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Brian’s Journal 8  September 16th-September 22nd   Scottsdale AZ-Douglas AZ


This is getting kind of confusing for Erich and I trying to coordinate our journals, so we know it must be for you guys, too.   Oh well…we have more important things to worry about than if our numbers match.  We should be getting back on the ball pretty soon, though.  


We spent much longer than intended in the Phoenix area, so our time was getting a bit crunched, but it was awesome.  I went to a toga party and kicked it hard with some friends I haven’t seen in a while…sort of the final farewell to the States.   I went to Dan and Christine’s for the last night of break, then Erich and I hit the road the next morning.   

September 16th  Scottsdale-Coolidge AZ  64.4 miles  Day 94


We cruised through town with the quickness and busted off the first 37 miles with no problem.  The early mornings are nice like that, seeing that it’s not even 10 a.m. yet and we’re more than half done.   We stopped at a gas station right on the edge of the desert for a Gatorade and snack then entered cactus territory.


A truly barren area full of sand and cacti and not much else.  It has it’s own beauty, but I have trouble finding it right away.  My thoughts were the main focus of the day to survive the heat and boredom:  My friend Chad that I stayed with works at an ice rink in Ahwahtukee.   I wish that I would’ve gone to work with him one day to see if I could drive the zamboni.  That would’ve been awesome to say that I got to ride on a zamboni.  Watching the Avs game:  “Hey guys, I got to drive one of those things one time…”   Could’ve been awesome.  Oh well.


We were planning to get all the way to Florence, but the heat exhaustion was getting to us and we decided to hit up the hotel in Coolidge instead.  Stars and minor hallucinations caused from the dehydration and 100+ temps.  Plus the music in my head clashed with the music on the MP3 player, which made me more dizzy and loopy.  We stopped at Subway and the air conditioner almost knocked me off my feet.


It was SO nice getting into a room away from the heat.

Septemer 17th  Coolidge-Tucson AZ  (Erich’s cousin Margo’s house)  Day 95  82 miles

We were off for one of our earliest departures: on the road by 5:45 and got to see the sun rise over the saguaros and a train speeding across the desert.   Nice.


We began an unexpected climb up to about 3700’ in a cross/headwind.  I listened to talk radio most of the way to try to cram in as much info as possible before leaving the country.   There’s talk about bring Bin Laden in for a fair trial…but I say why waste the gas to move him to the place for a trial?  


We finally reached a the summit and had a gradual drop into Tucson along the same route that some famous cyclists train on.  Oooo, what’s that mean?  


It took forever getting through the city streets.  I was so focused on getting to town, I didn’t allow any extra mileage to get to Margo’s.  All I wanted was shade and cold water. The camelback water was ridiculously hot.


We had a tasty salmon dinner and my neighbor from Anchorage, Justin, came by and chilled for a while.  He’s going to hook us up with even more music…excellent.

September 18th  North Tucson-South Tucson  About 20 miles, all in town


We talked to the kids at St. Michael’s Parish Day School, always a cool start to the day.  They had lots of questions:  Enough that they actually had to get cut off by theit teacher, so that was sweet.   The also got together a little travel fund for us, so we have a new sponsor!

Outside we got interviewed for the news, but it turned out to be a bunk segment on the news.  It was city wide (750,000 people), but only about 15 seconds and didn’t show any of us talking.  Whatever, we were still on TV.   What was cool, though, was that after our interview we got horded by a bunch of kids asking for our autographs.   I really need to come up with an official-looking John Hancock.  I’ll practice.


We checked out a bike shop where I bought some new tires since the set I had on were showing through already.  Not too cool, but now I have some Town and Country’s-recommended by a few different people.  Let’s hope my luck is the same as their’s.  


On the way to check the internet, we ran into a couple on a Tandem who invited us to their place for a Gatorade.  Nice people.  They have a 4-person bike that they ride with their kids.  Crazy…four people on one bike.  Way to go, I can’t even stay on by myself.


WE stopped in at Justin’s work for a little computer assistance and internet.  Justin hooked us up with all sorts of cool stuff and spent a lot of time transferring data for us.  Thanks, man.  A good stop.


Next we crusied to Tim and Toots’--a couple of crazy kids afraid to grow up.   You can tell they have a blast doing whatever they’re doing.   We had some intensely good tacos where Tim peer-pressured me to eat until I was about ready to explode.
September 19th   Tucson-Tombstone  Day 97  85 miles


After some chorizo con huevos, Erich and I geared up to leave.  I made a quick comment about how much it sucked that Justin couldn’t drive our stuff to Tombstone.  Tim and Toots quickly jumped on the idea, “Hey, we’ll drive your stuff for ya…we’re always looking for an excuse to go there…”  Oh yea!


