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Saturday, October 13, 2001 – Day 121 – Hotel – San Luis Potosi, San Luis Potosi, Mexico – cycled 90 miles / 145 km (See Central Mexico Map)

I seem to notice that the farther south we get, the more expensive things are becoming.  Also, I am beginning to wonder whether we are being swindled when we dine.  For example, it has been quite common that when we ask for a menu, the waitress just tells us what they have to offer.  When we ask for a check, the waitress just tells us how much we owe.  This is typical and we accept it, but our bills are about double what we expect.  When we ate lunch at restaurant in Zacatecas yesterday, a man we think was the owner, told us there a buffet for 45 pesos.  Yet with two buffets and 4 cokes, our bill was 170 pesos.  I am wishing we should have pressed the issue with the waiter but didn’t.  I think we just need to be a little more up front with asking how much things are before we order.

(Pics along the road – Photos 787, 788, and 789)

The city of San Luis Potosi, in the state of San Luis Potosi, is the largest city that we have biked through in Mexico so far.  We saw the cityscape as we came over a mountain pass from the northwest.  It is pretty spread out with few if any skyscrapers.  About 8 miles out we started cycling through the city.  There was a nice bike lane along the highway.  After a little while, the nice highway became a very dirty city with lots of people, ugly dirty buildings and poor roads.  It was here we had an unusual experience that we are still trying to figure out today. As we cycled through this congested area we were alongside traffic, pedestrian and other cyclists.  One cyclist, I would say a cyclist in his 40’s pulled in front of me.  At times he would cycle very slowly.  I had almost bumped his tire a few times because of it.  I proceeded to pass him, only to have him speed up and cut me off.  Brian was laughing behind me.  This is when I realized that this guy was doing this on purpose.  He was watching our shadows very closely to see my position with relationship to his own.  With all of my gear, it was hard to maneuver around him let alone out run him but he was definitely trying to stop us or get in our way.  Brian then made a break on a side road that paralleled the one we were on.  The guy sped up, keeping up with Brian.  I was glad he pulled away from me, but now he was harassing Brian.  After a while Brian slowed realizing that he was not going to outrun this guy while loaded up with all of our gear.  The guy stopped and waited for us, letting us pass and leaving us alone.  It was a laugh a little later.

After a little while we came in to a very beautiful old European looking city with cobblestone streets and 400 year old city buildings.  We were now in the center of town.  Narrow streets loaded with cars, pedestrians.  People were shouting greetings to us in English.  After some dialog with some locals we located a relatively cheap hotel.  The hotel proprietor, a comedian, was quite excited about our trip.  

We were the only gringos around as been with most of the trip.  Here we really feel it.  The Mexicans here are different than the ones closer to the border.  They look different, speak differently, and dress differently.
Sunday October 14, 2001 – Day 122 – Hotel – San Diego de la Union, Guanajuato, Mexico – cycled 64 miles / 102 km
We just finished our fourth month on the road and completed a little over 6300 miles.  Today we started kind of late.  The city of San Luis Potosi is a very big city, which took forever to get out of.  The highway we traveled on was also a busy four-lane highway.  The day was not enjoyable for me as I heard the constant semi-trucks using the engines to break down the many hills we encountered today.  My stomach has not been doing to well either.  I finally took some Imodium for the first time since we entered Mexico as I had my first major battle with diarrhea.  Lets just say the Pemex stations with restrooms could not have come any sooner. 

Around 5:30 p.m. we realized that we were burning daylight and no town was soon to happen.  The town we had anticipated reaching was still 25 miles away.  We would not make it before dark.  We didn’t feel like camping either because we had no dinner packed with us.  We therefore turned off the highway west to the town of San Diego de la Union.  (See photo 790)
It was a great little ride on a nice road with little traffic.  We reached the town just as the sun was setting behind the cloud covered mountains.  S.D.d.l.U. was a beautiful little town with no tourists and no traffic.  Unfortunately, we were told there was no hotel either.  We stopped at a little chicken takeout restaurant.  The sight of the chickens cooking on the rotisserie was too much to pass up.  For about 30 pesos ($3) one could get an entire chicken.  So we took 1 each.

