
SHAKEDOWN IN ALASKA

I woke up as I had fallen sleep — fast. 
Our yellow nylon tent was being 
shaken so violently that I thought 
“Bear!” then “Earthquake!” During 
our first evening on the road, on 

June 16, 1972, we had pedaled only 26 miles 
from Anchorage along the Glenn Highway. 
Exhausted, we had bedded down at Mirror 
Lake Wayside Park around 10:00 PM in spite 
of the “NO CAMPING” sign. I had slept 
soundly, even with nearly 23 hours of vis-
ible light.

It had been a long, frustrating day of 
last-minute expedition chores. Larry and 
Sharon Ermold had bunked and fed our 
group for three days. I spent half our final 

prep day bathing, packing, and writing 
letters; the other half found me at Sharon’s 
sewing machine making food bags and a 
nylon windbreaker undershirt for myself. 
Otherwise I would have had to stitch them 
by hand on the road. Although we had 
partial sponsorship from our first benefac-
tor, Milton Morse of New Jersey, as well as 
the American Youth Hostels, Inc., money 
was tight.

I scribbled in my journal that night, 
“Hemistour began quietly, in subur-
ban Anchorage, with the click of sever-
al instamatic cameras.” We toted 60 rolls 
of Kodachrome slide film from National 
Geographic magazine to be shot on a freelance 

basis, and would shoot another 40 plus rolls 
of our own hand-rolled Ektachrome and 
black and white film en route to Missoula. 
But not one of us photographed the start.

“June! Greg! Wake up!” I quickly real-
ized it wasn’t a bear, a quake, or a dream 
— it was Dan. Finally conscious, I unzipped 
the tent flap, and peeked out. “We were 
robbed last night,” he stated gravely. “Ha, 
ha, Dan, very funny,” I giggled sleepily, 
but he quickly strode away. Hmm … Greg, 
my husband, and the funny bone of our 
Hemistour Expedition, usually set the stan-
dard for humor, but Dan Burden, our self-
appointed leader, was not above pulling 
pranks of his own.

Instead of packing up our sleeping bags 
first thing, we pulled on our riding clothes 
to head over to the shelter house. The previ-
ous night, we had slung our food packs up 
onto the roof, theoretically out of reach for 
a bear. Dan and wife Lys, as well as John 
Likins, our fifth rider, looked very glum 
indeed as they studied tire tracks on the 
ground near the now empty eaves. I was 
simultaneously convinced and dumbfound-
ed, “They even took our dirty dishes!” I 
blurted out. Who would steal dirty dishes?

But the used utensils were minor casual-
ties — we had lost all our food and half our 
panniers. No breakfast for us. Half our film 
had been ripped off. All our tools and spare 

parts were gone. Dan found a local phone up 
the road to call police and report the theft to 
the Anchorage newspaper. “It looks like a 
pickup truck backed up to the shelter house 
and raked your equipment into the bed,” an 
Alaska State Trooper observed, staring at 
the telltale lugged tracks. 

With stomachs growling, we headed for 
Wasilla, population 883. We felt lopsided 
with our left-hand panniers missing, and 
the 18 miles to Wasilla gave us plenty of 
time to feel sorry for ourselves. According 
to The Milepost, Teeland’s Country Store 
awaited us, where we hoped to buy enough 
groceries to take us four riding days north.

Head down and feeling low, I trailed the 

by June J. Siple
Double take, double duty. John Likins 
ducks as an airplane lands and taxies 
along the Denali Highway. Several       
 sections of the road also function 
as landing strips.

Hemistour, the first bicycle expedition to travel 
the Western Hemisphere from north to south, 
logged 18,272 miles from Anchorage, Alaska, 
to Ushuaia, Argentina. Between June 16, 1972, 
and February 25, 1975, 29 cyclists rode varying 
distances. The core group of riders consisted 
of Dan and Lys Burden (8,628 miles to Salina 
Cruz, Mexico) and Greg and June Siple (18,272 
miles to Ushuaia). Originated in 1966 as “Project 
66” by Dan and dubbed “Hemistour” by Greg 
in 1968, the ride garnered financial support from 
sponsors, cyclists, family, and friends to promote 
American Youth Hostels, Inc. and bicycle tour-
ing. To read more about Hemistour, check out 
National Geographic, May 1973, and National 
Geographic World, February 1976.
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completed our defense against the insects. 
Riding was the best escape, and finding a 
campsite at the edge of a breezy lake was 
the best prevention. Each of us moved 
about with a personal entourage of insects 

in camp. The final dive into our tent each 
night started with a run for it to shake off 
the beasts.

