Brian’s condensed Journal 3  August 16-September 15th
August 16th  Day 63  Mendocino ($pendocino)-Salt Point St. Park 74.9 miles


We stopped at Mendocino and hit an internet café.   At 11:45 we had three miles.   We made good time into a little place called Elk where we went into an over-nice café intended for old people.   Everything was floral print and too clean for the four smelly bikers, but even still we stayed in and ordered some food.  We made a scene just by being there and frightening the locals, deterring customers, and stinking up the joint.


After the meal we hit the road with a great tail wind and perfect weather: not too hot but still sunny.   Fairly uneventful with a few rolling hills.   We met a guy at True Value who suggested we start up a donations section to our website.  Make checks payable to Brian Dwiggins or Erich Kuball.


We were expecting it to be a quick ride to camp, but it turned into 23 miles since the place we wanted to stay didn’t have showers.  When going into camp we interrupted some kids playing in the street who attacked us with questions about our trip.  There were nine or ten of them surrounding us asking all sorts of stuff.   We felt important…they even invited us to roast marshmallows with them later that night.  


In the B&H there was a couple from ‘Cisco who were serious bikers.  Mike has been in races with Lance Armstrong and gone to international races.    Joni takes guitar lessons from Chris Isaak and surfs (we found this out over the next few days). 


Unfortunately, we weren’t able to make it to the marshmallow roast.

August 17th Day 64  Stillwater-Samuel P. Taylor St. Park  70 miles or so


Big hills drained us with the quickness in the morning but we were able to watch the surfers around Bodega Bay.  We did some laundry there and actually got cold from the wind.   I could’ve stopped there, but we pushed inland through some windy (lots of wind and very curvy) valley which drove me insane.  Yelling at the air like I have come to do frequently when the conditions become unfavorable.   


There were some hills that would’ve been sweet to bomb down, but the winds made it a little sketchy, gusting strong on the turns and pushing you into the road.   Finally we made it out of the valleys and started going along Tomales Bay, where the San Fault lies at the bay floor.  


From here the ride got more fun as the hills were small but steep and gave me enough momentum to cruise up the other side and whip around the corners.    Jeremiah and I got separated from  Erich through the fun and waited in town but he never showed up.   Erich had taken the ACA route around town while Jeremiah and I went through town to stop for groceries.    


Jeremiah thought it would be cool to pick up a watermelon, so he bought 22 pounds worth and strapped it onto his BOB.  It was a few more miles to camp, but why not?   We followed the road for a little bit then cruised in on a bike path through the back door of the campground…no fee.   Shhhh!


Here we met a few more bikers and all sat around talking for quite awhile discussing bike trips and eating watermelon.   One of the guys there has his own site www.returntonature.com
August 18th  Day 65 Samuel P. Taylor-Mantar Lighthouse Youth Hostel (south of San Fran)  55 miles or so


Said our final goodbye to Jeremiah then E, Rob, and I left to San Francisco.   We ran into Mike and Joni a few miles down the road and they offered to give us a biking tour of the city.  Cool.


In Sausalido we stopped for some food and Mike helped a guy fix his flat.  $6000 bike and he couldn’t change his tube.   It’d be nice to have that money.  We went across the Golden Gate Bridge and for the first time the wind didn’t bother me that much.  It was completely clear and we could see for miles.


We went up through some residential areas and saw Robin Williams’ house.  Should’ve knocked on his door, but oh well.   We went down along the beach and saw the abundance of surfers and bikini-clad females.   Beaches are nice.


We thanked Mike and kept going up and over Devil’s Spine, a grueling climb out of Cisco.   We were compensated by a nice downhill on the other side.   Somewhere around here I got my BOB tire stuck in a grate and fried the bearing pretty good but I should be able to live with it.   We had to openly break the law by riding on the “Bicycles prohibited” section of the highway, but it’s a lot safer there than the switchbacks and blind turns we just rode through legally.


We made it to the lighthouse hostel and they were full but the host moved some people around and gave us our own room.  Sweet.  We got access to the complete kitchen to cook our usual on-no MSR stove tonight.  Real pots and pans with silverware and everything!  


The bed was nice, too: the first one in over two weeks.

