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SOAKING IT IN
The case for ready enough

Letter  from the Editor

➺Late last week, as of this writing, my friends and I were 
emailing back and forth: “Should we cancel?” “The rain 
looks pretty heavy.” “But we don’t mind rain!” “Don’t we?” 
We’d been planning a bike trip to Glacier National Park for a 
month. It’s not too far from the Adventure Cycling office, just 
a few hours (lucky us, I know), but you need a pass for Going-
to-the-Sun Road, and these days spontaneity doesn’t always 
come so easy — and backing out of plans does (case in point). 
It took one too many spreadsheet requests for me to close 

my laptop and say, “Let’s go for it, rain be damned.” I’d never been to Glacier, 
and this first experience was — I was told — different from most. It was pouring 
rain, as we expected, and the milky river was high, flooding the hiking trails and 
whooshing past the road as we rode up. The higher part was still closed with 
avalanche warnings, but the photos I took one-handed as we pedaled up to the 
Loop all show face-hurting grins on us drippy pedalers. After the ride, we hung 
out in Lake McDonald Lodge in true bike traveler form, clothes drying from a 
banister and snacks taking over a large table as we walked around barefoot to let 
our shoes dry. We hiked until the trails drowned and sat by a fire under a pavilion 
playing Bananagrams until the lights shut off and the fire died.

It’s amazing how hard it was to convince ourselves to do this thing we love, 
and how awkward we all felt packing for this first trip of the year. We all forgot 
something, wished we’d decided to bring or leave something. But once we 
started, it was as if we’d been on our bikes for years, the comfort of a person 
elbow-deep in their life’s work. Which is, I suppose, what a life on the bike is 
for us — our calling. Back at the office once again, everyone is gone, and the 
room dims around me as I, for some reason, refuse to go home. Meanwhile, 
Yellowstone has just closed its entrances due to flooding similar to what we 
witnessed in Glacier, and I wonder if it’s only a matter of time before that 
flooding becomes destructive enough that Glacier, too, closes. 

Who knows what the future holds? I sure don’t. But I’d rather make a mistake 
chancing something fun than spend the weekend wondering exactly what will 
happen until it’s past tense. Give me your wet socks, your mushed banana, 
your huddled masses wishing for waterproof matches and an extra layer, send 
these thirsty coffee mugs and soaked insoles to me, I will open my tarp to thee 
and light my lantern for them to dig around for a multitool that’s gotta be … 
somewhere in here.

I hope you enjoy these Final Mile stories of choosing yes on keeping going, 
on talking to strangers, on not taking the easy road just because it’s easy. And as 
the summer’s heat crawls in and dries out these fields (that hopefully stay wet 
enough to keep the fires at bay), I hope you’re motivated to send yourself out the 
door as well, as imperfect and ready as ever.

Carolyne Whelan
Editor-in-Chief, Adventure Cyclist
cwhelan@adventurecycling.org

BEST FINAL MILES
It’s the bumps in the road that make 
a bike tour memorable. Isn’t that 
part of why we do it? We don’t expect 
a trip to go perfectly smooth, and 
the inevitable hiccups become plot 
points in the stories we tell about 
them. Overcoming those bumps and 
bummers is what makes the final mile 
so satisfying and the stories so good.

FIVE MYTHS OF 
BICYCLE TOURING 
by Tony Brown

Fresh off a cross-country 
ride, Tony Brown takes 

the romance of bike touring down a few 
notches (from Oct./Nov. 2017).
adventurecycling.org/five-myths

THE DARK CLOUD  
by Greg Smith

We don’t like to talk 
about it much, but 
bummer moods can 

strike while bike touring. In his Final Mile, 
Greg Smith describes how a friendly offer 
in Salmon kept him on the sunny side 
(from Feb. 2012).
adventurecycling.org/dark-cloud

HERE THERE BE 
BEARS, SERIOUSLY  
by Alastair Bland

Bike touring can make 
us feel invincible, and 

sometimes we forget that the locals may 
know better than we do. While on a trip 
through Turkey, Alastair Bland pays for his 
nonchalance with a nighttime run-in with a 
bear and some poachers (from Oct./Nov. 2015). 
adventurecycling.org/here-be-bears

THE GHOST OF  
CECIL CHUBB 
by Eric Bryan

A late-night visit to 
Stonehenge on bikes is 

rewarded with chilling tales of a hot-headed 
ghost (from March 2013). 
adventurecycling.org/cecil-chubb

online
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BUG SEASON

The June article about Maine’s 
Katahdin Woods and Waters mentioned 
in Tips that “The best time to visit is 
any time after black fly season, which 
typically ends in mid-June.” As a New 
Hampshire resident who has hiked 
for six decades in New Hampshire 
and Maine, including Katahdin, I can 
assure you that if you arrive in late June 
or most of July expecting to miss the 
nasty little critters, you will be sorely 
disappointed. June is the height of black 
fly season in northern New England. 
They start to wane by mid-July, but you 
won’t be black fly–free (or nearly so) 
until early August. That said, there are 
ways of combatting these bloodthirsty 
beasts. Insect repellent, head nets, and 
repellent clothing can all help.

John Parsons | Durham, New Hampshire

HAPPY CAMPERS
I just wanted to take a moment to 
pass along that the May 2022 edition 
of Adventure Cyclist is excellent. The 
pictures, articles, and overall content 
were top notch. That’s all ;)

Brian Gatens | Ridgewood, New Jersey

I’m a proud Life Member of Adventure 
Cycling. Your issues these last few 
months feel like they were written just 
for me! Just finished reading “Riding 
on the Science.” What great advice for 
me to converse with folks along the 
Northern Tier beginning my ride on 
this coming Tuesday! “What do folks 
where you’re from think about … ?” I’ve 
bookmarked the digital edition on my 
iPad so I can read along the way.

Mary Naber | Spokane, Washington

BEACONED TO BITS
In “Beware the Beacon,” a lot of 
concerns about non-beaconized road 
users are brought up. But before this 
comes about, a world where beacons 
are randomly sprinkled about, flown 
on drones against the flow of traffic, 
tossed from moving vehicles behind or 
ahead in the traffic stream, slingshot 

across the paths of moving vehicles and 
generally used to cheaply impersonate 
objects in the vehicular world for 
mischief must be recognized and 
accommodated. Imagine Critical Mass 
but with no potential for injury to 
the Mass’ers and the ability for just a 
few people to amplify their presence. 
On another hand: want more than a 
meter of overtaking space? Want to 
be followed from farther away than 
motorists think is safe? Want your 
turn at the green left turn arrow to be 
respected? Want to not have to worry 
about right hooks or left crosses? 
There’s a flying beacon flock synced 
to you that can get all this for you in a 
beaconized vehicular landscape.

Joseph Cahill | Austin, Texas

BIRTHDAY TRIBUTE
I saw in the latest Adventure Cyclist 
magazine that you mentioned your 
birthday is May 7 — mine is May 
6. Happy belated birthday! For my 
birthday, I took a week’s vacation to 
fly from Washington, DC, to Spokane, 
Washington, bringing my folding bike, 
a Brompton, with me to ride some of 
the trails in Washington, Idaho, and 
Montana. I made a special stop at the 
Adventure Cycling headquarters in 
Missoula to take a tour of the office. 
I met Beth, who told me the stories 
behind the bikes that are up on the 
walls. I bought a couple of souvenir 
T-shirts in the office and enjoyed my 
visit. I have been a member or 22 
years. I told Beth what an impact and 
influence that Adventure Cycling has 
made in my life. I have been on a bike 
tour every year since 1998, hitting a 
different place each time, in the U.S. 
and overseas. Bike traveling is the 
BEST way to see an area! I love to 
bike and take pictures along the way 
and share with friends afterwards. I’m 
sure you’ve heard a similar sentiment 
expressed by other bicyclists. It was 
one of the highlights of my trip to visit 
the Adventure Cycling headquarters. 

I enjoy the Adventure Cyclist magazine 
each month, devouring each issue. It 
gets me thinking of where I can bike 
next. So I just wanted to say hello and 
happy birthday, and that I’m glad that 
there’s a lady as Editor-in-Chief now at 
Adventure Cycling. It puts a different 
spin on the magazine. Keep up the 
good work!
Charmaine Ruppolt | Hyattsville, Maryland

UNITED WE CYCLE
I am writing this letter as a reaction to 
the segregation and polarization I see 
in our nation. And sometimes expressed 
in some letters to the editor. Some 
people only seem to want to listen to 
information that they agree with, and I 
believe this attitude is a problem. The 
members of Adventure Cycling share 
a love for bicycling. Some of us like to 
do trips that last months and others 
are happy to go out for a good day ride. 
Some of us ride bikes we purchased at 
a yard sale for $100; others have paid 
over $10,000 for their bikes. Some 
of us only camp when we travel, and 
others stay at multi-star hotels. Some 
of us like to race and others like to 
take their time. All these approaches 
are wonderful ways to enjoy cycling. 
When I read an article about a trip I 
will never do, it opens my mind a little 
to possibilities I have not considered. 
There is no right or wrong way to 
enjoy cycling (as long as you don’t hurt 
anyone). So please keep the variety, it 
is wonderful. And as a group, let’s resist 
the thought that Adventure Cycling has 
to represent only one kind of cyclist. Be 
nice, be friendly, and enjoy your ride, 
wherever and however you like to do it.

Josh Levy | Salem, New York

Letters  from our Readers

Your letters are welcome. We may edit letters for length 
and clarity. If you do not want your comments to be 
printed in Adventure Cyclist, please state so clearly. 
Include your name and address with your correspondence. 
Email your comments, questions, or letters to editor@
adventurecycling.org or mail to Editor, Adventure 
Cyclist, P.O. Box 8308, Missoula, MT 59807.
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Letter  from the Director

➺In my 30s, I got hooked on adventure 
racing: a niche sport that takes competing 
teams across all kinds of terrain in all kinds 
of weather. I remember one competition 
I did alongside a more experienced 
adventure racer while I was still learning 
how to use a compass. We were knee deep 
in mud, pushing and carrying our bikes 
through a swampy marshland. I wondered 
out loud if we were going the wrong way.

My partner replied, “Yeah, I think 
you’re right. I’m not normally the 
navigator on my team.”

At that moment, I realized that strong 
navigation skills were almost more important 
than physical abilities in an adventure race. 
We made it out alive, but once we finished 
that race, I made a point to practice my 
orienteering skills. I became the navigator 
on my own adventure racing team. It’s a role 
that’s essential to winning the competition.

In my career now as an executive director, 
I’m not trekking through knee-deep mud 
very often, but I do see more than ever how 
navigational skills are essential to leading a 
friend, a team, a group, and an organization 
through transitional times. 

It all starts with how you Plan the 
Route. Thankfully, we have a building full 
of people who know a thing or two about 
finding and planning a route to ride. And 
as we continue our work in the future, our 
focus on developing routes, both long and 
short, will continue to be core to what we 
do in the organization. 

Once you have the route, you Identify 
the Attack Point. This doesn’t mean you 
are physically attacking someone; rather, 
it’s like spotting that red barn up the road 
that you are going to ride toward. For 
Adventure Cycling, our attack point is 
creating a pilot program with entry points 
for new bike travelers. 

Which is why it’s important to Always 
Know Where You Are. It’s easy to miss a 
turn because you’re looking at that cool 
waterfall, so you need to keep checking the 
map as you go. We recently Checked the 
Map with our Bike Overnights program 

and learned that we needed to refine our 
focus. While we have lots of ideas to test 
and pilot, it’s important to take One Leg 
at a Time. Earlier this year we wanted to 
provide a variety of different resources 
to meet needs like route planning, travel 
inspiration, and group rides. By June, we 
had supported 15 beginner bike travel rides 
to share the transformational joy of bike 
travel, including 117 riders from historically 
marginalized communities. Our first release 
of short bike travel routes from members 
of our community also launched, and we’re 
excited to continue to share accessible, 
local adventures for anyone ready for a 
Bike Overnight! But with all those avenues, 
we were starting to lose our focus — we 
were trying to take too many steps at once, 
and needed to find a better pace. For Bike 
Overnights, this meant recalibrating to 
focus firstly on one aspect of the program 
we hope to grow: partnering with local bike 
groups and providing stipends to cover 
expenses for campsites and food. 

As you continue on the route, check the 
map, and take one leg at a time because 
sometimes you need to Reorient Your 
Route. When you start heading toward that 
attack point, you can’t always tell if that 
road is flooded out five miles ahead, so you 
need to be prepared to reorient as needed. 
This is where your navigator really needs to 
shine — they need to know where you are so 
they can figure out where to go next. 

Over the last few months, I’ve had a chance 
to really get to know the organization more 
and have had some great conversations with 
several of you, our members. It’s been really 
helpful to make those connections as we 
figure out what’s next for Adventure Cycling. 

The best part is that we have a great team, 
we have passionate supporters, and we have 
all the tools we need to continue bringing 
bike travel experiences to people. I’ve got 
my compass and I’m ready for the next leg!

Jennifer O’Dell
Executive Director
jodell@adventurecycling.org 
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Waypoints   

Stuck in the Middle
BLM PUSHES NEW TOOL TO UNLOCK  
TRAPPED PUBLIC LANDS

HANGRY HANGRY HIP-PO
Grubhub founder pedals the TransAm 
and lives to tell the tale

 Mike Evans, the founder of Grubhub, is coming out with 
a memoir this year called Hangry: A Startup Journey. The 
MIT grad created Grubhub out of a hankering for pizza and 
grew the business from simply an idea all the way to an IPO 
on Wall Street. Right when he reached this major milestone, 
he walked away from the company and rode his bike across 
the country, following Adventure Cycling’s TransAmerica 
Trail. It was a shock to many in the business world that 
the founder left it all behind. Hangry is a story of both the 
business and the bike trip, and how spending months on 
his bike helped Evans reflect on the lessons learned, get 
perspective on the never-ending hunger for success that 
drives many entrepreneurs, and dream up plans for another 
new venture. Hangry will be on bookshelves this fall.

➺If public land can’t 
be accessed without 
crossing private land, is it 
really public? Nearly two 
centuries after the federal 
government’s railroad grants 
created a checkerboard 
pattern of land ownership 
across the West, many 
sections of public lands 
remain stranded amid 
large private holdings. This 
means that hunters, cyclists, 
and other recreationalists 
lack legal access to more 
than 9.5 million acres of 
publicly owned lands, 
according to a report by the 
backcountry GPS app OnX 
and the Theodore Roosevelt 
Conservation Partnership. 

The Bureau of Land 
Management, which 
controls 93 percent of such 
“landlocked” public tracts, 
wants to do something about 
it. Under newly minted 
director Tracy Stone-
Manning, the agency hopes 
to use money from the Land 

and Water Conservation Fund 
(endowed with profits from 
offshore oil and gas leases) 
to increase public access 
through easements, rights-of-
way, or sale of private lands. 
An omnibus public lands bill 
passed in 2019 requires the 
agency to solicit the public 
every two years for a decade 
for help targeting stranded 
public lands for access 
improvements. 

In May, the BLM unveiled 
a new tool aimed at making 
this part easier. The BLM 
Dingell Act Priority Access 
List Portal allows users to 
easily nominate areas using an 
online map and to see the 712 
parcels of public land already 
selected for consideration 
from 2020’s more than 6,000 
responses. 

