January 15th  KM130 Camp – Chiclayo   90 miles   Day  215

Long day.    I hate the heat, hate the wind, find no interest in the desert, but guess what?   That’s what there was a whole lot of.   


The beginning of the day went pretty quick before any of the elements got to bad and we had a fairly filling camp breakfast consisting of noodles, tuna, and bread.   Even with cooking, we still got going around seven or so.


It was totally flat for the first set of miles but eventually became…I’ll use the word “Wavy” to describe it, since it was flat, but had a little more contour that made it necessary sometimes to get up and pump for a few strokes to maintain speed.   I also found that I could carve sharply and wind all over the road and pick up speed when pulling out of the carve.


After a lunch stop in a small town where we had some sort of cabbage (or something) stew followed by rice and chicken, the winds were on us and the day came officially miserable.  Our first 65 miles had been fairly easy minus the heat and occasional strong gust, but after lunch we turned directly into the damned winds and dropped our average like a rock.   The last 25 miles took us three hours without more than maybe 15 minutes of break time.   Even with loud music playing, I still had the screaming of the banshees in my ears sucking everything angrily out of me.

We finally got to Chiclayo and found a pretty nice place with hot water and cable TV and an internet place next door.   It didn’t take long to figure out that we should take a day off here.   Our dinner experience was less than enjoyable since our waitress was obviously intimidated by my good looks and failed to give us proper service.   “Dos Pepsis, dos sanduiche de pollo, y dos ordens de papas fritas  por favor.”  There was confusion about the Pepsis, although we could see them directly in front of me in the fridge.   She was confused by the fact we wanted two of everything, so compromised by only bringing one order of fries (papas fritas), but not for ten minutes after we finished our rolls with a small amount of shredded chicken on it.


We grabbed some snacks and ended up watching TV until it was late enough to justify going to bed.

January 17th  Chiclayo – Chepen  Day 217   45 miles


Something about the day off didn’t sit well with me since I felt weird the entire day and became straight up uncomfortable by the evening.   I was sore and dizzy and could tell that something was wrong, but even still, woke up bright and early to do some riding today.    

Thinking that getting on the bike might clear my head a little bit and would make me feel better, I didn’t say much to Erich other than that I wasn’t 100%.    Somehow I managed to do about 40 miles without getting to sloppy, but when Erich got a flat and I sat against the wall of a building…that was when I realized I was relapsing to my illness.  


I felt bad because the people around us were talkative and wanted to converse about the trip, but I was struggling to keep my head up and eventually fell asleep.   For maybe twenty minutes I dozed off sitting against the wall with my head on my knee.   I awoke to find Erich ready to go, so we got back on the bike and pushed off to the closest town.    


It was only a few miles, which I could handle, but getting into the room felt wonderful.   We opted for the second hotel, since the first had hourly rates also available.  In our room, I fell right back asleep and packed in a nice two hour nap.   It was when I woke up that it was quite apparent my relapse of the stomach bug was in effect.
January 18th   MY BIRTHDAY   Day of Chepen


It seems like every year on my birthday I find myself being sick.   This year was a little more uncomfortable since I was in a hot hotel room with stomach problems.   I wanted to do something nice for myself for my birthday, so I went ahead and made my way to the doctor’s office and even got a needle jammed in my arm for a blood test.  


The results said negative across the board, but I am not sure what they we’re looking for.   Oh yea, I also got to donate a little urine to the nice nurse since it was my Big Day, too!   That test also proved negative.


The doctor diagnosed me with an intestinal infection this time, so I have officially screwed up my digestive system during this trip.   Now comes the “Do something nice for myself” part.   I went to redeem my prescription paper and spent $65 on eight-days worth of pills.   Keep in mind, that this is a country where normal prescriptions can be filled for less than twenty bones.   


Happy Birthday, huh?

January 19th     Chepen – Trujillo   85 miles
January 20th 
Trujillo- Chimbote   80 miles
January 21st 
Chimbote – Casma  40 miles

January 22nd 
Casma – Huermey  50 miles


More days in the empty desert.   Trash covers the shoulders and nothing else other than sand takes the view.   Sand dunes pop up every so often and give some shape, and an occasional mound of dirt breaks up between the sand, but I have an immense dislike for this place.  Lonely, windy, smelly, ugly.   I am re-evaluating this trip.   