August 19th  Day 66  Montara Lighthouse Hostel-New Brighton Beach Campground (south of Santa Cruz)  63 miles


We left the hostel just as they were locking the gate behind us and headed to Davenport with the quickness from the flat road and tailwind.   We grabbed some lunch, which was a total rip off…charging $7 for a burger and no fries.   Cheese was extra.   Ridiculous.   The table next us left and they left an almost full basket of fries.  When the waitress (hot!) was clearing it I asked if I could have the fries.  She laughed thinking I was joking.  Her face turned to shock as I swiped the basket of her tray and started blazing through the luke-warm soggy fries of a stranger.


We made it to Santa Cruz where I had a few connections to stay with people but couldn’t get in touch with any of them.   We went right by a friend’s place but she had stepped out just for a few minutes.  


I was bummed about not getting to enjoy the town, a happenin’ place, for sure.   We didn’t want to wait around until dark to find out that we couldn’t stay at one of the houses, so we went a few extra miles to a New Brighton Beach.   Pretty nice place, but not as cool as hanging out in town.


There were some fat girls at the showers sitting on the ground outside smoking and talking really loud about how cool they were.  Using all sorts of complex four-letter words and talking about how they “Don’t give a”

Because all they “wanna do is get some liquor and go get twisted.”  I was shaving listening to all of this and laughing out loud.  When I walked out they got all embarrassed no doubt realizing that I heard every word of their cheapness.


The youth group or some sort of group across the way (the fatties weren’t with them) was loud until nine.  I was trying to read and all I could hear were these kids yelling playing stupid kid games that even I never used to play.  

August 20th  Day 67 New Brighton-Big Sur   73 miles


Followed HWY 1 for a good part of the day except for sections where we were supposed to get off because of legality purposes (NO BICYCLES).   We passed some intensely ugly sections with lots of industrial nonsense and harvested fields.  There was a two section sign:  the top part said  “Power Plant main entrance next left,” the second part said “Bird preserve and viewing area second left.”   Within two hundred feet were these driveways: one leading to the billowing smokestacks, the other to birdland.


We took a shortcut but ended up having to climb up onto the freeway from a small perpendicular road.   Just a barbed-wire fence and struggle to push the bikes…no biggie.   


I was thinking about how CSU is starting soon today.  I would be in Colorado getting ready to go to class right now.  I won’t elaborate, but I think I’ll take this route instead.  Maybe next year…


We got a little turned around in Monterey since our ACA map only has the street names of those on the route.  We got off the route to hit McDonald’s, but thought it would be cake getting back on.  A lot of one way roads lead us all over the place and it…sucked.


We dropped down a hill and the traffic was backed up ridiculous.  We flew down along side the cars as people banged on their steering wheels and honked.  What’s up now?


We got to Big Sur Redwoods St. Park around 7:30 and found that even the campground had fine dining.   WE checked breakfast prices for kicks and it was 11.50 for bacon and eggs.  Linen napkins, candles on the table, black- and white-dressed servers (ties).  How can they expect to do business when most of the campers are there for a cheap vacation.  If they wanted to get spendy they’d hit a motel.  

August 21st  Day 68  Big Sur-San Simeon Creek St. Park.  (just south of San Simeon)  68 miles  


For those of you that are a bit persnickety (Windows recommended that synonym) about their coffee, I do not recommend getting coffee in California.   My latte was disgusting, with the so-called barrista giving me two inches of foam on top.  There was no steamed milk, it was all foam…that is not a latte: it’s a cappuccino.  If I wanted a cappuccino I would have asked for it.  This was the beginning to my day.


I long climb in heat followed my unpleasant coffee experience.   At the top we caught some amazing views of the ocean with beaches as far as we could see dotted with surfers.   The different lifestyle stereotypes of people across the country is crazy.   Southern belles, Colorado Granolas, New Yorkers (enough said), Texas Cowboys, and California Surfers.   Everything I expected was on par from my Hollywood visions.   If I lived here I would surf.


We stopped for a bit because my BOB wheel was getting wobbly from the fried bearings.  It rocked all over the place and was almost humorous when I spun it.   Rob and I dismantled it and tried to repack them using some grease taken off our derailleurs, but we only had half the balls we needed.   It helped, but was still hurting.


In Fat Girl California (Gorda) we paid $2.50 for a Gatorade that is normally a dollar cheaper, but you gotta love the tourist traps.  