The portal closed June 
30, so if you still have your 
eye on a piece of public land 
stranded behind private, 
make a note to submit in 
2024!  –Izaak Opatz
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DERVLA MURPHY DIES

09

edited by Dan Meyer

➺We’re looking for your best images from 
around the world of bike travel. So dust off 
your camera lens, pull up a stool in your 
darkroom (or Lightroom, as it were), and get 
to work! This year’s categories are Best Cover 
Photo, Adventure Cycling Route Network, 
Epic, People/Portrait, and Around Camp. 
We’ll publish a winner and an honorable 
mention for each category, and every 
winner gets a cash prize. Learn more at 
adventurecycling.org/photocontest.

 The Irish travel writer Dervla Murphy, 
whose candid and colorful account of her 
solo bike trip from Dunkirk to Delhi in 1963 
inspired generations of adventure cyclists, 
died in May at age 90. Full Tilt: Ireland to 
India With a Bicycle was the first of 26 
adventure and travel books Murphy would 
write, each turning on her casually intrepid 
personality and no-nonsense approach to 
new people and places.

Murphy’s keen eye for detail and clear, 
sometimes sardonic writing voice remains 
electrifying to read and easy to trust. Her 
insatiable curiosity and open-eyed reporting 
led readers to places most would never visit, 
including the high mountain kingdoms of C
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Hit Us With Your  
Best Shot
IT’S TIME FOR THE ADVENTURE 
CYCLIST 14TH ANNUAL BICYCLE 
TRAVEL PHOTO CONTEST!

Afghanistan and Pakistan prior to Soviet and 
American meddling.  

Reading Full Tilt, anyone who has traveled 
by bike will realize that the zeniths and nadirs 
of bike travel have remained constant since 
at least 1963, including the strong bond 
formed with one’s bike — Murphy referred to 
her companion across roughly 3,000 miles as 
Roz, short for Don Quixote’s horse, Rocinante. 

Perhaps more impressive than the climbs 
she conquered, the weather she endured, 
and the men and wildlife she had to fight off 
during her travels was her willingness after 
long days on the bike to pick up a pen at the 
end of each day and record all that she had 
done, seen, and felt. We’re so glad she did.  –IO
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*For departure dates, prices and full booking conditions, visit www.exodustravels.com   |   $200 off promo code available at adventurecycling.org/

Costa Rica Coast to Coast Ride 

14 days from $4,799 pp*

Cycling the Dalmatian Coast  

8 days from $1,999 pp*

Cycling Vietnam

14 days from $2,799 pp*

Cycle Namibia   

12 days from $3,679 pp*

Speak to an expert at:
1-844-227-9087   
www.exodustravels.com 

For almost 50 years, Exodus Travels has created award-winning small-group and  
self-guided adventures to 100+ countries for active travelers.

 
Proud Titanium sponsor of the Adventure Cycling Association, get off the beaten path and explore the world by two wheels, on routes 

locals love. Our cycling tours are steeped in ancient history and culture and allow you to ride the route less traveled, to explore the 
heart and soul of a destination. Offering a diverse selection of biking itineraries, for various physical activity levels,  

Exodus cycling trips are carefully designed with relaxing, low-traffic riding in mind.

With celebrated expert local guides on small group tours – or fully supported self guided tours with 24/7 support and all the  
handholding - we take care of the planning so you can enjoy your ride!

Porto to Lisbon Ride

8 days from $2,647 pp*

Cycle Sri Lanka  

14 days from $3,279 pp*

CYCLING   •   WALKING & HIKING   •  RESPONSIBLE WILDLIFE   •   CULTURE



It’s fitting, in a sad sort of way, that Dervla Murphy 
passed away during the compiling of this year’s Final 
Mile issue. A woman after our own heart, Dervla 
pushed fears aside to live the life she wanted. And 
of course, that comes at a price, doesn’t it? To do 
what we want, we must also live with the aches and 
discomfort. Dervla and I share a broken (untreated) 
coccyx (and some other traits), but that never stopped 
her from pushing forth. Rather, her aches and ailments 
were a sort of liberation: if she was uncomfortable 
all the time, then it didn’t matter if she were in a bed 
or on a floor, and she might as well ride her bike and 
see what’s out there and be in pain than sit around 
and be bored and still feel lousy. The tenacity of that 
90-year-old woman is inspiring to me, and so are these 
stories. In this collection, we celebrate the decision 
to keep going, to sit with the discomfort rather than 
giving up and choosing the easier, less fulfilling path. 
It’s a big world out there, and we’ll never know what 
it has in store for us if we let some rain or flat tires or 
heartache keep us home.  –Carolyne Whelan 
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O
n a Sunday morning in mid-July, after eight 
days of pedaling through rain on the island of 
Haida Gwaii, the wettest place in Canada, I had 
had enough. I lay on my back inside my tent and 

watched the water cascade down either side of the rainfly. 
I felt a pool of water swelling up under the footprint. I was 
certain it was only a matter of seconds before I would be 
carried out to sea. As the downpour picked up, I asked myself 
what the hell I was doing. In that moment, I had no answer. 

I had decided to make a detour to Haida Gwaii on my 
way from Seattle, Washington, to Tuktoyaktuk, Northwest 
Territories, Canada. Haida Gwaii lies 93 nautical miles from 
Prince Rupert, off the northern coast of British Columbia. 
It takes eight hours to get there in good weather on the 
BC ferry system. It had rained nearly every day since I left 
Seattle three weeks earlier, but the sheer volume of rain on 
Haida Gwaii was more than I could bear.

Part of the reason for this trip, apart from experiencing the 
beauty of northern Canada, was to regroup after a breakup 
that felt like being hurled against a wall and left comatose in a 
heap of grief and despair. In a single phone call, I was thrown 
into darkness. I imagined that a three-month trip into the 
long days of the far north would give me the light I needed to 
clear my head, process the pain, and revive my crushed soul. 

I needed solitude but craved connection. An important 
part of any trip for me is meeting new people, getting new 
perspectives, and sharing new experiences. I need long 
stretches in nature to help uncover buried fears and expose 
outdated stories, but I also need people now and then to 
give me a sense of belonging. Wet, dark, dreary days were 
not conducive to chance meetings. The loneliness was 
undermining my newly found sense of balance and harmony. 

As I lay in my tent at Hidden Island RV Park and 
Campground, all I could think was that I wanted to scrap the 

Detour to Haida Gwaii
STORY BY DENISE LAFOUNTAINE  |  ILLUSTRATION BY JAIMIE SHELTON



13ADVENTURECYCLING.ORG/MEMBERS

whole trip and go home. My usual resilience in the face of 
hardship and discomfort was gone. I just wanted out. My first 
step was to get from the tent to the shelter of the restroom. 
Maybe just being dry and warm would shift my mindset.

As I ran to the bathroom, I was surprised to see a man in 
his 40s at a table in a covered area nearby. Next to him was a 
backpack and a pair of hiking boots. When I came out of the 
restroom, he was still there, staring off into space. 

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked. 
“This sucks,” he said. His monotone voice 

barely acknowledged my presence. 
“You got that right,” I said.
Looking closer, I saw that his tent and sleeping 

bag were in a big, wet heap on the table. 
“Is that your tent?” I asked. 
“It was,” he said. “I just called the Boy Scouts on 

the island. They’re coming to pick up all my gear, 
including the backpack and hiking boots. I just 
want to get the F out of here!” 

“How are you getting home?” I asked, shocked that he was 
carrying out the same plan I was contemplating.

“I booked a flight back to Vancouver from Masset airstrip 
across the street. It leaves at 10:00 AM. From there I’m flying 
back to Northern California.” 

He made it look so easy. After he left, I called my hardcore 
outdoorsy friend, Linda, to tell her that I was done with the trip. 

“You’re done? Are you kidding me?” she said. “Why don’t 
you just find a dry place to stay for a couple days? Regroup 
and then decide. Don’t make a rash decision based on a few 
crappy days of rain.” 

She was right. I would probably regret just hanging it up. 
I decided to give it three days. If things didn’t drastically 
improve by then, I would call it quits. 

I wanted to ride to Towhill Viewpoint at the end of the 
island, but I was hesitant due to the rain and muddy road. I 
sat at the sheltered table until there was a break in the rain. 
Then I rode to the bike shop at the airstrip to put air in my 
tires before deciding what to do.

As I was filling my tires at the pump outside the shop, 
the owner, Tom, asked me where I was headed. He told me 
he was going to Towhill in a couple of hours and would be 
happy to give me a lift back if I wanted one. 

That was all I needed to motivate me to go for it. After 
riding to Towhill, I found Tom right where he said he’d be. 
We threw my muddy bike in the bed and drove back. I had 
a delightful ride with him and his three-year-old daughter, 
Hazel. He dropped me off at the campsite, gave me a big 
hug, and wished me well on my journey. That simple act of 
kindness nudged my spirit gauge forward a notch.

I gathered my things and rode 26 miles back down the 
island to the small hamlet of Port Clements. I checked into a 
small hostel with two dorm rooms above the Bayview Market. 
I was in one and a family was in the other. I took a warm 
shower and sat in the common area to read my book and 

drink tea. As I sat there, lost in my novel, the young girl from 
next door walked up and offered me a freshly baked cupcake 
she had just frosted. My spirit meter sprang forward again. 

The next day, I wanted to get back to the main town 
of Queen Charlotte to see if the ferries were running on 
schedule and find a dry place to stay. I rode the 42 miles 
nearly dry. About five miles from town, a gigantic cloud burst 

open and unleashed its fury upon me. I rode 
to the gazebo outside the tourist office, which 
didn’t open for another hour. Inside the gazebo, 
in bright yellow rain attire, was a man from Cuba 
and a young French boy. Each had sailed down 
from Alaska with their families. 

Mario, the Cuban, asked where I came from 
and where I was going. His eyes sparkled when I 
told him. He excused himself. Ten minutes later, 
he returned with a steaming cup of coffee in one 
hand and two dark chocolate bars in the other. 
“I want to celebrate with you,” he said, beaming. 

“Bravo, for being persistent and making it this far.” My spirit 
barometer bounced up to half mast.

When the tourist information office finally opened, I went 
in to scour the local listings for accommodations. One hotel 
had space, but the price was exorbitant. When the rain calmed 
down a bit, I rode around to see if I could find anything else. 

As I was getting on my bike, I recognized Jean, a woman I 
had chatted with on the ferry to Haida Gwaii. I waved as she 
was walking into the store. She stopped to ask how I was doing.

“Not great,” I confessed. “Finding shelter around here is 
proving more difficult than I anticipated.”

“I have a studio out in the backyard,” she said. “Why don’t 
you stay there?” 

I found out that the ferry back to Prince Rupert wasn’t 
leaving the island until the following evening. Jean invited 
me to stay as long as I needed. We had coffee together in 
the morning and talked about the history of the island and 
how she and her family had landed there. I cooked a hearty 
meal and washed and dried my wet, dirty clothes. By now the 
needle on my spirit gauge had swung straight over to the far 
right where it landed with a resounding yes! 

It was still cold and wet on the island, but the warmth and 
camaraderie of the folks I bumped into turned my feelings of 
loneliness and isolation into a warm blanket of community 
and inclusion. The support I felt over those three days gave 
me the faith I needed to continue the ride. Linda was right: 
giving difficult situations a little breathing room is often the 
best way to let go and embrace the suck long enough to let 
the unexpected surprises of the journey find you and lead 
you back to the reason you are there in the first place: joy, 
discovery, and connection.  

Denise LaFountaine lives in Seattle, Washington, and works at Renton Technical 
College. When she is not on a bike adventure, she enjoys swimming, dancing, 
reading, writing, and sharing stories with friends and family.

I decided 
to give it 
three days. If 
things didn’t 
drastically 
improve by 
then, I would 
call it quits.
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I wobble and veer along the gravel bike path. It’s a scenic 
route gradually making its way up to Snoqualmie Pass 
in Washington, but my eyes are glued to my phone. 
Strava ticks off the miles one-tenth at a time until it 

reaches the magic number: 32.4. I come to a stop. With that, 
I have pedaled 5,000 miles.

I smile expectantly, waiting for whatever emotion 
happens when you ride your bike 5,000 miles. A light 
breeze shuffles the leaves overhead, and a few birds chirp. 
I clear my throat. I’m not feeling much of anything: tired 
mostly, kinda hungry.

Aha! I snap my fingers and smile: I’ve got just the thing. I 
lean my bike (I call her Lucky) against a tree and gather up 
some pine needles, twigs, and rocks. Squatting in the middle 
of the trail, I carefully arrange them, and then nod and stand 
up to admire my handiwork:

5000

I gaze at it and frown. This isn’t working. When I thru-
hiked the Appalachian Trail a few years back, mile markers 
were a cause for celebration. What’s wrong with me?

I started this tour three months ago in Raleigh and made 
my way up the East Coast to New England, then headed 
west. Along the way, I met with admissions counselors from 
18 universities to tell them about the tremendous potential 
of students from the economically developing world — in 
particular, a former student of mine from my days as a Peace 
Corps volunteer in Malawi. It’s been a deeply rewarding 
journey, but also a deeply solitary one. The AT is a communal 
experience, even hiked solo. You hike with an awareness of 
every other thru-hiker who has walked the same path, and 
you finish with the same communal celebration of having 
completed something iconic and unifying. But this tour is 
mine alone. There’s no one here to celebrate with me, on the 
path or from the past. 

Mile 5,000
STORY BY BROOKE MARSHALL  |  ILLUSTRATION BY RACHEL HENDRIX
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I try to drum up a sense of pride, accomplishment, 
something, but all I feel is a pang of melancholy. This patch of 
gravel bike path, with trees on one side and a fenced-in field 
on the other, means nothing to anyone in the world but me.

That’s okay, I think. I bet this little spot would be pretty excited 
to find out it meant anything at all to anyone, let alone something 
really significant, even just to one person.

That’s the emotion you feel at mile 5,000, I guess: 
consolation. I lean in the shade next to Lucky and take this 
moment to appreciate something unremarkable.

Around mile 5,003, I cross paths with a perfect mystery. 
A guy on a loaded touring bike, so he must be on a long trip 
… only he’s wearing a plaid button-down, jeans, and Keds. So 
maybe he’s just going to work? But what commute involves 
a remote bike path on a Wednesday afternoon? We share a 
smile and come to a stop. 

“How far are you going?” he asks.
“Seattle!” I say, and then add shyly, “I actually just passed 

5,000 miles. You’ll see my marker a little ways down the trail.”
He meets my eye and says, sincerely, “Congratulations.”
“Thank you. How far have you gone?”
Cocking his head and squinting up at the trees, he says, 

“This is … probably … 48,000 miles.”
“Are you kidding me?!”
Meet Jim. He’s been touring for three years. He pedals 

until he runs out of money, and then he makes his way to 
L.A., where he works bike delivery gigs and sleeps on the 
beach. When he has enough in the bank, he takes off again. 
Kinda like me: I do seasonal jobs for six months at a time, 
save every penny, and spend the rest of the year traveling. 

“I used to work in an office,” he admits.
“Me too!”
“It’s unfulfilling, isn’t it?”
“Dude, it sucked!”
“I had a Toyota Camry.”
“I had a Honda Civic!”
We share a laugh.
“It’s all just stuff,” he says. “I used to have a whole house 

full of stuff.”

We grin at each other like a couple of runaway inmates. 
And then he shares that today he’s been “putting Pee Wee 
Herman in movies where he doesn’t belong. Like Pulp 
Fiction. And then playing it out!” He clears his throat and 
continues in a Pee Wee voice: “A Big Mac’s a Big Mac, but 
they call it Le Big Mac.”