When we hit the road in Anchorage, we 
became drop outs from the politics, social 
strife, and struggle of the ongoing war in 
Vietnam — although Dan did his duty as 
Yeoman Second Class (Clerical) for four 
years in the U.S. Navy in Florida and at 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. Greg, a conscien-
tious objector, did alternative service for 
two years as a child-care worker at the 
Home for Crippled Children in Pittsburgh. 

The war ruled the lives of all eligible young 
men at the time, and our husbands’ obliga-
tions had to be fulfilled before we could all 
swing our legs over the top tubes.

Dan had dreamed up the challenge for 
our core group of four to conquer the 
Western Hemisphere by bicycle, something 
that had never been done. However, we 
had been corresponding with Ian Hibell 
from England who was northbound from 
Cape Horn with two New Zealand cyclists. 

others, hindered as I would be for weeks 
by a strained knee and not enough prep 
miles. On the boardwalk at Teeland’s, I 
ruffled the fur of two local dogs and baby-
talked them into wagging their tails, which 
cheered me up. The Burdens had purchased 
a breakfast picnic feast, and we sat on the 
ground together for a stress-free square 
meal. But just as we started eating, one of 
the same darn dogs I had been cuddling 
sidled over to us and urinated on Greg’s 
back. “Gaak!” I yelled, and we all recoiled 
in horror while Greg jumped up quickly to 
shuck his windbreaker. With a foolish grin 
on his face, he ran off to the restroom to 
immediately douse and wash the offensive 
garment. We laughed even harder when 
he sheepishly reappeared, and our gloom 
evaporated.

Spinning along northward on a newly 
paved section of the Anchorage-Fairbanks 
Highway, just opened in 1971 (now the 
George Parks Memorial Highway), we 
enjoyed the heat that radiated off the fresh 
blacktop, which took the chill off the typi-
cally cool 50 to 60 degree day. With a gen-
erous tailwind and our newly assembled 
bikes running smoothly, we settled into 
a state of grateful meditation. “The Last 
Frontier” state seemed to be apologizing 
for all our recent troubles with the promise 
of spectacular scenery ahead and we felt 
the worst was behind us. With new food 
stocks bungied chaotically onto our dimin-

ished rigs, equipment on order, and the 
Anchorage Daily Times busily working on 
the theft story for that evening’s paper, we 
had no worries. We had come to Alaska to 
ride to Argentina.

As we approached Mount McKinley 
National Park (Denali National Park and 
Preserve since 1980), the Alaska Range 
rose on the horizon. Snow still chilled its 
flanks along gigantic ravines and clefts, 
and McKinley’s summit was, as usual, hid-
den in the clouds. But we would have 
a sunny rest day at the park’s edge to 
get a glimpse of the peak. Although we 
started riding in mid-June, the snow had 

only recently melted off the flats around 
Anchorage. So it turned out to be fortunate 
that our start was delayed two weeks at our 
base in Missoula, Montana, where we had 
struggled and failed to get the expedition 
launched on time.

But anywhere snowmelt had pooled, 
mosquitoes (the unofficial state bird) had 
already proliferated and were ready and 
willing to make use of us for breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner. Head nets combined 
with our wide-brimmed Allagash hats, 
bandanas, long-sleeved shirts, windbreak-
ers, “bug juice” on exposed skin, and 
socks pulled up over our pant legs in camp 

Into the wilderness. Still a pack short from the Mirror Lake theft, Lys rides north toward the magnificent Alaska Range.

Alaska warm up. When the group crossed 
into the Yukon, more than 17,000 miles of 
travel still lay ahead to Ushuaia, Argentina, 
the ultimate goal.

Harmonica for company. With “Mademoiselle from Armentières” her most accomplished 
tune, June pedals north of Wasilla on Highway 3, still enjoying the luxury of pavement. 

Hemistour
Route
Travel by
Plane, Train, or Boat

Anchorage

Calgary

Dawson City
Tok Junction

Watson Lake

New Hazelton

Florence

San Francisco

Panama City

Lima

Ushuaia

La Paz

Santa Cruz

Cordoba

Cartagena

Quito

El Paso

Salina Cruz

DurangoLa Paz

Missoula

Hemistour may have 
been the first cycling 
expedition with its own 
logo. Greg designed it to 
represent four basic ele-
ments of the expedition.”

