer.  We bid him good luck then rode into the storm and weathered about 15 miles until we got to beautiful Lake Kluane, the largest lake in the Yukon.   We followed a coastal road within a hundred feet of the lake and it was sweet, even though the rain was again coming down on us.  I reached my fastest speed in awhile at 42 mph coming down a hill (obviously) in the pounding rain with a crosswind.  Wheeeee….. that was a rush.  Felt my tires hydroplaning a bit with my trailer holding me down for the most part.


Just as the rain stopped, I come around a corner and a Grizzly bear is chilling eating some flowers just off the road 20 feet or so.  Our first bear encounter and it was less than 300 yards from where we were to be camping.   This RV park was awesome: right on the lake, cleaner showers than I have at home, and relatively cheap.  No café, but it did have sodas and chips which nicely complimented our Mountain House.

July 1st  73 miles   Cottonwood RV to Otter Falls Cutoff RV Park


Left Cottonwood around 9:30 this morning and headed around the south end of the lake continuing along the gorgeous coastal highway.  Stopped at Sheep Mountain Visitor’s Center and talked to the rangers (Canada Park employees—actually I think ranger is an American word).    We bought a pass to a government camp ground (they don’t sell them at the campgrounds themselves and so you have to buy them in advance) and headed on our way.  


As I pedaled, I began thinking about how I want to start interviewing people and how those two girls would have been perfect for my video. Oh well… I wasn’t going to go back.   Climbed over three different summits, putting us at a higher elevation than we had been since the Brooks Range.  It rained on us a little bit, but stopped in time for us to hit a really muddy section and get our bikes nice and nasty.


Continued on to Haines Junction and ate at the Village Bakery.  Good food and they had a mountain bike trail map on the wall, so the guy was totally down with bikers.   Just across the street was the Kluane National Park Visitor Center, so we went in there and saw a video on the park.  It is home to Mt. Logan, Canada’s tallest peak, and not too far behind McKinley in summit height.   There was some awesome videography of the glaciers of Kluane.   It is one of the world’s largest non-polar icefields.  Another place I’d like to spend some time.


Just as we were heading out to our campground, the two “rangers” from Sheep Mountain show up and recognize us (imagine that…three guys on bikes with bright yellow trailers), so I end up getting my interview.   Pretty rough since I wasn’t prepared at all and ended up making more of a fool of myself than playing myself off as the sophisticated journalist traveling the world making a documentary that I am. 


Whatever.  We were nervous about a 100 mile day into Whitehorse tomorrow, so we pressed on another 15 miles past where we had planned on staying until we reached the Otter Falls Cutoff.  The extra miles were flat and went quickly.  Plus we got showers when we arrived, which is always nice.   This place was weird.  See “Best and Worst Camp Sites.”

July 2nd Day 18 78.8 miles


Notice we’ve been spending more and more nights at these RV parks.   Most aren’t that bad, but this one was right on the road and I was awakened by traffic multiple times.  Recreational Vehicle in itself is an oxymoron.  Since they drive around the country, they are therefore recreational?  They have to stay in special places so they can plug into an electrical outlet to watch their satellite TV, hook there toilet up to a sewage outlet, and wash their wardrobes they carry with them to laundry rooms.   Give the people with the slowest reaction time and worst eyesight (as an age group) the biggest vehicles on the road and send them to the narrowest, windiest, most mountainous roads in the country.  Good call.  Do you think they see cyclists on the side of the road going 10 mph when they’re hauling three or more vehicles behind them and are worried about the hill that doesn’t exist but that they read about in the Milepost.  The Milepost is great for finding places to camp, but as far as the terrain goes, it totally sucks.


I obviously had an encounter with one of these land yachts today.   There will be a two mile straight stretch ahead of us, but because we ride in the road a little bit to avoid the gravel bars on the shoulder, some of these “Recreational folks” think it necessary to honk at us and fly by us as close as possible to tell us that if they weren’t in a hurry to find that one special 30-amp hookup closest to the café, they might swerve and push us off the road.    Sorry to those of you that have motorhomes, but give us little guys a BRAKE will ya?


