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Sunday, January 13, 2002

Today was a day much different from any we have had in some time.  The terrain, culture, and weather changed drastically.

We ate breakfast in the Macará market area.  There were the only places to eat on Sunday morning.  We ate a delicious meat, egg and bread breakfast, with coffee.  In addition, I had a fresh delicious Banana-Mango shake.  We had quite the crowd gathering around us – kids mainly, but a couple of people joined us just to talk.  After breakfast, we bought some water and exchanged some Dollars to Soles at the store.  The rate we received was 3.4 soles to 1 dollar.  (See pic 1589)

The border crossing was much easier than expected.  I had no tourist card with my passport.  I do not remember receiving one when I passed through after the last fiasco, but it did not delay things.  I just filled out another one and had it stamped.  (See pics 1592 – 1595)

The heat was really getting up there and it was only 10:00 a.m.  The road was flat, though, and we cruised at a good pace most of the day.  We were definitely in a desert.  The desert was one similar to Arizona or New Mexico.  There seemed to be plenty of mesquite trees around.  Lots of rolling hills were along the way.  The only difference I could see was the Andes off to the east, which seemed to stretch endlessly up to the clouds.  (See pics 1596 – 1598)

We still get many little kids chasing us, trying to get our attention throughout the days.  We hear them scream gringo so often, we begin to see that as our names.  It is amazing how a word that derived from Mexico (which we heard very little in Mexico due to its negative connotation) be heard so much in Central and South America.  In addition to many of the little kids chasing us, many adults just wave us down to talk and see how we are doing.  An occasional drink is offered or many times a Bien Viaje (Good Travels).

We stopped for lunch at a town of Las Lomas, about 30 miles later.  A hot dusty little town, it seemed like one you would find in Northern Mexico.  We ate a delicious chicken lunch that was referred to as Pollo Mayonesa.  By the time we pressed on, it was 2:00 in the afternoon.  The breeze kept the hot temperatures at bay.  We stopped once, bought an orange pop, and sat in the shade.  (See pics 1599-1600)

Another 20 miles at about 4:00, we reached Tambo Grande, which was a hot dusty city.  There were a huge number of people, a huge amount of hussle and bussle, and only one cheap hotel --  no fan, cold shower down the hall.  We also had to carry our gear and bikes up a flight of stairs.  For 20 soles though, you could not beat it.  (See pics 1601-1602)

Dinner was out in the street, a table virtually on the road.  A woman cooked some flattened chicken on a grill and served to us with some fries.  It was so delicious that we had two orders each.

Due to the hot weather we will attempt to take off tomorrow shortly before sun up.  Try to beat the heat.  The key is trying to get some sleep in this hot – muggy room with no circulation.  (It was the only hotel in town).  I lay here with a pool of sweat on my stomach.  I can hear screaming kids in the hall.  I can hear a drunk outside trying to make conversation with the hotel clerk.

As they say in Ecuador and so far in Peru…  Ciao until tomorrow.  

Monday, January 14, 2002 (Near Falla, Lambayeque)

On this very hot long day, we stopped for a break from the sun at the first place we have come across in 20 miles.  It was needed.  The temperature was in the 90’s.  I could tell when we were riding up to the truck stop that there would be no cold beverages.  There were no power lines near the place.  I asked anyway for anything cold.  Of course, they had something.  Their definition of frio was something stored in the shade.  I got a luke warm orange soda.  The two outgoing girls running the place were very entertaining.  They had us sign their combination guestbook – combination scratch paper to figure out your bill.  Two other cyclists from Holland had passed through 2 weeks before.  We decided to kill sometime, still trying to recoup from a long hot sun stricken ride, by eating.  We had plates of fried meat and rice.  They also brought us agua pura, which was purified water of their own making and bottling.  We were so thirsty we took it.  We then topped it off with a luke warm coke.  We snapped some pictures of our comedian hosts who were playing with our gear, camelbacks, helmets, Brian’s Barbie doll, etc. (See pics 1602-1612)

There was an iglesia across the street, which was offered for us to spend the night.  We chose to move on.  By 4:30 p.m., the temperature dropped to a better one and we gained back some of our energy to move on.  We had been informed that the next town up, which we were shooting for, had no hotel accommodations.  We changed our plans then to camp in the desert.  After another meal in the town of Naupe and a purchase of water, bread, tuna and noodles, we were off to search for a discreet spot well off the main road.  Our plan is again to beat the heat and be on the road by 6:00 a.m. in the morning.