There were a few big climbs of 800’ or so that would drop us right back down to sea level for another climb back up.   Bridges were something I could see being useful across these peaks, but what can you do, it wouldn’t be so bad if you were motor driven.   On the way up the last hill I ran over a snake that was warming up on the asphalt.  I thought it was dead, but it squirmed as I rolled over it.  I felt pretty bad since he was just chillin’, and Rob told me that I’m bad Karma is coming my way.


At the bottom the road turned totally flat and I managed to bust out two miles in four minutes.   Not bad for a touring bike and trailer.   Just as I was beginning to take it up another notch I ran over a piece of shrapnel and my wheel started hissing.   The snake got its revenge.

August 22nd  Day 69  San Simeon-Pisbo Beach St. Park.   50.6 miles


The day was pretty uneventful except for our stop at BOB Trailers HQ.   Going through San Luis Ibispo I almost got hit by this blonde chick in a Ford Mustang, but fortunately I slammed on the brakes and almost went over the handlebars in order to stop from hitting her as she backed up and giggled in that “Oh-my-God-like-I-totally-can’t-believe-I-just-did-that” annoying yippee cheerleader way.  


So after surviving traffic we got to an industrial area of town and found the BOB place inside a warehouse full of BOB boxes with a big BOB banner.   It almost seemed like the wrong place, but we were greeted by Roger Malinowski who told us that it actually was the right place.   Roger fixed my wheel himself and gave us some extra parts and T-shirts with the BOB logo on it.   “Ride bikes, bring stuff.”   


It was nice to know that we were finally getting some support from the people that said they would help.  We even got a sneak preview of the new BOB that is so secret that I would have to kill you if I wrote it down here.  


In camp we met a few interesting individuals who made us a little nervous going to bed.   Bike and Hike are cheap and unpatrolled for the most part, so it is a great place for the bums.   While we ate a ranger and a bum conversed about his stay:

“Can I please stay another night?”

“I’m sorry, but you know there’s only a three night maximum allowed...these Bike and hikes are intended for people just passing through.”

“Yea I know, but…that’s what I’m doing…just passing through.”

“IF you’ve been here for three nights you’re not really passing through are you?”

“Well I can pay you,” pulls out a thick wad of 20s and 50s, “I got the money…”

“Put your money in your pocket sir.   I’ll let you stay one more night but you gotta be out of here by noon tomorrow.  What’s your name?”

“Aaron Pockanickayfghgj [something hard to say and spell]…A-A-R-O-N.”  Find the humor in that?

“All right Aaron, go to the front and pay…”

“Should I use a fake name, like Jack Williams…”

The conversation was basically over, but we were trying not to laugh as this obviously cracked out dude struggled through his talk.   Jack later told Rob that he played the cop and she totally gave in to his smooth talking.   


Jack and his friends started a fire as we got ready to crash.  This fire consisted of other campers garbage and their dinner was stuff they stole from ice chests in nearby sites.    


I put everything I could in my tent and laid my bike down, tied it to my tent, and put the BOB on top of the bike.  On the trailer I put my silverware and mess kit so that it would crash if it was moved during the night.  Not the best alarm, but it worked.

August 23rd  Pisbo Beach Ghetto Paradise-Gaviotta St. Park


So all my stuff was still here in the morning, which right away got me pretty stoked.    As we had breakfast one of the ghetto-stars moved in her sleeping bag.  We watched as she poked her head out of the bundle of sleeping bags and blankets with a lit cigarette.  Smoke actually came out of the bag when she poked out…maximizing the cigarette by getting both first and second hand smoke.


I began to pack up and the lady spoke.  Not to me…or Erich, or Rob.  But she spoke:  Quietly to herself asking questions and not answering them.   She then spoke louder, repeating her little conversation.   The smoker-lady had been rehearsing what she wanted to say to me.  She would formulate a question to herself, then repeat it louder for me to answer.  After a few minutes of scaring me, I left pretending that I needed to make a phone call.


The rest of the day was pretty lame, but we made pretty good time.  We had convinced Marc, who was meeting us for the night, to ride an extra few miles to Gaviota St. Park instead of his proposed campground that would’ve meant an 80 mile day for us.   We would regret it.


The wind was ridiculous.  Up to  50 mph nonsense beating us to pieces and blowing sand all over the place.   We flipped the picnic table to make a wind block, but it didn’t help keep tents from blowing apart.  When we arrived, the campground was full.  Within an hour there was only a few people left.   Tents were literally rolling across the campground.