So Erich and I were light and were able to go the scenic route.   We climbed up to about 5200’ in the Santa Ritas and then dropped down to 3700’ into the San Pedro River Valley.   The trip was hot but green.  The cacti were thick along the road, which was pretty sweet.  There were also a disgusting amount of locusts and grass hoppers-jumping into my spokes and getting ran over every 50 feet or so.  

Once we hit the top of the hill we had a sick downhill for a long way where we pulled off 20 miles in about an hour.  Not bad for a knobby-tired chunky bike.   After a quick stop we pulled the other 19 miles in about an hour as well, have covered almost forty miles in about 2 hours.  Not so shabby at all.  I felt pretty hard core.


We called Erich’s Aunt, Millie, who gave us directions to her place.  Tombstone”  is a phat place, packed full of history…most of which I got from the movie “Tombstone” with Kurt Russell and Val Kilmer.   If the main street wasn’t paved it could’ve been the movie set.  Cool town.


We unpacked our new computer to find that our power cord wasn’t with it.  Great.  More days off for us to unexpectedly procrastinate.  We waited for the cord to get Fed-exed from Anchorage and sat back and relaxed.  Game show network, internet, good cooking.  Thanks for everything Millie.
September 22nd Day 100   48.5 miles  Tombstone – Douglas AZ


Our official last day in the States.   After tonight there’s no turning back.  I am nervous about the border crossing and my terrible linguistic skills in Spanish.  We’ll have to wait and see what it brings.  Nervous but unbearably excited to start a new adventure.   

Tim and Toots decided to drive our stuff for us again, so we lucked out.  It was hard biking after so many lazy days.  Not just Tombstone, but since Gila Bend we haven’t had any really tough days with out a break.   Tomorrow will be a new country, new problems, new adventures, new sights.   


The long-awaited jump into new territory begins in the morning.  
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September 23rd  Day 101-Day One of Mexico…Douglas AZ-Sonora Cow Pasture (30 miles west of Janos)  69 miles

I finally have more interesting stuff to write in the journal.  No longer do I have to drone on about the hills or wind or whatever.  (not to say they won’t be mentioned) 


We woke up and had breakfast in the famous yet haunted Gadsen Hotel.   We had our last cups of real coffee for quite a while…Mexico is not known for their coffee.   We savored our final U.S. meals and then made our way to the border.


The signs welcoming us to the new country were rushing towards me even though I wasn’t moving that fast.  The final thoughts of safe water, English, TV, and school flowed through me as I searched for my passport.   We stopped in a wide area next to a stop sign and I looked back to a Welcome to the United States sign.  We then immediately drew attention to ourselves from the Mexican border patrol, asking us questions I couldn’t understand.   


Inside to get our permissos stamped, Erich fortunately was sitting by me and we managed to get through it without any trouble.  Except that I am from Aniak and Erich is married.  No big deal, just a misunderstanding on our parts.   The border guards quickly checked some of our gear but were more interested in our trip.  They pointed us the right direction and bid us Buen Viaje, or “good travels” to the best of my interpretation.


Going through town was a trip and half in itself.  Signs painted directly on the buildings, everyone waving and cheering us on, saying Hello in broken English, and even taking pictures of us.  Los gringos locos.   We had to stop at a few military check points and agriculture checks, but for the most part it was sweet sailing.  


The Sierra Madres are awesome and we got to climb right into the veins of them.   We climbed something fierce, relative to Attigan Pass, but with much more enthusiastic pedaling.  The fear from the border was gone and now all I had to do was enjoy this new country.


Then we got some rain at the top of the pass (6400’) where a trucker gave us some water which made it possible for us to stop and camp instead of push into a town.   It got cold dropping down the other side of the mountain, enough that I had to put on my jacket.  This is Mexico…huh?


We battled the wind at the bottom where the mountains flattened into a valley.   We were cranking the gear going downhill and still only doing about 10 mph.  I hate the wind.  We eventually found a little turnoff that winded back through some guys ranch where we found a place to camp.


At first it was a good spot, but the cows did not like our presence and mooed and screamed all night.  I had a snout poking at my tent sometime during the night.  Add a howling wind that nearly tore my tent apart and it made for a lousy night.  Erich actually got up in the night to throw stuff at the steaks, burgers, and beef (cows).  Anyone who is a vegetarian should be asked to spend the night with these smelly, obnoxious, loud walking meals.   Ground ‘em up…it’s dinner time.

September 24th  Day 102  Cow Pasture-Nueva Casas Grandes (Estado de Chihuahua)


We left the pasture to see a confused looking Mexican watching us ride by and leave his property.  He’ll be wondering what the hell that was all about for years.  


Wind sucks and we had plenty of today.   Non-stop from start to finish…blowing harshly down our throats giving us a terrible average when we should’ve had somewhere around 16 or 17 mph.  I won’t go off on it too bad, since most of those words are on George Carlin’s “7 little words” list.  