Thursday, January 17, 2002 (Chepén, La Libertad)

Finding a decent restaurant this evening was a chore, let alone finding any restaurant whatsoever.  Although we try to watch what we eat, many times we find ourselves in a situation where we have to take what we can get.  I am not sure what it is about Peru, but there never seems to be any restaurants from which to choose.  When we do find one, we take their one meal of the day, which is usually rice, with a little meat (mainly bone) and beans.  It gets a little old.

We have been having communication problems galore.  I am not sure if it is the accent or the use of different words, but we are having a tough time understanding what people are saying.  It is getting worse the farther south we go.  The other day I asked what time the internet establishment closed – ¿A que hora cerran? or something similar.  I was just stared at and asked to repeat myself two times.  I finally said Abierto – Cerrado and I think they got the idea, but it took some trying.  People are stopping and talking to us, and we are not sure what they are asking us.

The heat is a little better as we are traveling near the coast, but the terrain is quite barren for the most part.  Occasionally we will come across an oasis, which is irrigated river valley.  It is here we find the gaseosas (carbonated drinks) break.

We took a day in Chiclayo to sleep in.  After two 80+ mileage days, we thought we deserved it.  It has also been close to two weeks since Brian had used the internet and since there was one next door to the hotel; we thought the timing and setting was perfect.  (We also had cable TV in the room)

This morning as we were leaving, Brian told me that he was sick again.  Some stomach with a slight fever.  We took a light day and traveled south – slightly east to the town of Chepén.  Brian has been sleeping quite a bit of the afternoon and is sleeping now while I am typing.  We are hopeful that he gets better by morning.  We shall see.

My biggest bummer today was a series of flat tires that I had.  I pulled off the road to go to the bathroom behind some trees.  I did not wish to leave my bike on the side of the road, so I pulled it through some desert several yards.

A half mile down the road, I had several thorns in my BOB tire and in my front tire.  After a futile attempt to patch both, I had to replace the tubes entirely.  Unfortunately, my new tubes, which have not been used, had some small holes along the seams (they may have been rotting in the varying temps for all I know).  My tire patching took an hour and a half.  Of course, I had the macabre of Peruvian men and boys watching and assisting, as I seemed to take forever.  They were quite helpful.

Tomorrow, Brian’s health permitting, we will shoot for the city of Trujillo.  It is Brian’s birthday so it is our plan to get a pricier hotel room for the night.  Maybe even have AC.  Ooooh Weee!  It does not get any better than that.

Friday, January 18, 2002 (Chepén, La Libertad)

Still here in Chepén.  We investigated another doctor.  This time Brian had some blood work done.  It turns out he has an intestinal infection.  This time, he’s gotten some expensive medication.  He also has about 3 liters of saline solution that he is supposed to drink in the next few days.  I guess to clean him out.

In the meantime, we are hanging out in a cheap hotel down by the highway.  We realize it is a place that can be rented by the hour.  Unfortunately, there does not seem to be much better.  The mosquitoes are horrible – although it seems to cool off rather nicely here at night, there is little ventilation in the room.  Therefore, between the bug bites and the sweating, I am not getting the rest I would like.  I ran out of deet some time ago and haven’t seen bug spray in a long time.

I am not sure if we will make it out of here tomorrow.  I only hope that Brian is well enough to ride into Trujillo.

Sunday, January 20, 2002 (Chimbote, Cordillera)

When cycling against a 30 mph wind, the amount of energy expended is extraordinary.  We have discovered this aire fuerte each afternoon since we have been in the desert.  The head wind is coming from the south and slightly to the west.  In the morning, it is gentle, by 11:00 a.m. or so it is blowing a little stronger.  By 2:00 p.m., look out.  It is blowing so hard, we are lucky to average six mph. (see pics 1613-1623)

The past few days we have cycled across some amazing desert stretches.  There is absolutely no vegetation.  In fact, most of the terrain is mountains made of drifting sand.  Huge sand dunes fill the landscape from the seacoast to the Andes.  It is beautiful and vast.  The openness and emptiness that this part of the world offers intrigues me.  One could see 50 miles in every direction.  Every thirty or forty miles, we cross through a river valley, a river that drops from the high Andes and flows to the Pacific.  These valleys are well irrigated as its inhabitants grow everything from rice to fruit.  In these oases, mosquitoes thrive.