I didn’t even try to put my tent up after watching Erich and Marc struggle to get up Erich’s.  Sleeping would be a problem.   We found that hanging out by the bathroom was the best place to hide from the wind.  It was here that I discovered my sleeping cubby.   Underneath the sink was a trash can.  The trash can pulled out and was hollow: approximately 6’ X 2’.  Just about the size of my thermarest:  I had found my bed for the night (see picture).  

August 24th  Day 71  Gaviota Hurricane Gulch Ridiculousness-Sycamore Canyon Nat’l Park   94 miles


During the night I was awakened a few times by a tap on my chest.   One time I looked up and noticed a mouse checking me out and sitting on my chest.   “Oh dude, what’s going on?”  Was all I could say.   I figured out that the mice were accustomed to dropping into the trash can from the whole by the sink, which is where my chest and head were.   Good times.


A flash woke me up in the morning (Erich’s camera) and as I opened my eyes I saw an older guy wanting to brush his teeth, but nervous to step too close to the sink.  He stood about six feet back and looked at me oddly as I grabbed my stuff and said good morning to him.   With any luck, he will be cautious when approaching sinks in state parks because of his confrontation with the strange biker lying under the counter, careless of the picture he had created in the tooth-brusher’s head.


An ungrateful camp caretaker was impatient with us as we tried to pack up.  He snapped at us for not being in the B&H, even though the whole place was empty.  We were pointed to that site by the ranger and didn’t realize that the Rvers next to us had rented two sites.  They didn’t want anyone near them, and complained about us being there apparently.  All they would’ve had to do was say the word and we’d be gone.   When we apologized to the host: “You guys are just bikers, you didn’t pay for the full site.”  First of all, there was no outlets, water, or anything else to make it worth $14.  It was the worst campground we’d been at, but to say we were just bikers was the final straw.  


I said something along the lines of “Would you pay $14 to camp here…you should be happy that we actually stayed here, man…this place sucks!”   The dude snapped back at me and Rob asked for his supervisor.  The guy retreated back to his golf cart and kept mentioning that he’s only a volunteer.   

Rob: Well if you’re volunteering, you should enjoy it…I just think you’re going about things the wrong way.

Host:  You guys broke the rules and are no longer welcome here

Me:  Dude, check it out…we’re putting all our stuff in the car right now, we’ll be gone in 5 minutes

Host:  You need to leave right now…I’m going make sure you aren’t allowed back here anymore

Erich:   You don’t need to worry about that!   We’re happy to be leaving this place.


Whew…what a great camping experience.   Erich’s sister, Fairy, had driven up to sag wagon for us until Dana Point.   We finished loading the gear into the Suburban and headed out without gear…the first time the entire trip.


The day got good once we got on the road.   We went through Santa Barbara where I was distracted quite often from the bikini-clad women playing volleyball.    I could easily become a beach bum.


We went through some towns and got off the coast for a bit…we already missed the beach.   


After a couple hours away from it we got back to the coast, but the beaches were gone.  We did get to catch a glimpse of a movie being shot complete with wardrobe trailer, booms, lighting, and cops.  Rob and I thought about checking to see if they needed any fresh faces, but we figured Hollywood wasn’t ready for guys like us yet.


In camp we had a totally separate B&H…a little cubby back in the trees.  The car campers had bumper to bumper sites with no privacy.   Redemption for a couple nights of crappiness.  

August 25th  Sycamore Canyon-Dana Point   104 miles


It was easy getting up today knowing that we had our long awaited break coming soon enough.  It would be a long day, but for a week all I would have to do is sleep and eat.    


Rob was ending his entire trip at Santa Monica Pier, so the three of us enjoyed our final ride together into the land of millions of bikinis.   As we sat in an outdoor café and had lunch we reflected on the outstanding trip blasting down the coast.   I had a rocking good time with Jurkee Basturd (his nickname).   No hurries, no worries, Chainsaw!


Erich and I continued on through Long Beach where I saw a scene from so many different “hood” movies: a fat old black lady in a pink muumuu yelling at kids playing basketball in the street.  My trip was complete…everything that Snoop had said about the Long Beach was true.  I felt apart of this LBC he had so often mentioned in his raps.