The one thing I wanted to see in South America were the Andes and Macchu Pichu, which I will see during our days off from Lima.   As far as I know and what I have heard from everyone, this desert continues all the way to Santiago, where the road works its way into Patagonia.    Patagonia is notorious for 50 mph winds and cold weather.   Nothing south of Lima sounds either enjoyable or worth the four more months to see.   


Don’t even begin to think that I haven’t put thought into this or whatever, but I am doubting my continuity past Lima.   The reason I did this trip was for the amazing experiences, to see the world, and for fun.   I have had all that, but biking is no longer enjoyable for me.   


Getting up every day and looking at the bicycle puts a sinking feeling knowing that I don’t want to get on it.   Ecuador was beautiful, as was Panama, but I lost the enthusiasm to cycle.   The views were enough to keep me going.   Now that we are looking at many more months of deserts, emptiness, winds, and cycling…I don’t want to do it anymore.  

I am incredibly proud of myself for having visited 12 countries, seen 10,000 miles of the world, met hundreds of interesting people, made countless life experiences, and done it all by bicycle.   But it has been 225 days of thinking and living bike, which was fun for a while, but I am tired and ready to start a new season of my life.   


I have had an incredible time, but to continue would be solely to say that I did.   There was definitely an ostentatious aspect of this trip, but I did this trip for me.   As much as I enjoy hearing about how impressed everyone is with me, how they can’t believe it, how envious they are, etc…this is still MY trip, and I am not enjoying it anymore.   Isn’t that how you know when it’s time to quit?   In the words of the great poet Christopher Wallace, “Sometimes things just don’t work out you have to igg it!”

I have to thank everyone for their support along the way, I would’ve been home long ago without you.   To my family who was always there, and my friends that kept me up on what I was missing, I thank you.   

Mainly, I want to thank Erich for giving me the opportunity to join him in his dream and see the world by bicycle.   Thank you for including me on your adventure and I’m sorry that I pulled out.    I am envious that you can continue with such a positive attitude after so many miles.   I just can’t do it any longer.    You truly are an adventurous soul and I wish you the best on the rest of your journey.
January 25th  Chancal – Lima    10,040 miles   Day 225


And so it ends.   The cycling segment of my trip concluded today after a fairly easy ride of about 50 miles into the ridiculousness of the metropolis of Lima.   


We had decided to sleep in, but over the last few days I have grown anxious to get into Lima and finish up thee cycling that has, I think, grown monotonous.   I woke up before Erich, which is highly unusual since I am usually trying desperately to pack a few more Zs as Erich begins packing up.   


My final breakfast was at a little Comida across the street from our hotel, and I was glad to have asked for only eggs and rice…no plate of the day.   Erich went ahead with his boldness of exotic foods and ate the plate of tripe and other unknowns that made me change seats to escape the smell since I was sitting downwind.   It smelled foul and I knew that I would not miss this aspect of the trip.


Riding was easy and we skirted around Peru’s largest sand dune which was probably about 10 miles of cycling.   The sand sloped steeply down to the road from several hundred feet above and continued right down to the waves crashing against the beach.    I couldn’t help but wish that I had a pair of skis so that I could hike up and pick a line down the sand.    

At a beverage stop, the girls running the place took great interest in my spandex riding shorts that accented my hardened thighs and posterior so nicely.   I was quick to pull on another pair of shorts over them to keep me from get hassled any more than I’m used to.


A bit of a climb after the break up a street packed with litter: the gutters literally overflowed with bags of trash.   The smell was offensive and it was hard to watch the small kids with their mothers digging through the piles looking for usable items.   


Dropping down into the outskirts of Lima, we immediately noticed a huge rise in traffic and navigated carefully through the buses and taxis that found no guilt in almost hitting us.   The suburb changed into a heavy industrial zone with a cannery, storage yard, refinery, shipyard, and hundreds of 18-wheelers.   It was a gauntlet to get through and the smell of the refinery with fishy accent (from the cannery) made for more unpleasant nasal experiences.    