Incident at Wasilla. Lys studies The Milepost on the boardwalk in front of Teeland’s Country 
Store while June befriends the Wasilla dogs. The mood would soon change. 
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We would be informal ambassadors as we 
traveled through other countries and we 
would live simply. Whenever our ride had 
some publicity, our purpose was to advo-
cate for bicycle touring and hosteling. Most 
people had no idea what could be accom-
plished on a bicycle, so we hoped to open 
their eyes — one community at a time — all 
the way to the tip of South America.

But we also realized that when Hemistour 
appeared in the news, it could make us 
a target. Thieves read the papers, too. 
Realizing how exposed we were to theft 
and other mayhem, and how hard the loss 
hit the group wallet, we had learned a vital 
lesson. We would have to be much smarter 
and more careful in the future. At least 
our National Geographic film had not been 
filched. Locals, many of them dyed-in-the-
wool outdoorsmen, seemed to understand 
our crazy quest. They opened their hearts 
when news of the robbery was published. 
Motorists waved, stopped to chat, and gave 
us treats out of their coolers. Friends of 
Lys’ parents drove up from Anchorage to 
drop off steaks and canned goods for an 
evening feast.

On the road, our smooth highway 
quickly gave way to gravel. In Alaska all 
roads suffer from surface shifts caused 
by permafrost, and dirt roads have to be 
graded regularly or fall into washboarded, 
rutted, pot-holed disarray. Flogged every 
which way on neglected roads, cars and 
bikes alike constantly lose nuts and bolts. 
Shaken off and scattered like chicken feed, 
they turn into the flotsam and jetsam of 
the open road. In a penny-pinching mood, 
I stopped to pick up a discarded portable 
radio that hit the dirt, its parts scattered 
along the shoulder for 10 yards. I patiently 
gathered the trail of pieces, blew off the 
dust, and optimistically reassembled it in 
camp. Voila! I had a working radio. With 
minuscule towns usually more than 100 
miles apart, radio stations were few and 
far between, but when I could catch some 
music, it helped me tune out headwinds 
and eased my feelings of isolation. Lys 
objected to the radio in camp, so I saved it 
for the road.

After the theft, we had to be even 
more careful with group money, and with 
every mile to Missoula that passed under 
our wheels, conserving our funds would 
become critical. Back in Montana, we had 
given up plans to backpack for six days 
in McKinley because of underfunding. So 
that we could afford to replace our stolen 
equipment, we also had to forego a bus 

tour into the park. With the theft and late 
start throwing us off schedule, the Burdens 
abruptly cut our ride north to Circle with-
out any discussion. That irked Greg and me 
to no end because Circle was the northern-
most point of the Pan-American Highway 
in 1972. (The North Slope Haul Road, now 
the Dalton Highway, wouldn’t be built 
until 1974.) But Dan and Lys had come to 
Alaska by car the previous fall to research 
the route, and had driven from Fairbanks 
up to visit Circle. They were lukewarm 
about doing it again by bike, and by chop-
ping that out of our itinerary, they could 
almost get us back on schedule. As a practi-
cal matter, it made sense.

But Greg and I had been determined 
to ride from “top to bottom” of the hemi-
sphere, and we would have mutinied and 
headed north — except we had no money 
of our own, having pooled it with group 
funds. Nor did we have enough food for 
a side trip. Plus, we would have seri-
ously fallen behind the others, who would 
have ridden on to the Yukon without us. 
This wasn’t our first disagreement with the 
Burdens — nor would it be our last. We 
had also objected strenuously the previous 
fall to the expense of their 6,000-mile car 

research trip to Alaska from Montana.
Particularly aware of our gradual 

financial melt, I served as treasurer for 
“Hemistour, Inc.,” our corporation of four. 
My official duties were to collect receipts, 
record expenses, and write checks, but 
I had little say over how and where we 
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spent group funds. Mail stops always pro-
vided relief with news of donations back in 
Missoula, and a little cash came our way on 
the road, mostly from tourists or locals who 
either pitied or admired us. Money also 
came from individuals who donated $10 to 
support us in exchange for a Xeroxed copy 
of our report, “The Hemistour Concept 
Defined,” and the book we planned (unfor-
tunately never written). But we were a fru-
gal group, not buying souvenirs and usu-
ally camping for free not far off the road.