I was missed by a huge rig (actually, it was a semi, but RVers are just as bad and three times more common) literally by less than a foot.  I had to tuck my arms in and hop a four inch gravel mound to avoid being clipped by his trailer.   I did the only thing I could do--stop and yell obscenities at him while he sped away.


Anyways, enough of my rantings.  It was actually a good day.  Except for the kid at Otter Falls being completely wrong by saying it was going to be flat the whole way (here again: never trust someone not on a bike), everything went well.     Stopped for lunch just about half way through the day and met a teacher from St. Louis who might be following us with her class.  Her reaction was hilarious when we told her our story, “What…I mean…yea, what?  Tell me more!”   She also commented that she wondered what our butts felt like (meaning of course, they must be sore…but it still came off as being funny).   


Got into Whitehorse and found a place to stay.  Originally my mom had booked us in a B&B, but we wanted to be in town, so we cancelled that reservation and found a cheap hotel right near the bike shop.  When we got there, people were urinating on the wall outside and the place looked less-than sketchy.   We all agreed that we would be more comfortable in a place where the sheets were probably clean and the door wasn’t soaked in pee.   We stayed at the Stratford Motel, which was still pretty cheap, and they let us pull our bikes inside. We also washed our bags and stuff in the bathtub, which they are probably just now discovering.


After going to a couple different dinner spots and finding everything to be closed except Boston Pizza, we have to hike across town to get there but find the food to be well worth the trip.  We stuff ourselves ridiculously and our waitress was cute and reminded me of my friend back East, so I accidentally called her Caitlin a couple of times, I think.   


After a walk back to the hotel, we all watched Conan O’Brien and some other late night TV.  This reprise from a campground was golden.   The room was hot, but just being on a bed was perfect.  I had a great night’s sleep.

July 3rd   Day off


Woke up late as Erich and Marc were heading out to run some errands.   When I  crawled out of bed, I took my bike to Riverdale Cyclery where they said it would be a  couple days.  When I mentioned BikeAmericas, they said, “Oh, you’re the other one…all right check back this afternoon.”  Cool guys.


Went to lunch with Marc before he flew out and he insisted we go to a “Yukon-style” place, so we hit up a little café that turned out to be Any Town USA Café with a pregnant girl waiting on us and no manager and a first-day cook.  It took an hour to get 3 sandwiches.  Oh well.


Marc ran back to the hotel and grabbed his gear and we met at Riverdale where they had boxed up his bike.  The cab came and Marc was off.  He’ll be meeting us in about a month in Washington for the west coast segment.


I spent the day at an internet place and also got my hair cut.  Erich and I went out to eat and he called it good that my youthfulness inspired me to head out on the town by myself.   As I walked around looking for a happening place, I realized that Whitehorse didn’t have much of a night life.  I checked out a bar, which could have been cool if I was a 50-year old chain smoker, like the guy next to me at the bar.   I decided that TV and a bed was more my style, so I went back to the hotel and fell asleep watching the final episode of “Cheers.”    

Brian’s Journal Episode 3 July 4th-July 17th

Whitehorse Yukon-Smithers BC

July 4th  INDEPENDENCE DAY   68 miles   Whitehorse to Squanga Lake Campground


Started the day by picking up my bike and grabbed a few items at Riverdale.  My whole bill was $134 Canadian, which was again a pretty good deal. Hit the Pizza Hut lunch buffet and found that it didn’t suit me very well (once again).   Grabbed some cash at the bank and hit the road.   Battled head winds that kept us from driving forward at the pace we would have liked.  We stopped at a gas station and talked to a native guy from Atlin who didn’t have anything positive to say about Anchorage, so I ignored him while Erich talked to him for a bit as I chugged my chocolate milk.   