By mile 90 or so I was ready to be done and had quite the void in my stomach.   We pressed it and with every pedal began to get excited for the completion of a major section of our journey.   We stopped near Fairy’s house and Erich’s nephew, Jeremy, joined us for the final leg of a long day.   


His face was bright with excitement as he pulled up behind his uncle on the road home.   It gave a reassurance to me that what we are doing is off the charts and how exciting it really is.  Plus I love the thought of my friends and family building me up to their friends so I don’t have to brag about myself later when I meet them.  


When we arrived to the house a huge banner was hung with pride welcoming BikeAmericas.   It was good to be here, a break we well deserved and had awaited for such a long time.

August 26th-September 4th  Time off


My folks were late getting to Fairy’s the night we got in, due to flight delays, but it was still great to see them.   It was weird to all of a sudden have them standing here examining me to make sure I still was alive.  I showed them all my scars and scrapes from my falls, etc. and they both cringed.


The next day Erich and I dug through our stuff pulling out un-needed gear and boxed it up for my parents to take back to AK.  Got the bikes in the shop and then headed south to San Dieago to visit my Aunt Peri, Uncle Dale, and cousins Tyler and Devon.   After a long drill session about my trip I dug through the music files on the disc deleting unwanted songs and experienced some of my music for the first time in ages.


The next day we went up and spent the night with my grandparents who were most interested in my trip.  We looked at pictures and I told stories, then I spent hours on the internet replying to my emails.  Good times.  


The following day we drove to Vegas while I worked on my journal in the back seat.   I gambled for the first time and learned how to play craps and it only cost me $30.   I enjoyed chilling in the piano bar in New York, New York where they took requests and jammed out the tunes.   They played Prince for me. 


We left Vegas visited my Great Grandmother, grand mother, and great Aunt in Pomona where we helped pick out a big screen TV for my Aunt.   She was just excited to watch TV that night as we are every night we get the chance.  


Hit up a cool hotel where we spent a couple nights and I relaxed like it was my job.  Bought some stuff, including an MP3 player for my music to keep me alive through the desert.    Drove back to Peri and Dale’s where I said good-bye to my mom and dad.   It didn’t hit me that I wouldn’t see them for a long time until after they left.  


I spent the night with Peri and Dale one more night then took the train to Dana Point.  We picked up the bikes then had our final meal and loaded up the bikes for our adventure to resume.

Brian’s Journal 7  September 5th-September 12th 

                              Dana Point CA-Tempe (Ahwatukee) AZ

September 5th  Day 83  Dana Point-Bonita CA

We were a little slow getting going this morning probably from confusion of how to ride a bike.  The break was great but almost too long.   I was using my clip in SPD sandals for the first time and I need to adjust the cleat position.   My knees were sore within a few miles, but I was hoping that maybe it was just because I hadn’t been on the bike for a while.  

        We went through Camp Pendelton military base which was pretty sweet, but it enforced the idea that I would not like to be in the armed services.  

       Today was the first day I’ve got to ride with music…sweet.   Jamming out to loud music that most people abhor, but it keeps me driving on, even with pain in the knees.   We went through UCSD where I got my first glimpse of being back at school-HA!  It was nice being able to cruise through and not worry about getting to class.   

      We didn’t have a map to get us through the city streets, but we managed to find our way without getting too lost--aim south and call it good.   When we got near Bonita we gave my aunt Peri a call and got directions to her place.

      When we arrived to the house there was a greeting party awaiting us.   Love the fans…

September 6th  Day 84   Bonita-Potrero   37 miles

      We talked to our first class this morning.  Definitely a fun time to talk to kids who we know will support us.  Telling the stories that seem no big deal to us, but jaws dropping made it all seem so hardcore.  

       A long wait at the bank and stop at McDonald’s made us not get going as quick as we wanted, so we couldn’t pack on the miles that we had hoped.  There was a lot of climbing that was steep enough to make it not fun, but I had some music to keep me going.  Oh yea, and it was hot.  Hotter than it has been all trip probably.  Sweat dripping ridiculously off my chin and soaking my clothes through.  

      We stopped at Petrero since it was the only little stop until we would get to Campo.  We were planning on just grab a drink and pushing on, but some locals that we didn’t want to talk to anyway told us that it was a long hard road.   We had to go off the road a little ways to a RV park, but they had showers and that’s what we were about.  