For a moment, my mouth hangs agape in an astonished 
grin, and then I throw my head back and laugh. “Jim, my 
dude, it was a pleasure to meet you,” I say, and then we go 
our separate ways. 

Bike tours are therapeutic, a perfect chance to clear the 
junk out of the attic of your mind. But given enough time, 
you run out of meaningful things to think about. That’s when 
you play weird brain games, like putting Pee Wee in Pulp 
Fiction, to amuse yourself. There are people I’ve known my 
whole life who wouldn’t understand that, but this stranger 
does. Which raises the question: Is he really a stranger at all? 
Aren’t we cut from the same cloth? 

Nomadic hermits are a strange community. The things 
that keep us apart — rootlessness and solitude — are 
paradoxically what unite us. And we wouldn’t have it any 
other way. Here I am, with a lonely 5,000 miles behind 
me, and here is Jim, with 10 times more. Two strangers on 
two different paths sharing a moment of recognition of our 
common journey. Smiling at that chance conversation and 
pedaling my way through Mile 5,004, I finally feel the wave 
of pride and accomplishment I had been hoping for.  

Brooke Marshall is the author of Lucky: An African Student, An American 
Dream, and A Long Bike Ride. She has ridden a bicycle on seven continents.
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“W
e’re not cyclists. We’re just people who 
cycle.” This is how Liz and Duncan 
described themselves when my friend 
and adventure buddy Bailey and I met 

them for the first time at a rest stop near Libby, Montana.
Little did we know that over the next few weeks, Liz and 

Duncan would become so much more than just “people who 
cycle” to us. Their friendship — however brief — continues to 
be a reminder that just because a friendship isn’t long doesn’t 
mean that it’s not impactful.

We had heard about this 71-year-old Scottish couple riding a 
tandem bike across the country through the touring grapevine. 
We’d been keeping our eyes peeled for them ever since. To us, 
they were already icons, and we couldn’t wait to meet them.

Our first meeting was nothing special. We didn’t even 
exchange names. When we asked where they were headed, 
they said they were riding until their asses and legs couldn’t 

take it anymore. We laughed. They were serious. This short 
conversation left us wanting more; we ached to hear their 
stories, ask them about their lives and their past adventures. 
As new tourers, on our first cross-country trek, we were 
enamored by their calm, their confidence, and their realism.

Unfortunately for us, they were not so taken by us curious, 
bubbly Americans, and we soon parted ways. We watched 
them pedal east, their Scottish flag waving off the back of 
their bike, and thought we’d never see them again.

That rest stop near Libby was the first of many for 
Bailey and me that day. Thirty minutes later, we were off 
our bikes again to ooh and ahh at the Swinging Bridge in 
Kootenai Falls. As we neared the last town on our route a 
few hours later, we stopped to grab a few quick groceries, 
only to realize we’d just reached our first milestone: 500 
miles! We had to celebrate. We found a local brewery, shared 
a flight (at this point our tolerance had plummeted), and 

Serendipity Abound
STORY BY RACHEL ROSENBAUM  |  ILLUSTRATION BY PABLO IGLESIAS
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wrote postcards to friends, happy for another excuse to get 
off our bikes for a while. Finally, we decided we couldn’t 
procrastinate pedaling any longer.

The last hill leading to the campsite was brutal. It started 
to drizzle as the road wound farther into the sky. By the time 
we pedaled into the beautiful campsite, we were too tired to 
enjoy it. That is until we heard the sounds of bike wheels and 
Scottish accents in the distance. Acting on a burst of energy, 
we walked down to meet our not-yet friends. We chatted a 
bit, scrummaged for a few extra dollars to pay for the sites 
together, and hung their food with ours after they told us 
they were planning to sleep with it in their tent.

In the morning, we said our goodbyes — again — this time 
believing it was for real. They were headed south of Glacier 
National Park, we were heading through it.

Over the next week, Bailey and I took our first day off with 
friends in Whitefish, pedaled through the snow into Glacier, 
climbed up the extraordinary Going-to-the-Sun Road, 
spotted our first bears, rode through a border crossing into 
Canada, and experienced our first piercing crosswinds (or 
side winds as we liked to call them) into Cutbank, Montana.

Out of Cutbank, we rode our first century: 115 miles 
through the blistering heat across the Hi-Line. We’d 
planned to stop around mile 80, but when we arrived, we felt 
uncomfortable with the camping options. And so, with just a 
few hours of daylight left, we filled our bellies with grocery-
store bagels and avocado, and put our butts back on our bikes. 
The next campsite wasn’t for another 35 miles.

We took turns feeling sorry for ourselves and captaining 
the positivity train — a rhythm we were grateful came so 
naturally to us as pedaling partners.

As we turned down the dirt road that led to the B&B we 
were going to camp outside of in Dodson, Montana, my eyes 
settled on an oddly familiar site: a long, gray, anteater-like tent. 
A huge smile spread across my face. “It’s Liz and Duncan!” I 
shouted to Bailey. We couldn’t believe our eyes. We’d split ways 
over a week earlier, traversed completely different terrain at 
different speeds and with changing plans. Crossing paths again 
felt like sweet serendipity — a phenomenon we were learning 
to love about bike touring.

In the morning, we exchanged stories over breakfast in 
the B&B, soaking in the air conditioning and other-than-
oatmeal breakfast. It meant we’d get a late start on a hot day, 
but at the time it felt worth it.

Again, we said our goodbyes — laughing this time as we 
wondered whether it would actually be the last.

That day, Bailey and I made it about half the distance 
we were intending. We’d dreamed about making it to a 
Warmshowers host in Glasgow, but by 2 pm we began to 
accept that the heat and headwinds had other plans for us.

After a surprisingly magical night in Hinsdale, saved by 
a local angel named Carol, we hopped on our bikes early, 
determined to beat the heat. We had just 30 miles to ride. A 
distance that after 115, felt like a warm-up.

As we rounded the bend, before the town, Bailey stopped 
suddenly in front of me. I slammed on my brakes, unsure 
of why were stopping. My eyes followed her hands as she 
leaned down to the ground to pick something up. And then I 
understood. It was a Scottish flag. Liz and Duncan’s Scottish 
flag. Our hearts and minds began to race. Were they okay? 
How had they gotten in front of us? They were planning on 
riding many fewer miles per day.

We picked up the flag and carried it with us to Glasgow. 
We were determined to find them, make sure they were okay, 
and return their memento. Luckily, we’d exchanged email 
addresses at the B&B.

At a sweet little coffee shop in Glasgow, I opened my email 
with the intention of writing a note to Liz and Duncan. But 
they’d beat me to the punch:

Hi Rachel,
Good the email is working. We reached Glasgow very late last 
night but on the back of a pickup from two miles outside Saco 
where we were going to camp. The heat and the hills were 
making us slow and we had three punctures within an hour. We 
ran out of inner tubes and could not find the puncture hole. It 
was 7.30 and we ran out of water so we flagged down a pickup. 
The couple came from Glasgow and offered us a lift right 
through so we took it. Stayed in the Cottonwood hotel and will 
stay tonight to sort out the bike and put a new tire on. Hope you 
made it ok in that heat. We had a beer with a British cyclist who 
had done 130 miles and looked fresh. What are we doing wrong?
Liz and Duncan

“Wahooo!” I thought. “They were okay!” I quickly 
responded, letting them know we’d found their flag and 
asking if they wanted to meet at a brewery to grab a drink. 
They agreed, saying they hadn’t realized they’d dropped it. 
They asked if we’d hung on to it.

The brewery would not, in fact, be the last time we saw 
Liz and Duncan, though that day seemed to cement our 
status as friends. Each time we left them on the road, we’d 
say goodbye and hug a little harder wondering if this time, 
it was for good. Friends on the road are not meant to be 
forever, after all. It’s their serendipity, not their longevity 
that makes them so magical.

P.S. We still keep in touch every so often with Liz and 
Duncan over email, exchanging memories and sharing 
cycling dreams. Scotland is definitely top on our list.  

Rachel Rosenbaum is a Design Researcher living in Detroit, Michigan. She spends 
as much time as possible on her bike, whether on daily commutes or longer tours. 
Follow adventures like this one on Instagram at @RachelsOnTheRoad.

When we asked where they were headed, 
they said they were riding until their asses 
and legs couldn’t take it anymore. We 
laughed. They were serious. 
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Somewhere in western Greece, the spokes on my back 
wheel started to break. The first one snapped without 
my noticing, and the light chime it made swiping the 

chainstay took 30 minutes to auger into my awareness as 
the harbinger of annoyance and detour it was. I stopped and 
squeezed each spoke for tension and felt a billowing sense of 
doom when the bad one gave. 

It didn’t take long to realize my mistake. At the bike shop 
in Athens a few days earlier, I had insisted on a steel rim 
and didn’t reconsider when the shop owner retreated to the 
basement to dig around. What he came up with was 40 years 
old and, it would turn out, as brittle as phyllo. “Vintage,” he 
said, charging me extra.

This trip, a solo bike ride across central and eastern 
Europe, denied me any chance to share blame when things 
went wrong. Six weeks after starting in Berlin, I’d made more 

mistakes than I could count. I’d ripped myself multiple new 
ones and salted many kilometers with hissed, obscene self-
recriminations. 

I pedaled as gingerly as I could with the broken spoke 
and prayed to the God of Flat-Bed Pickup Trucks. But after 
about 10 minutes, I saw a cyclist cresting a hill, earbuds in, 
pumping a carbon-fiber racing bike. He looked determined 
not to acknowledge me beyond a brusque dip of his futuristic 
helmet, but I waved him to a stop. 

I wore iridescent blue Spandex dance shorts, a tortured 
pair of old running shoes, and straddled a 14-speed Giant 
road bike older than he was. He wasn’t eager to engage until 
I spoke to him in English. He perked up, told me his name 
was Panos, and asked where I was headed. The sodden 
printer paper I pulled from my handlebar bag was folded in 
quarters and more closely resembled a used bandage than a 

Steel Reserve
STORY BY IZAAK OPATZ  |  ILLUSTRATION BY SAMANTHA MASH
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map. The ink had bled through, deltas and kappas melting 
across unmarked rivers and roads. I tried to show him where 
I thought I was, but his pity kicked in before I could finish.

He’d gone far enough for the day, he said, so he could turn 
around and help me. His coach owned a bike shop in nearby 
Agrinio and he’d lead me there. Plus, he needed to practice 
his English. 

As we rode, he told me he was 16 and training for a road 
race. If he could earn a place among the top three amateur 
riders in the country over the next two years, he’d be given a 
10 percent bonus on his entrance exam to Greece’s air force 
academy. He wanted to be a pilot. 

His foresight was impressive. On our way back, he 
asked if I wanted to ride in the road to avoid the glass on 
the shoulder, but I shrugged him off. When I got a flat, he 
neglected to gloat, but I could almost hear him thinking, 
How did this guy manage to get this far? 

When we reached Agrinio, I followed Panos through a 
maze of side streets to the bike shop. He hopped the curb 
and rode through the front door. His coach quickly and ably 
got to work replacing my broken spoke. 

Panos, another mechanic or two, and some jovial bike shop 
loafers made a comfortable cadre, and I relaxed as they asked 
me about my trip and chatted among themselves. I used the 
bathroom, refilled my water bottles, and enjoyed the warmth 
and orderliness inside the shop. It was dark outside and had 
started to rain. I reveled in a fuzzy sense of accomplishment 
and safety, feeling another mistake metabolize into memory. 

When he finished, the mechanic charged me a negligible 
five euros for the job and threw in some extra spokes in case 
I broke more, which he seemed certain I would. I shook 
hands all around and pushed off into the rain. 

The steel rim held for another day and a half. The 
next time, feeling the spoke snap on a pedal stroke, I was 
reminded of losing a tooth as a kid. Then another one 
broke, and another one. I hopped off before the wheel failed 
completely and, after groaning into my fist for about five 
minutes, stuck out my thumb. 

A couple of Germans gave me a ride to Igoumenitsa, a 
port town in northwest Greece. I had weighed the idea of 
continuing north into Albania, but it was Friday evening, 
and any bike shops were already closed. After eating dinner 
with a cyclist who was getting on a ferry that night for Italy, 
I decided I couldn’t bear to sit around waiting for the bike 
shops to open on Monday. Italy it was. 

In Brindisi, I had my lucky steel rim fixed again. I hadn’t 
counted on ending up in Italy or made any plans to be there, 
so I asked the mechanic where I should go. He said Lecce, 30 
miles south, was pretty. 

Just as I rolled into Lecce, another spoke snapped. Lacking 
a phone, I began to introduce myself to the locals, asking for 
directions to the nearest bike shop. After a few busier shops 
passed me off, I made it to Massimo’s, a one-man affair run by 
a sour, efficient mechanic who would hardly meet my eye. I 
bought an area map while he fixed the spoke and asked him, 

in high school Spanish, the safest way to get out of town on a 
bike. Rather than try to speak to me, he leaned out the door 
and waved down a neighbor chatting on the sidewalk. 

Adriano was an architecture professor in town and spoke 
a little English. I pointed to a park on the map where I 
planned to camp that night. A stricken look crossed his face 
and he told me it would be too dangerous to go in the dark. 
Ah, it’s fine, I said. He said I could stay with him. Ah, it’s fine, I 
said, but I was already wilting. It was dark, I was hungry, and 
the spoke crises had tired me out. He practically prodded me 
into his garage, and I let him. 

An hour later, I was showered, eating a mushroom pizza, 
and watching old home videos on VHS with Adriano’s family. 
His wife Marcella poured me wine and pushed a slice of cake 
in front of me. To have slipped so suddenly from grimy dirtbag 
to sheltered guest sent me into a fugue state of contentedness. 

The next day, I decided to test my luck on a day trip. I 
packed a pannier and rode from Lecce to the tip of Italy’s 
boot heel, where the Ionian and Adriatic seas merge. It was a 
great ride along an empty, gorgeous coastline but took longer 
than I had anticipated, and it was evening by the time I 

turned around. I had bitten 
off more boot than I could 
chew. 

About halfway back, a 
spoke broke. I rode a while 
longer, panting expletives 
at myself, until another 
one snapped and the wheel 
suddenly warped into a 
helix, jamming me to a halt. 
It was dark by then, raining, 
and I was still 30 kilometers 
from Lecce. I had no way to 

get a hold of Adriano and Marcella, and the back tire was so 
warped that I couldn’t even push the bike. I hoisted it onto my 
shoulder and walked the few kilometers to the nearest town. 

Luckily, there was a train to Lecce in 30 minutes, enough 
time for me to inhale a panini and swill a cold Peroni, 
the best I’d ever had. When I finally got to Adriano and 
Marcella’s apartment building, I reached for the buzzer. 
Before I could push it, Marcella was there, swinging open 
the door and ushering me in, relief flooding her face. Adriano 
appeared at the top of the stairs in his bathrobe, telephone in 
hand, mid-call to the police. 

That was it for the wheel. I let Massimo replace it with a 
new aluminum rim and didn’t have any mechanical issues 
for the rest of the trip. But I’ll be forever grateful to the lucky 
steel wheel for introducing me to Panos, putting me on a boat 
to Italy, and leading me to my surrogate Italian family.  

Izaak Opatz is a musician and leatherworker from Missoula, Montana. He’s 
currently this magazine’s intern and pursuing a master’s degree in journalism. He 
left a bike in Italy eight years ago and plans to reunite with it soon. Find his music 
and leatherwork at izaakopatz.com.