Wanted to stop at Jack’s Corner, but found that it had basically been abandoned, and we were therefore forced to push on a few more miles—hungry-- to our intended campsite at Squanga Lake.  We needed to use the camp pass we had bought earlier before we left the Yukon, and Squanga was fun to say, so it couldn’t be that bad.


It was a nice place, but had its share of bugs.  Our final Mountain House meals were consumed here.    Lying in bed, I realize that as my friends are probably in Seward, Alaska partying the night away, I sit in my tent alone and try to sleep at 9:30.  

July 5th  Day 21   51.7 miles  Squanga Lake-Dawson Peaks Campground


Woke up energized and looking forward to the breakfast just 12 miles away, mostly downhill.   It took us 40 minutes to do the miles, not too bad.  We’re getting better.  After we ate, though, the vim and vigor I had this morning went away and I felt lazy.  Not uncommon to stuff myself and lose motivation, but it was hard to throw my leg over the bike after this meal.  


Fortunate for me, the vast library of movie clips in my head kept me laughing to myself as I cruised down the road.  Scenes from “Dumb and Dumber” would bring about Saturday Night Clips which would remind me of…and so.   As always, there were the fond memories of all the ridiculous things I’ve done over the years with my friends which also helped hold a groove.


Finally making it to Teslin (a city in these parts, at least when compared to the few-and-far-between truck stops/gas stations we’re accustomed to), and had a cup of coffee and met another biker coming up from Terrace, B.C.   Doug McIntyre riding for Huntington’s Disease.   He actually has Huntington’s and has found that being on a bike helps fend off it off.     Way to be, Doug.


Arrived at Dawson Peak’s Resort and decided that we would call it an early day since the stop at Teslin had made us lazy.   Owned by a guy named Dave, and he hooked us up with free showers and took a great interest in our trip.  He spends a lot of time in South America and gave us some tips from his experiences.  I apparently was thought to be a student of Erich’s.   Erich was thought to be retired.  Ouch.  


Our first campfire of the trip was here, which we mainly built just to keep the bugs away.  It helped to a point, but they eventually overpowered us and we were forced to retire to our tents.   

July 6th  Day 22  72 miles   Dawson Peaks Resort to Continental Divide RV


After enjoying a loud night of car alarms (beats me), RVs leaving at 4 a.m., and tossing and turning, we crawled into the wind and rain as we exited out tents.    Thankfully, having had a good breakfast, we managed to do all right going into direct headwinds of 20mph and a day-long climb of about 1000 feet. 


Met a family from Portland, OR who offered us a place to stay when we get down their way.   They had just finished doing a family bike trip on tandem bikes.   I remember thinking “Screw that” as I imagined sitting behind my mom on a bicycle built for two singing old Boy Scout tunes.   No singing of my usual motivational Hip-Hop lyrics, free-styling, or assorted Rock music that offends most. In any event, it took us 4 hours to do the first 25 miles.  The other 50 miles we did in 3 1/2 hours when the wind switched directions.  This illustrates the ridiculousness of wind to bikers.    


Rode over another continental divide, where the water either goes to the Arctic Ocean or Pacific.  Craziness to think about the water going all the way back up to where we just pedaled .  At the top, we did see the sweetest looking RV of all time.   Take a look in the picture gallery.


Camped at another RV park, but the guy gave us a spot behind the guest cabins far away from the motorhomes.     Dinner was skimpy, so I had to do the 2-meal thing in order to leave somewhat full.    Our waitress was pretty hot and gave me fifty cents off my bill!  I think she just had the wrong price, but whatever.  


Sometime during the day, I came to the conclusion that energy bars (i.e. PowerBars, Clif Bars) suck.   I had a couple of them and didn’t get crap from them, but when I grabbed a Snickers—man I was out of control.   Jammin out to some Korn in my head cranking it up this hill like it was my job.   Give me chocolate and sugar and none of that sissy/trendy Carrot Cake Clif bar crap.   For the record, Clif Bars are better than PowerBars, but still don’t compare to the sweet sweet richness of a nutty, chocolaty Snickers (for further endorsement of Snickers, please send money).  Powerbars taste like a mix between plastic and foam.

