Brian’s Journal Entry 4

July 18th-July30th

Smithers BC-Victoria BC 

July 18th Day 34  Smithers to Topley  58.8 miles


Had breakfast in a buffet place called Mr. Mike’s where the ice cream I had didn’t prove to be good biking food.  I just felt a little off and burped up the taste in my mouth for the next 30 miles.  


Erich got an email from Marc saying that he won’t be able to join us from Seattle like originally planned.   Disappointing, but in reality I would’ve been surprised if his boss would have let him get off work so soon after a 3 week break.   He is still hoping to do some of California with us.


Ran into some European cyclists going north who thought Erich was German, or at least European, since he had good gear.  “You first American I seen with quality gear.”  This conversation takes place just as I roll up with my not-waterproof panniers hanging half way off my bike.   


It was a nice day that drained our energy quick since our thick Alaskan blood isn’t accustomed to anything warmer than 70 degrees.   We found a campground or rather a guy’s backyard that he lets people camp in for a fee, right next to a café.  The café was owned by some hardened German guy who talked to us for 30 minutes before taking our order.  All we wanted was our freakin’ food, but this guy just kept talking to us about himself and his crazy friends in Malaysia and South America.   


We got back to the “campground” and met a guy from Seattle riding north.  Aaron was a neurology med student at UW and was going to ride his bike as long as possible until he had to go back to school.   He had some ideas of where he wanted to go, but was open to suggestions.  His free-footed trip inspired me, then I realized that we’d be doing the same thing, but we’ve only done one road so far.  Our time will come. 

July 19th Day 35  Topley-Just passed of Fraser Lake 84 miles


Breakfast with Aaron, and then I found that had a flat so was delayed for a bit while I fixed it.    Rain came and went between the heat today, but it was pretty nice for just that reason.  Get hot, cool down, etc.   We came across a rest area with a map so we pulled over to check it out quickly, and we saw some dude who was obviously not enjoying himself.    Sitting at a picnic table with his blanket over his head trying to keep dry.   Kind of humorous to us, but I’ve definitely been in his position before and it sucks when all you want is to be somewhere else.


Hit up a diner where I first realized how nice it is to be around women.   Sitting at the table looking around at the three women in the restaurant made it much more real feeling than all the truck stops we’re used to with burly dudes and trailer trash.  We’re becoming civilized!


We cruised a few more miles until the campground where they wanted $12 a tent, so we just laughed and said “Yea, right!”  Fortunate for us it was a kid with a confidence problem so he backed down and didn’t enforce the ridiculous rules.

July 20th  Day 36  Fort Fraser-Blue Spruce RV (just short of Prince George)  85 miles


Met a couple on a trans-Canada bike trip, on recumbent bikes, who were a little upset about all the hills.  Recumbents are apparently great on the flat, but the hills are pretty killer.   We showed them our maps and said that we were going to follow a river down across the Central Plateau, which would imply gradual down hill all day.   This proved to be incorrect, with lots of long ups and quick downs, so our average was marginal.  


Stopped at the geographic center of British Columbia in Vanderhoof where we had some great ice cream.   Met a lady who was loaded with energy as she asked us a bunch of questions.   She was a bit of a bike-tourer and recommended going up towards Whistler since it was less traffic and awesome scenery.   Our options are already opening up.


After finding camp, the rain started something fierce, so we decided to go to dinner before pitching our tents.   We rode across the street wearing our full out bright yellow rain gear and headed towards the diner-style restaurant.   We walked in and you could almost hear the record screech to a halt as we gave our name.  Every face in the place turned to look at the freaks that just entered.  There was a waiting list, but we got a table immediately…in the back of course. 

July 21st  Day 37  ½ Day   Blue Spruce RV to Canyon Creek RV Hixon.   


Relaxed day as we took it slow by getting laundry done, writing postcards, and getting on the internet in Prince George.   It was a gorgeous day, so I sat outside while Erich emailed updates to Ron, our webmaster.   The internet café just happened to be in a shopping mall, so I was able to watch the world go by as I drank my Gatorade.  


Canadian kids have no sense for good music.  Every car that drove by was playing some God-awful fake R&B.   R&B stands for rhythm and blues.   It’s all just falsetto teenagers who were told by someone they could sing, so they try to “feel the music.”  I’ll give them a feel of my backhand.  Give ‘em something to sing about.


Hit up the buffet with 95% fried food.   It was a nice treat, but after10 pieces of fried chicken, French fries, fried pork, fried rice, etc., I was damn near ready to puke.   We left there having had too much and got to climb up a 2 mile steep in high temps.   That really helped the stomach as I had a few dry heaves at the top.


We passed by the buffalo farm, where they raise them for slaughter.   While I was taking some video, I came to the realization that by the time all of you see the footage, these buffalo will have been consumed.   Everybody say, “ahhhhhhhhhh!”   


Decided to make it a little shorter day since we found a sweet campground that catered to tenters instead of the RVs, the first time we’ve seen this.  We got there and some little kid looked at us nervously then yelled for his mom.  A couple came out of the trailer (the office was closed) and greeted us with a personal introduction and handshake.  They told us to ride around to see if we liked it and then come back and check in with them if we found a spot we liked.   Awesome.