The ink had bled 
through, deltas and 
kappas melting across 
unmarked rivers and 
roads. I tried to show 
him where I thought 
I was, but his pity 
kicked in before I 
could finish.
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I
n 2019, I rode from Miami to Key West with my sister, 
brother, and 15-year-old niece. My brother and his 
daughter were new to cycling, but I lured them in 
with the prospect of a great adventure. My sister had 

been cycling for a few years and needed no persuading. All 
three of them have a fear of heights — a family trait that, 
thankfully, had skipped me. 

I’d chosen this ride because you can’t get flatter than 
Florida, and when you plan a ride for newbies, flat helps 
sell the idea. I hoped the trip would be easy and fun, but I 
didn’t consider the number of bridges in the Keys and what 
crossing them would involve for people who don’t like to 
look down. 

With a little research, we determined that most of the 
42 bridges we’d have to cross were low and flat. “We’ll just 
deal with them,” said my sister, but she worried two of them 

would present bigger challenges. The first came on Day 
One when we reached the Card Sound, which separates the 
mainland from Key Largo. We stopped for a quick lunch of 
fried conch and a beer while the acrophobes wrapped their 
heads around the mountain of road rising up like a great wall 
between us and the magic of the Keys beyond. 

In order of severity, my sister’s fear is by far the worst. 
She avoids climbing anything as high as her attic ladder. I’d 
describe my brother as nervous about heights rather than 
phobic, and my niece ranks somewhere in between. 

To cross that first bridge, we assigned teams. I would ride 
with my sister and my brother would ride with his daughter. 
It’s not a long bridge, but it’s 65 feet tall in the middle, 
has no shoulder, walkway, or other accommodations for 
nonvehicular traffic, and the railing opens at the bottom, 
exposing a horrifying sliver of the distant water below. 

Forty-Two Bridges
STORY BY DEB WERRLEIN  |  ILLUSTRATION BY YUKE LI
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I told our crew we would ride in pairs and take the whole 
road to prevent traffic from passing us. My brother and I 
would ride on the outside so my sister and niece could stay as 
far from the railing as possible. 

We pedaled onto the bridge at a good pace, but halfway 
up, the incline proved steeper than it looked, and we slowed 
considerably. As my brother and niece fell behind, I stayed 
with my sister. Someone once told her that singing can 
ward off panic, so she frantically 
belted out “Yankee Doodle” as we 
pedaled. She’s never been known 
for her singing voice, and it didn’t 
improve when it turned screechy 
and hysterical in the crosswind that 
caught us at the top. I could feel the 
bridge swaying and thumping under 
the weight of the northbound traffic. 
Still, I took a second to appreciate 
my first real view of the Keys and 
marveled at how their blue-green 
water glowed like Easter egg dye in 
a bowl. I took it all in to a chorus of 
“and called it macaroni!” 

My sister relaxed once we began our descent. We 
pedaled off the bridge and coasted until we found a safe 
place to pull over and regroup. When I dismounted and 
turned around, I expected to see my brother and his 
daughter, but they weren’t there. I didn’t know that their 
first hill with loaded bikes had overwhelmed them. They’d 
gotten off to walk, which, my brother later explained, only 
heightened their feelings of instability as the road swayed 
and rumbled under their feet. 

My sister and I stared at the top of that bridge, willing them 
to appear. “C’mon, c’mon, c’mon,” I whispered. If they couldn’t 
get over, what would that mean for the rest of the trip? 

And then, there they were, two small blotches on the tippy 
top. My sister and I threw our fists in the air and screamed 
with joy. We watched as they remounted their bikes and 
pedaled over the crest, taking the whole road to cruise down 
to the Key side of the sound with a long line of traffic trailing 
behind. As they descended, I jumped and cheered loudly, 
tears springing to my eyes. When they caught up with us, 
we all hugged for an adrenaline-induced laugh-cry before 
hopping back on our bikes so my sister and niece could ride 
the jitters out of their knees. 

We had two days to enjoy that victory before facing the 
next big hurdle: the Seven Mile Bridge. This bridge is flat 
except for one section that also rises to 65 feet. If you’re not 
afraid of heights, crossing presents a thrilling prospect: ride 
for seven miles over expansive emerald water under an arc of 
blue sky and feel the magic. But for the person who’s afraid 

to climb a ladder, magic does not come to mind. How would 
my sister and niece control their fear for seven long miles 
with a drop to the water on one side, heavy traffic on the 
other, and another 65-foot hump looming out front? 

It didn’t help that many folks we met on the trip regaled 
us with warnings about the dangers of this crossing. One 
happy storyteller called the bridge a “death trap,” and 
another suggested we’d never get four bikes across without at 
least one flat tire because of all the shoulder debris. 

The day we planned to cross, my brother emerged from 
his tent rubbing a stiff neck. Worry about what he’d gotten 
his daughter into had kept him up all night. Over breakfast, 
we revised our original crossing strategy. This time, we’d 
ride single file on the shoulder and my sister would lead so 
she could pedal herself to safety as quickly as possible. She 
worried that if one of us stopped in front of her, she would 
panic. My brother and his daughter would go next, and I 
would ride in back so I could perform any quick tire changes 
if the warnings about debris proved true. 

Just before crossing, we stopped for a “scared selfie” and a 
high-five. Then my sister zoomed off, already singing “Yankee 
Doodle.” The rest of us followed. Within a quarter mile, my 
niece and I saw an iguana on the shoulder trying to climb 
the Jersey wall. My niece hopes to become an exotic animal 
veterinarian someday, and she yelled over her shoulder, “Oh 
no, poor thing!” At that moment, I knew she would be just 
fine. If she could worry about the iguana, she wasn’t worrying 
about herself. Maybe she would even enjoy it. 

Like every other day of the trip, we had a tailwind that 
day, so we sailed on a westward gale at over 20 mph — quite 
a clip for a novice teen cyclist on a fully loaded hybrid. The 
wind was so strong I hardly pedaled.

Meanwhile, the 65-foot hump approached quickly. This 
time, my niece had no trouble climbing. She was more 
prepared and less afraid; plus, the tailwind propelled us 
straight to the top where it scooped us up and slung us down 
the other side. “We’re flying!” I yelled. 

My niece hollered, “I knooow!”
When we reached land again, I realized I’d been smiling 

so hard my lips were stuck to my teeth. We’d crossed in 20 
minutes. Euphoria electrified all of us, and I felt so proud 
of my sister and niece I thought confetti might shoot out of 
my ears. 

The trip ended two days later in Key West. We’d kept 
count of interesting things along the 180-mile route — one 
aggregation of manatees, two leaky tents, one five-pound bag 
of gorp, three drunk campers, one crocodile — but the best 
by far and the greatest source of pride: 42 bridges.  

Deb Werrlein is a freelance writer and editor located in northern Virginia. When 
she should be working, she’s almost always daydreaming about the next bike tour.

When we 
reached 

land again, I 
realized I’d 

been smiling 
so hard my lips 

were stuck to 
my teeth.
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I
laid my bike down in the debris-strewn shoulder of 
MEX-1 and hopped into the grassy ditch lining the 
road in search of a cardboard scrap. Back at my bike, I 
dug into my stuffed framebag and pulled out the red-

tinted Chapstick I’d bought in some small town a ways back. 
I scrawled NORTE in big letters. Wearing a long dress I’d 
picked up earlier that day to give the illusion of clean, I stood 
up, faced oncoming traffic, and stuck out my thumb. 

After six weeks of Baja bliss, my travel companion Adam 
and I begrudgingly turned our attention back toward home.

It was about 4:00 pm, and we were feeling doubt creep in 
that we’d be able to catch a hitch so late in the day. Golden 
light bathed the dusty highway as 18-wheelers barreled 
through Loreto, Baja California, Mexico. Our hearts leapt 
with a bittersweet pang when one finally slowed and pulled 
off the road 100 yards ahead of us. We were relieved for the 
lift but disheartened that our bike tour was coming to an end.

I let Adam do the talking. Even though I’d been laboring 
to cement as much Spanish as I could in my brain for the past 
month and a half, Adam was at a joke-making, conversational 
level of fluency. He explained to the truck driver that we 
were headed to the border. The truck driver nodded and 
told us he could take us all the way to Tijuana, happy for the 

company. He threw open the roll door and helped us lift our 
loaded mountain bikes into the cargo space, surrounded by 
mountains of tomatoes. 

When we piled into the cab of the truck, Adam took the 
passenger seat and I scooted back on the built-in twin bed 
with my tattered copy of 100 Years of Solitude. As the truck 
engine roared to life and we puttered forward, I listened to 
the men up front chattering away in Spanish. I’d hitchhiked 
plenty before, but usually for shorter distances in the beds 
of pickup trucks. I peered around the sleeping quarters with 
fascination as I gathered information about a lifestyle I knew 
absolutely nothing about.

They say you learn a great deal of wisdom on every bike 
tour, and in my experience, hitchhiking is included.

An hour north of Loreto, I felt the truck slow as we 
turned off the highway and into a dirt lot in front of a small 
restaurant called Las Palmas. I recognized it as a spot we 
had stopped for breakfast with the rest of our touring 
companions about 300 miles back on the Baja Divide. We 
laughed at how quickly we reached the restaurant in a vehicle 
on the highway compared to the serpentine dirt roads we’d 
been weaving down as we pedaled across Baja. We graciously 
paid for our new friend’s dinner and loaded back into the cab.

Roll with the Punches, Go with the Flow
STORY BY ALLY MABRY  |  ILLUSTRATION BY DANIEL MRGAN
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About an hour later, Adam relayed to me that we’d be 
stopping at a checkpoint momentarily. The driver shuffled 
through some papers on the dash, selected one, and bounced 
out of the cab. This happened several times during our trip up 
the highway — lots of checkpoints and presenting of papers.

It seemed a bit too early for a checkpoint stop the next 
time I felt the truck turn off the road. The sun had just 
dipped beneath the horizon and, after putting the truck 
in park, the driver turned and rummaged through his 
belongings scattered on the small shelving unit next to me. 
He became frustrated, even a little panicked, and started 
speaking rapidly to Adam and me.

Between words I didn’t catch, I heard, “Una bolsita? Una 
bolsita?!”

“He’s looking for a little bag,” Adam said to me.
An expression equivalent to a shoulder shrug distorted 

my face. I began to sense that the man worried we’d taken 
something important from him.

After a few more minutes of searching, our friend located 
his misplaced bolsita and sat down on the bed next to me. 
Understanding that we didn’t share a common language, he 
smiled and nodded at me as he reached into one of the shelves 
and retrieved a cloudy lightbulb. He flicked a lighter open 
and brought the lightbulb to his lips as if it were a pipe — a 
trick I had certainly never witnessed before. Our thighs were 
touching as he took a couple puffs and exhaled the mystery 
smoke into the cab. I shielded my nose and mouth by pressing 
my open copy of 100 Years of Solitude to my face, wide-eyed 
as I searched for calmness in Adam’s face. What have we gotten 
ourselves into? I asked myself, fighting off fear and regret.

Friendship and trust somewhat restored, he and Adam 
faced the road once again, and I was rocked to sleep by their 
melodic chatter and the rumbling of the truck.

The next time the driver exited the cab to present papers 
at a checkpoint, Adam translated a conversation they’d been 
having about the mysterious bolsita. “He said it’s somewhat 
common for truck drivers to carry a small bit of drugs to help 
them stay awake as they drive up and down the peninsula 
— and they don’t get in trouble for it if it’s a small enough 
amount. It’s how he’s able to make this 13-hour drive in one 
go.” Accepting this, I added the tidbit to my small but growing 
list of knowledge about long-haul truckers.

When our friend returned, Adam and I switched seats so 
he could get some sleep in the back. Ten minutes of awkward 
silence later, I pointed to the radio and said the only thing I 
could come up with: “¿Tienes ‘La Bamba?’” He laughed, obviously 
not understanding my request to listen to “La Bamba.”

Instead, he pointed out the window into tenebrous 
darkness and said, “¡Mira las vacas!” I noticed the hefty black 
lumps on either side of the road hurtling past the truck like 
comets as we flew down the twisty cliffside highway. Our 
headlights illuminated the absence of fencing to contain the 
cows. I checked his speedometer: 100 kilometers an hour.

Holy shit, this is how we die.
Distracting myself from certain death, I looked up at the 

multitude of stars sprayed across the pitch-black sky. Many 

things about Baja are magical, and the stars near the top 
of the list for me. Counting shooting stars and concocting 
imaginary constellations was like a nightly Netflix routine as 
we cozied up in our sleeping bags without tents. I’ve seldom 
been in a place where so many stars were crisply visible.

The driver’s voice brought me back to the present. Taking 
his eyes off the road and directing them to me, he asked 
something I didn’t understand. He held his hand near his jaw 
and made a dancing motion in his seat, then pointed to the 
small aisle between our seats. Sensing my confusion, he put 
his hand on my bare knee, sliding it towards the outside of my 
thigh. He wants me to stand up and sexy dance for him? As we speed 
down this treacherous, cow-dotted highway in the middle of the night?! 
Spanish wasn’t the only language we didn’t have in common.

I jerked my knee away from his hand and told him, “No,” 
sternly, followed by an involuntary disarming laugh. It 
astonishes me how incapable I am of standing up for myself 
in situations like these. My insides grew 
hot and my outsides felt paralyzed.

Attempting to further communicate my 
discomfort with body language, I turned 
away and shifted my posture as far into 
the cab door as I could. This unexpected 
threat spun me into a search for a new 
plan. I heard Adam’s soft snores floating 
through the drawn curtain that separated 
us. When a long row of bright streetlights appeared, I squinted 
through the window to see where we were. I quickly recognized 
Vicente Guerrero, a town we’d spent a rest day in weeks before.

The driver pulled over at yet another checkpoint. Once he 
was out of earshot, I pulled back the curtain and roused Adam. 
“Dude touched my leg and I’m not feeling comfortable anymore 
— what do we do?” Without needing further explanation, Adam 
expressed mild disappointment and offered, “I’ll tell him we 
have friends staying here and they’ve offered to host us for the 
night.” Desperate for any decent excuse, I agreed.

When the driver reentered the cab, Adam held up his flip 
phone and delivered our story. Dejected, the man’s shoulders 
slumped, and without a word, he led us back to our bicycles 
and the tomatoes. Once we had our bikes, he held a hand up 
as goodbye, climbed back into the truck, and disappeared 
down MEX-1.

Bummed about such a weird hitchhiking experience, we 
rode to a familiar motel and booked a room.

As I sank into the safety of the bed and sorted through my 
maze of thoughts, I flipped back to something I wrote in my 
journal preceding the tour: Just calm down, breathe slowly, and 
go with the flow, Ally. It will take you where you need to be. Our 
bike tour may have felt over as we watched the truck pull 
over that evening, but with 170 miles left to reach the border, 
we’d have to wait until tomorrow to see where else the flow 
would take us.  

Adventure Cyclist Art Director Ally Mabry rode most of the way down the Baja 
Divide in 2017 with a throng of strangers-turned-friends. This is only one of her 
spicy hitchhiking stories from that tour.