While going through our mail in the 
lobby of McKinley Park Hotel, which was 
close to our campground, we learned about 
a number of theft-generated donations. 
Duane Brant, Lys’s brother, who was han-
dling expedition affairs in Montana, had 
airmailed a box of equipment including 
spare parts and tools from Braxton Bike 
Shop. All the food boxes we had shipped 
before leaving Montana had arrived. The 
Touring Cyclist Shop, a bike shop and pan-
nier company in Boulder, Colorado, had 
dropped everything to get new red pan-
niers to us only four days after the theft. At 
a time when the fastest communications for 
travelers were via telegram, phone booth 
calls, and airmail, we were in awe of how 

quickly these friends had come to our aid. 
We had Christmas in McKinley.

At the hotel lobby, we got an earful 
from the manager who said “Forget rid-
ing the Denali Highway — it’s too rough, 
and motorists hate it!” We consulted other 
travelers who agreed. That actually sounded 

good to us because we’d been choking on 
dust clouds kicked up by passing vehicles 
and we looked forward to a quieter road 
ahead. And with its legendary potholes, 
one set of well-marked ruts, and sharp grav-
el the size of hen’s eggs at the road’s edge, 
the Denali would live up to its reputation.

North woods, heavy dust. Greg and John await another dose of vehicle-generated dust.
Photo op. Looking for his next picture, Dan 
Burden scans the horizon.

D
A

n
 B

U
r

D
en

G
r

eG
 S

IP
Le



A DV E N T U R E  C Y C L I S T  MAY  2 0 1 2  A DV E N T U R E C Y C L I N G. O R G28 A DV E N T U R E  C Y C L I S T  MAY  2 0 1 2  A DV E N T U R E C Y C L I N G. O R G 29

washed-out milk carton, hefted part of 
his gear in a backpack, and slept in a 
winter jacket rolled up in a tarp like a 
burrito. Having a wonderful time, he was 
headed west on the Denali without so 
much as a patch kit or spare tube. “We 
were all a bit aghast,” I wrote in my jour-
nal. Connecticut-born Sorenson was the 
antithesis of our equipment-oriented, plan-
the-heck-out-of-it selves. He greeted us as 
if he were our long-lost brother of the road, 
and as we shared our lunch with him, we 
felt almost guilty about our new bikes and 
fancy gear. Dave unwittingly taught us a 
lesson — “It’s not about the equipment, it’s 
about the riding,” Greg mused later. Our 
northern roads would prove lonely — we 
wouldn’t see another touring cyclist until 
Prince George, 1,851 miles later.

On the Denali, I began to find peace 
of mind at the back and away from group 
politics, playing my harmonica and radio, 
and thrilling at distant glaciers. Killdeer 
called out as they swooped down on me to 
protect off-road nests among the rocks and 
pebbles. Colossal glaciated U-shaped val-
leys with snowmelt waterfalls formed our 
roadside panorama. “Many wild roses and 
snowshoe rabbits,” my journal reported. 
Dozens of marmots scrambled this way and 
that in meadows just off the shoulder. A 
strange dark squiggle ahead on the road 
turned out to be a duck crossing with five 
ducklings, but she fluttered into the ditch 
to feign injury and draw me away from the 
brood. Wildlife typically feared us bike rid-
ers but ignored cars churning past. On our 
10th day, at Susitna Lodge, we heard that 
only two weeks before our arrival they still 
had seven feet of snow along the road. Greg 
and I shared a kiss and split a Halvah bar 
atop Maclaren Pass at 4,086 feet.

Hailing me to stop near the end of the 
Denali where gorgeous snowy mountains 
provided a magnificent photographic back-
drop ahead, Dan asked, “Could you ride to 
that sign ahead, let your hair loose, take 
off your Allagash hat, and ride back past 
me again?” I couldn’t believe my ears. “No 
way!” I fumed at the idea. “Here I have a 
bad knee slowing me down and you want 
me to go backwards for a photo? The heck 
with that!” I rode off, thanking my lucky 
stars that our plan for a documentary 
film had gone unsponsored, otherwise, we 
wouldn’t have had a minute’s peace, even in 
the glorious midst of near-wilderness. Dan 
never asked me to repeat another mile — or 
pose. I considered myself a bicycle tourist 
— not a model.
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On our first Denali day, the group was 
ahead looking for the abandoned shack we 
knew we could use for a shelter overnight. 
“I was coming down a long, shallow hill,” 
my journal reads, “without using brakes, 
and hit a rock or pothole which threw me 
into the center gravel pile.” Having lost 
control at about 40 MPH, I was headed for 
a fall in deep, damaging gravel. My adrena-
line spiked, which is not always helpful 
in keeping control, and a shiver-shock 
sensation ran up my spine while a goose-
fleshy chill swept over my entire body. In 
my mind, I could see the crash. I flashed 
on a vision of myself in the hospital bed, 
multiple casts and pulleys employed to 
keep damaged limbs in traction. “Noooo!” 
I yelled, and with a death grip on the bars, 
not braking to avoid an inevitable slide, and 
fishtailing all over, I rode out my careening 
swoop downhill and made it safely to the 
bottom. “Ha-ha, ha-HA!” I yelled, raising 
my fist to the sky in defiance, “Not this 
time!” Stopped and straddling the bike, I 
trembled while leaning on the handlebars 
and panted to defeat the adrenaline rush. I 
then pedaled cautiously and steadily until 
the shack came into view. (I would not take 
a spill until Tierra del Fuego.)