July 7th 72 miles Continental Divide to HWY 37/AlCan Junction


A wet tent held me inside procrastinating the morning away as I hoped for the weather to get better.   After deciding it was no use, I loaded up the wet gear and went in for breakfast where I met a Biker (on a Harley, not bicycle) and some older RVers that talked our ears off about the trip.  It’s funny how much everyone likes to talk about themselves and family.  Obviously I have a big head for writing all this for people I don’t even know, but while eating breakfast I met a retired couple from Arizona and heard all about their son in Colorado (Rhett) and his wife who like to kayak and mountaineer.  Pretty cool.   


After hitting the road, we had a nice descent into a river valley that gave us a little good weather long enough to dry our stuff out.  There we met another guy who kept referring to us as characters:  “Boy, you characters got quite the trip planned,” “All right then you crazy characters…”


I suppose I am.


As we continued, there was a storm brewing behind us as well as one straight ahead.    We braced ourselves for the weather by throwing on the rain gear, but ended up having to take it off because we got too hot.   No worries, though, because instead of having the little cartoon raincloud follow us, we had a little spot of sun.   


Before dropping down to the junction, there was a section of road that had been graded, so there was a grassy slope going up on both sides of the road.   It was like a yearbook where people had taken rocks and written their names, messages, etc. all along the stretch.  Pretty cool.   I would have written my name, but there weren’t any rocks left (and how mad would you be to go back and find someone had taken your rocks to write their name).


So we made it to the junction and got a pretty neat campsite away from all the RVs again with lots of room to spread.   We had dinner at the café and conversed with a trucker and the waitress about the Cassiar (HWY 37).  They warned us of steep and plentiful hills, dangerous drivers (any person in a car is dangerous to a cyclist), terrible road conditions, and lots of construction.  Oh yes, and they said there weren’t going to be any services for 150 miles.  After that, it’d be another 200 miles until services would again be available.  Uh oh… not what we wanted to hear.

July 8th   78 miles  Junction-Jade City


We wake up dry!  My stuff isn’t rain-soaked, and I can pack it right away without shaking it out.   After breakfast, we are worried about no services for the next few days and so we hit the gas station (there was no store). We manage to sort through the 4 kinds of chips, small selection of Pringles, candy bars, and pre-made sandwiches to find which have the most calories.  Literally spending 20 minutes comparing the nutritional info on the back of bags of chips, we bought the stuff with the most.    I think we kind of freaked the cashier out.


Remembering the words of advice from Doug  (the guy with Huntington’s Disease) we were nervous about the first 20 miles being really hilly, and we headed off, pumped up to attack them with a vengeance.  Such a vengeance, in fact, that within 2 minutes of the rain starting, I got a flat.  A little angry that I have to fall out of my zone to stop and fix a flat in the rain, I take my time doing so and have a snack.  Just as I am putting the wheel back on, the rain stops and the sun comes out for a little bit.  


The Cassiar was beautiful (which say something right there--me using the word beautiful).   The traffic was low, the hills were nothing too big, there was literally no trash along the road, and wilderness began just as the shoulder did.   We gradually got into deeper and deeper wilderness feeling more secluded every mile.   We saw a deer and a fox, but none of the bears that everyone had warned us about. The road itself was in great shape.  Just as good of shape to ride on as any other.  What were all these people talking about?    


Going through some incredible valleys to Good Hope Lake, we wanted to press on another 16 miles to Jade City.  We were feeling fairly good, and figured it would happen without too much pain.   Just as we leave there, of course, we begin to climb.   Draining us quickly, we almost stopped along the road to camp at a little pulloff.   Not wanting to make up the extra miles tomorrow, we pushed on a tedious few miles.  Forcing down the foam-like Powerbar I had handy, I manage to pull out a few more calories and energy from myself. 


Finally we made it to Jade City and found a pretty nice little campground with HOT showers.   Not all the places have hot showers.  They’re usually pretty warm, but not hot.  These were HOT though.  It was a nice pat on the back to the end of Day 1 of the long-awaited Cassiar.