We started talking to one man in the street who spoke English very well.  He directed us to his grandfather’s house who lets out rooms for the night.  For 150 pesos ($15) we got a very comfortable room with hot showers.  Things always seem to work out for us.  We had a pleasant little visit with the grandfather, Adolfo, who was quite the comedian.  I don’t think too many gringos pass this way.
Monday October 15, 2001 – Day 123 – Hotel – San Miguel de Allende, Guanajuato, Mexico – cycled 43 miles / 69 km
Today we arrived in San Miguel de Allende.  It is a city in the state of Guanajuato that has a large American population.  We rode right in to the center of town and was met by a retired woman from California, named Betty.  She showed us to a cheap motel and set us up with a news paper interview.  We then rode our bikes over to the library where the newspaper office was located.  

It was there we met Anja, who will be writing the newspaper article about us.  We visited with her for much of the afternoon and took us to her place so that we could do our laundry.

According to Betty, San Miguel became an art community back in the 1950’s.  Since then many retirees moved here and is becoming a tourist stop.  Thirty percent of the population here is American.  They have quite the classical music scene, film festivals, and art exhibits here during the year.  

Unfortunately for us, the prices here are much higher than the other places in Mexico we have traveled.

We plan to stay here an extra day and head out toward Querétero on Wednesday.
Tuesday October 16, 2001 – Day 124 – Hotel – San Miguel de Allende, Guanajuato, Mexico – Rest Day
Wednesday, October 17, 2001 – Day 125 – Hotel -- San Juan Del Rio, Queretaro, Mexico – cycled 66 miles / 106 km
Walking around San Miguel de Allende, I’ve noticed some peculiar combination shops.  For example there was a shoe store that also sold ice cream.  There was a liquor store that sold greeting cards.  The other one I noticed was a dress shop that also provided public internet service.  “Would you like to buy a pair of shoes?”  “Only if I can get a chocolate cone with it!”  “Would you like a get well card to go with that bottle of Tequila?”  I don’t know.  Just thought it was funny.

It was a very cool day today.  I’m not sure if it broke 65 degrees.  The climb out of San Miguel was brutal.  It was a very steep 500 foot in elevation climb on cobblestone.  It was not too easy.  I noticed the old heart beating hard at this high elevation.  If it would have been at the beginning of the trip, a heart attack might have been in order.  But not now that I am 25 lbs lighter and have the heart of a horse.

You can tell we are getting closer to Ciudad Mexico.  The air is getting thicker.  The highways are adding more lanes.  The noise is getting louder.  Forget camping as well.  No terrain without development.  The prices are getting more expensive.  It is getting harder to keep on the budget.

Tonight we are in San Juan Del Rio.  It was tough getting here against the 20 mph headwind we encountered.  It is cloudy and cold, but I am not sure if it is typical weather for this time of the year, or if this is due to the hurricane out in the gulf right now.  We are going to bypass Mexico City to the North.  In two days we should be at the ruins at Teotihuacán.   There we may take another day off.

Had a wonderful steak dinner tonight.  It was the first decent meal since the shrimp dinner at Victor Vargas’s restaurant.  Going to sleep good tonight.
Thursday, October 18, 2001 – Day 126 – Hotel -- Tula, Hidalgo, Mexico – cycled 62 miles / 100 km
Started out with 8 lanes of traffic this morning.  I think that this is a sign that it is time to get off the main road.  Also traveled up over 2000 feet of elevation, bringing us to our highest point of 8200 feet.  Not a bad way to start off the day.

We are starting to notice the congestion.  Finding a remote place to camp is definitely out of the question.  The last twenty miles or so smell of sewage.  The streams around here are not clean that’s for sure.

This valley though is incredible.  Up over 7000 feet with mild cool temperatures, year round, I can see why the natives settled this area thousands of years ago. (See pic 808)

We are starting to get strange looks from people.  Stranger than usual.  Where I don’t think we were ever considered a common sight, people seemed to be less afraid of us in the northern part of the country.  We were welcomed and cheered by just about everyone.  Now we are just sort of stared at from afar.  Still the little children approach us with curiosity asking us questions.  Teenagers laugh at us from their little groups.  Women, young or old, will not make eye contact with us.  Will not look at us.  Some men will wave to give them a reason to take a break from work while we pass by.

It is our 26th day in Mexico.  We have about 2 weeks to go.  We completed nearly 6500 miles today.  Climbed to our highest point of 8200 feet today.  We will pass the 20th degree latitude tomorrow.  I can feel the progress we are making toward our goal.  It seems to be coming a reality.
Friday, October 19, 2001 – Day 127 – Hotel -- San Juan de Teotihuacán, Mexico – cycled 53 miles / 85 km
As w cycled from Tula today, we really didn’t know where we were going to end up today.  Both Brian and I are not confident in the detail of our maps.  The past few days have been a little frustrating because there are so many towns and cities that we pass through that are not listed on our maps.  The GPS map as well does not even have the roads on it that we have been traveling on.  I had also left our guide book on Mexico at an internet service place in Zacatecas so we don’t have that resource as well.