Taking the left towards the airport was welcome to get away from the madhouse we had just cycled through.   We followed the main drag too far and ended up in a neighborhood that was uninviting, to say the least.   There was a huge wall separating it from other areas that we couldn’t decide if it was to keep them in or others out.   Collapsing buildings with signs of people living inside, endless trash, reeking smells of urine, and hundreds of eyes scoping our every move.   It was sketchy and the hotels we had seen in the area need not even be discussed as a possibility.   

We asked some fairly respectable looking folks where a hotel was and they gave us a couple names.    The best in the area was lacking much,  but they were willing to hold our stuff while we left, they had cable, and there was a chicken place next door.   There was only one bed, but Erich and I compromised that I got it tonight, he got it when we came back through.   

After going to the travel agent and picking up plane tickets to Cusco and my ticket home, we returned to the hotel where I dismantled my bike.   The components are all fried but the frame is still okay, so it is worth bringing home.   I packed up my BOB and bike together in a three-roll strapping tape job and it is ready for the plane.    


Tomorrow we fly to Cusco where the final Hoo-rah will go down and my dream of seeing Machu Picchu will go into play.

1/27  Cusco    (Sacred Valley Tour)


The altitude (about 10,500 feet) had gotten to me a little bit and my head was hurting as the easiest sign of altitude sickness.   The tour left bright and early, but I had been tossing and turning most of the night anyway, so getting up was easy having come to the conclusion that sleep was not likely.

The tour was an all-day affair, which was longer than I wanted, but we were also interested in packing in as much as possible during our stay here.   We had a sort-of travel agent set us up with the tour as well as hotel, train to Machu Picchu, transportation to and from the station, and train to Puno.   It was a little more expensive than we wanted, but we figured it was our best option, and we couldn’t argue with getting picked up at the front door of the hotel.


Our first stop was a cool little market where I bought another sweater that I decided was too cool to pass up.   Yesterday I spent almost $200 on all sorts of Alpaca goods for the same reason.    They gave me a deal, besides, this is the type of souvenir I want…not some stupid little llama stuffed animal or a wooden doll.  


From the market, we went to the town of Pisaq, which our guide book suggests not to visit on a Sunday…oh well.   It is hectic and bustling with energy and the vendors pull you in every direction to make a sale.   The produce section was ridiculous with people sitting on the ground side by side vending everything from Coca leaves (excellent tea) to potatoes to corn-on-the-cob.   It was difficult walking through but the locals are used to the crowd and feel free to push and shove as much as is necessary to get through the masses.   

From the town of Pisaq, we went up to the ruins by the same name and had a nice 15 minute hike up to the main attraction.   The trail was sketchy in many places and the narrow steps down the side of steep 100-200 foot hill would have been closed years ago in the States.   You could go anywhere that seemed cool.  No ropes or fences to keep you from gaining a full experience of the ruins.   

Unfortunately, I was feeling worse than before and headed back to the bus early in order to catch a nap.   I slept until we got to the next stop, Urubamba, we grabbed lunch which helped me out a little, but a few cups of coca tea helped the altitude sickness (just like the lady said it would) and I gained enough energy to explore the next set of ruins a little more.   

Ollantaytambo was still under construction when the conquistadors arrived, and you can still see signs of construction (Not like “Men at work”) and the rollers they used to move the large boulders to build it.   The ruins go up the side of a hill with probably 200 steps to the top.   It’s hard to describe what it all was since it was your typical rock walls or pyramids (oh yea, and I ditched the tour since I lost interest within about 5 minutes and found it much more impressive to form my own speculations).   From a distance, it looks like a set of big steps (about eight feet tall and ten feet deep), which were used for farming, connected by a set of steps to the top.   At the top was a wall with a faded mural which was representative of religious beliefs (as everything is classified that we don’t understand).


Walking around at Ollantaytambo (O-yawn-tay-tom-bo) drained me but good and I didn’t bother getting off the bus at the next stop.  Maybe it’s a shame, but I was wiped out.    