I checked his 
speedometer: 
100 kilometers 
an hour. Holy 
shit, this is 
how we die.
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BY BIKE WHEREEAST MEETS WEST

BY BIKE WHEREEAST MEETS WEST
FINDING ENDLESS KINDNESS IN ARMENIA

Words and photos by NIKKI ELLMAN and JANA ZANETTO

he white van that had been slowly following us finally passed and 
then stopped, blocking our way forward. Two women in our 50s on 
a desolate road in rural Armenia, we braced ourselves, ready to jump 
off our bikes and use them as shields to defend ourselves if necessary. 

Two men in their late 20s exited the van and came straight toward us as we tensed. 
“Kopi? Cold kopi?” one asked as they proffered two cans of chilled and sweetened 
coffee! They had stopped just to offer us something to drink, a welcome gesture 
on a lonely road where we’d seen no human shelter or shop and few vehicles in 
more than two hours. After we expressed our heartfelt thanks, they drove away.

This kind gesture was one of many such acts of generosity we received in the 
three weeks that we toured almost the entire length and breadth of this small, 
landlocked country between Turkey and Azerbaijan, with Iran to the south and 
Georgia to the north. Jana had first read about Armenia in a 2005 travel article in our 
local newspaper that reported on Armenia’s ancient vank’ery, monasteries dating 
back to the Dark Ages. Jana immediately called her usual touring partner, Nikki.

T
bva
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This photo: Jana cycling 
in the outskirts of Dilijan. 
Below left: Donkeys are 
still used for cargo — and 
people! Below right: Arpa 
River Gorge near Jermuk.



26     ADVENTURE CYCLIST    au gu s t/s e p t em b e r 2022

off to meet Helena, 
the woman to whom 
we were passing the 
$3,200 that Jana 
had been carrying 
in a money belt. We 
were desperate to 
get that money off 
us and passed on 
to her. We met her 
at a hotel where 
she was attending a 
conference, and after 
the pass-off we felt 
much lighter and 
freer. With promises 
to visit her in Gyumri, 
we went back to the 
hostel to crash.

Over the next 
few days, we faced 
certain death 
crossing Yerevan’s 
wide boulevards 
in chaotic traffic. However, when 
we cycled with Komitas into the 
countryside, we found the main road 
much less busy. We scored addresses 
from all around Armenia from Peace 
Corps volunteers who came to Yerevan 
for a training course and were housed 
at our hostel. (And we gratefully used a 
couple of them later on our trip in parts 
of the country with no tourist lodging.) 
We met up again with Miriam and 
her sister Lilit for guided tours around 
Yerevan’s sites and had a lovely dinner 
of typical Armenian cuisine at their 
home prepared by their mother Gohar. 
With promises to meet again at the end 
of our three weeks, we left their home 
with the knowledge that our real trip 
would start the following day.

O ur first day out started very 
early so that we could avoid 
the worst of Yerevan’s snarled 

and crazy traffic. No more than two 
hours out, we were passed by a group of 
cyclists whose shirts announced them 

and left much of it ruined. Thanks to 
the generosity of fellow ESL instructors 
and others, we collected over $3,000 
to take to Helena, director of Ajakits 
(Helping Hands), the Armenian charity 
group running the shelter.

We took off in July 2006, a long 
flight from the U.S. to Germany to 
Vienna and finally to Yerevan. We 
mustered our last bit of energy to 
drag our panniers and bike boxes to 
the airport exit doors, where a young 
woman held a sign with our names! 
It was Miriam, the cousin of our 
Armenian-American colleague Armen. 
She and her brother grabbed our bike 
boxes and panniers, loaded everything 
and us into their sedan and, after a 
whirlwind half hour of conversation 
and blurring scenery, dropped us at 
Armenia’s one and only youth hostel, 
promising to call us to make plans for a 
meeting soon. 

Envoy Hostel was a godsend for us: 
it had English-speaking staff who were 
patient and happy to help, comfy beds, 
and a good location in a quiet area of 
busy, stinky, loud Yerevan. At that time, 
almost everyone there spoke Russian 
as a second language, but since the 
Soviet Union crumbled in 1991, English 
had started to replace Russian as the 
foreign language to learn. We had both 

taken a Russian course 
for some basics and had 
an Armenian phrase book 
(and were both good at 
charades), but getting 
to speak in our fluent 
language amid the chaos 
of an unfamiliar country 
was a grounding comfort. 
After barely time to wash 
our faces, we had to run 

Geghard 
Monastery 
near Yerevan.

Jana rests 
roadside in 
southern 
Armenia.

“Let’s bike tour in Armenia!” Jana 
suggested.

“Great!” Nikki replied without 
hesitation. “Where’s Armenia?”

In the weeks that followed that first 
conversation in 2005, we started to learn 
more about this mysterious country 
far off the tourist radar. The more 
we learned, the more our adventure-
seeking souls responded. Our local San 
Francisco art house cinema screened 
an Armenian movie called Lemon Vodka, 
largely to a small audience of Armenians 
who laughed uproariously at the absurd 
scenarios of pedestrians, horse carts, and 
old jalopy-style cars all stopping at the 
roadside vodka stand. Fortunately, the 
reality of Armenia was nothing at all like 
that silly comedy. We found copies of the 
Lonely Planet guide Georgia, Armenia, 
& Azerbaijan — its many photographs 
seducing us even more. Nikki placed 
an ad in Adventure Cyclist asking for 
help from anyone who could offer us 
information or assistance in planning 
our summer 2006 bike tour. Not more 
than a week after seeing that ad in 
the new issue, we were contacted by 
Komitas, an Armenian who provided lots 
of ideas about where to go and offered to 
meet us in the capital, Yerevan, to take 
us out cycling when we arrived.

A community college ESL colleague 
had family in Yerevan, and she offered 
to put us in contact with them. Another 
colleague connected us to a women’s 
activist group called Crabgrass, which 
was sponsoring a women’s shelter in 
Gyumri, a town in western Armenia 
devastated by the 6.8 magnitude 1998 
earthquake, which killed 25,000 people 

“Let’s bike tour in Armenia!” Jana 
suggested.

“Great!” Nikki replied without 
hesitation. “Where’s Armenia?”
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as Armenia’s national cycling team! It was reassuring to see 
fellow cyclists on the road. Little did we know that except 
for one or two broken-down bicycles, those were the only 
bicycles and cyclists we would see in our entire three weeks. 
We were pleasantly surprised by the good road surface, which 
we found out later was a gift to Armenia from Kirk Kerkorian, 
a Las Vegas casino tycoon of Armenian descent. And we 
were startled by the loud and crazy car and truck horns that 
sometimes sounded like sirens and at other times resembled a 
circus clown’s awooga.

Later, the afternoon heat found us pedaling halfway up 
Armenia’s highest mountain, Mount Aragats, to Byurakan, 
a stone village with a guesthouse near Armenia’s only 
observatory. After checking into the simple but comfy Pine 
Tree House (trees were rare in most places, but Byurakan 
was green), we accepted the owners’ invitation to a simple 
but filling dinner in their kitchen, followed by a guided visit 
of the observatory. While the observatory itself was not that 
impressive, the owners’ warm welcome made us comfortable, 
and the scenery and cycling in the mountains was a great 
improvement from our previous hours riding on the plains — 
which proved true for our entire trip.

After the typical breakfast of bread, fruit, jam, yogurt, 
cheese, and coffee the next morning, we were game to continue 
riding along Aragat’s shoulder to Talin and then on to Gyumri, 
where Helena hosted us. We took a drive to the countryside 
for a picnic and took a tour of the city. We spent two full days 
in Gyumri, visiting the shelter and meeting a few women there 
who had been abused by their husbands or partners. One had 
visible scars from cigarette burns all over her arms. 

The next morning, we pushed on to the next mountain 
pass, where we visited a cemetery with life-sized etchings 

Armenia
NUTS & BOLTS

GETTING THERE
There are currently no nonstop flights from either coast to Yerevan; 
a one-stop flight will be pricier, with options from the Star Alliance 
network (United or Lufthansa and Austrian or Qatar Air). Two-stop 
flights are more plentiful and cheaper. 

Flights to Armenia arrive in Zvartnots airport, 12 kilometers from Yerevan. 
The Airport Express mini-bus makes the trip to the city center in 30–45 
minutes for about 300 AMD (about 75 cents). A taxi is generally about 
5,000 AMD for a 20-minute ride. Currently 1,000 AMD is about $2.00.

WHEN TO GO 
Mild temperatures and wildflowers make spring a good time to visit, 
while autumn offers more stable weather and less rain. Summer is very 
hot in the south, with summer temps in Yerevan topping 100°F for days 
at a time. Winter is quite cold and not recommended.

WHERE TO STAY AND EAT
Many options exist in Armenia now, from nicer hotels (Marriott, Holiday 
Inn) to smaller hotels, guesthouses, Airbnbs and hostels. Envoy Hostel 
($12/night and up), where we stayed, is still highly recommended, as are 
Yellow Fox and Kantar hostels, roughly in the same price range.

Restaurants abound in Yerevan, where a variety of cuisine types and 
choices are offered. In smaller towns, the choices are more limited, but 
the food is generally healthy and tasty, and often by default organic. 
Vegetarians and vegans will have little problem tailoring their meals to 
fit their diets. For meat eaters, restaurants offering khoravats (barbecue) 
are widespread and recommended. Also, according to a 2019 Forbes 
magazine article, Armenian wine is good and improving year by year, but 
we were generally served sweet red wines, so ask before ordering.

For travel farther afield, use of an updated travel guide is highly 
recommended. Lonely Planet just published the 2022 Guide to Georgia, 
Armenia, and Azerbaijan. Two other popular guides seem to be 
Armenia Bradt Travel Guide (2019) and Armenia Travel Guide (2020) by 
Maria Asatryan.

The website wildarmenia.com offers a complete guide to camping  
in Armenia.

BIKE ROUTES AND RENTALS/REPAIRS
Internet searches now show bike stores and repair shops in 
Yerevan. A great site offering lots of good routes in Armenia is 
cyclingarmenia.com. Another good site for identifying bike routes 
and also for renting a bike in Armenia is araratour.com. Outside of 
Yerevan, rentals and repairs decrease considerably.

GETTING AROUND WHEN NOT CYCLING
Marshrutkas (minivans) are the main public transport and very 
reasonable. Enterprise, Europcar, and Hertz rent cars at Zvartnots 
airport, and taxis can be a good way to transport bikes for sketchy or 
uninteresting stretches.

COMMUNICATING
When we were bike touring in 2006, English was not generally spoken, 
so our basic Russian was quite helpful. Today many Armenians have 
a basic command of English, especially younger people, so touring is 
possible using only English (with occasional charades). 

VISITING TATEV 
Riding the challenging route to Tatev was a highlight of our trip in Armenia, 
as it demanded both strength and excellent bike handling, as well as 
leading us to an amazing ninth-century building in a unique location. Today 
visitors may take the world’s longest aerial tramway, Wings of Tatev, to 
make the crossing of the deep Voratan River Gorge to Tatev.
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mountain and stay in the hot and 
unpleasant town below; plus, we needed 
time to explore the vank (monastery). 
Finally, an elderly woman who looked 
to be the oldest in the group motioned 
to us, indicating that we could stay with 
her. Younger people were more likely 
to speak Russian than older folks, so 
our common language was gestures and 
goodwill. We followed her to a long, 
narrow flight of stone steps — ones 
that would have been a challenge to 
carry even unloaded bikes down. Those 
steep steps plus the uncertainty of the 
accommodations left us wary. Smiling 
and thanking her, we decided to hope 
for the best as we continued pedaling 
our bikes to the top of the village and 

of the deceased atop every tomb. This 
mountain pass offered trees and cooler 
air, with little traffic, lovely scenery, 
and negligible pollution. At the summit, 
we almost didn’t want to descend into 
the next hot, smoggy valley. Although 
the large town in the valley, leafy 
Vanadzor, was more pleasant, it still 
lacked the charm or interest to make 
us linger, so at the road intersection, 
we turned north for some hours to 
reach one of Armenia’s 
most famous monasteries, 
Haghpat. Armenia, despite 
being surrounded by Muslim 
countries, is the world’s oldest 
Christian country, having 
converted in A.D. 301.

Leaving the main road at 
Alaverdi, we pedaled up a 
long, steep hill to the lip of 
Debed Canyon in order to 
reach the Haghpat Monastery, 
a UNESCO World Heritage 
Site. But before exploring 
the monastery, we were hoping to 
secure a room for the night in the tiny 
village’s only guesthouse listed in our 
Lonely Planet. We asked a few people 
as we pedaled our way up through the 
village, but no one seemed to know 
where it was. When we got to the main 
square, a woman asked us what we were 
looking for, and after mentioning the 
guesthouse, a crowd of village women 
gathered to gawk at the two foreign 
women cyclists — but then, after gazing 
their fill, they snapped into action, 
whipping out their phones to look it 
up for us, only to inform us that the 
guesthouse was no longer in operation. 
Where could we stay? We didn’t want 
to ride all the way back down the 

the entrance of the monastery, where 
to our pleasant surprise, we found a 
simple snack bar.

We were eating and contemplating 
our options when a woman came out 
of the house facing the vank and said, 
“Hotel?” Of course, we excitedly replied 
“Yes, please!” which led to one of our 
most interesting stays of the entire 
trip. Anoush was a large, affectionate 
woman who immediately took us under 
her wing. The house lacked indoor 
plumbing, but she heated up a large 
pot of water, poured it into a plastic 
tub, and helped each of us bathe and 
wash our hair as if we were her two 
young daughters. She then showed 
us the “facilities,” which consisted 
of a ramshackle wooden outhouse 
suspended by narrow wooden planks 
out over the lovely rose garden. If 
we slipped, we would either end up 
squashing the roses or falling into the 
cesspool under the outhouse. While 
manageable in the daytime, navigating 

Above: Hermit monks’ ancient cave homes at 
Geghard Monastery. Top left: Detailed life-size 
etchings of the deceased in a cemetery near 
Gyumri. Left: Goodbye photo of Khachik and 
family in Goris.
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tYOU REALLY CAN HAVE IT ALL.

The best-selling Cruzbike Q45 touring bike is designed to take you and your 
gear wherever you want to go, as far as you want to ride. Choose 

performance, comfort and adventure. CRUZBIKE.COM/Q45

the wooden planks at night with a 
headlamp would have been treacherous 
at best. One false step and we’d probably 
never be seen again. We decided that 
there was no way we were going to 
risk such a fate that night and instead 
equipped ourselves with containers to 
handle any nighttime calls of nature.

Later, we ate dinner with Anoush 
and her husband, who spoke some 
English. Like most of our meals, the 
same offerings showed up at their 
dinner table: a big, fresh salad with 
delicious cucumbers and tomatoes, 
a strong sheep cheese, a sturdy loaf 
of bread and some yogurt, and rice 
with a little meat, this time chicken. 
During this simple but filling meal, 
Anoush’s husband regaled us with tales 
from their visit to the U.S. five years 
earlier. We fell into bed tired but happy 
that we had a roof over our heads — 
and no stairs to face. Better yet, our 
improvised chamber pots saved us 
from having to “walk the plank!”

T he next week offered pleasant 
riding in the northern 
mountains and around the 

border of Azerbaijan to Lake Sevan 
— a large mountain lake in the east. 
After a full day of cycling within sight 
of the lakeshore, we arrived in an 
unmemorable area of Armenia, but 
even in the next four days there, there 
were unexpected surprises. A number 
of marshrutkas (public buses) passed 
us daily, with the entire busload of 
passengers craning their necks to stare 
at us until the bus was far away. We 
seemed to offer the same fascination as 
rock stars or Martians.