We know we wanted to be in a city or town, where we could have easy access to the ruins at Teotihuacán.  I remember the guidebook said there was nothing nearby except an expensive Club Med.  Our maps didn’t actually show where the ruins were either.

The first town we planned to stop was Zumpango.  Shortly before we arrived there, however, we ran across some young cyclists. After we had visited for a few minutes, they had recommended that we head on further to a city of Tecamac, which was not on our maps.  It was on the GPS though.  We used it to help guide us there.

After we arrived at Tecamac, we discovered there were no motels or any other sleeping accommodations there.  After talking to some police officers and other store owners, they recommended we travel to San Juan de Teotihuacán, which was just a few miles down the road and a few miles from the ruins.

After some searching we did find a hotel which was relatively inexpensive.  Tomorrow morning we plan to spend two or three hours going through the ruins.  In the afternoon we plan to cycle a half day toward the state of Puebla.
Saturday, October 20, 2001 – Day 128 – Hotel – Calpulalpan, Tlaxcala – cycled 37 miles / 60 km
This morning we took some time and visited Las Pyramidas de Teotihuacán.  These ruins were primarily excavated 80 years ago but there is still work being done here today.  It is believed that this city had been built around 250 B.C., reached its peak and abandoned about 250 A.D.  There is a huge pyramid called La Pyramida del Sol.  (Pyramid of the Sun) on the side of a long avenue known as Calzada de los Muertos (Avenue of the Dead) which runs primarily north/south.  At the north-end of the road in La Pyramida de la Luna (Pyramid of the Moon).  They are beginning to realize now that perhaps they did not worship the sun and moon as is currently believed. (See pics 813-831)

After a delicious lunch in town, we cycled a short ride to Calpulalpan which is in the state of Tlaxcala.  On this ride, we climbed once again to our highest elevation so far, which is now 8450 feet.  Along this road we could see a little better to the south as we are now east of Mexico City.  The pollution of the city which had been blowing in to us from the south-east is now no longer a problem.  To the south we can see the two highest mountains in Mexico which are actually volcanoes. (See pics 832 and 834)

The closer one is named Ixtaccíhuatl (Ee-stah-SEE-watel) which stands at 17,342 feet.  The taller one just behind it is named Popocatépetl (Poh-poh-cah-TE-petel) which stands at 17,887 feet).  Both are snow covered, which has been the first snow we’ve seen since Canada.

Our daylight time still continues to grow shorter each day as we ride.  Now according to my GPS, the sun rises at 6:30 a.m. and sets at 6:07 p.m.  We now have less than 12 hours of daylight each day.  A far difference from our first 6 days where we had 24 hours of daylight.  Brian and I realize that our days will constantly be getting shorter on us as we travel south, but should be about 12-12 until we get below the equator, which should be in January.  This effects the number of hours we can do in a day.  We realize our days of doing mega miles will soon come to an end.

We are also noticing our energy level is not what it once was.  At first we thought it was a lack of vitamins in our diet, which have been primarily meat and corn tortillas with occasional bread and cookies.  We bought some vitamin supplements to take each day.  Now we are wondering if it is just cycling at such a high altitude.  We have been above 7000 feet for 3 days now and have not been below 6000 feet in nearly two weeks.  I just seem tired a lot, yet I am not sleeping anymore or less than I usually do.
Sunday October 21, 2001 – Day 129 – Hotel – Puebla, Puebla, Mexico – cycled 63 miles / 101 km
Today was a very pretty ride.  We were in the midst of some beautiful pine trees and some quaint friendly communities.  Sticking up out of the plateaus were the two volcanoes that I mentioned yesterday, Ixtaccíhuatl and Popocatépetl.  As we are getting closer to it, Popocatépetl appears to be an active volcano.  We can also see two volcanoes to the east that are not quite as tall – La Malinche (14635 feet) and the snow covered Pico de Orizaba (15603 feet). [Note:  read October 25 Journal entry for correction]

(We were wondering if any of the students reading this could investigate the accuracy of the stats on these volcanoes.  Our maps and guide books conflict with this information)