After dinner and returning to the hotel, I was out with the quickness and was asleep by 8:00.    Tomorrow we were getting up early again to catch the train to Aguascalientes, the base camp (if you will) to Machu Picchu.
January 29th  Aguascalientes and Machu Picchu


When we got to Aguascalientes on the train, our instinct was to go to the hotel where we had a voucher for a room.   We had our bags and it didn’t seem like a good idea to go right up to the ruins with them.    Arriving at the hotel, we noticed a sign on the table that said “Erick Kuvall,” which implied that someone met us at the train.   Oh well, we found the hotel okay, and didn’t care.   We were not happy that they charged us an extra $5 a piece for the room before handing us the voucher, so upsetting them was not something we sweated over.


After lunch we tried to catch the bus to the ruins, but it wasn’t running regularly since most of the buses only go early morning and afternoon.   Waiting an hour and not seeing a bus, we switched our tickets for the 29th, so that we could get a full day.   Shortly after making that decision, the rain came down hard for the rest of the day light hours.


At 6:00, just as planned, we went downstairs to have our included breakfast that was arranged the night before.   The lights were off and no one was around, so we blew off the hotel we hadn’t been thrilled with in the first place.   At the bus stop we had some amazing banana bread and coffee for less than a dollar, which we accepted as a better deal than the hotel anyway.


A dozen switchbacks or so on the road got us up the steep hillside to the entrance of Machu Picchu: the place I had read about years ago and since I saw the first picture of it…had made it one of my lifetime destinations.   


The moment you walk through the gate, you enter the remnants of the Incan city that had been lost for hundreds of years before being rediscovered in 1911.   The first section was the agricultural section with dozens of steps (terraces?) used to make the steep slopes farmable.   Llamas graze on the grass and there was actually a dog that was herding them together.   I’m not sure if it was just a stray being a dog, or if it was a shepherd doing a job, but it was still cool.


The homes were preserved amazingly well (and maintained) and the grooves for where the ceiling beams once were made it easy to envision what it would have looked like.   The temple was built on a hill that was centralized and required an obscene amount rocks to build up the sides of the cliff to walk the top wide enough for a structure.   The cliff side had steps carved into it with smaller stones used as filler.   It’s hard to describe, but the Incans used the mountains instead of building below them.   


After climbing to a lookout point and being frustrated with the fog for blocking our money shots, Erich and I found the trail in the Incan Bridge which we had heard was about a 45 minute walk there.   We guessed that the fog would burn off in time, so it seemed like a good way to make use of the minutes while we waited to catch the classic shot of Machu Picchu with Huancha Picchu (the steep peak behind M.P.) in the background.   


It took us all of 15 minutes to get to the end of the trail where the mountain dropped off maybe 750 feet straight down to the canyon floor.   There were remnants of a bridge close to us, but the Inca Bridge was a little ways off against the cliff wall.   Incans were some seriously hardcore people…I’m not afraid of heights, but standing on the edge looking at the bridge made me think there are people with less of a fear than me.    


On our way back, the clouds began to disperse and we could see the river far below.   The ruins were visible as a whole now, not just as a gray outline.   I sat down on the edge of a terrace and had the view I had waited for for so long.   I pulled out my journal and wrote for about an hour and just looking and absorbing everything.

Erich had decided to go hike Huancho Picchu, which I dubbed too much work, so I spent most of my time just sitting and enjoying the view.   The pictures I had seen were right in front of me on the real…I couldn’t believe it.   After about two hours of building my Chi, I decided to stroll through the walls of the houses I had rebuilt in my head.   


Along the way I overheard a group of girls from Argentina saying something along the lines of (translated), “That’s one of the guys who’s traveling by bicycle…”   I turned around and laughed knowing that we had not spoken before.   A guy we had met told them about Erich and I.   I took the cue to try to make conversation, albeit poorly in Spanish.   Fortunately, their English was very good and it was easy to communicate (for me, at least).   


I was tempted to hang out with the five cute Argentinians, but was on a mission of some kind that I wasn’t sure the objective.   I found a spot to sit again and looked out over the green-covered jagged peaks and watched the convection in the river 1000’ below.   After a while I felt satisfied with my experience and was ready to go meet Erich.   