A less pleasant surprise was our 
more frequent encounters with 
roadside dogs during this second half 
of our trip. This occupational hazard 
for most cycle tourists was particularly 
anxiety-producing due to the dogs’ 
unpredictable behavior. Most dogs were 
not chained up and many would take 
off after us, snarling and barking, with 
no owners in sight to restrain them or 
call them back. We soon developed a 
strategy for fending off these canine 
attacks: we found some lengths of 
rubber hose along the road and carried 
them with us; if a dog pursued us, we 
would strike at it with the hose while 
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at the same time yelling, “Che! Che!” 
which is “No!” in Armenian. This was 
usually an effective deterrent to get 
them off our wheels, and we managed 
to complete the entire tour bite-free.

Reaching southern Armenia, we 
got to cycle on more pleasant, albeit 
long, mountain passes again, and in 
the roadside villages, women motioned 
us to stop and rest and offered us tea 
and/or a snack. Most Armenians were 
poor, but one would never know it 
from their open-hearted generosity 
and hospitality. We would have covered 
much less ground in Armenia if we had 
accepted all the offers of refreshments. 
At the top of one such mountain pass, 
we stopped at a highlight of our trip: 
the Selim caravanserai, an inn built in 
1332 for traders and their pack animals 
on the Silk Road (which we were riding 
on at the time as we pedaled through 
the region of Vayots Dzor). Our Lonely 
Planet guide explained that the lintel, 
looking appropriately exotic, held an 
inscription that identified it as a gift 
of the Orbelian princes almost eight 
centuries earlier. Inside its dark basalt 

we finally found one that was open. We 
paid our entry fee with no clear idea 
what we were paying for, and here again, 
we seemed to be the only clients. We 
were first led into a room full of bathtubs, 
and we each climbed into our own 
individual tub filled with hot mineral 
water. After what seemed much too 
short a time, the attendant motioned us 
to get out and then rushed us through a 
hallway, naked and without towels, to our 
massages. We were then perfunctorily 
roughed up by a masseuse with one 
of the least pleasant, but fortunately 
shortest, massages of our lives.

Given that less-than-satisfactory spa 
adventure, we were delighted when 
we returned for our last night at the 
hotel, where the staff had prepared 
a traditional khorovats, or barbecue, 
consisting of various grilled meats, along 
with other local dishes. They refused to 
accept payment for this surprise meal, 
making it an even more special treat.

A lmost as lovely as staying in 
Jermuk was leaving it, via a 
pretty, 20-kilometer descent 

to the intersection of the main road 
toward Iran at Vayk. As we pedaled 
east and slowly up one of Armenia’s 
highest passes, Vorotan Pass (2,344 
meters), truck after truck with Iranian 
plates passed us. (As a landlocked 
country, Armenia depends on trucking 
from Georgia to the north and Iran 
to the south for much of its imported 
goods.) During a rest at the summit, 
a number of Iranian truck drivers 
greeted us, some of whom spoke 
English well enough to allow for a basic 
conversation. When we touched on the 
thorny topic of politics, the Iranians 
were quick to dismiss the hostility 
between then-President Bush and 
Khomeini as animosity only among 
the leaders, whereas they liked and 
admired Americans. We assured them 
that we felt the same. Just as we were 
leaving, a young teenager came down 
from the mountain above us with a 
bouquet of flowers that he held out, 
greeting us in English and explaining 
that he was a Kurd who lived up 
in those mountains. He had been 
collecting the flowers for his mother, 
but after we met, he decided to offer 
them to us instead!

walls were two rooms for the Silk Road 
travelers to rest. While our imaginations 
went crazy picturing the caravans 
that had rested in those very walls, we 
ourselves rested only briefly, as the long 
climb up to Jermuk called to us.

The extended ascent to the spa 
resort town of Jermuk in the mountains 
above the Arpa River was well worth 
the effort, not just to reach this oasis but 
more for our memorable experiences 
with the locals. We stayed at the Vayots 
Dzor Hotel, a modest establishment 
where we seemed to be the only guests. 
The manager, Ignats, and his staff did 
everything they could to make sure we 
had the most enjoyable stay possible. 
Gamlet, one of the employees, took it 
upon himself to show us around Jermuk. 
This included a wonderful walk through 
the gardens bordering the Arpa River 
canyon and tasting the mineral-rich 
waters from a special public water 
fountain. Gamlet left us then so that we 
could have a post-Soviet spa experience. 
Unfortunately, Jermuk’s glory days as a 
spa getaway seemed to have faded with 
the dissolution of the Soviet Union, but 
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Not long after descending the pass, 
we arrived at a final favorite stay of 
ours, Goris, where we spent two nights. 
Cool and leafy Goris perches on the 
edge of a deep valley, and across the 
gulf are the caves and stables of “Old 
Goris,” some dating back to the fifth 
century. Khachik Mirakyan B&B was a 
very pleasant, comfortable guesthouse 
with a large balcony for lounging and 
admiring the view across the new 
town to the old caves. Our welcoming 
host, Khachik, saw to our meals, 
bikes, bathing options, and traveler 
needs with warmth and humor. After 
a bath and a tasty dinner, we sampled 
Khachik’s “moonshine:” mulberry oghi 
(brandy) and then took a tour of his 
mulberry and other fruit trees.

The next day, before leaving this 
southernmost point of our journey 
and heading back to Yerevan, we 
wanted to visit Tatev, a ninth-century 
monastery built on the edge of the 
Vorotan Canyon. While it is only 28 
kilometers from the town of Goris, in 
order to get there we had to descend 
steeply to the bottom of the canyon 
and then climb up the other side, all 
on a poorly maintained dirt road that 
even a four-wheel-drive vehicle would 
have had difficulty negotiating. Luckily, 
this was just a day ride, so our bikes 
weren’t loaded, but that didn’t mean it 
was easy! Jana was on a mountain bike, 
but Nikki was on her touring bike with 

Voratan Valley, traversed by bike to reach Tatev 
Monastery (now accessible by the Wings of 
Tatev aerial tramway).

drop handlebars and touring tires, so 
it was particularly challenging. After 
picking our way to the bottom over the 
bone-rattling road surface, we were 
faced with an even more daunting 
uphill, and it seemed like an entire day 
before we finally reached the top. In a 
daze, we toured the lovely monastery 
grounds and its ancient stone interior. 
We marveled that the monks had been 
able to build this huge stone structure 
so far from materials and roads. We 
were even more surprised to learn that 
almost 900 monks had lived in this 
isolated spot during the monastery’s 
heyday. Coming out into the streaming 
late afternoon sun, we decided that 
there was no way we were going to 
retrace our steps down and back up the 
canyon to return to Goris, so we looked 
around for alternative transportation. 
Not seeing anything that looked 
like a taxi, Nikki went up to a local 
man standing near the monastery 
and inquired, “Taxi?” Luckily, since 

this word is virtually universal, he 
immediately summoned a friend with 
a car, albeit one much too small for 
carrying two bikes and two passengers. 
No problem! He took out the back 
seats, crammed us and our bikes inside, 
and drove us back to Goris for the 
equivalent of about 10 dollars — the 
best money we’d ever spent!

Back in Goris that evening, we 
recounted our adventure to Khachik, 
who advised us to take another taxi to 
get most of the way back to Yerevan, as 
our days left were numbered. At lunch 
the next day at the wine capital of Areni, 
we were tempted to order a bottle of 
the recommended red to go with our 
celebratory meal, but later, when we 

Just as we were leaving, a young teenager came 
down from the mountain above us with a bouquet 
of flowers that he held out, greeting us in English 
and explaining that he was a Kurd who lived 
up in those mountains. He had been collecting 
the flowers for his mother, but after we met, he 
decided to offer them to us instead!

found that we were still going to have 
to cycle about 35 miles that afternoon 
to get back to Yerevan, we were glad to 
have held the line with a glass each. 

We had indeed found a country where 
East meets West, where European and 
Asian cultures and histories had collided 
and mingled over centuries. Even 
after many tours before and since — in 
Patagonia, New Zealand, the Pyrenees, 
Bulgaria, and other destinations — our 
three weeks riding in Armenia remains 
our most memorable.  

For her first bike tour in 1986, Jana Zanetto borrowed a 
three-speed shopping (city) bike with foot brakes to ride 
from Frankfurt, Germany, across the Alps, and around 
Switzerland. Teaching English as a second language at 
City College of San Francisco for 32 years allowed her 
summer vacations to travel the world by bike.  
Nikki Ellman first heard about bike touring in 1984 from 
a fellow grad student and was so excited she went out and 
bought a Trek 520. With Jana Zanetto, she completed 
her first unsupported tour, in the French and Swiss Alps. 
This trip spawned an addiction that she indulged with 
summers off from teaching and has since toured in 13 
countries and all over the western U.S. and Canada.
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Road Test

MARIN PINE 
MOUNTAIN 2
BY MICHAEL WILSON

➺The Pine Mountain, Marin’s 
29er bikepacking hardtail, is like that 
one teenager we all know who’s stuck 
finding their own place in a growing 
world. Like having a famous parent, the 
Pine Mountain has a lot to live up to as 
it shares its name with one of Marin’s 
original production models, yet it’s also 
trying to stay relevant with the rapidly 
growing adventure bike category. Zit 
jokes aside, it’s wrestling with finding 
its identity, but I believe it has a lot of 
potential for adventure. 

I tested the Pine Mountain 2, the 
more expensive of the two available 
models, and my first impression was 
good. The Pine Mountain 2 frame is 
made from Marin’s series 3 double-
butted chromoly steel and comes with a 
respectable build kit fit for a bike of its 
caliber. The RockShox 35 fork up front 
paired with its progressive geometry 
gave it a fun, capable feel on descents 
and climbs while not sacrificing speed 
in the flats and flowy sections. However, 
there is no question that this is still 
a hardtail, which I was reminded of 
quickly on my local rocky limestone 
trails here in central Texas.

First, the downsides: the handlebar 
is aluminum with a crossbar that to 
some may share a cool resemblance 
with moto and BMX bars, but that 
crossbar makes for an unforgiving feel 

MARIN PINE MOUNTAIN 2 
Price: $2,499

Sizes available: S, M, L, XL

Size tested: L
Weight: 34 lbs. (without pedals)

SPECIFICATIONS (AS TESTED)
• Frame: Marin series 3 double-

butted and heat-treated chromoly, 
rack and fender mounts, three bottle 
mounts, bolt-in framebag mounts, 
top tube mounts

• Fork: RockShox 35 Gold RL, 120mm

• Handlebar: Marin Bedroll Bar, 50mm 
rise, 780mm width

• Stem: Marin 3D forged alloy, 35mm

• Rear derailer: Shimano SLX 12spd, 
clutch

• Shifter: Shimano SLX 12spd

• Brakes: Shimano MT520 four-
piston front, MT500 two-piston rear, 
hydraulic disc

• Rotors: Shimano Center Lock, 
180mm front, 160mm rear

TEST BIKE MEASUREMENTS
• Stack: 635.2mm

• Reach: 455mm

• Head tube length: 105mm

• Head tube angle: 66.5°

• Seat tube length: 482mm

• Seat tube angle: 74.5°

• Top tube: 619.3mm (effective)

• Chainstays: 430mm

• Bottom bracket drop: 60mm

• Bottom bracket height: 315mm

• Fork offset: 44mm

• Wheelbase: 1186.5mm

• Standover height: 784mm 
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over anything other than smooth 
hardpack. The frame also felt stiff 
in the rear. I was hoping that the 
2.6in. gumwall tires would be able 
to relieve some of this stiffness, but 
they always felt either too low and 
loose or too high and bouncy, which 
made it hard to hold a line and feel 
confident in rougher sections. The 
Vee Tire Flow Snap did not work 
well at any pressure I tried them 
at, even set up tubeless. I received 
many comments on the look of 
the bike, and it does have a certain 
retro vibe going for it, but the first 
upgrades I would recommend 
immediately are new bars and 
tires, which, depending on the tires 
and bars chosen, may change that 
throwback aesthetic. 

I tested the Pine Mountain 2 
on some local trails and did not 
like the way it handled loaded on 
rough singletrack. The stiffness in 
the frame combined with a high 
enough tire pressure to carry me 
and the gear caused the bike to 
bounce around and lose lines and 
traction. Taking it into corners, 
especially following a descent, was 
also pretty shaky. After trying it 
loaded on trails, I decided to take 
the Pine Mountain 2 on a gravel 
route in the Texas Hill Country, 
which is more popular with dropbar 
29ers. This route had steep climbs, 
plenty of washboard, and a lot of 
loose sand. This is where the Pine 
Mountain 2 shined. The 2.6in. tires 
gripped the loose sand and gravel 
even on climbs while loaded where 
most bikes would have to air down, 
compromising the rolling resistance. 
It carried the load well, but the tires 
still always felt like they had too 
much pressure even into the mid-
20 psi range, once again making 
cornering difficult. On the gravel, 
the Pine Mountain 2 carried speed 

Contact: 1450 Technology Lane, Suite 100, 
Petaluma, CA 94954, marinbikes.com

GEARING RANGE
• Bottom bracket: FSA, threaded

• Crankset: FSA Grid, 175mm, 32T 
chainring 

• Cassette: Shimano SLX 12spd, 10–51T

• Headset: FSA Orbit

• Seatpost: TranzX YSP23 dropper with 
remote, 170mm

• Saddle: Marin Pine Mountain Trail

• Hubs: Shimano 148 x 12mm rear, Marin 
110 x 15mm front, thru-axles

• Rims: Marin alloy, 32h, tubeless 
compatible

• Tires: Vee Tire Flow Snap 29 x 2.6in., 
tubeless ready

32
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well. I would have liked to try it out 
with an alt bar, like the Surly Moloko, 
for more hand positions on the long, 
straight sections.   

The rest of the bike fits what I 
would want in an off-road adventure 
rig. The Shimano SLX 12-speed 
shifting was smooth and reliable, 
and the 10–51T gearing is ample for 
keeping up on the flats and scaling 
features that otherwise would have 
me on the run — in other words, on 
my feet instead of in the saddle. The 
brakes were the plenty capable MT520 
four-piston up front and the MT500 
two-piston in the rear. The brakes 
felt balanced and sufficient, always 
stopping me before I got in over my 
head. I tested the size large and, at 
just shy of six feet with a 32in. inseam, 
I’m the shortest person I’d put on the 
large with the stock seatpost. The 
braze-ons on the seat tube prohibited 
the seatpost from fully bottoming 
out in the frame. Fortunately, the 
170mm travel dropper post at its 
lowest possible extended position was 

the perfect height for me to achieve 
proper leg extension.

Packing gear on the Pine Mountain 
2 was a breeze. With so many braze-
ons in the front triangle, I assumed 
that Marin would offer a bolt-on 

framebag, but that’s not the case. If 
you want a bolt-on framebag, it’ll have 
to be purchased elsewhere. Marin has 
images on its website showing braze-on 
locations and measurements for each 
frame size, which makes it far easier to 
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either order something custom made 
or shop with confidence for a pre-made 
bag; I found my medium Salsa EXP 
framebag fit the frame well. The Pine 
Mountain 2 also has mounts on the 
top tube for a direct-mount feed bag, 
which I always like, as well as rear rack 
mounts and room for a bottle cage 
under the down tube. One positive 
aspect of the crossbar on the handlebar 
is that it allowed for more mounting 
space for lights and other accessories 
without a front bag blocking the light 
or getting in the way. There are plenty 
of other places to mount racks, fenders, 
and bottle cages, but like most bikes 
with front suspension, there’s nowhere 
to mount accessories on the fork. I was 
still able to pack plenty of gear on the 
handlebar, in the framebag, and under 
the saddle. 