July 9th  Day 25 About 78 miles  Jade City-Dease Lake


Woke up in the rain again but got our stuff fairly dry before packing up and getting some coffee at the gift shop.   Hit the road around 10:20.    Schizophrenic weather held us in check all day as we again would dress up, dress down, dress up, etc.   There was a short stretch where it rained harder than we’d seen just as we started coming out of the Dease River valley. Everything opened up and as it pounded down on me, I looked across this dark green valley where there was no ground in sight.  It was just a canopy of pine and spruce.   This was the first time I got the feeling that we were in a rain forest.  


After several miles, we came across the first not-good section of road with compacted mud covered in calcium chloride (the crap they cover the roads with to harden it), but since it was wet, we got kind of sloppy.   All this talk from the people about how bad the road was and this was the bad road?  I remember coming across road like that north of Fairbanks and being ecstatic for getting off gravel.  


Lots of ups and downs as we came around to the south end of the Lake to the town of Dease Lake.  Just as the hills begin to chill out, we got into a vicious head wind that, to put it lightly, flustered me.    I remember seeing the kilometer marker saying how close we were and expecting to arrive in about 30 minutes.  An hour later, I was still ducking into the wind mumbling obscenities regarding the current riding conditions.   The wind is evil.  The non-stop howling in your ears drowning out any sensible thoughts you may have had before the wind turned on you.   Trying to sing or talk over the noise to keep your head straight but ending up flipping off the wind ahead of you just hoping it’ll make a difference.


When we got to town, the campground was full and the next one was 10 miles further down the road.   We had dinner somewhat expecting to keep going, but after a meal and sitting for a bit, the hotel just next door sounded pretty good.   We checked in, hosed the mud off our gear and went up to the large room with cable.  We watched a movie and sprawled out across our beds.   Oh, so much sweeter than a thermarest.

July 10th  Day 26   53.6 miles   Dease Lake-Iskut


We left our comfy hotel room and hit breakfast where we heard horror stories about the construction just up the road.   For breakfast, I had three pieces of French toast, fruit cup, and a cheeseburger.  I’ve found that I can’t eat enough.   As soon as I get full and leave the restaurant (or whatever), I’m hungry again.  Packing the energy into this body has proved to be the new problem.  It’s not a matter of soreness like it used to be. Now I can pretty much go until my fuel is on E ,which is only 20 miles without the proper breakfast.


Whatever.  There was a grocery store, restaurant, and campground in Iskut.  Short day, but who cares. We’re ahead of schedule!


After climbing from 2600 ft to 4100 in about 6 miles, we got into some frigid weather that made me numb.  It actually hailed on us pretty hard, to the point where it hurt my fingers when it hit.   A long, gradual downhill came around as we kept expecting the construction that never came.


We finally make it to Iskut’s store where we bought some groceries in order to hold us for the next couple of days since there aren’t any services for 200 miles (according to many people).   When we walked into the store, Pink Floyd was playing on the radio and I remember thinking, “All right…some music that I actually like!”  Just as the thought passed, the attendant said “No, that’s no good,” and put it on some God-awful country station.  Some country I can handle, 
but this crap was some Studio-Country (ya know, the kind where it sounds like they’re trying too hard).


So a little upset about the music, we push on the next couple miles to our campground with café.   The Red Goat Resort.   Well, it had llamas anyway.  We paid our fee but for the first time, it didn’t include showers (so we went without).   We had a little spot right on the lake which was pretty sweet, but it began to rain a bit so we decided to go check out the café across the street.  We hiked all the way up this steep hill to a deserted hotel where an older lady looked at us in surprise when we walked into the restaurant.  Apparently they were closed.  Well actually they were open, but she didn’t have any food since she was trying to sell the place.  Since it was for sale, she didn’t want to have it open, so…  Yeah, we didn’t quite understand what she was talking about either. 