We hit  a little restaurant in Janos where I ordered my food for the first time in Spanish.  I ended up getting two little tiny burritos with nothing but beans…not what I had in mind.   We talked to some people outside the store for a bit, but with minimal swapping of information, the conversation was lacking a lot.  We hit the road into the ridiculous wind.


We had almost made it to town when the bolt holding my seat on broke.  We searched the road for the missing pieces, then I got to ride the finals miles sitting on the rack behind where my seatpost normally is.  It was my low-rider, so I felt cool, even though my knees started hurting with the quickness.


Got to a hotel and jumped on the opportunity, even though it was expensive and out of town.  It was a nice place and we had earned it.  Erich had two flats and I broke my seat during a day of hellish wind.   Yea, we earned it.

September 25th  Day 103  Nueva Casas Grandes-Buenaventura 


First thing this morning we were escorted to a bike shop by a friend of the guy at the front desk.  They didn’t think a hardware store would be a good bet for us to fix my seat, so we followed.   We winded through the streets and caught our share of head turns and whistles until we got to a little shop.


Inside were bikes not worthy of a pawn shop interspersed with brand new suspension forks.  Parts hung off the walls and included everything we could’ve needed either new or used.  Mostly used, but it was cheap.  A whole new seat post would’ve been less than four dollars, but I opted just for the replacement bolt for five cents.   I actually got it for free when we struggled to tell him about the trip.  We gave him card where we should him our route and then he got excited.


Outside local kids circled around in the street waiting for us to leave.  While we moved out they followed us like the scene from ”Rocky” when he’s jogging and has that mob following him.   Sweet.  One of them offered to guide us to out of town the short way, so we accepted and went through the residential and heavily pot-holed streets out the other side of town.  Something we wouldn’t have seen otherwise.  Laundry drying on clotheslines, kids waving, ninos trying to fix the cars on blocks in their front yards with their dads.  


At a little burrito stop we hit up, some high school kids interrogated us.   When we left their girlfriends whistled at us and I think made the boys jealous.  Sorry guys.


The road is still narrow around here, but the truck don’t bother me as much anymore.  After being pushed off the road yesterday (literally..,my flags got hit by a truck passing coming from the other way.  If I didn’t crash off the road my trailer would’ve been taken out by a semi coming towards me), I’ve learned that I have to take everything as is, and stop getting so mad at the things out of my control.  Remain calm in the wind, focus on other things than the hills, pull off to let the trucks pass…my new way of thinking that has worked so far…at least until I get hit by a truck while climbing a mountain in a head wind.


We got to town where we found a place with hot water and two beds for 180 pesos.   Across the street was an awesome open air restaurant where I had desebrada, something like shredded beef.  I think.   

September 26th  Day 104  Buenaventura-Gomez Farias  51.9 miles


Chorizo con huevos at the little restaurant then headed up the mountain.  We didn’t think we’d climb as much as we did: we stopped for a break after a 1400’ climb over 8 kms thinking we were at the top.  We were low on water since we figured that it was only 20 miles to Zargoza where we would restock our supply.  


After a short drop we began a climb again that didn’t seem to stop.  Every time it looked like only one more switch back, another would come up.  An hour later we reached the top and were now out of water, still 12 miles from the town.  We had climbed to almost 8000 feet from about 5200’ in about 10 miles.  Not a bad warm-up at all.


It was fortunately all down hill to town that we kicked off in no time and got to town for our water and lunch.   The stray dogs in town found us and I felt sorry for one of them that was ridiculously cute and was chilling with me (probably for the Goldfish, but whatever).  


Before leaving I waited for Erich by a group of high school kids who were taunting me (I think) and kept trying to get my attention just to laugh.  Fortunately I had my headphones on (without music) and pretended not to here them.   Just after leaving I got into some deep sand and feel right in plain view of them…smooth!


When we got to Gomex Farias a little kid played his bugle for us as we rode by: my own personal soundtrack…just what I’ve always wanted.

September 27th  Gomez Farias-Kilometer 69 Camp  (10km south of Bachinavas)


We went through a few small towns today and gathered lots of attention.  It’s weird being, not only a skinny white guy, but a freak on a bike with a trailer, in a town of darker skinned Mexicans.   It’s usually a look of amazement or confusion (or an occasional “What’s up baby!” from some senoritas), but it just feels a little weird.  


Stopped in a little town where a guy actually opened his restaurant for us and offered us anything we wanted.  No menu, just: What do you want?  Awesome.  He didn’t speak English at all, but sat down with us and talked to us for a long time, most of which I understood.   My comprehension is getting a lot better I think, I still need to work on speaking, though.