      My shower experience was a little odd since I was joined by some big spiders, but I had to ignore them and think about what the conditions will be like in a couple weeks.   Being from Alaska I am a total wimp when it comes to spiders and snakes…give me a bear any day. 

September 7th  Day 85  Petrero-El Centro  76.4 miles

      Our first day in the desert.  We woke up at 5:30 and got on the road by 6:15.  It was cold…freezing cold, with frost on the ground and frozen breathe in the air.   I was wearing my sandals and had to stop within a quarter mile to put my wool gloves over my toes.  

      Within two hours of the sun coming up, though, the temps were getting warm, and by 10:00 it was hot.   We had breakfast in Campo and were quite obviously the only non-regulars.  I like being back to these funky small town cafes instead of the Dennys’ and corporate diners.

        We climbed to about 3800’ and then dropped to –200’ in about 12 miles into the Imperial Valley.  As we dropped, the temperature exploded into mass-non-tranquilo conditions.   We debated about getting a motel room in the run down town we had just dropped into, but decided it would be best to push it the final miles into El Centro.

       Headwinds soon came up and the gear seemed to get really heavy as my heat exhaustion began to set in.  I was seeing stars and forcing the pain outside of me through my music.  The water in by Camelback was probably about 120 degrees and did nothing for my dehydration.

      Just as I was ready to crawl under a rock, an oasis showed up where a Spanish lady gave us ice and water.  We sat in the old-school bar and looked at the beer maiden posters and got our second wind to make it to El Centro.  

      Finally we got to a Super 8 and ordered a pizza.  We lay uselessly on the beds and watched TV until we feel asleep.  It was 105 outside.

September 8th  Day 86   El Centro-The Norris’ home  (15 miles east of Yuma)

      The road was flat today through desert or heavily irrigated farmland, not the most enjoyable scenery, but it has its own uniqueness that I guess I don’t appreciate.   We drained our water supply with the quickness but found our first self-serve water fill station-a quarter for a gallon.   Lifesaver.

      The heat is at least dry, so the temps, although almost unbearable, they’re still tolerable for the most part.   

      We stopped in Yuma for lunch and an internet check where we met some people who were really interested in us:  So much, in fact, that the TV station came out and interviewed us for the 10:00.  We were sunburned and needed to shave badly, but at least we sounded somewhat intelligent and didn’t make fools out of ourselves.

      There was also another biker who had did a tour from Nicaragua to Arizona couple years ago and he gave me a lot of good tips.  


We made our way to a gas station near the Norris’ (friends of Peri and Dale’s) where we stopped for a much needed liquid refreshment and ran into some tall men who said, “You must be the bikers!”  It hit me that they must be Fred and Fritz Norris, and then they gave us directions to their home.  


It was here that we had a great spaghetti dinner and watched our television debut.   

September 9th Day 87   The Norris’-Dateland AZ  (Oasis RV)  About 58.8 miles


Diane Norris made us breakfast this morning and bid us farewell as we started a climb.   It wasn’t as bad as I was expecting and it was still early so it went swimmingly.  After the climb it was flat for a long while.   We stayed on the old highway that paralleled I-8 and it was completely bare of traffic-there was maybe one car every twenty minutes.  


We got to Dateland which was the last place for 50 miles so we decided to stop for the night.  After lunch we found an RV park with a pool-the only bad thing was a long driveway with thick sand which was a little tough getting through on bike.  Once we got there, though, we sat by the pool, chilled in their outdoor kitchen and worked on the laptop, and kicked back.  


It was 104 during the day and only dropped to about 90 at night, so I slept by the pool instead of pitching my tent.  They had a padded lounge chair that flattened out which was better than a therma-rest.   I did get woken up a few times by a preying mantis, though.

September 10th   Day 88   Dateland-Gila Bend  47.5 miles


We were on the road by 6:20 which was good since it was ridiculous getting out of the RV park’s driveway.   We had a headwind, but it was flat so no biggie.   


What was a big deal, though, was that Erich found out that his frame is cracked.   We found a motel in town that was less-than-fancy, but we were able to make a bunch of calls, which was necessary to find a place to get the bike fixed.  Our route was about to be altered to Phoenix instead of Tucson since that was the closest REI to us.  