So dinner on the MSR it was.  We did have real food tonight at least.    As we cooked, our new friend the gimp dog came down and begged for some attention.   We think he must have gotten stuck in a trap or something, but he was a cool dog.  Limping around like he owns the place.  If he were human, he would’ve had a pimp cane and a gold tooth.   

July 11th Day 27  55.5 miles Iskut-Thomas Creek


The day was actually dry!   It didn’t rain on us all day, a first in a long while.   It was kind of hard getting going though since we had no major source of energy.   Some squirrels stole my bagels last night, so I didn’t have quite the breakfast I had planned. Fortunately we stopped about 12 miles down the road and got some quality grub.  They warned us of the construction further down the road, and we were inclined to ignore the words.  However, the warning proved true, and we went through a couple of  zones with flagmen and machinery, but it didn’t look like they were really accomplishing anything.  


After keeping up with the traffic behind the pilot car, we found a cool little campground way up a hill by Willow Creek.   Right at the bottom of the hill, I stopped but unclipped my right foot from the pedal but fell left, causing me to fall directly sideways and puncture four holes in my calf from the freewheel.  It bled a lot, but after a snickers and some chili, I didn’t care.  


After leaving here, we were hit with a bad head wind that pushed me to hate riding for the day.   I finally started organizing my head a bit and decided that I want to drive the same stretch of road next summer to relive all these annoying winds, killer hills, and such from the comfort of a motorized vehicle.  


At 6 o’clock, we decided to start looking for a campsite, knowing we’d be making up camp primitive-style.   One of the flagmen had told us that we were in the middle of B.C.’s largest huckleberry patch , so we’d have to be a little more picky to make sure we had good clearing around us.  We found a couple places but passed them up since they weren’t quite open enough for our liking.   Finally found a two-sectioned area where we camped and stored gear in one place and slept in the other.  Again we had a campfire mainly to keep the bugs away.   As I sat by the fire, the sun began to set a little bit: something we hadn’t thought about in a long time.  It was getting to that point where we couldn’t ride until 11 at night anymore.  Oh shucks.

July 12th  Day 28  70 miles Thomas Creek-Ritchie Creek   


The weather was OK but soon turned to the typical Southeast raininess that has plagued us for so long.    Stopped in at Bob Quinn Lake B&B where we got some free coffee and talked to the lady who ran the place.   It was just a trailer in a trailer park behind a machine storage area, with nothing to set it apart from the other trailers except a little sign.  Not a lot of business I’m sure, but she was nice and wished us well.  


Pedaled on further to meet Doug, another biker who was coming up from Seattle.   He was late 20s probably and had been touring around for two years so far.   He’d bike for a bit, work until he could quit, then go on another adventure.   We talked to him for quite awhile, during which time my tire deflated.    Doug told us that we should check out Hyder, AK, which we had heard about from others.   The road wasn’t bad, good scenery, and Hyder was FUNKY!   Sounded good to us.  We’d adjust our schedules.


Made it to Bell II, a place we had though about staying at, but with Hyder, we now wanted to push it.  The lodge at Bell II was really nice, so we stopped for some food, but felt a little strange going in since it was so nice.  We found out later that some Austrian investors bought the place and put loads of money into it and are now trying to make it all elite.  A lady told us that it was ten Gs a week for a room there.  Robin Williams even passed up the opportunity to stay there.  


Anyway, we came across the only really bad part of the road right after leaving Bell II.   20 miles of big-rocked sloppy road.   Along this stretch, I began thinking that I was caught in a cycle like in the Blair Witch Project.   The scene where they keep going on the same terrain over and over and over again.    The witch was after me I guess, but I told her to take off and sure enough the crud ended.   


After checking out one spot to camp, there was some noise in the brush and we opted not to stay there.   About ¼ mile up the road we saw a bear cub.  Decided it was a good choice on our part.   It started to rain a bit, and we decided to ride until the weather got better since neither one of us wanted to pitch in the rain.   Just as it let up, we found a little bridge over a fast-moving stream where we could hang our food.  There was also a patch of grass just off the road…not ideal by any means, but the bears were more of a concern than traffic.  