Our route took us out of the state of Tlaxcala and into the state of Puebla.  We have bypassed the capitol city with the same name and have taken a motel on the outskirts of the city. (See pics 832-845)
Monday October 22, 2001 – Day 130 – Hotel –  Tehuacán, Puebla, Mexico – cycled 69 miles / 111 km (See Oaxaca / Chiapas Map)
Today we had one of the worst meals that we’ve had in Mexico yet.  We stopped in the town of Tepeaca on highway 150 between Puebla and Tehuacán.  We thought we were getting Tortas de Pollo. (Chicken Sandwich)  What we got was something we could not explain. I’m guessing it was some kind of intestine, because of it’s look.  It was tasteless and had texture like rubber.  If it weren’t for the avocado, onion, and tomato in it, it would have been hard to choke down.  The cokes we had were expensive and so was the bottled water.  I thought they said pollito which I would guess is little chicken.  Obviously I was mistaken.  I think they saw us coming and said “Let’s serve up this rubber to those gringos and laugh about it later.”  Live and Learn.

We cycled in to Tehuacán today with the intent of staying with a friend of mine, Julian Vargas, who within the past few years moved here from Gomez Palacio.  After arriving, we have discovered that he is in Guatemala on business.  We knew he was going to be leaving around the 25th, because he had emailed me earlier this month, but we thought we could catch him before he left.  He apparently had to go earlier than we had thought.  I couldn’t communicate very well with his co-worker at Ralph Lauren, where he works, so I didn’t get the whole story.  Julian is the son of Jaime and Marta Vargas, whom we stayed with earlier this month.  It is too bad we have missed him.  I’ve visited him and his family many times over the past 13 years.

Julian’s mother had told me that people in Tehuacán, historically, do not wear shoes.  I only saw one man without shoes.  The rest have moved on to the 21st century.  I was going to take a picture of Julian with his business suit on with no shoes and send it to her.

Brian and I then got another Hotel Económico downtown (Hotel Inter) and plan to now leave in the late morning after some emailing.  We decided to take our day off in Oaxaca and take some time to see the ruins at Monte Albán near there. (See pics 846-850)
Tuesday, October 23, 2001 – Day 131 – primitive camp – near Concepción, Oaxaco, Mexico – cycled 37 km / 59 km
Incredible riding days with incredible views usually come with incredible climbs as well.  We had one of those days.

I received an email from Jeremiah, who rode with us from Charleston, OR to San Francisco, CA.  He had been reading our journals and commented on the high elevations that we had been riding.  He thought that we must have had some incredible hills to go up and down.  I replied and told him that the climbs were not that great.  We would change maybe 1500 feet in a day and that we were mainly on a high plateau with few steep grades.

Today I had to bite my tongue.  We had a nice drop this morning after leaving Tehuacán from 5500 feet to 3500 feet.  We had dropped into this incredibly deep barranca.  I’m not sure of the name but it is the border between Puebla and Oaxaca.  At the bottom was this long-high bridge.  Then the next 12 miles, we climbed 2400 feet.  It was hot and muggy as well. (See pics 853- 857)

It is somewhat funny because when we were in Tehuacán, someone we bumped into on the streets had highly recommended that we take the toll Highway 150 rather than the free Highway 150.  He said it was quicker than the free road.  Probably because it was virtually empty.  I wonder if the free road climbs like this one.  Perhaps he is laughing at the thought of us climbing this canyon.  This is the longest climb that we have had since Canada --perhaps the longest climb.

We set up camp off the highway, still not reaching the top of the canyon.  We have not had that many campsites that have had the views that this spot provides.  The beauty is awesome.

For you cyclists reading this – you may want to not consider this road (Hwy 150D from Tehuacán to Oaxaca) due to the steep climbs and lack of services.

We were actually ready for the lack of services.  We have found that the pay roads in Mexico are much more remote and pretty than the free roads which have been there for years having much more development along them.  The free roads are typically crowded and in very bad shape.  The pay roads, containing little traffic, are smooth with wide shoulders that we can ride side by side and talk.  It is also easier to find the primitive camping spots too along the pay roads since there is little development along them.  Also, the toll booth operators as well as police seem to overlook us and our bikes as bicycles are not allowed on the pay highways.  We have yet to pay.  

Tonight we wanted to camp since we haven’t done so in over a week. (See pics 858- 862)
Wednesday, October 24, 2001 – Day 132 – primitive camp – near Telixtlahuaca, Oaxaca, Mexico – cycled 66 miles / 106 km
Last night the stars were incredible.  I haven’t had a whole lot of opportunity to watch the stars at night.  In the beginning of the trip, we had 24 hours of daylight.  When we camped along the coastline there was much overcast.  Then there is the usual, we were usually conked out by nightfall.