We were mainly glad that the problem was in the States, instead of trying to deal with the problems in Mexico.   

September 11th  Day 89  Gila Bend-Ahwahtukee (Tempe AZ)  38 miles


I was excited to get to Phoenix since I would be spending the night with a friend from high school/sister-in-law and husband, Julie and Chad Sweet.   The going was slow since I had a flat and Erich checked his crack and noticed the bottom bracket was completely separated from the seat tube by about ¼ inch.   We managed to make it to Buckeye where everything would change…


We stopped at a gas station around 10:15 for a Gatorade and to add more zip ties to Erich’s frame to hope that we could squeeze more miles out of it.   I was taking my helmet and Camelback off when a lady asked me how long we’d been riding, so I began my spiel:


“We started in Alaska and have been on the road about 90 days…almost 5000 miles.”


“No, I mean how long have you been riding today?” Our trip seemed insignificant to her. 


“We started this morning around 5:50 this morning in…”


“So you haven’t heard then?”


I was confused.   As she explained the events that had just happened in New York and D.C., I laughed at first, then realized there was no punch-line.   I still didn’t believe it until I went inside and heard the news on the radio.   


We called Erich’s sister-in-law, Christine, to come pick us up.   She had been sent home early.   We waited to get picked up in the library and still hadn’t heard much about the attacks.   It was a dream, right?


We went to lunch and when I was paying, I watched the screen behind the till.  Images of a plane crashing into the World Trade Center.   This was CNN, not a Hollywood set.   We got in the car and rode into Phoenix listening to news radio.   Silence for 30 minutes between us.


How could this happen?  

September 12th Day 90  day off in Ahwahtukee


After REI yesterday, Christine and Erich dropped me at Julie and Chad’s where we stayed glued to the TV.   Julie and her friend, Melissa, interviewed me about my trip.   In between questions I’d stare at the TV at the repeating footage of the tragedies.


I talked to my friend Zak in Manhattan and all he could say was that the town was surreal.  Strangers hugging, people crying, and the obvious drastic change in the skyline.  


Anger was thick in the room and voices of everyone I talked to.  “Why don’t we just go drop some bombs?”  The immediate reaction of some I had talked to.   

To me though, it was still confusing.  I would wake up at night wondering if I had been dreaming and turn the TV on.  The pictures were still there.

The feeling of wanting to do something drastic was swelling up inside me…maybe I would get drafted and get an opportunity to do so.   I’m not a student right now since I’m on this trip, and I heard some talk about re-instating the draft.   That would put a cramp in things, but at least I could show them what Americans are all about.  

I have to tell you that it is now eight days after everything went down, and I just saw Jon Stewart host the first Daily Show since the tragedy.   He stopped multiple times in his heart-felt monologue to wipe his eyes and nose.   He apologized for being another show offering their condolences, but added an emotional bit about his first memory and why we grieve:  “I was five when Martin Luther King, Jr. was killed.” Stewart struggled.   “We are living his dream…we are coming together, not judging others by the color of their skin, but the content of their character.”  

Stewart struggled to tell the audience that the view from his apartment on the evening of September 10th was that of the World Trade Centers.   The next day his view was gone:  A symbol of American ingenuity, success, power, pride, commerce…all gone now when he looks out his window.   

Jon Stewart’s new view is something even more powerful.  He now wakes up to look at the Statue of Liberty.  The ultimate symbol of America. 

The United States, excuse me, KICKS A**!  No other country gives more help to the countries in need than us.  No other country has the freedom and liberties we do.  We are the greatest country in the world and it is sad to think that people want to try to take that away from us.  Well guess what you gutless terrorist fools…you just brought on the wrath of the big bad Americans and you’ll be shaking in your towels when you see the first tanks and hummers crawl over the sand dunes.   Your cowardly attempt to weaken our country failed miserably and we’re now stronger and more unified than ever.  Prepare yourselves… 


Erich and I decided to hang out a bit longer in Phoenix to let things cool down a little bit.  After some discussion, we decided that the last thing we wanted to do was bow to the bastards that raised a ruckus in our great country.   We didn’t throw out the idea of quitting altogether.  We quickly tossed it out and decided that we wouldn’t allow this to get in the way of our dream.  


In fact, we are now going to display our flags more proud than ever.  Proud to be an American.  God bless the USA!