We have decided to lighten up on the mileage again.  We have been able to get up early and travel the first 50 miles or so with little wind resistance.  The last twenty miles seem to take forever.

In two days, we have done 165 miles.  We have done it not necessarily, because we wanted to, but because it had been 80 miles between cities.  Last night we stayed in Trujillo.  Tonight we are in Chimbote.  The small villages in between have few services and poor sanitation.  Brian’s intestinal infection, I believe, is something that could happen again to either of us after experiencing the Peruvian countryside in the past week.  Many establishments do not have restrooms.  If they do, they are typically two-holers that have not been cleaned ever.  Half of the stores we have been in do not have or sell drinking water.  The few hotels we have gotten in the small towns have had no screens on the windows and no ventilation in the rooms.  The mosquitoes have been horrible.

I find it interesting the different customs and manners of people here within Peru.  We have traveled through parts where people have paid virtually no attention to us.  One day we traveled through a few villages where kids would throw things at us.  Today we passed through two towns where the women would flirt with us, blowing us kisses as we passed by.

When we pulled into Chimbote tonight, a man on the main street into town, who wanted to see our cycles, stopped us.  As he was investigating our trailers and components, people started to swarm us and ask us questions.  Within a few minutes, there must have been 50 people around us.  Even the police stopped to break things up, but then they were caught up in the conversation.  They followed us to the hotel where we were checking in for the night.  It was quite an ego booster.  (See pic 1624)

Tuesday, January 22, 2002 (Huarmey, Ancash)

Yesterday and today were lighter days.  Yesterday in Chimbote, we actually slept in a little bit.  Watched some TV, ate breakfast out, found an ATM machine (We were almost out of money).  Afterward, we were on the road by 10:00 a.m.

It was just in time for the wind to start as well.  We traveled a total of 36 miles in a horrible 8 mph.  We were on the road until close to 5:00 p.m.  The winds are predictable.  They seem to be at their worst between 2:00 and 5:00 p.m.  The fact that we did few miles though seemed to help with the aches, pains, windburns, and fatigue.

The wind was so bad that we had blowing sand blowing across the highway in places.  This sand seems to penetrate clothing, shoes, and panniers.  Sometimes I wonder if it penetrates into your skin.  I definitely had to shade my eyes during this time.  (See pics 1625-1637)

We arrived in the touristy town of Casma.  There are some Incan Ruins nearby so the accommodations were a little better than normal.

This morning we left bright and early.  By the time we stopped for breakfast, we were well on our way before 7:00 a.m.  It was 10:00 a.m. before the winds started.  They really did not get bad today, however, we were done cycling at 1:00 p.m., completing about 50 miles.

Today’s view had changed somewhat too, as we traveled along some beautiful sandy beaches today.  The desert is not so bad right on the coast, because the temperatures are in the 70’s.  It also gives you something to look at rather than sand all day.

Tonight we got a cheaper room in the town of Huarmey (War-May).  There is not much to this town for tourists.  It feels good to be out of the wind and the sun.  We have been changing our sleeping patterns in the past week or so, such that we sleep early and rise early.  We shoot to get on the road by 6:00 a.m.  In reality though, it is still 7:00 a.m.

We are definitely seeing Peru differently than most foreign tourists.  I think most pass Northern Peru by.  We have not seen any other Americans since we have been in Peru.  Most people that ask us where we are from are quite shocked when we tell them we are Americanos.   The people here for the most part, treat us well and are quite respectful --far different from the Ecuadorians’ description of Peruvians.

We plan to be in Lima in two days.  After that we take about 9 days off to explore Cuzco and Lake Titicaca (Don’t snicker).

Wednesday, January 23, 2002 (Barranca, Lima)

I guess I expected something was up, but was not exactly sure.  Brian definitely had not been himself lately.  Although I know he has become a stronger cyclist than I am, he would ride much more slowly, behind me at times getting so far behind he would be out of sight.  A few days ago, Brian said that he wanted to hitch hike to the next town when we were about 10 miles from our destination.  I thought it was strange since we had been through much harsher conditions on this trip and we were so close to town.  He lost his flags the other day in the wind, flags that he had collected from almost every country we have been through.  He did not seem to mind that they were gone.  In recent days, he would only seem happy after we got to a nice hotel room with a TV and a hot bath.  (Although I can understand this one)

Brian dropped the bomb yesterday and informed me that he will be flying home after we sightsee in Cuzco.