Last night, however, I laid back and watched the stars through the door and ceiling of the tent.  At first there were not too many constellations that I recognized.  Granted, I am not an astronomer, but I do appreciate some of the basics.  I could see Cassiopeia, which I know is located across the North Star from the Big Dipper.  The Big Dipper though was not visible.  It was below the horizon.  At about 1:00 in the morning though, I awoke and saw it high in the sky as Cassiopeia was setting.  It gives me comfort to see it.  That maybe I am not that far away from Alaska after all.  I wonder how long it will be before the big dipper or the North Star is no longer visible.  Orion then also rose in the east.  In the morning before the crack of dawn it was high in the western sky.

A comment on the climb that we began yesterday -- We maxed out today at 7800 feet.  So within about 40 miles, we climbed 4300 feet.  It was not fun.  The first 12 miles was between 9% and 10%.  So any cyclists reading this, take note.  It was very scenic, but painful.

We did not make it in to Oaxaca as planned.  We are camped again about 30 miles on this side at another beautiful spot but different.  This one is hot and buggy.

It is a landmark day, today, as this is the first day that we are taking Malaria medicine.  Brian is taking something called Malarone and I am taking something called Larium.  Didn’t notice any discomfort or side affects.  We’ll see after a few days.  The mosquitoes are now out.
Thursday, October 25, 2001 – Day 133 – hotel -- Oaxaca, Oaxaca, Mexico – cycled 33 miles 53 km
I have given some misinformation in an earlier journal entry…  The tallest volcano in Mexico is Pico de Orizaba, which was the volcano that we saw to the east of us when we cycled from Teotihuacán to Calpulalpan.  My map had an incorrect altitude.  The actual elevation is 18,855 feet tall.  Ixtaccíhuatl and Popocatépetl are not as tall but are better known due to their proximity to Mexico City.  (If any students are reading this – sorry if I messed you up)

I found some more info about the Teotihuacán pyramids...

The first great civilisation of central Mexico emerged in a side-valley off the Valley of Mexico, about 50 km north-east of the centre of modern Mexico City.  Teotihuacán grew into Mexico’s biggest pre-Hispanic city, with an estimated 200,000 people at its height in the 6th century AD, and the capital of probability its biggest pre-Hispanic empire.


A collection of small villages began to develop into a town here in the 2nd century BC, and the building of a magnificent planned city began about the time Christ.  Teotihuacán was built on a grid plan and divided into quarters by two great avenues meeting in its centre.  The greatest of its buildings, the 70 metre high, 220 metre square Pyramid of the Sun, the second biggest pyramid in Mexico and third biggest in the world, was constructed within the first 150 years AD.  Most of the rest of the city, including the almost-as-big Pyramid of the Moon, was built between about 250 and 600 AD.

Taken from Lonely Planet Travel survival Kit (Mexico), 1992.

Brian and I made in to Oaxaca, Oaxaca (Wah-HA-Cah) this is the city in the state of the same name.  We were pretty wiped out after that long and hilly road that we traveled on from Tehuacán.

The day has been spent mainly relaxing.  We roamed the historic downtown some but have been mainly kicking back in our garden lobby, reading, writing, getting our laundry done, etc.  We noticed a great number of foreigners here in Oaxaca--probably more than we’ve seen anywhere in Mexico, with the exception of San Miguel de Allende.  These foreigners aren’t American but European. (See pics 867- 876)

One spectacle we couldn’t stop laughing at was a guy we named “Mexi-pants”  We wore a brightly colored outfit and a big floppy hat.  Looked more like a cartoon character.  His pants had horizontal pants and looked like a brightly colored Mexican Blanket.  We hope to get some pictures of him tomorrow night. Didn’t have the camera open when he walked by.

Tomorrow in the morning, we plan to take a tour bus to Monté Alban, another set of ruins, older than those of Teotihuacán.

Monte Albán…

By 300 BC settle village life, based on agriculture but supported by hunting, had developed throughout the southern half of Mexico.  At this time Monte Albán, the hilltop centre of the Zapotec people of Oaxaca was the growing into a town of perhaps 10,000, probably the biggest settlement in Mexico or Central America.   Some of the stone carvings known Danantes (Dancers) from this era at Monte Albán show figures with Olmec-like downturned mouths and are considered ‘Olmecoid’ in style.  Many of them have undeciphered hieroglyphs or dates in a dot-and-bar system, which quite possibly mean that the elite of Monte Albán were the inventors of writing and the written calendar in Mexico and Central America.  The Zapotec seem never to have tried extended their control beyond the rugged, mountainous Oaxaca region…

Taken from Lonely Planet Travel survival Kit (Mexico), 1992.