July 13th  FRIDAY THE 13th! 72 miles   Ritchie Creek-Hyder, AK


On a more-or-less empty stomach, we did about 30 miles to Meziadhin Junction.   Not feeling this drained since the Haul road, I was not happy to be gaining as much altitude as we were.   It wasn’t really steep, but it was a 4% grade for probably seven or eight miles and that does a number on you when the calories are low.  


We did survive it though and had lunch at the junction and began heading on Route 37A West to Alaska.   Going through some insane valleys with nonstop glaciers and signs of old avalanches with a misty haze over everything made it seem surreal.  It rained ridiculous on us as we began a 16-mile descent into Stewart/Hyder.


We rode through Stewart BC, a nice little community with quaint houses and a stereotypical small-town Main Street with little bakeries and gift shops.   Then we came around the bend and began the short stretch back to Alaska along the Portland Canal with fresh-cut logs floating in the sour-smelling harbor.   Taking one last turn, we come to the Hyder, Alaska sign that stretched across the street containing two gift shops (one playing Johnny Horton’s “North to Alaska” on outside speakers with great pride), two bars, a run-down general store, and a hotel.  There is actually more to town, but we didn’t go into that area except for a little walk. We checked the Motel/bar/restaurant and got a small room with two twin beds for $39 Canadian.   There was a communal bathroom, but who cares for that price.   We got to the room which was maybe 8x10 feet with the two beds as promised and two small nightstands.   The room next to ours was 5x8 feet, so we got hooked up with the PHAT room!   I figure the place must be an old brothel or something since it had all these tiny little rooms with shared entries (perfect for flappers waving, etc), narrow little balconies to connect the stairs with these entries (obviously not intended for bringing luggage through), and the bar downstairs.   I don’t know, but it just seems exactly how the old Houses are portrayed in movies.  


Met some folks from the United Kingdom and talked to them for quite awhile, but as I noticed the time was now 1:15 AM, the latest I’d been up since June 14th,  I figured sleep would be the best choice.  I like this town, and I could definitely come back and check it out.   Plus I proved that I’m an Alaskan by getting Hyderized.    Go there to find out what that means, because I don’t need to discuss it here.

July 14th    Day 30    Short day  41 miles   Hyder-Meziadhin Junction


Woke up a bit unexcited to attack the cycling, but packed up and wandered through town looking for a place for to eat.  After 30 minutes of no luck, we decided to head over to Stewart.  We had to go through Canadian customs.  A conversation about bear spray and “You mean that’s all the protection you have...no guns or anything?” was all it took to get through.   Had a nice meal in a cool little café and headed out on a rainy day to begin our climb out of the valley.


As we rode, I thought about how it had already been a month of this riding day to day.  The routine was setting in and I didn’t even really think about it anymore.   There are definitely times that I would have no heartburn over accepting a ride from someone, but it’s just the daily thing now.  Excellent.  


We stopped at Bear Glacier for a bit but began getting cold quickly from the wind blowing off the blue-tinted mass of ice and vicious rapids it feeds.    From there the day was uneventful and we got to the junction pretty early and pitched camp at a nice provincial campground on Lake Meziadhin.   After dinner, the weather began getting really nice and we were able to sit on the picnic table and do our journals, etc. instead of diving in the tents to escape the rain or bugs.  Wind came up a bit later and we ended up having to put on the rain flies, but it was nice sitting in the sun for a bit.   

July 15th  Day 31  almost 96 miles Meziadhin Junction-Kitwanga RV


Okay, so it was nice to have a break, but we woke to the wettest morning yet with all our stuff totally soaked.   I thought I did a good thing when I adjusted my ground cloth before going to breakfast, but when we got back the whole bottom of my tent was soaked.  Smooth move.   Loaded our gear and headed out, unaware of the long day ahead of us.