Across the street was a pub and café where we ate dinner and conversed with the bartender/waitress.  She and Erich and I watched Comedy Central and hung out for a few hours.   We were interrupted by a rowdy group of locals that came in to do their bit of drinking.  After one of them had a couple drinks and played some Cowgirls-have-the-most-fun-song a few times on the juke box, an off-balanced lady came over and stood next to us and stared for a bit.  Finally after the awkwardness was heavy between us, she said “You ain’t from these parts is ya?”  


Erich and I both gave separate stories which totally confused her until she got angry which forced us to tell the full truth.   We did not want to get in a brawl with a heavy-set unsober cowgirl from backwoods British Columbia.

July 22nd  Day 38   Hixon-McCleese Lake  85 miles


Our slacking from yesterday was made up today by doing a long day in hot weather with a few long climbs.   In Quesnel we stopped for donuts and beverages where we met an obese family that missed the whole point of us doing this trip.  “But why take a year to do it on bikes when you could drive it in a month?”  The daughter seemed almost angry at us for doing it, as though she was trying to brush her uselessness as a donut-grubbing chain smoker off on us.


Everything that Aaron had told us was true: every town is in a little valley, so you get a long drop into them and then get to climb right back out again.  It’s been the case for every place we’ve gone through.   Quesnel didn’t leave a good impression on us, partly due to the Bear Claw bunch, but also from its ugliness as an industrial town.  Not the usual funk town we usually come across.


Came down a long hill into McCleese Lake where we grabbed up a site at the first campground we came across.  A nice little spot on the lake, but no café.   We were also crammed between a couple of families, which made us look even more grubbier than we were.   The showers were coin-op and smelled tough of sulfur, which made us smell more like rotten eggs than clean, but it was still a shower.


Went down the road about a mile to a café where another campground was that had lower rates, fresh-smelling water, and the café.   We were a little bummed about being at the other place, but either way it would’ve rained…and that sucks pretty much wherever you camp.

July 23rd Day 39  McCleese Lake-Williems Lake  29 miles


There is no way to describe how nice it is knowing that the day will be short when you first get on the bike.   A light rain which kept us cool and a long descent into Williams Lake helped us get into our hotel by 2:30.   Lots of channels on the TV, a heated pool, and walking distance to many essential businesses (internet, Denny’s, Pizza Hut, music store).   Not the nicest place, but we still enjoyed it.


We had to try a few different places to get on the internet since the first two were closed by 4.   Something I couldn’t comprehend--locking your doors that early on a Monday afternoon.  Accustomed to the 24-7 routine of a college town where if I want a pizza at 3 am, it’ll be at my doorstep in 20 minutes, none of this “Please call again…” crap.


In any event, I sat on my bed and watched Boston Public and Ally McBeal on the TV, something I hadn’t done since my freshman year at CSU with my roommate Eric.   Ahhh the memories that came back as I mocked Calista Flockhart’s mannerisms.

July 24th Day 40  Williams Lake-100 mile House  About 57 miles

Breakfast kick started me into the day, which would prove to fairly uneventful.  Wind to our backs and fairly flat road made it not seem like a bike ride.  It was time to think and space out the riding.   It seems like we’ve gone so far but the real adventure hasn’t yet begun.  How will it be in another 2 months?


We found the 100-mile House Motel and RV in town, where we got thrown in the back corner, as usual.   Wandered across the street where I had an insanely tasty steak and watched some jocks watch baseball.  I hate baseball.  It’s so slow and boring.  You can watch for an hour without ANYTHING exciting happen.  Oooo, woah...a single.   Great American past time?  I don’t think so.   The World Series may be over and people won’t even know it was going on, whereas the Superbowl or Stanley Cup is much more in your face.  


When we got back to the RV park, we found two big dump trucks backed right up against our tents.  The back ends if the rigs were literally within a foot of our tents.  As we approached, one of the drivers said, “Oh, I hope you guys aren’t light sleepers ‘cause we’re leaving at six tomorrow mornin’…”


Various options crossed my mind as to what I could do to their trucks, but we decided just to move across the campground where we met an older couple that was just as angry with the truckers as we were.   There was a whole RV park to choose a spot from and they crammed right up next to the tents and then went inside to their motel room.  Why did they even need to be in the RV section if they were just parking?  Anger.


The older guy who we moved next to us was awesome.  He apologized for the Canadians’ behavior and said that most of them are friendly.   He also said that if he was younger he “would’ve gone over and popped that jerk square in the beak.” 

July 25th  100-Mile House to Lilloet  92 miles


Started the day with a long hill (99-mile hill) and then had it pretty flat for a good part of the day.   Everything is labeled by the distance from Lilloet, once the largest city north of San Francisco:  150 mile house, 140 mile house, 110-mile creek, 88-mile hotel, 80-mile, 70-mile house, 68-mile creek, etc.   