To calm my nerves at our shack-camp 
near Twin Lakes, I went fishing while 
dinner, already in progress, was being 
prepared. But no one called me for dinner, 
even though I was hoping to supplement 
the meal. I returned without a catch to find 
the dinner pot nearly empty — an appar-
ent punishment for having gone fishing. 
That night I crawled into my sleeping bag 
half-hungry, realizing that not even my 
spouse would be generous with the leav-
ings. I learned then and there not to be late 
for dinner.

The group didn’t share my zeal for trout, 
I had learned the hard way, even though 

our pre-packed meals were short on pro-
tein. Fishing is a zen-like task I had always 
relished, and Alaska casting near nirvana. 
But the Burdens had refused to allow the 
purchase of a license in Anchorage, and 
I was so peeved about it that I had been 
fishing illegally at lunch stops and in camp. 
This clashed with my law-abiding nature, 
but fortunately, I didn’t even get a bite in 
Alaska, let alone a fish.

To make up for our delayed start and a 
few short riding days, we put in more miles 
per day and took fewer rest days. As a 
result, my tortoise-like pace became a bone 
of contention, so the group insisted I head 
out of camp first each morning. That meant 
no morning chores, which frustrated me 

because I liked to cook. But it turned out 
to be a good strategy because I could get to 
the lunch stops and campsites earlier. Even 
so I would sift to the back of the group 
fairly quickly, but I had my own patch kit 
and pump in case of a flat.

For the first time in my life, I was 
physically the weakest member of a cycling 
group. Low man on the totem pole, I was 
humbled but could do nothing more than 
be patient with myself. Steadily I put in 
the miles, and my loneliness grew as we 
crossed the state. It seemed that I could do 
nothing right as far as the Burdens were 
concerned, even though we Siples had 
been more than equal partners in every 
aspect of planning and preparation. They 
tried to stop me from writing in my journal 
because it took time in camp and kept me 
up late, but I persisted. I sought out unbi-
ased locals for friendly chats over coffee at 
the occasional café and to ease an ongoing 
dull headache from caffeine withdrawal. 
Lys, Dan, and John were already upset with 
me because of my sluggish riding, journal 
writing, walking hills, fishing, and using a 
radio. Stopping for coffee to get the energy 
boost I needed was one more burr under 
their saddles. But I was simply in survival 
mode, and I learned to stay out of range. 
On the 10th day, I wrote in my journal that 
Greg and I planned to take a break from the 
Burdens by living separately during our re-
outfitting in September, but Missoula was 
more than 11 weeks and 2,700 miles away.

We laid the bikes down for lunch at 
Brushkana Creek, where a bearded man 
with a bike popped up like a ground squir-
rel from the campground. Dave Sorenson 
hailed us happily as he walked his green 
three speed towards us, but we were taken 
aback by his bug-bitten, swollen eyelids 
and face. He had bought his second-hand 
bike in Anchorage, carried water in a 
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Snowmelt and climbs aplenty. Leaving 
remnants of seven-foot snowbanks behind, 
Lys pushes her Hemistour bike up a tough 
grade on the Denali Highway.
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Meanwhile, with its moist, sticky grit, 
the Denali had been building up on our 
chains. Missoula-bicycle–builder Sam 
Braxton had prescribed proactive chain 
maintenance — wiping regularly with a rag 
and applying lubricant often. A sandy chain 
would grind down aluminum chainrings in 
nothing flat, and they were expensive to 
replace. But our bike oil had been part of 
the big theft booty. By the time we reached 
Tok Junction, against an unrelenting head-
wind and downpour of cold rain, water 
had become the lubricant and quieted our 
squeaking chains and pulley wheels. I rum-
maged around the general store set up in a 
Quonset hut for bike or machine oil in vain, 
but happily scooped up a can of boot water-
proofing oil from a pile of dusty clutter. 
Pastor Duane King hosted us in the Faith 
Chapel basement, and we draped our half-
drenched clothing and camping equipment 
everywhere to dry. When we packed up 
to ride east toward Canada two days later, 
our chains ran smoothly on boot oil. In the 
Yukon, I would switch to chainsaw oil to 
keep us going.