This adds a whole to twist to the BikeAmericas Project.  The team has just become one.  I am not sure what to say or think here.  Quitting is not even a consideration for me.  This has been a dream of mine for a number of years now.  This trip has awakened me like you would not believe.

I do not know.  Maybe I am just a divorced, man who was beginning to get bored with his career, going through a mid-life crisis.  The bottom line is I LOVE CYCLING!  I have enjoyed every trip I have ever done.  Each morning I typically cannot wait to get on the road and find some new town and new experience, pushing me physically and letting my mind wander in the process.  No drug can substitute this high.  Although I cannot relate to why Brian is heading home, I can accept it.  He told me tonight that he does not enjoy the cycling.  Has not at all on the trip.  He was more into the idea of doing it and saying he had completed it.

He will definitely be missed in the days to come.  I figure there are about 100 more days or so until the end.  Those are going to be some lonely ones for sure.

I used to be a schoolteacher in Window Rock Arizona.  There I taught computer programming to top-notch Navajo high school students.  I also taught Computers and Math for Navajo Community College.  I was also involved in an adventure-counseling program, an experiential learning program where troubled youth would learn to work with groups effectively and deal with their problems.  This was an amazing time in my life.  I had so many friends, colleagues, girlfriends, and students around me all the time, I was never alone.  (What’s the point here you might ask?)  I guess I’ve always been a social animal - one who has a history of having to have a group of people around me all the time.  An old friend of mine, Joy Rutter, took an interest in my social life and asked me if I had ever been alone for 24 hours – alone with no one around.

Jokingly I said, “Do you mean on purpose?”  I was kidding but I got her point, was that I was a social animal who always had to have people around me to enjoy life.  I had never forgotten this conversation.  It is something I had worked on.  The last five years of my life, I have been in Bush Alaska, where being alone is most everybody’s preference.  That is why many people go to the Bush.  It is not hard to take a snowmachine and be 40 miles from the nearest person.  It is actually kind of rush to know that when you are out on the tundra.

My first real test though was in the summer of 98.  I cycled from Seattle to Durango, alone -- 1700 miles in 25 days.  I did not mind doing it alone.  It was not that long, however.

This will be the final.  100 days in some of the most desolate country in the Western Hemisphere.  Alone.  It does not sit well with me.  I am frustrated that Brian quit.  I feel cheated.

I want to thank Brian for coming along as far as he did.  I wish he would change his mind, but if he truly does not enjoy the experience, he ought to quit doing it.  Therefore, he did.

Thursday, January 24, 2002 (Chancay, Lima)

There is very little wind today.  Brian and I cycled 70 miles and we finished before 3:00 p.m.  Since Brian has decided to head home, he seems to have found some new energy.  He has been riding for the most part ahead of me now.  Go figure.

Drivers in Peru seem to be more aggressive than northern Latin American countries.  Many times, cabs pull out right in front.  Twice I’ve smacked my tires into the sides of vehicles that have pulled out.  Today, a cab slowly pulled up and hit Brian.  A common characteristic for vehicles coming up behind you is that they lay on the horn long and loud until you get well out of their way.  It is confusing, because some Peruvians lay on their horn good and long just to say “Hey Gringo.  Whaas Up?”

Lately my name has changed from “Gringo” to “Meester”

As we approach Lima, with a population of over 8 million people, the highway has become a divided 4-lane highway.  Still going through the desert, but communities seem be more frequent.  Prices of meals and store items have tripled in price.  In fact, two meals, we paid more than we would have in the US.

Hotels still seem to be a bargain.  I am not sure if we are here in the off-season, but we can get a very comfortable room in Peru, with hot water and TV for under $20.00.  We have gotten comfortable rooms as low as $8.00.

One of the bummers of Brian leaving is that now I will pay more for hotel rooms.  I guess it will be an incentive to camp more frequently.  Security is another.  Normally one person will stay with the bikes, while the other checks out hotels, stores, etc.  Now I believe I will need to invest in a lock and cable.

One of the benefits of Brian leaving is that he is unloading some of his gear.  I have taken his spare tires (BOB included) and swapped them out on my bike.  I am also going to take his back wheel, which he had hand made in Alajuela, Costa Rica.  I noticed this afternoon that my Mavic Rim, which I bought in Dana Point, has split along the edge and I think it will only hold out a day or two more.  I also took some of his tools.