We found a short cut that would cut off 25 miles to the day, but part of it was a dirt road.   Fine with us.   At Clinton we jumped off the main road and winded through some residential and farm areas before starting up a valley.  At Kelly Lake, we left the pavement behind and continued a gradual climb that was painless.  We could see the road continuing up the valley, which was encouraging to us.  We knew we had to climb out of this valley, but maybe it would be like this all the way to Pavillion (where we would get back onto the main road).   Just then the sign pointed us to the left instead of up the beautiful valley.  We make the turn and stop to take in a painful sign reading “14% Next 5 kms.”  After a deep breathe and down shifting, I begin the 3-mile climb.   52 minutes later I get to the top pouring sweat and exhausted.  All the energy I had to make it the rest of the 20 miles was exhausted.   At the top, we were at the highest point of the whole trip at 5168’.  After that, though, we had a long rapid descent that we just bombed down.  I wish I had a mountain bike and no trailer to enjoy it more, but even with the gear it was a kick in the pants.  


At Pavillion, 5 miles from the top, we had dropped about 2000’.   We knew that we’d be doing a lot of climbing, so every bit of downhill we had was a little unnerving.  We entered the Fraser River Valley which was incredible, although not quite as enjoyed as it could have been because of the exhaustion and the thoughts of what goes down must go back up first thing in the morning.  


I got a flat 3 miles from camp.  I could see the camp, and it road was all downhill, but I had to fix a flat on a two-foot shoulder with 7% grade.   I was not happy.   Got to camp later than we wanted, but there was hot water in the showers, which was all I cared about by this time.   I was more sore than I had been in weeks, but it was also our second longest day.  Hard to the core.

July 26th Day 42  65.4 miles  Lilloet-Nairn Falls Camground (Pemberton, BC)


We got served breakfast by a lady in a flapper costume, probably part of the “Gold Rush Days” festival, but maybe she actually always dresses like that.   


Just as we had feared, we began with an excruciating climb before even getting a chance to really warm up.   2200’ foot gain in 4 miles.  My cables had stretched out enough that I wasn’t able to get into my Mega-range low gear (and I hadn’t learned how to adjust them yet), so I could only get into my low-3rd gear without it skipping.   I was already sore, but the 10-11-12-13% for a few miles didn’t help me out any.  I was so physically spent that I couldn’t even lift my leg to use my body weight to pedal.  


I stopped for a breather where I had a pulse of 160 after a minute of rest and some guy who was stopped across the street said, “Man, I bet these hills are pretty tough with that trailer, huh?”  I just looked at him as I rang out my bandana that formed a puddle on the road and shook my head with disgust for his “I-think-I’m-being-clever” cowboy self. 


At the top of the hill there was a break-check area with a sign labeling the hill as having 3k of 13%, 5k of 11%, and the rest 9-10%.  We continued to play around with steep grades for another 10 miles until we finally got into the river valley that we would follow for the rest of the day.   We passed a cycling team coming the other way on their 18 lb road bikes, no gear, downhill, and a tailwind.  They were flying by and all I could think was how much I hated them.  


The day dragged on because of being so sore yet knowing that we had to make it to Pemberton since we didn’t have food.   Fortunately it was flat enough that we managed to keep going without too much pain, and actually got a nice long descent over “15km Extreme Grades.”   We had once again dropped back down to 700’ or so, but we anticipated hard climbing again tomorrow on the way to Whistler.  


We did find a funky little place to eat where I totally dug the atmosphere.   2 miles to camp to finish the hardest riding since the haul road.   Erich was talked into buying two Cokes since the price was cheaper that way.  One coke was sitting on the table next to the laptop when the handlebars flipped around and knocked it over.  We sopped up as much as we could, but the keys were still kind of sticky.  Shouldn’t be too much of a problem, after all we got the Dell Latitude solely because it’s marketed as being almost bombproof.  

July 27th Day 43  Pemberton-Whistler BC   A whopping 17.2 miles


Chowed on Mac & Cheese, spirals of course, nursing a soreness that wouldn’t go away with Ibuprofin.  I left excited to attack a steep hill and long climb up to Whistler.   


Surprisingly we only climbed a couple hills that weren’t too bad at all and it was even shorter than we expected, too.   Found a campground for only $27 Canadian (note the sarcasm), but were lucky to find it since a couple hours later everything was booked up.    


It started raining just after we got the tents up and didn’t stop all night.   We went into town and hung out for quite awhile, but couldn’t afford to do anything other than sit in a restaurant and try not to spend any money.   Whistler is the Aspen of British Columbia where the rich are middle class and the rest of the people can barely afford to camp.  It was cool seeing the PNWER (Pacific Northwest Economic Region or something like that) Protestors clash against the yuppies.   The protestors complained about corporations that kill the common man as they walked around in their Vans and ate McDonalds.  The yuppies sneered at the Circa 1985 European-Punks in their Gucci and Armani Exchange gear as they complained about the light drizzle ruining their $200 haircuts.   

July 28th  Day 44 Whistler-Nanaimo BC (on Vancouver Island)  66.5 miles


It took us a while to get on the road since Erich had to take his BOB wheel to the bike shop to get the bearings repacked, and I wanted on the internet.   


I can’t decide if I like Whistler or not.  All the pictures on the wall show how laid back and fun it must have been 20 years ago.   Nude skiing, big party scene, long-haired hippy-looking people sun-bathing on roof tops, etc.  But now if you were to try to do any of those things that weren’t inline with the Starbuckian Beamer crowd, you’d probably get pushed out of town.


A lame day of riding since everything people had told us was a bunch of crap.  “A long gradual down all the way to Vancouver with winds to your back.”  Yeah right.  It was all up and down a steep hill with a fierce headwind until we dropped all the way to sea level.