After listening to Dan cough all night 
in our basement hideaway, I awoke to 
the sound of Lys retching upstairs. Trip 

stresses were finally having an effect on the 
Burdens, too, a surprise considering the 
pressure they had put on me to conform 
and buckle down. Only John had started 

During National Bike Month (May 
2012), Adventure Cycling is once 
again running its Build It. Bike It. Be 
a Part of It. campaign with the goal 
of raising $50,000 to support the 
creation of an official U.S Bicycle 
route System (USBrS). We’re 
raising $50,000 to help connect all 
50 states and create the largest bike 
network in the world! 

U.S. Bike Routes will help bring the 
transformative power of cycling to 
more Americans, connecting cyclists 
across the U.S. with cities, transpor-
tation hubs, and scenic and historic 
destinations through existing (and 
new) infrastructure. These routes will 
be numbered, mapped, and officially 
recognized by state and federal gov-
ernment agencies. 

Adventure Cycling is working in 
partnership with dozens of federal, 
state, and local agencies, other 
nonprofits, volunteers, and the U.S. 
Congress to build this visionary 
network. The momentum behind it is 
simply phenomenal — over 40 states 
are already working on U.S. Bicycle 
routes! To participate in the cam-
paign or make a donation, visit ad-
venturecycling.org/beapartofit or join 
the more than 20,000 fans on the 
USBrS Facebook page at facebook.
com/usbrs.

Build It. 
Bike It. 
Be a Part of It.

The evolution of bicycle safety.

BETTER BICYCLE PRODUCTS FOR A BETTER WORLD

Superflash Turbo

planetbike.com
adventurecycling.org/beapartofit

 facebook.com/usbrs

the expedition in shape, while the rest of 
us trained on the road. Due to the chilly 
and rainy weather, the daily push for extra 
miles, and perhaps sub-par nutrition, they 
had been dragging, too, unbeknownst to 
me. I rolled out of my bag, went upstairs, 
and knocked softly on the bathroom door. 
“Are you okay, Lys?” She let me in, then 
confessed, “I might be pregnant.” The evi-
dence seemed strong. My thoughts raced. 
A pregnancy could mean the end of the 
expedition, or the plucky Lys might ride, 
have the baby, and keep on going. Who 
knew? I went to the clinic with her where 
the nurse said it was too soon for a preg-
nancy blood test, but added, “I think you 
definitely have a virus.” She prescribed 
plenty of fluids and at least one rest day — 
but we left that afternoon anyway.

Although we would continue to come 
to each other’s aid when needed, after 
years of preparation, our core group of four 
barely got along. Previously unrealized dif-
ferences in philosophy would continue to 
emerge. Long-distance bicycle travel by our 
particular group was certainly in question. 
At least our equipment functioned well, 
especially the bikes. But the sonic mosquito 
repelling device we were testing was a flop.

Despite our collective problems, we were 
gaining confidence individually. A couple 
of days later, several of us took a break to 
scramble all over the abandoned Jack Wade 
No. 1 gold dredge on the Taylor Highway 
near the town of Chicken. By the time we 
crossed our first international border into 
Yukon Territory, we had averaged 45 miles 
per day — not bad while hauling full packs, 
camping, toughing it out through cold 
rainy days and nights, not being in shape, 
pedaling in spite of illness and injury, and 
riding half the time on gravel.

Oddly enough, when we exited the 
Yukon near Watson Lake, we would only 
be 80 miles south of Anchorage in latitude. 
Hemistour would spend a month and near-
ly 1,400 miles going north and east—close 
to eight percent of our entire ride to the 
tip of Argentina. At the British Columbia 
border, we could at last unleash our south-
ward-driven souls, always with the end of 
the road near Cape Horn on our minds.  

June J. Siple was the first woman to bicycle from 

Alaska to Argentina (Hemistour Expedition, 1972-

1975), and is one of four Adventure Cycling co-found-

ers. Currently, she is working on energy-conservation 

projects at home to reduce the Siple carbon footprint.

Dave Sorenson. The only other bicycle trav-
eler the group met in Alaska impressed them 
with his casual approach to touring.
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