The next 25 miles sucked.  It just seemed to drag on and on, but we finally made it to Bachinavas where I almost got hit by a truck full of apples driven by a 12-year old kid.    


We continued through town and found a break in a fence where we blitzed up the mountain side pushing our bikes to get above tree line.   Once above tree line we could no longer see the road, so we figured no one could see us.  A cool little camp site with no cows.  Sounds good, just lots of flies and mosquitoes.  Those we can handle, though.

September 28th  Km 69-Cuauhtemoc  Day 106  46 miles


Not much exciting today, except the nicest bathroom I’ve ever seen at a gas station.   A marble-look to it, but not the tacky stuff.   Fresh Pine-sol was in the air and there was no water spots on the counter or mirror.  It was impressive, that’s all I can say.


Wind sucks, etc.  even with my new philosophy on remaining calm was failing me towards the end.   Finallyw e got to town and aftercircling the main drag a couple times we found a cool hotel for 230 pesos with a nice shower and super hot water.  Everything I need.   As I said, not too much exciting, but tomorrow we’re going to Copper Canyon for a side trip…Mexico’s version of the Grand Canyon.  Not as wide, but deeper.   
September 29th-October 6th   Cuauhtemoc, Chihuahua - Gomez Palacio, Durango  

September 29th   Day off   Cuautemoc-Creel via suburban


Last night when I called home a lady overheard me talking and complaining about our difficulties trying to figure out a way to get up to Copper Canyon, Mexico’s Grand Canyon.  We were only about 100 miles from there, but being on bikes made it a side trip.  We could ride up there, but it would cost us four days; or we could take a bus which would cost 200 pesos roundtrip, and would be more hours on a bus than sightseeing.


Fortunately this woman heard my problems and offered us a ride to Creel, since she had a ranch up there and needed to go anyway.   The hotel let us lock our bikes up in a storage area, so we were set.


After hitting the internet and struggling to find all the keys on the keyboard (Spanish keys are a little different—some are moved around, some are new, etc), we went to KFC, a taste of America.   It occurred to me that I didn’t even like KFC, but me eating there was more of an excuse to not have tacos and burritos than anything.

 
At the hotel we hopped in the suburban of Christine and Poncho, then headed into the hills.   We also entertained the two Chihuahuas as they scampered all over the backseat fighting over hotdogs and Gatorade (they prefer it to water).   It was reassuring to find out that all drivers are a bit on the wild side in Mexico, therefore I was right in thinking that I should not get mad at trucks screaming by inches from me.


In a small town we got pulled over, but Christa ensured us that he just wanted beer money, so she blew it off and got a little angry when Poncho paid him.   After a couple hours we made it Creel at about 8000’ and cold.  It was drizzling and I was sporting my fleece and wool hat for the first time in ages.   A quick bite to eat, then our new friends drove us to Copper Canyon.


It was impressive to say the least and I don’t need to waste time writing about it since pictures and words don’t do it any justice.   We were only at the tip of the canyon, too.   


Tarahumara Indians wearing their bright, almost fluorescent, colors tried to sell the tourists beads and baskets, but most were more interested in taking pictures of them.   I at least offered some pesos to a couple of 6- and 7-year olds before holding up my camera asking permission.   Lime green legwarmers under their pinks and blues and yellows.   


Back in Creel, Christine and Poncho said good-bye and headed back into Cuauhtemoc, having made the trip entirely for us.  Thanks.


We had found an awesome hotel with a fireplace, although we didn’ take advantage of it.   In the town square music played while we walked the narrow street looking for trinkets we might have bought it we didn’t have to carry them.    I am already planning for a return trip with a backpack.

 October 1st   Cuautemoc- KM 30 on Highway 24 camp   61 miles


Yesterday we caught the bus back into Cuauhtemoc, but couldn’t get on internet, which made us have to do it first thing this morning.   We got up early in order to get right on the internet as soon as it opened, but found that not all people use the same time.  We waited for it to open at 9, after getting there at 9:15.  An hour later it opened, the clock on the wall said 10, but she checked us in at 9.  Another clock on the wall said 11.  Confusing, to say the least.


By the time we got rolling, the wind had picked up and made for an unexciting day along the toll road.  Erich broke a spoke and had a flat, making us even slower on the steep rolling hills.   We went by the toll booth, but the attendant just yelled, “Viva Mexico!” and waved us through, even though bikes aren’t supposed to be on the toll sections, we’ve been told.  


We hit the junction to Highway 24 and headed south, taking away some of the wind, and started a gradual downhill for the next 20 kms.   Our speed jumped up quite a bit and we began to look for a place to camp around 5:00, just after some kids stopped and told us we had “Muchas ganas,” or much desire.   


As usual, we found a gate that was open and headed on to the ranchland to find a place to pitch our tents.  The truck driving out just waved, so we took a cue and made camp among the termites and ants.   Not a great spot, but it was off the road.