Friday, October 26, 2001 – Day 134 – hotel -- Oaxaca, Oaxaca, Mexico – Rest Day
All I have to say about the Zapotec not leaving the area is that Brian and I fully understand the severe mountainous region surrounding this area.  It was a rough few days getting here. (See pics 877 – 900)
Saturday, October 27, 2001 Day 135 – hotel -- near Nejapa, Oaxaca, Mexico – cycled 70 miles / 112 km
Something to note today is that we actually found a restaurant that had coffee cups on the table when we sat down.  This is the first time that we have seen this in Mexico.  To us it also indicated free refills as well.  We were right.

This was our breakfast stop before we left Oaxaca.  We cycled out of the historic part of town and now were along the highway when we stopped.  Brian ordered Hotcakes.  I had an omelet.  We had bread instead of tortillas.  This was a first of all three since entering Mexico.

We climbed out of a valley along highway 190 up about 1000 feet before we hit some rugged windy terrain.  My guess is that these mountains separate the coast from the interior.  

By afternoon we were looking for a place to camp but the “pickins” just didn’t look good.  No flat spots anywhere in sight.  There was a lot of thick brush with thorns.  Whenever we did find some land that level, it was occupied by some agave farm or corn farm.

We traveled through Mezcál country.  This is the region where the alcohol Mezcál is made. (See pics 907-910)

We discovered a new sport in Mexico – Donkey Chasing.  I think these animals are just running wild in the hills.  We had come across a significant number in the road throughout the day and they would run from us, but down the road in the same direction we were going.  It kind of reminded me of chasing moose with a snowmachine. (See pics 914-915)

It rained a misty cool rain on us for a good part of the afternoon.  It was about an hour before sunset that we realized that we might not be able to find a place to stay for the night.  We cycled into a small village and contemplated our options.  One was to cycle ahead to the next town and look for a motel.  Another was to knock on a door of a farm and ask to camp behind the farmhouse.  We decided to push ahead to the next town.  Play it when the circumstances become a little more drastic.  Then, like usual, the cycling gods were smiling upon us tonight.  A roadside motel appeared from nowhere.  One hundred and fifty pesos for the night.  What a deal!

Sunday, October 28, 2001 – Day 136 – primitive camp – Magdelena Tequisistlan, Oaxaca, Mexico – cycled 51 miles / 83 km
Today we woke up and pedaled on along another windy mountainous road.  I can say that it is physically exhausting to cycle along this type of terrain for the length of time that we have.  It included a 2000 foot climb and two 1000 foot climbs.  We did have more drops though than climbs.

Lunches have changed somewhat too.  It is getting harder to find the typical tacos or tortas to eat.  The most common we’ve had in the past few days is bistéc con frijoles y tortillas or caldo de pollo con tortillas.


Although we are near the troubled state of Chiapas and will soon pass in to it, we are still seeing nothing but friendly people and curious children.

Tonight we camped just outside the town of Magdelena Tequisistlan.  The map indicates a big lake near us, but we did not see it.  Perhaps we will see it in the morning as we cycle out.  We have dropped to our lowest elevation since California / Arizona.  The flat camping areas have appeared too.  Lots of mesquite trees (at least I think they are mesquite.  They look similar to the ones in Arizona)

Our route now will parallel the Pacific Ocean along the Golf of Tehuantepec about 10 miles or so from the coast.  We should reach the state of Chiapas within a few days.  That will be the last state of Mexico we hit before we reach Central America.
Monday, October 29, 2001 – Day 137 – residence – Santo Domingo, Oaxaca, Mexico – cycled 72 miles / 116 miles
I’m not even sure how to begin with today’s journal entry.  It was the best of days.  It was the worst of days.  It’s a little hard to explain.  The morning was like most mornings.  We got up, ate some left over snacks or bread that we normally have leftover in our bags.  I had a little Nescafe coffee.  I worked on the journal.  Then I’m not sure if it was a sign, but it was shortly before we left, Brian noticed that I had two flats – one on the front tire and one on the trailer.  Things were going to start late.  

We had some strong winds in the morning that were blowing due south.  Since we were heading southeast, it pretty much pushed us along such that we did 30 miles before lunch.  This was great.  It had been a while since we had done that kind of mileage.  The terrain was flat for the most part, but with the wind pushing us along, the hills seemed insignificant.