The ride along the coast was almost exactly like driving south of Anchorage on the Seward HWY: winding, fairly flat, railroad tracks, cliffs, and ocean on one side with mountains on the other.   


Just as we were about into Vancouver, the sun was starting to set and we knew we needed to have a plan.  We still weren’t sure if we were going to Victoria or Vancouver.  We decided to head down the hill to Horseshoe Bay, but we had already decided it was not a friendly climb back up.  


We got in contact with Gil Blair in Victoria, a guy who has a cycling website, www.bicycletheamericas.com, and had done a similar trip two years ago.  He wanted to meet us and had a lot of advice so we jumped on the ferry to Nanaimo, not knowing where we were to stay for the night.  
We met Guy on the ferry, and he had overheard us asking people about campgrounds when he said, “If you don’t mind sleeping on the floor you can crash at my place.”  Gee let me think.   He gave us directions to his place and it was only a couple miles from the ferry terminal, so it worked out sweet.


I slept on a large soft bed.  What more do I need?

July 29th Nanaimo-Victoria via  Crotton-Vesuvius Bay-Fulford-Sidney


Our breakfast was prepared for us by Guy and his Japanese exchange student, Masa, so that was pretty sweet.   We had to buy a map in order to navigate our way through Nanaimo and get onto our route.  


Stopped to buy a Gatorade in Saltair where the water is contaminated.  There were signs on the ice machine warning about drinking the water, so I got Gatorade with no ice out of the fountain.  The drink specials were posted, the lights were on, nothing was marked off except the ice maker, so I figured it’d probably be okay.  Just as I walked up the attendant snapped at me: “Can’t you read?  The water is contaminated and you’re probably gonna get sick for drinking that….give it here!”  


“Yea I saw the sign,” I said,” but I thought it was just the ice machine.  Why the hell is everything still on with a ‘Today’s Specials’ sign twice as big as the 16 point water warning.”


He had no answer.



We went to Crotton and caught the ferry over to Vesuvius Bay.   It was a cool little island with deer on the road, farms, and a great feel to it.   There was only one tough climb, which I busted out with quickness as hikers wished me good luck.   We then dropped back down to the Fulford ferry terminal where a hippyed-out bum gave me a kaleidoscope demonstration that he had made.   He came up with his little invention while  “meandering through the trees.”


We didn’t get off the ferry until 4:55 and were supposed to meet Gil Blair at 5:30 15 miles south.   Fortunately there is a great trail system on the island, which we stayed on all the way to Victoria where Gil and a British couple, Allen and Maggie, awaited our arrival.   


We cruised along in a little bike gang until we got to the Blair’s where a houseful of people had been expecting us for quite a while.  We were an hour late to a barbecue in our honor.   I think Erich and I ate about ½ of the food prepared for the 11 people.

July 30th  Day off in Victoria


Victoria is a cool town, we didn’t feel like riding, we can’t get a better setup than the Blair’s.  All signs lead to DAY OFF.


Gil gave us a bike lesson, making me realize how incredibly incompetent I am when it comes to my bike.   He spent the first half of the day with us, having lunch, coffee, and pointing out things we ought to do.   I think Gil got to work about 5 hours late.   


Erich and I went to the museum and wandered the streets of downtown Victoria before heading back to the house for dinner.   Some of the old rail lines have been converted into bike trails that tie downtown to the residential areas.  You cross over a couple of streets, but it’s bike path for 10 miles into town without getting on any roads.  Sweet.


After dinner Gil and Lynne showed us a slide show of their trip, and it got me excited to get to Argentina.  Apparently it snowed on them in mid-March in Tierra del Fuego.  We’ll be finishing late April.

Brian’s Journal 5   July 31st-August 11


Victoria BC-Brookings, OR 

July 31st Day 47 Victoria-Mt. Vernon 47 miles


The slide show from last night made we wonder what it’ll feel like when we roll into Ushaia at the end of the trip.  Having completed such a feat after so much hype.  Going so hard for so long and then to have it suddenly end.  It’ll be incredible—an aspect of the completion I hadn’t really expected.  Fuel for the motivation, I’m now more motivated than ever.


We had to get going a little early to ride the 15 miles back to catch the ferry at 11:20 over to Anacortes.   We thanked Gil and Lynne and then headed off with Allen and Maggie, the British couple riding tandem.   Stopped for breakfast with plenty of time, but the slow service made us eat and run.  We got to the ferry terminal late and the ferry workers didn’t seem to happy with us as we strolled on just before they pulled the ramp out.


Got to US soil after about two and a half hours on the boat.  It was good to be back, although here again, what will it feel like after being in Mexico, Central and South America for so long?


Stopped at a reservation for the buffet but we had just missed it.   Erich and I said goodbye to Allen and Maggie and then headed to Mt. Vernon to stay with a family friend, the Cutlers.   I called their house and talked to their son, Will, but he didn’t want to give me the wrong directions from the reservation, so he gave me the work number.  I tried calling Shep at work but he wasn’t there, so Erich and I decided to ride into town.


We get downtown and give them a call again to find out that we had to back track.   The reservation we had lunch at was only a few miles from the Cutlers’ house, but Will had thought we were at a different one.   We needed to ride back 12 miles.  Steak and a comfortable house was waiting for us, though, so it was worth it.