October 2nd  Km 30 camp-Via de Zaragoza   62.8 miles


Our first relatively early start in a long time, being on the road by 8.   With a 15 mph average to start the day, we grabbed a Pepsi, cookies, and Pringles breakfast, having depleted my earlier breakfast of Cheetos and peanut butter.  


We ate in the central plaza of Satevo where people would walk by nervously looking at us.   One guy who was badly scarred, took the initiative to talk to us.   Somewhere along the way he began to sing in an operatic voice about San Francisco, but not before mentioning la terroristas en Nueva York.   About the time we readied to leave, he began pointing to the sky and preaching about Christo.  


My first bit of an uneasy stomach, but no problems arose after a couple of Deshebrada burritos at a little truck stop.   I battled the discomfort for the final miles into Zaragoza and a Gatorade did the trick.  Or maybe it was the Pepto chewable…


We found the hotel in town which was only 100 pesos, but  the celing fan was at eye level and I shared the shower with some roaches.   There was also no toilet seat and our beds were 3” mattresses on plywood that badly needed to be replaced.  What do you expect for $10 a night?

October 3rd  Zaragoza-Hidalgo del Parral   about 45 miles


As we packed our gear this morning a couple of borrachos (drunks) talked to us and gave us support.   A couple hugs, a lot of handshakes, and a lot of confusing phrases later we had escaped into the restaurant for our breakfast.   


Or so we though.  They came in and had a beer at the table next to us (keep in mind it’s about 7 a.m.), and showed the employees our card with much enthusiasm.  We ate quickly then hit the road, somewhat disappointed that I didn’t speak more Spanish to feed our amigos lies.  


A fairly mountainous day, in which I cranked out the hills to the best of my muscle’s capacities, screaming ahead of Erich on a few occasions.  By the time we got to Parral, I was a bit sore, but it was a historic town with 300 year-old buildings, so my mind was not focusing on my legs.


We found an awesome hotel with a room on the fourth floor overlooking town.  200 pesos, but no hot water.  I got in the shower and literally had the wind sucked out of me as I stood next to the toilet frantically lathering up as to avoid the water.   


Next stop was a little café where a guy talked to us for about an hour, most of which we didn’t understand.   As we left he tried hard to get us to go to the bar with him, but we had internet stuff to do, and had to pass up the offer to go boozing with a 60-year old stranger with a knife on his belt.  


In the evening we caught a movie in the local theater, in English, just with Spanish subtitles.   It was nice to have had a basic day off but still had done some miles.

October 4th  Parral-KM 304 Hwy 45 camp   66 miles


It was unusually hard to find a restaurant open in a good size city at 9 a.m. as we left.   Going out to breakfast is not as popular here, the only places open were the ones right off the highway.


Lots of hills today, but we chugged right along.   In a small town we grabbed lunch where I had tacos con barbacoa y tripitas for the first time.  Thinking “barbacoa” was basically barbecue beef.   I scarfed them down and asked for seconds, when the proprietor of the shop, fluent in English, asked if I had ever had them before.   Barbacoa is usually the beef from the head of the cow and tripitas, or tripe, is the cow stomach.   


I couldn’t deny the fact that it wasn’t bad, so I indulged in the regional delight.


We got our first bit of rain in a long time, and it felt great.  We could see that we were riding with the storm, just slightly faster, so we decided to kick off more miles in order to get ahead of it and find a place to camp.   15 miles after the site that I said was no good, we had to disassemble our gear and toss it over a fence when no cars were looking in order to scramble into the trees where no one could see us.  


A good site, other than the trespass factor.  I saw the first living snake here, two feet from my bike.  I felt bad because he was inches away from his dinner (a mouse), when I moved my bike, scared the mouse, then noticed the snake slither away with a forlorn look on his orange and yellow head.   

October 5th  Km 304 camp- Km 63 on Highway 30 camp  (15 miles west of Bampini)  78 miles (about)


It was a lonely road today once we got passed the checkpoint manned by 12 guards, 9 of whom where sitting under the shade tree.    It was about 30 miles to the Hwy 45/30 junction where we grabbed a burger and food supply for the evening.   The only building we saw all day, minus a few old ranch shacks.  


Once on Highway 30, the road conditions depleted pretty bad, but the traffic was non-existent.  In 40 miles I think there were maybe a dozen cars that went by.   Today was weird for me since I think I must have been catching a bit of heat exhaustion and dehydration.  


For a couple hours I had blurry vision and had to blink hard to make the faces in the pavement go away.  The road was bumpy and had been patched so many times that it was like watching static on TV while bouncing in your chair.   After a few hours of this my eyes were going berserk and I had to stop a couple times in order to close my eyes and straighten my vision.  