My overall opinion of the Pine 
Mountain 2 is that it’s a good bike, 
but not great. The aesthetics and 
packability were great, but the off-road 
performance was lacking. I know it’s 
a lot to ask from a hardtail to handle 
things a full-suspension would do, 
but a lot of steel hardtails these days 
are more compliant and forgiving 
through rougher sections. I would 
recommend this bike to someone who 
wants a bikepacking rig to do some 
gravel tours and light trail tours and 
also take it on well-groomed cross-
country trails. The Pine Mountain 2 
looks the part of an adventure bike 
and has the potential to be a great one, 
but out of the box, it would need new 
tires and a new handlebar to start. As 
a mountain bike, it has everything 
that I would be looking for in this 
price range: thru-axles front and rear, 
120mm of suspension travel, powerful 
brakes, a 12-speed drivetrain, two-
piece cranks, a dropper seatpost, and 
slack, progressive geometry. However, 
all of that is hindered by how stiff the 
frame and handlebar are. I’d give the 
Pine Mountain 2 the same advice I’d 
tell any teenager who seems lost but 
has a lot of potential: find the things 
you’re good at and you enjoy and focus 
on getting better at them. Don’t worry 
about what anyone else is doing.  

Michael Wilson is a student, a bike shop employee, 
and a weekend gravel racer living in Austin, Texas.
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GEARED UP

by Carolyne Whelan, Berne Broudy, and Dan Meyer

Terry Butterfly Century Saddle, $190
terrybicycles.com
While saddles are somewhat gendered and distinctly 
subjective, I’ve ridden a lot of saddles and the ones I love 
most I recommend to people based on riding needs rather 
than anatomy, and they often report back favorably. The 
important thing to know is that the main thing about a 
“women’s” saddle is that the base for the sit bones is a bit wider 
and the nose is a bit shorter; past that, they both have cut-outs 
for respective tender bits (or don’t, in some cases). This saddle works for 
people who have slightly wider sit bones, and the easiest way to find out if it’s a good 
saddle for you is if you sit on a special pad at your local bike shop that measures where your sit bones hit. 
Okay, with all that said, the Terry Butterfly saddle is one of the most popular “women’s” saddles ever made, 
though this is surprisingly the first Butterfly I’ve ever owned (I had a Damselfly for years and years until it was 
finally undeniably time to retire it). The Century is the Butterfly model designed specifically for long-distance 
rides that include long days in the saddle. It’s mid-sized for Terry saddles (262mm x 152mm), mid-weight 
(9.5oz), and has titanium rails for strength, durability, and lightness. After putting many hundreds of miles on 
this saddle, I can say this is one of the most comfortable saddles I’ve ridden long distance. A lot of saddles felt 
comfortable on short rides or for a single long-distance day but caused serious pain on long tours; this saddle has 
kept me comfortable through paved, dirt, gravel/rocky, and snow/ice conditions for multiple days in a row. Not 
only was typical pain minimized, but the numbness that comes from multiple days of long miles has not been 
present, and the pain I’ve experienced in my knee from other, poorer-quality saddles was non-existent. It’s hard 
to improve on something that’s already iconic, but somehow Terry did it, and my buns are thankful.  –CW

Untapped Mapleaid, $11/five-pack 
untapped.cc
I care about what I put in my body. I steer clear of preservatives, additives, 
artificial colors, sweeteners, and fillers. It was hard to find a tasty drink mix 
that was pure until I found Untapped’s Mapleaid. Historically, Mapleaid 
has been produced as a powder. As of this month, it’s being sold as a liquid 
concentrate that mixes immediately, even with ice-cold water, without 
leaving clumping, chunks, or gross residue you find when you take the last 
sip. And it’s more delicious than ever. Caffeinated Lemon Tea Mapleaid 
contains Vermont maple syrup, black tea, lemon juice, and sea salt. 
Uncaffeinated Ginger Mapleaid contains Vermont maple syrup, ginger, 
and sea salt. Those are the kind of ingredient lists I can get behind. Both 
flavors are full of minerals, amino acids, and antioxidants. And they’re 
delicious, which will make you drink more water, whether you’re on your 
bike or sitting at your desk! Mix each 80-calorie tube of tasty maple drink 
mix with 12 ounces of water. Unlike powdered drink mix, in my experience 
this stuff never goes bad, though it’s hard to be able to keep it around long 
enough to test that statement. Mapleaid is now also available in 12oz/20-

serving bulk bottles for $25.  –BB
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Muc-Off Bottle for Life plus Punk Powder, $35–53
us.muc-off.com
If you care about the environment and you like a clean bike, you’ll be as 
excited about Muc-Off’s new Bottle for Life plus Punk Powder as I am. Instead 
of shipping disposable plastic bottles of mostly water around the world, 
Muc-Off is now selling its much-adored bike cleaner in a powder form that 
you mix with water at home. That eliminates 94 percent of the disposable 
packaging of a typical bottle of bike cleaner, and it uses less resources to ship. 
Muc-Off’s Punk Powder cleaner is biodegradable, made from 100 percent 
environmentally friendly materials and shipped in a biodegradable box. Each 
box has two or four packets inside, and each packet makes a liter of bike 
cleaner in Muc-Off’s Bottle for Life reusable aluminum sprayer bottle. If you 
already have your own sprayer bottle, you can use that instead. Muc-Off’s 
bottle comes with a removable silicone base that prevented it from toppling 
over when I set it on a wire shelf. The base also protected the aluminum bottle 
from denting when I dropped it. Rehydrated Punk Powder is safe for all bike 
frames — carbon, aluminum, and steel — as well as seals, cables, brake pads, 
and rotors. It’s also super effective. Pricing is $53 for a four-pack with a silicone 
base aluminum bottle. If you’re not willing to make that investment all at once, 
get the two-pack plus bottle for $35. Four-pack powder refills cost $30.  –BB

Garmin Instinct 2S Solar Smartwatch, $450
garmin.com
The Garmin Instinct 2S Solar answers just about all my complaints about 
other smartwatches, such as expense, intrusiveness, and battery life (it’s 
still expensive, but not as expensive as my last watch). Moreover, it sends 
me notifications that are helpful but not intrusive, and I can easily turn 
them off. The best part, though? It has, on average, 50 days of battery life 
when I’m not getting pinged every time someone sends me an Instagram 
video, and eight days (which is still good) when all the bells and whistles 
are ringing. I have used this watch to train for a half marathon, as well as to 
train for an upcoming bike tour, and it sends me notifications when I have 
a workout to do (which, through the Garmin Connect app, it’s helped me 
plan out to meet my goals). I have used its GPS when I’ve gotten turned 
around in a new-to-me trail network to make sure I was heading back to 

the trailhead. Another feature that could be lifesaving: when I have a sudden movement that registers on my watch 
as a fall or a collapse (whether that’s an impact or a jolt in heart rate), it beeps and vibrates, and if I don’t turn off the 
notification, it sends a message to my emergency contact that includes my whereabouts so I don’t end up in a ditch off 
the ride of the road. What a brilliant feature! This watch is also solar powered, which is the solution to many problems 
I’ve had with smartwatches in the past while bikepacking. Not only does the battery last a long time, it lasts even longer 
if the weather agrees with me. I have been able to maintain the same status of three days of battery life for a whole week 
even when I had all my notifications and apps turned on and was using the heartrate monitor. Solar won’t charge it fully, 
or at least I haven’t gotten it to fully charge, but it easily sustains the battery life, and with the additional sensors and 
apps turned off, it works even better. That said, my singular real complaint is the watch band, which is comfortable but 
doesn’t lay flat and is therefore hard to charge off-body when I’d like to put it in direct sunlight while I’m off somewhere 
else. While the cost is still prohibitive, this feels like an important next step for smartwatches, or watches in general, and 
I’m happy to see progress being made. This is by far my favorite watch, if not my favorite tech device.  –CW
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Wild Rye Alyssa Chamois, $114
wild-rye.com
I’m usually a bibs girl because I hate things that are tight 
around my waist, but I loved Wild Rye’s soft and lightly 
compressive Alyssa chamois short. The shorts have a yoga-
style waistband that rides high and that doesn’t slip down 
when I’m riding with or without overshorts, thanks to a 
silicone gripper in the back. The 9in. inseam paired well 
with touring and MTB overshorts, and it felt supportive 
on road rides when I wasn’t wearing an overshort. The 
leaf-printed leg band uses silicone dots on the back to 
keep it in place. When the distinctive hem peeked out 
from my overshorts, it always put a smile on my face. The 
Alyssa has an Italian chamois pad that was supportive and 
comfortable even on long rides. It’s available in sizes 0–18 
and runs true to size.  –BB

Astral O.N.S. Emergency System, $40–129
astralcycling.com
This past fall, a friend posted a video online featuring everything he 
puts in his emergency bag for backcountry expeditions. I should do that, 
I thought as I shifted piecemeal safety items from one bag to another. A 
few months later, I found myself in a precarious situation, having taken a 
wrong turn on a snowy day with miles still to go as the sun was setting. A 
few serendipitous days later, I received an email about Astral’s new O.N.S. 
(One Night Stand) system. This kit comes pre-packed and conveniently 
stored in either a seatpost ($99) or a handlebar bag ($129), as well as sold 
separately ($40), and contains a tiny flashlight with battery, 10 waterproof 
matches, strike paper, three pieces of fire-starting material, three water 

purification tablets, a whistle, and a space blanket. It all tucks neatly into whichever product you purchase: the Astral 
seatpost is alloy with 10mm offset, available in either 27.2mm or 31.6mm; the O.N.S. sleeve fits very snugly into the 
seatpost with a bungee strap to pull out in case of emergency. As such, it is considered a one-time-use system. The 
handlebar bag attaches easily to dropbar and flat bar bikes using Velcro on the bars and a bungee for the head tube; the 
O.N.S. bag system has its own pocket so, just like with the seatpost, I never know it’s there even though I always know it’s 
there (I was able to unroll my bag’s system and repack it, though 
using the blanket overnight would possibly make it too 
crinkly to repack). The bag can also fit extra clothes, some 
snacks, and a multitool; it has a bungee strap criss-crossed 
on the top to hold a jacket or burrito, plus two small pockets 
on the sides. The O.N.S. system is definitely an emergency kit 
for one unexpected night out in the elements and is not meant to 
replace a thorough system of preparedness or typical camping gear, 
and it doesn’t include any food. But for those moments when the trip 
goes awry and we find ourselves in a predicament we never wanted or 
expected to happen, having this emergency sleeve tucked away may 
be a legitimate lifesaver.  –CW
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Road Runner Jumbo Jammer Handlebar Bag, $230
roadrunnerbags.us
The Jumbo Jammer is Road Runner’s largest handlebar bag, and it’s capacious: at 26L 
of maximum volume, this roll-top bag will swallow a ton of gear. I was able to shove my 
entire sleeping system inside, including a big 20°F sleeping bag, as well as extra layers, a 
down puffy, some snacks, and a couple of beverages. It has an internal stiffener to help 
it keep its shape, two front pockets with a large reflective stripe on the pocket flap, and 
a loop for a blinky light. And it’s made by hand in Los Angeles. The Jumbo Jammer was 
mostly intuitive to install, although I did refer to the video to make sure I did it properly. 
The included straps worked well enough to keep the bag secure, but I ended up using 
Voile Nano Straps at the three main points of attachment, partly because the rubber 
ski straps are nicer to my frame’s paint. I mostly used the Jumbo Jammer on my 
flat-bar mountain bike, but I also used it on a dropbar bike, and it fit the 
480mm Enve Gravel bar perfectly (although it would have been hard to 
shift with Shimano levers). With the Jumbo Jammer loaded up and 
snugged down, it carried the weight very well and with 
minimal effect on handling. The bag did bounce around 
slightly in rough terrain, but no more than a drybag-and-
harness setup would have. And it was awfully nice to be able 
to quickly unroll the top and add last-minute items without 
having to reconfigure everything. If you want to be able to 
pack lazily, albeit effectively and securely, the Jumbo Jammer is your 
jam. Note: the Jumbo Jammer requires 10–12 inches between the 
handlebar and the front tire. If you have a smaller bike, or you don’t 
need this much volume, Road Runner offers the Middle Earth Jammer 
(19L) and the Jammer (11L).  –DM

Apidura Frame Pack Hydration Bladder, $51
apidura.com
It seems like bikepackers have been shoving hydration bladders into their framebags 
for ages now, but Apidura’s bladder is unique in that it’s shaped to nestle into the 
bottom corner of your framebag, which is a very space-efficient place to put all that 
weight. I have a hard time packing that part of my framebag efficiently anyway, so 
why not use it for water? The bladder features a roll-top with a sandwich bag–style 
seal and a hook-and-loop closure, fill markings, and a quick-connect on the bottom 
for the included hose. What it doesn’t include is any mechanism for connecting the 
drinking end of the hose to your handlebar. The hose comes extra-long so you can 
cut it to size, and so I ended up just looping it around my handlebar, which worked 
well enough. With a full bikepacking setup on the bike, it’s a little easier to find a 
place to stash the hose. Some kind of quick-connect with, say, a magnet would be 
nice, though. Apidura designed the bladder for its Backcountry and Expedition 
framebags — it clips into a little loop inside the bag for extra stability — but that 
doesn’t mean it won’t work with other full framebags (Apidura has a helpful 
compatibility chart on its website, but only for its own framebags). Indeed, the 
1.5L bladder (there’s also a 3L version) fit the custom framebag on my Kona Unit 
perfectly. The bladder does exactly what it set out to do: it keeps me hydrated and is 
easy to use, easy to refill, and so far hasn’t leaked or failed in any way. The bite valve 
on the included hose isn’t my favorite (I prefer Camelbak-style valves), but it works 
well enough. (It just so happens that Camelbak hoses have the same fitting, so you 
can swap hoses to your heart’s content.) Minor quibbles aside, I have to give kudos 
to Apidura for thinking outside the bladder.  –DM
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Artist KAri Black takes to the road with her son 
and paints the light fantastic  By DAN D’AMBROSIO

PAINT IT BLACK

Gabe riding through the 
Petrified Forest.
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Gabe Black is a 40-year-old engineer 
at Google in Mountain View, California. 
His mother, Kari, is “more than 40,” 
and is an artist. In 2019, mother and 
son rode across the country, connecting 
Adventure Cycling’s Bicycle Route 
66 from Santa Monica, California, to 
Chicago, Illinois, to its Chicago to New 
York City route.

Gabe said he got an email from 
Adventure Cycling saying they were 
putting together the Chicago to New 
York route and were looking for 
contributions. He donated, and then 
realized he could connect the new 
route to the Route 66 route and ride 
across the country.

“It was incredible,” Kari said. “I 
think about it a lot, especially in the 
summertime when I’m outside working 
in the yard. Something will remind me 
of that trip.”

What does Kari remember? Crossing 
the Mojave Desert with temperatures 
over 100°F, watching four separate 
rainstorms in the distance “happening 
at once.” Riding through the Petrified 
Forest in northern Arizona, where 
mother and son were snowed on and 
their feet were so frozen they couldn’t 
feel them.

“We warmed up under hand 
dryers at a convenience store once 
we reached a town,” Kari said. “We 
climbed elevations the trucks couldn’t 
get up without pulling over to cool 
their engines. We picked our way over 
washed-out bridges from flooding and 
dodged storms, sleeping in the chapel 
of a truck stop while we waited out a 
fierce one.”