August 1st  Day 48  Mt. Vernon-Old Port Townsend Campground


We had to hang out for a little bit to wait for Airborne Express to show up and take away the computer for Dell.  Hopefully we’ll get it back soon and it won’t be too expensive.  On top of the computer, we thinned out a lot of other things we wouldn’t need and mailed them to Erich’s sister in Dana Point.   Long underwear, water filters, bug nets, etc.


Stopped at the reservation again for the buffet and caught it just as they were closing, so we piled as much as we could on our plates.  We were on the road again by three and followed HWY 20 quite a ways until the Adventure Cycling Association maps started leading us all over the place on side streets to avoid traffic.  It seemed like we added a lot of miles from all the turns, but it actually was about the same as if we were to stay on the highway.


Took the ferry over to Port Townsend and grabbed some Subway just as we got off the boat.  It was a short ride to the campground, but when we got there the campsite had concrete pads for us to pitch tents on.  It’s a little tough getting stakes in the ground when it’s like that.

August 2nd Day 49  Old Port Townsend-Elma RV park   98.3 miles


Got on the road earlier than we have in quite some time: 8:30.   No breakfast until we rode about ten miles to a little store where we picked up gas station goods such as chips, stale muffins, and three day old pre-made sandwiches.  


We followed HWY 1 along the Hood Canal with an unsuspected headwind that stayed with us all day.  It wasn’t unbearable, but every turn we made it still stayed with us.  It was blowing to the north, which is the only direction we wouldn’t be going.


Even still, we were on a roll and just kept going since there wasn’t much for camping until Elma.  So after 90 miles we get to Elma and grab dinner at Subway where the girls working there told us there was a campground about 15 miles away.   


We met a couple kids on a bike trip who still had 30 miles to go and it was after six already.  We were glad that we weren’t in their boat.  They were meeting some friends and didn’t seem too excited to keep going…I remember those days.


Erich and I blew off what the Subway girls had said and went on to the main part of Elma and found a RV park only six miles away.   The tent area was only a small patch of grass next to the office, but it was still a place to sleep, and that was all we cared about.

August 3rd Day 50  Elma-Kelso WA  87 miles


I was anxious to get going today since one of my best friends, Luke, was picking us up to drive us into Vancouver.   Got off to a good start before breakfast by busting out 14 miles in under an hour.   After we ate we did about 40 more miles before stopping in Toledo, the place where Luke was going to pick us up.  It was still early when we finished our pizza so we rode another 27 miles to Kelso where Luke picked us up at Burger King.


After a bit of a wait for Luke, he finally showed up and we struggled a bit as we crammed all the gear into his car with no bike rack.   We jammed out to Pearl Jam as we drove the 45 miles into Vancouver.  


After showering and chilling for a bit we headed into Portland where Luke’s girlfriend and a good friend of mine, Lindsey, was having a party in our honor.   The 50-day fiesta.  Exactly what I had wanted.  

August 4th Day off in Vancouver


Slept in until Luke’s dogs woke me up by burying their snouts into my face as I tossed and turned because of the warm room.   Took it slow all day, not doing anything trip related except go to Wal-Mart in order to get a few supplies.   I had a 2/3rd lb burger that Luke and Lindsey didn’t think I could finish it, but I was done before they were half way through theirs.  


Luke made us dinner and then we stayed up late watching movies.  A fully relaxing day with no worries.  Perfect.

August 5th  Day 52  Kelso WA-just short of WA-OR ferry crossing  27 miles


After staying up until 4:30 with Luke and then having the dogs wake me up at 9:00, we were a little slow getting going.   We managed to pack up Luke’s car a little more efficiently this time so Lindsey was able to come with us back to Burger King in Kelso.  


We got everything ready to go and then said goodbye to Luke and Lindsey.   It was a little weird thinking that the chilling and kicking back that Luke and I are all about won’t resurrect until I get back.  We’re already planning on going to Vegas.


Not getting going until after 3:00, we weren’t able to pack on the miles like we had hoped…plus we were both wiped out from a short night’s sleep.   We found a so-called campground that was owned by a gas station.   It was actually a trailer park with a 12’x20’ strip of dead grass next to the gas station bathrooms.  We had to put a deposit down on the bathroom key…kind of humorous.


There was another biker there who had just finished a Trans-America trip through the Adventure Cycling Association and he did not have anything good to say about it.  Their guide was inexperienced and ended up having to leave the group he was guiding.  The guy we met (we never got his name) ditched the rest of the group after he got reimbursed for the guide fees.   Breakfast and lunch were included but only consisted of oatmeal and a banana for breakfast and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for lunch.  In other words, it was a total rip off.  


I had been slacking on my journal and wanted to write, but I was just too wiped out from my stay at Luke’s.

August 6th  Day 53  Manzanito, OR-Nehalem Bay St. pk  Bike and Hike   77 miles 


Got going early and grabbed a good breakfast.  Because of this good breakfast, we missed the earlier ferry that we wanted to get on and had to wait for a bit.  The sun was coming out as we waited on the dock and I changed a tire.  Just as I got the tire off the boat shows up and I had to bring all my stuff on the boat in pieces since I didn’t want to miss the ferry.   Of course after everything was on the boat and I quickly threw it back together, we waited for twenty minutes until we actually pulled away from the dock.