It was fairly early, so we just kept riding until about 4:00 when we began looking for a place.   Erich got a flat immediately after commenting about how it had been a few days since we’ve had problems.  I sat on the side of the road and watched the ants tediously move grains of sand from their hole.  There was another group that was working on bringing a cricket 20 feet back to their mound, which I had to respect.   Their work ethic is ridiculous, knowing that by the time they get the feast back to the colony they will probably be dead.    Enjoy life a little, don’t work yourself just to eat. 


We found a sweet spot where the gate was unlocked, and were able to ride away from the road through the bushes and cacti, except for when we had to navigate across a little crevasse.   The sunset was incredible and we were able to watch the thunderheads go right around us.

October 6th  Km 63 camp- Gomez Palacio  68 miles (I think)


We started the day by climbing over a pass that turned out to be a joke.   We dropped down the other side and waited to cut south on the shortcut, but found Bampini before we found the shortcut.  Grabbed a beverage and stocked up the water supply while some kids taught us a few new words about our bikes. 


It was 14 miles to Bermasillo, somewhat of a truckstop.  Erich calls it Barter-town, because it resembles the place in the MadMax movies.   Of course we got separated right before town because I stopped to take off my headphones.   I saw a bike with a flag turn left, so I followed him into the city center where I had my first feeling of alienation.   The whistles and whoops were not the usual ones of encouragement, and it was a bit more intense not knowing where Erich was.    Cars full of teenagers yelled things at me and people ran out of my way as I slowly made my way through the market place, trying not to show any fear. 


I soon decided to about-face and was encouraged to “go home” from a few kids.   I went through a small residential area where people ran inside and slammed doors when I looked in their direction.   I eventually found the main drag where some I gather from some other kids that Erich had turned around and was looking for me.


He hadn’t seen the worst of it, and said, “Of all the places to get separated…”

 
Grabbed lunch and then enthusiastically got on the bikes in order to escape the dusty spot on the globe where I could happily never return.   A head wind, but we trucked along until getting stopped by the Federales, where the guard questioning us was not-so-intelligent and was angry at us for not speaking more Spanish.   Checked out passports; asked us four times where we were going, why, how long; what route; what did we have in the trailers, etc.    


Getting into Gomez was a great sense of relief after a fairly unfriendly day.   As we biked through, cabbies asked us questions, people drove along side us talking and giving thumbs-ups, kids waved.  Back to the positive atmosphere.  


We rolled up to the welcoming family that Erich has been friends with for years.   They didn’t know we were coming, but immediately fired up the burners and began to cook for us while I showered.   They were incredibly friendly and insisted on the mi casa, su casa philosophy.   

October 7th  Day off in Gomez Palacio


It’s still early in the day, but I wanted to write about today’s breakfast.   Since before I left Erich had been telling me about menudo, a common breakfast in Mexico.   I was anxious to try it, if nothing else, just to write about it and tell the story.


I was working on my journal when Erich called me for breakfast.   I rushed into the kitchen to look at the bowl on the table waiting.    Heavily textured chunks of unidentifiable meat, bloated pieces of corn, a watery broth that looks bloody, and a smell like nothing my nose has ever experienced.


My urge to try the notorious breakfast was gone and I tried to think of how to eat it quickest.  I knew what the contents were, so I tried to identify what was what floating in front of me.   My first bite was an all out spoonful, wanting to convince myself that it wasn’t so bad.   I failed.   


I quickly sipped at my Nescafe and reached for a tortilla as the others at the table laughed at me, “No le gusta, eh?”  I smiled, not wanting to offend, and took another bite.   I wanted to eat it, but it sat in my mouth as I worked on getting it down the hatch.    Eventually the second course was offered which I used as my escape…cow head.   I continued my luck at the menudo, but eventually had to admit that I didn’t like it.  It wasn’t the thought of the stomach and feet of the cow in the bowl that I didn’t like, it was the taste.  That I can live with…I can eat cow head or cow intestines or whale blubber or whatever because the taste isn’t so bad.   Although I didn’t eat it all, I still accomplished my goal of trying menudo and came to the conclusion that I would rather go hungry.  
October 8th Gomez Palacio-Cuencame 68 miles  Day 116

Breakfast this morning was more catered to my tastes, consisting of huevos y frijoles.  Not a lot to eat, but enough to get me going.   


We had a bit of a climb out of the little valley, then a nice stretch that we busted off pretty quick.  Stopped at a little town for lunch where I got two chicken tortas, but after a bite or two I decided it not the safest thing for me to eat since I noticed the mayonnaise was warm and had been scooped out of a large jar sitting on the counter, the chicken seemed a bit off on taste, and tomato and lettuce is not good to eat for visiting gringos (they’re washed in water…therefore possibly unsafe).   