Tomorrow we arrive in Lima.  Our current plans are to stay in a youth hostel near the airport.  We will arrange to keep our bikes there, get some plane tickets for Cusco, and do laundry, internet, and all that jazz…  We will probably stay two nights (or one if we can fly out that quickly).  When we return on February 4, I will cycle through Lima and head south.  Brian will probably stay until his flight home.  He has not purchased his ticket yet.
Friday, January 25, 2002 – Day 225 – Hotel – Lima, Lima, Peru – cycled 38 miles / 62 km

Brian and I safely made it into Lima yesterday afternoon.  The day started out with a beautiful scenic route along the coastline.  Shortly we came across what our guidebook said was the largest Sand Dune in Peru.  The Pan-Americana split into two routes – the old highway that skirted the edge of the dune and paralleled the sea and the new highway that went over the top.  The book recommended the old highway which was more scenic but windier.  We took that route.  To our surprise, it was a shorter route as well – by about 10 kilometers.  (See pics 1638- 1658)

After the Sand Dune, we began to come across suburbs of Lima.  I am not sure exactly how big Lima is, but our guidebook stated that the metro area is about 8 million.  I hate big cities.  We avoided cities such as Vancouver, Seattle, Mexico City, Guatemala City, and San Salvador.  I would have liked to avoid more, but this is from where Brian is going to fly back to the US.  It is also, from where we will fly to Cusco for a few days.

As we deepened our ride into the bowels of Lima, we could see the endless trash and poverty.  Families picked through the garbage while other well-dressed people were standing on street corners near by.  It was sickening to watch.  The smell was offensive.  There were a significant number of small shacks that were uniform and simple, I would guess were some government built homes for the poor.  (See pics 1659-1662)

We stopped and got something to drink, as the temperatures were some of the warmest we have had in days.  From our table we could some sick looking dogs following children around and picking through the garbage.  One dog looked as though it had pinkeye.  A little girl with an exposed belly was scratching herself.  It looked as though she might have had chicken pox.  She was just standing around near her friends while they played outside.  I went to use the restroom, which was an outhouse out back.  Several kids were playing around that.  The lack of sanitation was appalling. 

We decided a day or two ago, that we would not stay with our connections we had been set up with because we really don’t care to spend much time here and we wanted to be in proximity of the airport.  The airport is about a $30 cab ride from the Miraflores and San Ignacio districts of town where the nice and touristy part of town is.  We would have had to cycle an additional 10 miles through a major part of the city.  We found the airport, which is just north of the downtown area.  

With some difficulty, we managed to find an acceptable hotel that was walking distance from the airport that we felt was quite safe.  They also agreed to hold my bike until we returned on February 3rd.  The hotel restaurant has a nice delicious rotisserie chicken special, which we took advantage of for both lunch and dinner.

We arranged with a woman at the hotel to do our laundry.  We also found a travel agent a few blocks away, which got not only our tickets to Cusco, but also Brian’s ticket home.  We will be flying to Cusco.  We will eventually take the train to Puno, where Lake Titicaca is, and we will fly back from there.  These tickets cost us about $160 each.  Brian managed to pick up a ticket home via Atlanta and Salt Lake City on Delta.  When we return, at about 7:00 p.m. on the 3rd, Brian will fly out at 1:30 the following morning.  I will begin cycling at sunup.

We began work on dismantling Brian’s bike and swapping out components on mine.  I took his back wheel (as luck would have it, Brian just broke his first spoke that day).  I also took his tires (front, back, and BOB) and put on mine.  They will probably need to be swapped out soon, but I will use until they cannot be used anymore.  They are nice slicks.  I have three spares, which are off road tires.  These will be needed in Argentina, as many of the roads are not paved.  The only other thing I took was a plastic cap that covered the handlebar stem.  Mine and cracked and I had duct tape over it to keep rain from penetrating.

Brian had completely taken everything off his frame.  Using some tools that I brought along, we even took off the crank arms.  He is bringing his frame home for sentimental reasons.  It is covered with a variety of stickers from various parts of the trip.  I had originally thought of that too, but after the original bike cracked outside of Phoenix, I had decided not to do that anymore.  I will probably just give my bike away when I get down to Ushuaia.  (See pics 1663-1666)