We made our way along the south side of the Columbia River to Astoria right on the coast.   The tail winds we were supposed to have were reversed to keep us a little slower than hoped, but we still made it to Nehalem Bay by 8:00.  We were thinking that getting back to the States would mean that restaurant would actually be open later to accommodate the lifestyles of the fat Americans.   There was only one restaurant open in town, but it was a kickin’ burrito place with huge portions.  


It was a couple miles to Nehalem Bay St. Park where the campground was completely full, but we just cruised right in and got a place in the Bike and Hike.   Our first full-out B&H that actually had other bikers.   There was probably 25 other cyclists there and we met a couple different groups of them.   The kids we had met a few days earlier near Elma were there and the invited us over and hooked us up with a little food.   The bike and hike attitude was apparent as everyone there was interested in what everyone else was doing.   All you had to do was say hello and you’d meet some interesting folks.   It was totally different from the RV parks where the “Campers” would dive into their rigs to escape the other campers, completely ignoring the others and almost afraid of them.   

August 7th Day 54  Nehalem Bay- Lincoln City (Devils Lake St. Park)   81.9 miles


We were some of the last people to leave the B&H but even with stopping for breakfast we were on the road by 10:15.   As we got onto the highway we followed a group of bikers on their way to Ashland, CA.   Erich and I passed them for a bit but they soon caught up right in front of the Tillamook Cheese factory where we did our introductions:
Becky, Mike, Ian, and Kathy (the “Ashland Crew” even though Kathy lives in Colorado).


Erich and I were planning on doing the 3-Capes Scenic route, but it only took a few short miles in the killer headwind before we took the first shortcut we found to keep us heading in the right direction (the scenic route went north and looped around where we just kept going south).    


It was incredible even if we weren’t on the scenic route.   At see level and then we climbed up through the clouds into some dense rain forest.  Then just as fast as we came into it, we were out of it.   Sand dunes to the right mountains to the left.  I was checking out the dunes when I went over the white line and the sand sucked my tires right out from under me.   I went down hard and cracked my helmet.   My vision was blurred for thirty seconds or so and the wind was knocked out of me.  My head hurt for the rest of the day.


 Went to a pizza place where we got a pizza and a “Free 2-liter.”  


“But I just gave you eleven dollars, so it’s not exactly free is it?” I said, but the cashier did not find the humor in it.

 
We got to the B&H which was up on the hill above the campground.  It wasn’t a big hill, but just the principle of putting the bikers up the hill while the people in cars get the flat driveway is kind of silly.   After we got all set up the Ashland Crew showed up after having done 30 extra miles since they did the scenic route and then looped back to Tillamook.  Kind of funny.  Kathy had apparently really wanted to stop and talk to us about our trip.  

August 8th  Day 55 Lincoln City-Karl G. Washburn Memorial St. Park   62 Miles


The dew had soaked everything pretty well: the consequence of being on the coast.   As we hung our gear out to dry Kathy again expressed an interest in our trip, but this time was asking more specific questions.  After getting as much out of Erich and I know ourselves, she shot the question: “Would you mind if I come along from Arizona?”  


It took us by surprise but Erich and I both were excited about the thought of having a third member.  Plus it would be an added bonus since the third would be female, taking tension of because of mixed company and alternate views other than our own.


Once we got going we took a lot of stops since we knew the day would be fairly short.  Internet and a bike shop in Newport, lunch in a small town, then Yachats for  groceries.   We got to the B&H and there was only one other guy there who didn’t seem too interested in us and didn’t seem to be enjoying himself since all he had to say was bad things about the weather.  Cheap.

August 9th  Day 56  Karl G. Washburn-Sunset Bay B&H near Charleston  72 miles


Shortly after starting off we met a biker named Roland from Germany who was traveling light and was cruising on his road bike.   We rode with him for a few miles until we stopped at Florence for breakfast.   Roland joined us as we sat out in the patio section with sun to our backs and had one of the best burgers in a long time.   Erich and I had Pepsis and burgers while Roland ate a garden salad with an ice tea and talked about how unhealthy Americans are.  Yea buddy, well look at me-I’m skinnier than you!


We planned on riding together, but he was just too fast on a road bike with not too much gear so he soon flew away from us.  Erich and I stopped at Dairy Queen from a Blizzard to pack in the sugar and cool off from the warm day.  We met a guy who had done a trip from Portland OR-Portland ME and talked about the problems they encountered:  one death, two people hospitalized, others dropped from other injuries.  We decided that BikeAmericas is actually doing very well!


We had to cross a bridge (that we were supposed to walk across, but we opted to ride on the narrow shoulder instead) spanding about 1/4mile probably where we got honked at, cigarettes tossed at, garbaged, mooned, yelled at, and Erich almost got hit by a truck.  Love those bridges.  


On the other side we ran into the Ashland Crew at Taco Bell where Kathy convinced us to stop with them for the night instead of pushing on an extra 10 miles as planned.   I didn’t take much convincing.   Kathy wanted to talk to us more about the trip and her quite possible membership status.