A bit on the hungry side, we pushed on towards Cuencame, another 25 miles or so as the crow flies.    Somewhere along the way we got onto a “connecting road” that turned to less-than-Haul-road tranquility in a mile or two, but the map said we were going the right way, so we continued 12 miles down this nonsense.  

At the end some dudes at a little stop bought us liquid refreshments and talked to us while my eyes readjusted to normal after a nonstop jumbling making me dizzy (oh yea, and it was hot).   It was here that I really should’ve grabbed something to eat, but I pushed on.


After a couple more miles the void in my stomach began collapsing my energy, having only eaten a couple eggs and some beans earlier.   I had some tortillas left from a couple days earlier that I tried to eat, but they were incredibly stale and it tasted like raw flour.  I began thinking about the middle ages and the moldy bread (funny how your mind wanders sometimes) that made Joan of Ark think she had conversations with God.   From there the tortillas tasted like mold and I was starting to catch the minor hallucinations and stars that come from dehydration, exhaustion, malnutrition, etc.  Therefore, I started using the remaining tortillas as Frisbees trying to hit the cacti and feed the cows.  


When the day couldn’t get much worse we begin a climb with a vicious head wind and find that we have another ten miles.   Tediously the miles went by and I almost collapsed getting off the bike at our hotel.  
October 9th  Cuencame-Juan Aldama  Day 117  50 miles


The morning dragged, still recovering from yesterday, but the sugar buzz from a Pepsi got be up the 1450’ climb.   We stopped in at Miguel Ozai for lunch, just in time for some hardcore rains.   The stop had made us both tired and stiffen up, so we decided to just hit the next town over for a hotel.   

 
The hotel was all marble.  The walls, the floor, the bathroom, the stairs, even the exterior.   Marble is mined in these parts on a huge scale…use what you got.   A pretty decent place, although some old guy came by that night and aksed us some questions that we didn’t understand.   Kind of like we weren’t supposed to be there.   He did not seem pleased when we kept saying “No intiendo.”

October 10th  Juan Aldama-Fresnillo  Day 118  87.7 miles

The marble did not do a lot for insulation and the storm outside made the night cold.  I had to actually pull my sleeping bad over me in the night.   The angry man from last night was here again this morning, and opened the gate willingly after ignoring our Good Mornings.   The old phrase, “Don’t let the door hit you on the way out,” I think may have been what he muttered as we pedaled off.


All the restaurants were closed and there were no stores that we passed, so we headed into the wind on a climb with no food in the stomach.  I had a couple muffins and a croissant, which pulled me the 40 miles into Rio Grande, where we had our first stop.


Going into town there was some construction we got to cruise through, keeping up with the traffic struggling over the potholes, etc.   On one section I managed to get the whole bike and trailer about eight inches off the ground when I launched a little bump at 25 mph.  A trucker gave me an enthusiastic thumbs-up.


We passed the Tropic of Cancer, but aren’t exactly sure where.  All the construction had the sign removed and we had to kind of guess where it was.   Speaking of construction: there are a ridiculous number of men working on it…60 or 70 guys standing around waiting for the three machines to finish their jobs.   


Getting into Fresnillo was excellent.   We had just finished a long day and found the restaurant owned by Erich’s friends.   It had been many years since Erich was last here and Victor didn’t recognize him at first (Erich actually almost got thrown out since it was a nice place and we were dusty and sweaty). 


One of the best meals I’ve had in the last few years followed the introductions, consisting of a seafood bouillabaisse and shrimp.   Excellent.


At the house we talked for a bit and then the daughter, Marciela, took us out for a driving tour of the town.   On the way back to the house we grabbed some more amazing food at a Mexican restaurant.   A huge change from the little dives we were used to.

October 11th  Day off in Zacatecas


The Vargas’ let us borrow their truck to go into Zacatecas  to hit up some tourist stuff.   This is a town not intended for this age of automobiles and traffic.  The streets are narrow and steep, having been built in a valley.   My legs got sore having to walk up and down the streets.


We took the gondola up to the statue of Poncho Villa where we got an awesome view of the town.   


Back in Fresnillo we were fed at the restaurant again, more tasty shrimp.   Later we went to the gas station to hang out.  Marciela works at the Pemex and they have internet, so we chilled in the office upstairs and used the computer.   Most accommodating.

October 12th  Fresnillo-HWY 49 Camp  70 miles


Victor made us some beef for breakfast before we got going that lasted a long time.  The ride into Zacatecas wasn’t quite as easy as it had appeared in the truck.   


In Zacatecas we had a nice little climb up to 8000’ where we stopped for a buffet lunch.   More money than we were used to spending, but everything seems to be getting more expensive the closer we get to Mexico City.   