Erich was waiting for me at the entrance and the rain was just starting to come down.   The choice was easy to get on the next available bus since we hadn’t eaten much all day (although I did have a bag of Doritos illegally inside the ruins).   


On the bus down we were escorted by a kid dressed in traditional garb who took the shortcure between switchbacks to wave and yell “Adios….Goooood….Bye…” in a long drawn out high pitched wail that got increasingly more annoying after the 3rd, 4th, 5th, 6th, and 7th times he did it.   At the bottom he got on the bus and did it one more time then walked down the aisle to collect money.   It wouldn’t have bothered me so much if people didn’t clap and whistle for him with enjoyment.   


Back in Aguascalientes we had lunch then got on the train back to Cusco.   There was actually a small delay after we started going because of a mudslide crossing the tracks.    It was a nice ride, but a little too long.   My butt feel asleep multiple times.   Back in Cusco and our hotel, we got a room without a TV, so asked for a new room (can’t deny our Americanism).  15 minutes later they had taken the TV from the common area and moved it into our room.  Good hotel.


We met with Francis (the travel agent) and tried to file a complaint with her, but she didn’t even skip a beat after we complained about the hotel in Aguascalientes.  To paraphrase:      Erich:   Our hotel sucked.



Francis: (within .23 seconds of Erich finishing his last word): Well here’s your tickets for tomorrow.  Can you get to the train by yourself?  I have to go.

Then she was gone.  For the complete story, Erich has an indepth write-up of the large-snozzed b!tc# named Francis.  
January 30th   Cusco – Puno  


We waited for Francis to pick us up, but it was obvious she wasn’t coming when it got down to having fifteen minutes to get to the train.  We easily snagged a cab and caught our train with ease and time to spare, but when we handed the lady our ticket, I was sure we were on the wrong train.   It was like the Titanic of trains as far as luxury goes and I was wearing my filthy pants from yesterday’s hiking and a t-shirt.   The seats were living room wingchairs; we each had three glasses, two forks, two knives, three spoons; table cloth; and linen napkins.   You don’t understand the significance of linen napkins: most places have maybe two small pieces of butcher paper for napkins that are so waxy you end up smearing everything around instead of wiping your hands clean.  This was excellent.


We also had access to a club car and an observation car with an open back so we could catch fresh mountain air, at least when the rich French group wasn’t literally blocking (they set up a bunch of chairs in the club car one time and were sitting in such a way that it was impossible to pass)  entrance to the observation car or filling it with smoke.

The views were beautiful and we got to see a number of self-contained villages.  I cannot imagine living in a valley growing my own crops, raising my beef, and having a train as the only means to get there.   Pretty crazy, plus considering they live in small 10’ x 10’ mud houses.  


I tried to get a lot of video, but with the constant rocking of the train (sometimes violent) it was impossible to get a steady shot.   We’ll see what we get I suppose.   


The train arrived slightly ahead of schedule and we were met by a friend of Francis’.  We were unsure if we should take her up on the offer (I wanted to just walk right by her), but soon enough Erich and I were getting into a minibus and being taken to a hotel.  Mary was our guides name and she was much better than the Cusco experience.   We had a beautiful hotel with carved wood panels covering every wall in the lobby, hot water, cable, and breakfast included.   It was expensive by our standards ($25 a night), but it was a deal from the $55 marked on the wall.   

January 31st  Floating Island, Taquile,  and a 3-hour tour, a 3-hour tour


We were picked up at the hotel and were shuttled to the docks in order to catch our boat for the tour to Uros, the floating island; and Taquile, a pleasant island way out of the way, but our lunch stop.


On our boat was quite a few Spanish-speaking tourists and a dozen English-speaking tourists.   It was meant to be segregated, but the English folks were all on the top of the boat making use of the beautiful day, finding it ridiculous to sit in a hot canopy with dirty windows when the fresh air and wind blowing through your hair was ten times cooler.   The wind did blow through our hair, but it was the same direction as the boat.  We moved along at a galloping 7.8 mph and were sure that we could’ve paddled faster.  