After 13 miles of fairly smooth riding, we stop at a little store and grab some coffee, if for nothing else, just to warm our hands.   There we met John, a guy going north from California heading towards Haines.   We swapped info on the roads ahead and he gave us a book with all the youth hostels in North America.   Cool, he also offered us a place to stay if we stop in Ventura CA (even though Marc is there).     


Looked at the maps for a bit and figured it was primitive camping or Kitwanga.  Laughing at the idea of making it that far, we just hopped on the bikes and proceeded to average 14 mph (great average for 100lbs of gear and mountain bikes) for 3 hours or so and began rethinking our possibilities.  


The day continued to get better, and we busted off lots of miles without even thinking about it.  I was in my Power-surge mode where I just zone out and crank it while I sing thrash music to myself.   I actually was thinking about how different this was from any other riding I’d ever done.   Before flying to Prudhoe Bay, the most miles I’d ever done was around 40 miles in a day.   Usually just short rides in the mountains in Colorado or on the trails around Anchorage.   After doing those rides, I was sore sometimes, too.  Man, what a wuss I was.   Now I was shooting for a 95-mile day with 100 pounds of gear and no walkman to inspire the mood.  Just my thoughts of how cool it’ll be getting back to Colorado and approaching people who don’t know what I’ve been doing.  


“Hey, I haven’t seen you in, like, a year…where ya been?”


“Oh,  I went for a bike ride.  Took me about a year.”  That will be sweet!


Anyway, we did the miles without any troubles and reached the campground with HOT showers, a nice lawn for the tenters, and a laundromat for us to dry our tents.   Cooked some meals on the stoves and went to bed under a fairly clear sky, although not nice enough to not fear the rain.   


Oh yeah, and we survived the Cassiar Highway, too.  Not an outstanding feat at all, but just from enduring the lies that people told and still pursuing the stretch of “dangerous turns, non-stop hills, endless construction, man-eating bears, reckless drivers, and absolutely no services,” we get bragging rights.  Plus I have a sticker on my bike now that says “You gotta be tough to stick it out on HWY 37 North.”  (note: HWY 37 North is the section from Meziadhin to the Alcan--the North doesn’t represent the direction)

July 16th Day 32 73 miles  Kitwanga-Smithers


Expecting to see the supposedly famous totem poles of Kitwanga in the morning, we could only find a gas station, so we blew it off.   The Cassiar was behind us.  The section I had feared more than anything since the haul road was behind me and that felt good.   It should be smooth sailing until south of the US border.


In Hazelton we met a guy who used to tour but let up on his riding since he developed Prostate cancer.  He wanted to join us but was “too damn old.”   Grabbed lunch at a cool little café with quality pizza and a great sandwich.   Their guestbook had some cyclists listed who had done our same trip but from South to North last year.   Three guys on road bikes that were making killer time--something like 90 days until that point (12000 miles or so).


Just out of town we came to a convection where the river went from 300 feet wide to about 30 feet, a vicious section where the river blasted its way through the rocks.   Fishermen were trying to spear fish with not too much luck, a brutal task requiring them to tie themselves to safety lines before throwing their spears (snares…or something).


Got into Smithers and wandered into a hotel where the jock behind the counter obviously didn’t want anything to do with us stinky bikers.  The place was too posh for us anyway, but he pointed us to the dump down the street as if to hint at an insult.  I wanted to ask him where the GNC and gym was, but we just left instead.


The motel we got was just right for us.   They had a little back room where we could keep our stuff, two blocks from downtown, Safeway, and a Laundromat.    

July 17th Day off in Smithers


Relaxed with Sally Jesse Raphael and Bob Barker in the morning then got our bikes to the shop for a little work.  The guys there were downhill jocks, not knowing much about touring or showing an interest in our trip.  I got a new tire after having milked the other one since day 1.   


Buffet lunch, wandered around for a bit, spent the day on the internet.  There was  a business that had a computer for the public to use for a small fee which was not established.  We each left a loonie.  


Watched TV and chilled in the hotel most of the night, making the most of the hotel room.  
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