At camp the Ashland crew made us pasta and gave us garlic bread.  We like them!  It was here that we met Jeremiah, another Alaskan who was riding from Vancouver BC to San Fran.   A 14-year old wanted me to bum him cigarettes and tried to impress me with his party stories.  I laughed at him when he was telling me about his crazy parties with “A broad on my shoulder and a beer in the other hand.”  

August 10th  Sunset Bay-Humbug Mountain B&H  62 miles


I woke up last night to put on my rain fly but found that it was only the dew dripping off the leaves of the tree I was under.   You could actually see the humidity in the air.  Everything was damp and sticky.  


Right after we left camp we were cruising up the side road when a car honked at me for being in the middle.  I looked back and they kept honking, so I decided that he was a jerk.  I knew he wouldn’t hit me, so I just played it out for a little bit holding up traffic while he became increasingly agitated.  As he flew by me I yelled, “Patience is a virtue buddy!”  Then he flipped me off, it was great.


We had breakfast in Charleston where we also managed to do some laundry.  The café was funky with the kitchen right next to us, as though we were in someone’s house at their dinner table.  A guy sat at the table next to us and played his guitar, although he only knew one song with minimal chords, but it was still pretty cool.


After we ate we grabbed the laundry.  There is no way to express how nice it having clean clothes.  When you only have 3 shirts, 3 pairs of shorts, and a few pair of socks but wear them for 10 days and sweat them up after the first wear…cleanliness is excellent.  


We took the 7 Devils Alternate which was probably beautiful at one time.  Now it is clear-cut with trailers popping up in between the stumps.   


Met up with the Ashland Crew in Bandon where they advised us to the cheese factory for free samples and good ice cream.   We filled ourselves with samples of cheese which constituted a good lunch.   


Pedaled a bit further until we got to Langlois where we got awesome sandwiches and I got a free Pepsi when I told the cashier I was under budget.  “Oh honey, you’re on a budget…don’t worry about the drink then.”  I’m supposed to tell everyone that Langlois is the best spot on the whole Oregon coast.


Cruised along with some amazing coastal views until we dropped down a nice hill right into the campground where Ian had reserved a private campsite.  It’s cheap at the B&H, but when there are 7 of us to split on one site, then it’s really cheap.  


Rob and John, some guys over at the B&H, came by to see what’s up.   John used to live in Argentina so we got a lot of info from him.  Rob is currently on the self-motivated Trans-Western-US-Ride-For-Life, a fund-raiser for cancer research.   We all sat around the campfire and swapped stories.  Ahh, we are family.

August 11th  Day 58  Humbug Mtn-Harris Beach B&H  


I was awakened by Becky calling me for blueberry pancakes.  They are some gourmets out here, I’ll tell you what.  We rode together for a good part of the day until we stopped for lunch where I consumed a 16oz Millenium burger at Paul Bunyon Burger.  
We had a large climb out of town but after that it was nice and rolling righ along the coast with great scenery.  I was trying to catch up with Ian as I cranked out a good personal average.  The first time I’ve ever ridden by myself on this trip.  It was pretty cool not trying to keep up or not having to look back.  


Erich and I weren’t sure if we were going to press on or hang out.  It was the last night with the Ashland Crew since they would be done tomorrow, so we decided to chill just for that reason.  Plus we really didn’t care too much about doing a few more miles.  


I met a guy who was visiting his kids in Oregon but lived in Hawaii.  A total hippy with full beard and whatnot, resembling Tommy Chong.  He gave me my new words to live by as he flashed a peace sign and headed off on his rusty old beach cruiser,”No hurries No worries.”  His name was Acka Rhythm…acka is Hawaiian for laugher.      

August 12th  Day 59  Brookings, OR-Klamath CA  57 Miles


An awesome first day in California.   Had a farewell breakfast witht eh Ashland Crew at Fat Boys then hit up an internet café for a bit.  We didn’t actually leave Brookings (the town close to the B&H we camped at) until 11:30.   Crossed the California border and noticed an almost immediate change to the road conditions for bikers: the shoulder went from six feet to less than three feet.  No biggie, but it’s still nice having the breathing room.


Took a detour around Crescent City through Jedediah Redwoods State Park through some intense trees that made it hard to focus on the road from looking up all the time.   Before we got onto the narrow dirt section that meandered through the trees, we crossed a bridge with some nice cliffs nearby.  I joked with Jeremiah when I said that we could jump off it, but he was enthusiastic about checking the conditions out.  


Steep cliffs, deep water: perfect conditions.  I looked down at the water and hesitated about jumping because of the “what if I don’t clear those rocks” factor.  After a while of hesitation I came to the conclusion that if I didn’t jump I’d be mad later on, so I took my shirt off and hiked down to the platform.   Looking down I realized that it was now higher than planned and a lady on the bridge watching was telling me that the rocks went out a long ways and I had better jump far.   


Great, more hesitation.  Just then a couple cars pulled into the turnoff and said, “Oh man are you gonna jump?  That’s awesome!”  There it was, the little push I needed as I threw myself off the cliff and waited a few seconds to feel the water.   Cheers came from dozens of spectators as I looked up at the 50 foot ledge I just hurled off of.  Craziness..I love it.