It took us 45 minutes to get to Santa Maria, one of the floating islands.  The islands are made of reeds and piled together to make a habitable island.   There were a few places, though, where my feet almost got wet from sinking through a soft spot.  The people on the island sold their handicrafts like everywhere else, and there were reed-boat rides available, but I didn’t learn that until I saw Erich cruising around the island.   The people that live here have instated solar panels into their reed homes and some even have televisions.   Pretty cool, although I bet it could get pretty miserable during a storm.


From the Uros it was about two hours to Taquile (the god of happiness), during which time we got to know the others on board.  Two doctors from Canada (Winnipeg and Toronto) doing the Peru backpack circuit for a few weeks, two French guys who didn’t say much, Rich from Britain who was quick on the witty remarks, and Amber and Jamie from Whistler.    


Amber and Jamie have a snowmobile adventure company in Whistler and also do a lot of scouting for movie companies that want winter shots in their movies.   If you have seen the Silk the Shocker music video, Jamie and Amber were two of the snow-machiners in that.   

On the island of Taquile it was a 20-minute hike to town from the small stone dock, which was a decent little workout since we were over 12,500’ elevation.   I, however, did much better than most of the group.   In town we were told to look around but not go to far since lunch would be ready shortly.   Rich and I talked about movies and such while we waited…he wants to go to film school when he gets back to G.B., although he still has a few months of travel left.   

Lunch was an omelet stuffed with tomatoes, onions, chicken, and some other stuff that I wouldn’t have eaten before this trip.   Rich and I got in a heated argument about Coke and Pepsi, which seemed to entertain the others at the table.  


After we ate, it was expected to have an hour or so to walk over to the ruins, which was the reason we went to Taquile, I thought.  Instead, our guide tells us that it is time to go back to the boat.   Not that I didn’t enjoy the time on the island, but I don’t get why we spent five hours (round trip) on a boat to that place if we didn’t check out the one thing that started bringing tourists there.   


The three-hour tour was over, and a new three-hour tour was beginning.  It was a beautiful day to be on the water, which was good since we had plenty of time to sit and wait while we watched the specks of Puno slowly get larger as we putted along at a back-stroke pace.   The sun was intense and we all did our best to keep away from it, but everyone’s faces were reddening little by little.


Back in town, Erich and I met Amber and Jamie for dinner.   I was interested in giving Alpaca steak a whirl, so we found a cool little place that offered it.   Also included in the $3.50 meal was asparagus soup, baked potato with cheese, veggies, and fries.   Alpaca tastes a lot like moose.   
February 1  Puno – Copacobana, Bolivia 


It just so happened that Amber, Jamie, and Rich were all on our bus to Copacobana.   Not the nicest of buses, but it got us there and that’s what it’s all about.   The main reason going to Bolivia was to get another stamp in our passports, since we will be staying only one night.   We hadn’t planned on it, but it just so happened that the Festival of the Dark Virgin was starting today. 


February 2nd is a huge day in this area (it goes on in Puno, too) and we were here for the opening parade.  The parade went on for hours and included hundreds of dancers wearing incredibly elaborate costumes and masks.   They danced to the several different marching bands made up of trumpets, euphoniums, trombones, sousaphones, bass drum, cymbals, and snare drum.  Many of the dancers also had ratchets that they spun around to bring the volume up even more.   The ratchets were decorated, too.  Some in the shapes of boots, buses, beers, or just straight-up decorated.

There were beer vendors every five feet, most with benches, so Erich, Amber, Jamie, and I sat on the side of the street drinking the fairly skunky Bolivian pilsener.    When it got too cold, we went back to the hotel to pick up jackets and have dinner.  Jamie and I each got menu meals, while Erich and Amber got the plate of the day.  They paid about ½ the price and got soup, salad, and an equal-sized portion.   


After dinner we went back to the plaza for more festivities.  There were now fireworks going off in the crowd.  Huge pinwheels shot sparks into people, and I got burnt four times from one display.   They set the fireworks up in designs: one was a giant bicycle with pinwheels as the wheels, another was in the shape of a man who waved his arms when the fireworks went off.   

Although I only have one night in Bolivia, it was an awesome time and I can definitely dig on this scene.   These folks know how to party and they do so with the utmost style.   