After lunch we had a huge drop and the first tail wind we’ve had in ages.   Busting out 30 miles in about an hour and a half, we stopped at an open gate to make camp.   Found some cover behind a band of prickly pears and next to a harvested field.  The crops were all gone, so we figured it would be okay to stay there.  The sunset was incredible over the mountains we had just come down.   The sun went down as I finished my Cup-o-noodles.   

October 13th  HWY 49 Camp-San Luis Potosi  90.2 miles


It’s nice having a long day ahead, since we have an established goal.  Less than two miles from where we camped we passed a hotel and restaurant.  Oh well, money saved.   


The miles went by pretty quick since we had a tail wind, but there were a lot more hills than we had expected.  Nothing to extraordinary until we got into town.   Exhausting getting there, but it was rejuvenating getting on the city roads.   


I almost got hit by a few cars crossing an intersection, than jack-knifed the bike/trailer trying to miss a dog.  Somewhere around here, we must have rubbed this dude the wrong way because he would not let us pass him.   He was watching Erich’s shadow to make sure that he kept right in front of him and the same speed.  We slowed, he slowed.  We sped, he sped.  I finally had the chance to take a parallel lane, where I cranked into higher gear to try to humiliate the old man.   He looked at me and kepot right up with me.  The only problem was that I had speed bumps and he didn’t, so I was catching air off some of them and this dude was cruising along staring furiously at me.  I finally slammed on the breaks and waited for Erich.  As soon as the guy noticed I had stopped, he stopped and waited for us.


I’m not sure where we lost him, but we got into the downtown section of town and battled incredibly narrow one-way streets and Saturday night traffic.   The roads are inconsistent with their directions: there would be three blocks of north flowing traffic, then one block of south flowing, then half a block of two-way….most confusing when trying to find a hotel.   It took us 45 minutes of battling the crowds before we found one in our price range.

Octonber 14th  San Luis Potosi-San Diego, (state of Guanajuato)  64.3 miles


The streets were almost empty this morning.   180 from the crowds of the night before.   


Headed onto a fairly major road with narrow shoulder as we began the trip to Queretaro.   Not sure of where we would spend the night, we planned on looking for anything after the 50-mile mark.   


A boring day for me as I listened to the Dogg Pound Gang (DPG) over and over again, trying to free-verse with some of their beats.  It was frustrating having no flow and stumbling over words to form weak raps.  All it did was make me realize how much Eminem sucks.


After a long climb, we turned off the highway and begin a 9-mile ride to the small town of San Diego, the closest possible place for a hotel.   The sun was going down and it was almost dark by the time we got there.  Just as I had feared, getting there resulted in no hotels.   We hit up the chicken stand where I bought four real chicken wings for about 50 cents, just in time for a guy to come talk to us and invite us to stay at his Grandpa’s house, where he rents rooms.   Exactly what I needed to hear, since the last thing on my mind was heading out of town in the dark.  


We got a room for 150 pesos with three beds and two bathrooms.   The bed was most welcoming, although the mosquitoes and flies that kept us awake all night were not part of the deal.   I had to wrap myself in the blankets and sweat all night in order to avoid the bites.  The sound, however, was inescapable.   The bombardment of buzzing in the ears, piercing through the pillows covering my head.     Flies and mosquitoes are completely pointless things to be on this earth.
October 15th  San Diego-San Miguel de Allende  40-something miles


Getting on the road was not hard, having changed our itinerary from Queretaro to San Miguel, a much more interesting place with less miles to get there.   Once again, the restaurants were closed, so the only place to get any food was the Dulceria, or candy store.  


I bought some rich chocolate packets, like the kind you would put in a sack lunch, loaded with 100 calories in each.  5 of those and a 32 ounce Pepsi got me going.   We made awesome time to Dolores Hidalgo where we got a real lunch of five tacos for 25 pesos (one of which was filled with the heart of pig.  I opted not to have the cow tongue, though).   

It was just a quick ride to San Miguel where we ran into the first rude drivers of Mexic, for the most part.   A bus honked angrily at us, but we ignored them since the whole road was open, and then I got pushed off the eight inch curb when my pannier was brushed by the speedy bastard.   Then some kids tried to grab us as they drove by.   


Once we got into town, though, things changed.   A woman approached us and took us to the newspaper where we got interviewed.   There will be another article written on the us!   Betty, the woman who brought us to the paper, also gave us some contacts farther down the line.   


San Miguel is about 30% Americans, so there is a lot of English-speaking folks around here, so the article will be in our language.   Anja, the lady writing our article, invited us to her place so we could do laundry, too.   


Later in the evening Erich and I went out for a bit and met a girl from California who is staying with some friends here.   Nicole and Miguel, her friend, invited us to their place for dinner tomorrow.  We have the address and are supposed to get there around 7 or so.   Cool cool.