We continued on, me with wet shorts, through the humid hugeness that is the Redwoods.   It was a dirt road with a “RVs not Recommended” sign, so it was pretty sweet.   We climbed for a bit and then began to drop back down as the gravel got thicker.  I was passed by a car that pushed me onto the shoulder into the deep stuff that I couldn’t get out of.  Going 25 or so I was struggling to trail the BOB behind me out of the rubble without leaning, which made me slip around.   I could see the turn coming up and I couldn’t break very well from the gravel, so I knew I was in trouble.  I clipped out of my pedals and prepared for a fall as I tried one more time: just as suspected I went sideways when trying to lean my way off the loose gravel and went down hard-somewhere in the 20-25mph range.  I tore up my whole left side but good, from ankle to shoulder.  Hardcore…the blood ran proudly as I pulled up next to Erich and Jeremiah waiting for me at the turn onto Humboldt street.


After some climbing and a pit stop, we began to realize that we weren’t going to make 30 miles before dark, so after passing Paul Bunyon and Babe (40 foot statues) we stopped at a funky little town with an attitude and found a camp site.   We went to the only restaurant/bar in “town” and had some burgers.  We threw some money in the jukebox, but a local at the bar insisted, “Hey man, ya better pick somethin’ good-play me some of that rock n’ roll!”  AC/DC’s “Rock and Roll ain’t noise pollution” was the first song we picked.  I had that stuck in my head for days.

August    13th  Day 60  Klamath-Fortuna  (Riverwalk RV) 83.6 miles


Breakfast for cereal then started into more redwoods.  It was hot climbing into the trees, but the humidity and darkness soon chilled us to the bone.  We were on the scenic alternate route which kept the traffic down, so most drivers were there to see the trees and were patient with us as we swirved across the road looking dumbly into the canopy.


The Jurassic Park feel soon ended and we got back onto the ugly highway with nothing to cool to see, until we got onto a sketchy area with zero shoulder, steep cliffs, and lots of blind turns and steep hills.  I don’t understand how we’re not allowed on the interstate with huge shoulders and good visibility, but we are allowed on the highways that are ridiculously dangerous such as these.  Cheap.


We got into Eureka where we left Jeremiah so he could hit up a bike shop while Erich and I pressed another 15 miles to Fortuna.  It went quick since we were on the ugly flat road, but it was still an exhausting day.   We had to ask around for a campground but finally found one with a hot tub and showers.  The make-shift B&H was an ordinary site but Rob, one of the guys we met a few days earlier, was there already so we got put in his site.   


The thrice of us talked for quite a while and Rob told me war storied from when he was in the Navy.  He’s tried some crazy cuisine that I thought was just a Hollywood thing…like chilled monkey brains.

August 14th Day 61 Fortuna-Richardson Grove  St. Park  (near Piercy)


We hit up a Denny’s for breakfast that is quite possibly the best deal for us bikers.  The three of us went in and each ordered two meals and the bill was still less than twenty bucks.  When the waitress brought the food out the people next to us sat up as though they thought they were getting their meals, too.  Sorry guys…we’re cyclists.  Every eye in the place was checking us out.


We went through some more redwoods and of course I get a flat.  We found a cool little spot for me to fix it while Rob and Erich go swimming in the river.  It was a sweet place with half a tree acting as a dock.  We sat there and sunbathed for a while as we ate some bagels and peanut butter.


The temps were good until we got back onto the highway and began climbing.   We were all having some bike problems: derailleurs, trueness, cables, etc.  It was a struggle getting to camp, but we didn’t want to fix on the side of the road.  


Got to camp and fixed our bikes while we talked to a hiker from Germany named Alex.  She was nice and seemed cool but had some interesting thoughts on life such as freeing all the cows.  Okay…


Jeremiah rolled in surprisingly, but there were now four of us to attack the highway with a vengeance with our BOBs.   We look like a circus cruising along all with trailers and hogging the shoulder.  It’s great.  Just another freak in the freak kingdom.

August 15th  Day 62   Richardson Grove St. Park-Just short of Mendocino 


We started the day with climbing to Legget at 900 feet where we got onto HWY 1 and left behind 101.   Somewhere around here we met a guy with a CU (Boulder Colorado…Buffs Suck!) T-Shirt who we nick-named Two-Bricks, as in two bricks short.   We asked him where he came from and he began telling us about when he used to wash trucks in Minnesota.  Everything he said made no sense, so we bid him farewell and hoped that he loosen the straps on his helmet.


We did a good deal of climbing in high temps that were less than enjoyable.   On the other side, though, we dropped a huge distance and maintained momentum all the way to the coast.   The flat I had yesterday was leaking again and I had to add air every hour or so which became a pain quickly.


Just before Fort Bragg I added air one more time and ended up breaking the damn valve off my tube.  After nursing it for so long I killed it.  I was angry to say the least.  My mind was made up to get new tires since these I had were giving me too many flats.  We found the Fort Bragg Cyclery where an awesome chick kept open a little late to help us out.  We dug through some tires and I grabbed some hardcore looking Serfas tires.   The girl gave me a discount I think and wished us well as we headed out to the campground.  


At Safeway we had picked up some fried chicken and biscuits which was all the motivation I needed to get the six miles to camp.  When we got there the campground was full so we just went right in down to the Bike and Hike.  Free camping right by the bathrooms.  The showers were coin-operated so I had to shampoo up in the sink before getting in the shower…all because I only had two quarters instead of three. 