Then our direction changed to Northeast.  Tough going for a while.  Brian had an exceptionally tough time.  I think with his size and weight, he can’t handle the strong winds.  It takes him right off of the road.  I pushed along, occasionally getting pulled off of the road.

Then all Hell broke loose.  About 15 miles before our destination, we turned southeast again.  We were hoping for a nice push.  The winds increased such that we could not ride the bikes at all without getting pulled off of the road.  The rains started too.  Sideways.  I received a bad cut on the back of my Achilles heel from the peddle pushing into me, while standing with the bike on the edge of the road.  I thought my flag pole was going to snap.  At times, you could lean in to the wind, but then a strong gust would pull me right off in to the ditch.  With no shoulder and a three inch drop off the edge, it was important to stay on the road so as not to get hurt.  It was reported by one man later that the winds exceeded 150 km/hr (90 mph).  Totally nuts but we had no choice but to move on until we found shelter.  At times a semi-truck would pass us going one direction or another.  This would change the dynamics of the wind.  Like a game of heavenly tug-of-war.  We were thrown around good.  After about an hour, the winds died somewhat so that we could press on. (See pics 922-923)

We stopped at a small town.  A taxi driver told us of a town 5 km further down the road where we could find a hotel.  The sun had just set.  We got into the town, which was off the road, at dark to discover no motel and no restaurant.

Not sure what to do.  It was dark by now.  We were definitely something to stare at in this town.  I don’t think too many gringos come this way.  Some kids with cycles joined us, asking the typical questions.  ¿Donde vienen?  ¿Donde van?  ¿Estan de Canada?  The usual.    Then we started to ask if someone in town had a room to rent to us for the night.  Wow, did the offers start to happen.  One particular woman was pretty persistent.  She didn’t seem to be all there though.  Then some of the kids and young adults began to call her Borracha.  (Drunk woman).  I knew then that we should not take her offer.  She began to tug at my arm.  She really reeked of grain alcohol.  Another man who wanted us to go with him, said to her.  ¡Va y tomar!(Go and Drink).  It was then, I wanted to just get out of this group so I could think.  I decided to get away from the drunk woman who was tugging at my arm.  I began to follow the man instead.  Brian stayed behind for a while.  I’m not sure if he caught on that the woman was drunk.  It was then, as usual, things began to work out.  A man stopped to help us named Alejandro.  He had his wife (Adriana) and his daughter (Adranita) with him in his Volkswagen Beetle.  He spoke English very well.  He helped us find a place to stay for the night.  

Alejandro, from Veracruz, was a general manager for a sugarcane company.  Santo Domingo had one of the operations, where he had to work away from home.  We could not stay with him as he and family were basically visitors as well.

The first place we tried was a bar that let out rooms.  For $150 pesos, he had a room with one bed.  No showers or water.  We thought it was a little steep.  He didn’t seem to friendly as looked at us through the crack of an almost closed door.  We looked elsewhere.

Then Alejandro thought it would be better if I went with him in his car to look around some more.  The second place we tried belonged to an old man and his wife.  They had some motel rooms, but they weren’t finished yet.  They had no electricity, no water.  No carpeting.  It was just four walls a roof and concrete floor.  But it was free.  We took the option.

We went back and got Brian.  We cycled behind Alejandro’s Volkswagen bug to a grocery store to pick up supplies.  We were both starving by this time, so we picked up a lot of food.  Alejandro insisted upon paying for all of it.  We were pleasantly shocked and thankful.

By the time we had gotten back to the old man’s place, he had shown us a different room that was furnished with beds, a desk and some chairs.  I’m not sure who vacated the room in the 30 minutes we were gone.  We didn’t ask.  He didn’t say.  We were very thankful things turned out well and we were out of the wind.  The winds blew strong well into the night. (See pics 924-925)
Tuesday, October 30, 2001 – Day 138 – hotel – Arriaga, Chiapas, Mexico – cycled 74 miles / 120 km
“It all depends on the type of person you are!”  Quote of the day.  Brian stated that when he was eating his menudo.  We sat to eat the other day and we had difficulty understanding the woman who ran the comedór.  It didn’t sound like she said menudo, but we were hungry and figured we’d eat just about anything.

Don’t get me wrong.  I like menudo, but Brian has not really developed a liking for it.  In fact he said that he would never eat it again.  But there we were staring at the bowls, contemplating the situation.

Now if you don’t know, menudo is a soup that has for its main ingredient, tripe.  Tripe is the intestines of cows.  As Brian picks up a big two inch long piece of fatty tripe with his spoon looks at me and asks “Are you supposed to eat this?”  He already knows my answer was going to be “Yes!” but I don’t get the chance as he answers himself by stating, “It all depends on the type of person you are!”  He ate all the soup except for the big fatty piece of tripe.

I think people are taking advantage of us during meal time.  Many of our pretty bad lunches are costing us quite a bit of money.  We are discovering that there are no menu options.  We get the one thing that is cooking in the pot and it typically cost us $30 to $40 pesos.  ($3.00 - $4.00 US)  That’s about double what it has been costing.  One place yesterday had a price of $25 pesos on the wall listed for fried chicken.  But she charged us $15 pesos for the beans, rice, and tortillas that we assumed would come with it.  It was a pretty awful and expensive meal.

Our new tactic is ask specifically how much it is, before we order and head out if we feel we are being taken advantage of.  This is really only been happening since we entered Oaxaca and Chiapas.  It really wasn’t that bad up north of here.

We entered Chiapas today.  This is considered the poorest state in Mexico.  It has a recent history of violence toward travelers.  It is also considered one of the prettiest.  We’ve been traveling near the pacific coast, but we have been unable to see it from the highway which is about 10-15 miles from the shore
.

Wednesday, October 31, 2001 – Day 139 – hotel – Pijijiapan, Chiapas, Mexico – cycled 63 miles / 101 km
We are experiencing the tropics now.  As I cycle, I feel the humidity and the heat.  We pass by huts with thatched roofs.  I’ve seen banana trees, coconut trees.  People are sleeping in hammocks in front of their dirt floor houses.

The cycling pace has slowed some due to the heat and humidity.  It has affected my appetite to where I hardly ate anything during the ride today.  I just snacked on some crackers periodically.  

We did put on a few miles, though.  Fortunately, the roads have been relatively flat.  On the north side of the road, we have the Chiapas Sierra Madre which stretches up to about 3000 feet.  In places the topographic map we have, suggests up to 7000 feet.  On the south side of the road it is as flat, but tree covered as we can see.  About 10 miles off is the Pacific Ocean, but we had yet to see it.  We should be near the Guatemalan border by tomorrow at the town of Tapachula where we will take a break.
Thursday, November 01, 2001 – Day 140 – Hotel – Huixtla, Chiapas, Mexico – cycled 64 miles / 102 km
The past few days have been very similar to one another…  Hot, humid.  The air is rich with oxygen.  We seem to have a great deal of cycling power as we have been doing more than 60 miles per day for the past four days.

Today we passed by our first cycling tourist in Mexico.  Adriane is from Argentina and working his way from Argentina to Alaska.  He had been on the road for 7 months and planned to take another year and 4 months to complete his journey.  He spoke English well and what he didn’t understand, we gave it our best translation in Español.  He wanted to end his trip in Wales, Alaska.  We thought he had said Haines.  I’m not sure where he got his information, but I think he will have a tough time making it since there are no roads within 700 miles from there. (See pic 935)

I have a feeling we will be running into more cyclists that are doing this same journey since all of the roads are converging through the bottle neck of Central America.

We have been seeing a lot more foliage and vines covering the trees.  Unusual birds, brightly colored with unusual chirps have also been more common.  We’ve begun to see more snakes, iguanas, and other small animals crossing the road.

As we were 3 miles out of Huixtla, our destination for the evening, it began to rain.  It rained harder than any we’ve experienced so far.  It was a torrential downpour.  Drainages off to the side of the road were filled instantly.  It did not let up for nearly a half-hour.  Our rainproof panniers and bob bags held up well but our clothes and unfortunately our riding shoes were soaked.  Since we’ve been keeping our extra money and traveler’s checks in them, we had a lot bills drying out later.  We finally found refuge in a hotel, just out of town.  Needless to say, we are spending the night there. (See pic 936)
Friday, November 02, 2001 – Day 141 – hotel – Tapachula, Chiapas – cycled 25 miles / 41 km
We are close to the Guatemalan Border in the city of Tapachula. (See pic 937)  It is not what we were quite expecting.  We are pushing on tomorrow, planning to take a few days off in Guatemala, perhaps in Lago de Atitlán or in Antigua.  We are in town early enough that we can get a lot of things done.  Brian wants to mail a package home with digital tapes home.  We need to get laundry done.  I need to buy some supplies as well.  We picked up a cheap room downtown.