And there was more. Kari 
remembers brilliant sunsets and 
rainbows, small herds of wild horses 
that ran across the road in front 
of them, disappearing into the 
surrounding fields. She remembers 
endless Kansas wheat fields, longhorn 
cattle and wind farms in Texas. Riding 
the old tow paths of the barge canals on 
the Ohio River, she remembers “dark, 
dank tunnels the mules once used.”

Kari currently teaches art at the 
South Bend Museum of Art in South 
Bend, Indiana, and said she has been 
teaching art off and on for at least 40 
years. She is also enrolled in a Master 
of Fine Arts program through the Art 

Institute of Chicago, which she will 
complete next July.

“Considering the fact that I’m starting 
out pretty late, I don’t know how much 
it will pay off in my career, which is why 
it took a whole lot of arm-twisting from 
my husband and kids to do it,” Kari said. 
“Financially it seems kind of crazy, but 
it’s the fulfillment of a huge goal.”

Gabe and Kari dipped their wheels 
in the Pacific Ocean in Santa Monica 
and the Atlantic Ocean on the Jersey 
Shore, riding along the shoreline to a 
ferry station where they took a ferry 
to the Wall Street Ferry Terminal and 
then rode through “torrential rain” to 
Battery Park on the New York harbor. 
Kari notes the subways flooded that day.

“We were completely self-supported, 
and Gabe did all the planning and 
figured everything out with help from 
Adventure Cycling maps and info,” Kari 
said. “It was an absolutely incredible 
adventure!”

And it all began with Gabe riding to 
work at Google.

“I live pretty close to work, and I 
wanted to enjoy the nice weather by 
biking every day,” he said.

It almost didn’t happen. Gabe 
couldn’t figure out what bike to get and 
let it stop him from getting started. A 
friend told him to go to Target, pick out 
a cheap bike, and start riding it. It was 
the push he needed.

“I got used to riding to work and 
liked it quite a lot,” Gabe said.

He began to think about a more 
adventurous ride, to San Jose, about 13 
miles away.

“Not that far, but farther than the 
office,” Gabe said. “It kept growing 
from there.”

San Francisco was next, about 40 
miles away. Then Sacramento, 120 
miles away.

“I kept trying to think of new 
adventures to go on, stretching them 
farther and farther,” Gabe said. “I 
wanted to go down the Pacific Coast.”

By this time, Gabe was riding a Surly 
Ogre with a Rohloff hub and Gates belt 
drive. A far cry from that cheap Target 
bike that got him started.

This is when Kari entered the 
picture.

“My mom insisted on coming with 
me,” Gabe said. “She was afraid I would 

be consumed by wolves. She came 
along behind me in the car. We would 
meet each day in the evening and stay 
together camping.”

Kari took lots of photos of the ocean 
and barns along the way to be painted 
later. Gabe wasn’t consumed by wolves, 
but he did face danger from another 
source — the cars and trucks speeding 
along the narrow coastal highway, whose 
drivers were not happy about slowing to 
10 mph behind a cyclist. 

“That trip I bit off a little more than 
I could chew,” Gabe said. “It was still a 
really good trip, but we jumped in the 
car two-thirds of the way and came 
back home.”

Kari said the main reason her son 
decided to call off the trip was “because 
of no shoulders, dangling on the edge 
of the ocean with logging trucks and 
tankers going by riding on your bumper.”

Gabe’s thoughts turned to a trip 
where he wouldn’t have to deal with 
impatient drivers. The Katy Trail, 
a rail trail running 240 miles along 
the former corridor of the Missouri-
Kansas-Texas Railroad (MKT or Katy) 
from Clinton to Machens, Missouri, fit 
the bill.

This time, Kari couldn’t drive 
behind Gabe, but she still wanted to 
go. Now that his mom actually wanted 
to ride, Gabe got some advice from his 
younger brother, who told him to get 
a cargo bike for himself and a folding 
bike for their mother. Gabe also had a 
long trailer for the camping gear.

“We wArmed up under hand 
dryers at a convenience store 
once we reached a town, we 
climbed elevations the trucks 
couldn’t get up without 
pulling over to cool their 
engines. We picked our way 
over washed-out bridges from 
flooding and dodged storms, 
sleeping in the chapel of a 
truck stop while we waited 
out a fierce one.”
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A new, flexible and extremely affordable way to bike tour! 
Our new digital trip guides, we call Bike Tour Blueprints, 
guide you along America’s favorite trail systems including 
the GAP, C&O and Katy Trail.

DISCOVER OUR EXCITING 
NEW DIGITAL TRIP GUIDES:

www.nibiketouring.com/blueprints

BIKE TOUR BLUEPRINTS!
INTRODUCING:

“My younger brother’s 
advice was that Mom is 
going to be a trouper, 
and if she gets too tired 
I couldn’t leave her 
in the woods,” Gabe 
remembered. “If I had a 
cargo bike, she could sit 
on the back.”

“I’m proud to say I 
only had to ride on it one 
time,” Kari said.

Having successfully 
completed the Katy Trail, Gabe’s 
thoughts turned immediately to riding 
across the country. Once again, Kari 
wanted to go with him.

“He was going to do it all by 
himself,” she said. “I begged him to 
let me come as his health and safety 
officer. I made sure we ate well.”

The folding bike from the Katy 
Trail would not suffice for a ride across 
the country.

“Because my mom had done so well 
on the Katy Trail, I thought, ‘I’ll get 
her an electric bike,’” Gabe said. “I was 
happy to have her along.”

Mother and son took 10.5 weeks to 
make the cross-country journey. Kari 
reflected on the sensations that every 
cyclist shares.

“When you’re in a car on those 
roads, looking through a window, it 
feels a lot like looking at a screen, 
there’s this separation between you 
and what’s out there,” she said. “It’s 
entirely different when you’re on that 
bike, and you’re touching that road and 
you can get off the bike and touch the 
grass, roll into the trees, stop and look 
at a mountain. You get rained on and 
snowed on. It’s hot and cold. We had 

winds that almost blew us off the road. 
We had to ride at a 45° angle or it would 
push us right into the road.”

Kari remembers constantly watching 
the skies to judge the temperament of 
the clouds because “you are just a part 
of the environment.”

“If a big storm would roll across 
those plains, where are you going to 
go?” she said. 

The legendary Route 66 offered 
some interesting challenges for Kari and 
Gabe. Some of the bridges in the desert 
were open to local traffic only, and some 
were washed out, forcing mother and 
son to find a way around them.

Clockwise from top left; Arriving at 
the Wall Street Ferry Terminal; Gabe 
in Lancaster County; A painting of 
an Illinois sunset Kari and Gabe rode 
parallel to for 18 miles; Kari and Betty 
Boop on Route 66; The “18 Mile Sunset.” 
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“In the Mojave, the little bridges 
over washes are very old, 70 to 100 
years,” Gabe said. “They need to be 
replaced and definitely are not safe 
for cars. Locals will go around them, 
bushwhacking a path around the bridge.”

Even with her electric bike, Kari 
had days when she was so exhausted, 

she didn’t know if she was going to 
be able to make it across the country. 
Her bike had two batteries, which in 
the lowest assist mode could go 100 
miles on flat ground.

“I carried a lot of the food,” Kari 
said. “I kept it in the lowest setting 
unless it was a really steep hill. I 
could put it in turbo, which would get 
me up that hill. The bike is too heavy 
to push. I couldn’t walk it up.”

Gabe said his mother’s bike, a 
Riese & Müller Supercharger, was a 
little too big as well, but with the seat 

all the way down, 
she could get 
her feet on the 
ground.

“I picked 
that bike for 
long range,” he 
said. “It had to 
go across the 
Mojave, 80 to 100 
miles until you 
got to Needles 
on the other 
side. You have to 
cover that whole 
distance without 
recharging.”

Gabe and Kari 
shot for 50 miles 
a day, although 
they had the 

occasional 100-mile day.
“I was conservative earlier in the trip, 

going a little bit farther, so at the end 
we would be a little ahead of schedule,” 
Gabe said. “We didn’t have to go as far 
each day as we got into New Jersey.”

Kari said she made it clear to Gabe 
from the outset that they were not 

riding across the country as “I’m your 
mom and you’re my son,” but as riding 
companions.

“He was kind of the captain of the 
trip, he figured out logistics,” Kari said. 
“I tried to be the one to make sure I 
grabbed apples and oranges. I was the 
one who documented the trip. I tried 
to make sure that we ate well and we 
never got sick.”

Gabe did get a stomach bug that 
lasted a couple of hours.

“We were at a hotel, and I felt awful,” 
he said. “I slept for an hour or two and 
was perfectly fine.”

The riding companions would pedal 
for six days and then rest one day. One 
of the paintings Kari did from the ride 
is called the 18-Mile Sunset.

“I think we were in Ohio, and there 
was this incredibly brilliant sunset,” 
she said. “We were riding alongside it 
for 18 miles. I kept stopping and taking 
pictures of it when it changed.”

The locals were out with their 
cameras as well, Kari said. 18-mile 
sunsets, desolate dirt roads with 
beautiful fields of flowers and cows, 
blue skies punctuated with fluffy, 
white clouds. Kari captured it all on 
her camera to be painted later.

Gabe will ride a section of the 
Northern Tier route this summer 
from Montana to Seattle, while Kari 
is working on her Master of Fine Arts 
degree. But in the fall of 2023, after 
Kari completes her degree, the two 
will ride the Northern Tier from Bar 
Harbor to Chicago.

“He’ll do a quarter (of the Northern 
Tier), and we’ll do not quite half,” Kari 
said. “He’ll have the last quarter to do 
another summer.”  
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 Taylor Zimmerman, or Cjell 
Monē as he is more widely known in 
the mountain and gravel bicycling 
community, is a custom framebuilder 
residing in Silver City, New Mexico. 
This small town, nestled in the 
southwestern mountains of the state, 
is well known to many cross-country 
cyclists given its location on both the 
Adventure Cycling Southern Tier and 
Great Divide routes. Thru-hikers on 
the Continental Divide Trail also pass 
through here.

Originally from Minnesota, Monē 
got a degree in mechanical engineering 
from North Dakota State University. 
Following graduation, not immediately 
adhering to a traditional path, he hiked 
the Pacific Crest and Colorado Trails. 
He spent a short period as a New York 
City bike messenger before heading off 
to Asia. After several weeks journeying 
in India and Nepal, he made his way 
to Nias Island, part of the Indonesian 

archipelago lying off Sumatra’s west 
coast. Vagabonds on the fabled hippie 
trail of the 1960s and early to mid-1970s 
may very well have visited this island. 
More recently, however, it has gained 
fame as one of the world’s premier 
surfing spots.

Returning stateside, he landed in 
Vail, Colorado. While living there, he 
made a number of long-distance bike 
trips to his Minnesota childhood home. 
In the summer of 2011, Monē visited 
Black Sheep, a custom bike shop in Fort 
Collins, Colorado. He and shop owner 
James Bleakley discussed building 
a frame capable of withstanding the 
often rigorous conditions of the Tour 
Divide, the race held on the Great 
Divide Mountain Bike Route. By early 
2012, the bike to be used on the first of 
Monē’s three northbound Great Divide 
rides was road ready.

In preparation for that year’s race, 
Monē, who had been bike touring 

Monē Bikes
These bikes are money
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in Central America, headed north 
from Costa Rica a few weeks before 
the start date. This long ride through 
mountainous terrain and parched desert 
served him well in getting ready for 
the Tour Divide. He spent a few days in 
Silver City recuperating and setting up 
the Black Sheep frame for the event. 

When everything was ready, he rode 
150 miles to the border crossing at 
Antelope Wells, New Mexico, the start/
finish point for the Great Divide route. 
He completed the 2,745-mile journey 
to Banff, Alberta, in just over 16 days, 
averaging nearly 170 miles per day.

By 2013, Monē had a framebuilding 
workshop where he designed and 
built the frame for that year’s race. 
The model, which came to be known 
as the El Continente, is one of three 
stock designs currently offered by 
Monē bikes. The original frame is now 
on display at the Adventure Cycling 
headquarters in Missoula, Montana. 

Adverse conditions often result 
in riders having to deviate from the 
official Great Divide course.  

This year, northbound riders have 
been rerouted onto a highway to avoid 
a large fire in the Gila National Forest. 
In 2013 it was water, not flames, that 
derailed some riders’ plans, as Alberta, 
Canada, experienced what officials 
described as the worst flooding in 
the province’s history, leading to the 
closure of the U.S./Canada border. 

Consequently, Monē’s attempt 
to set a record for fastest time on a 
singlespeed bike would end some 225 
miles south of Banff at the border 
crossing in Roosville, Montana. Despite 
the disappointment of learning, with 
several days of riding still ahead, that 
he would not be able to complete the 
ride to Banff, he pressed on and finished 
slightly faster than he had in the 2012 
border-to-border run.

In 2014, he again set out on what 
proved to be his final northbound trek. 
As was his wont, Monē rode hundreds 
of miles to the starting line of the event. 
That year, rather than beginning on 
the early June day known as the Grand 
Départ, he opted for an independent 
time trial later in the summer. This 
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fell during a typical southwestern 
midsummer monsoon season. 

Soon after arriving in Salida, 
Colorado, he talked through his 
concerns with his friend Don McClung, 
a well-known framebuilder there. A 
race rule states that if a particular 
service available to one rider is 
unavailable to others, it is not allowed. 
Such was the case when Monē stayed 
overnight in a private residence. Yes, he 
could have opted to continue heading 
north, but given all the constraining 
factors, he decided to end the tour and 
return to his home in Vail. 

That’s not to say that his racing days 
are behind him. In the years since, 
he has completed a number of rides, 
including the Arizona Trail 750, a 
750-mile race that runs the length of 
the state from the Mexican border to 
Utah. Bicycles are not allowed beneath 
the rim of the Grand Canyon, so they 
must be disassembled and backpacked 
to the opposite rim before the ride can 
resume. Monē completed this grueling 
event in just over nine days. 

In the summer of 2019, Monē and 
his partner Erika Burleigh began a 
southbound hike of the CDT at the 
Canadian border. Physical issues 
precluded continuing the walk, so 
once in Missoula, they purchased 
secondhand bikes and rode to Silver 
City at a relatively leisurely pace of 
around 50 miles per day. Gone were the 
days of getting two or three hours of 
sleep alongside the trail after covering 
well over 150 miles and subsisting on 
convenience store selections. Gourmet 
meals and a full night’s sleep became 
the norm. 

In the March 2022 issue of Adventure 
Cyclist, one can see a photo and a brief 
description of the couple’s excursion 
in the magazine’s Open Road Gallery. 
Those interested in learning more about 
Monē and the Monē bike offerings 
can peruse his website at monebikes.
com. On it there is an interesting 
article about the Taiwanese factory 
that met his needs in the production of 
high-end mountain and gravel bikes. 
Additionally, over the years quite a 

seniorcycling.comseniorcycling.com
info@seniorcycling.cominfo@seniorcycling.com

608-606-4847608-606-4847

Great Allegheny PassageGreat Allegheny Passage
Relaxed Bike Tours for 2022Relaxed Bike Tours for 2022

number of postings about his frames 
have appeared on bikepacking.com and 
theradavist.com.  

Glenn Theron is retired from the Navy and has lived 
in Silver City, New Mexico, since March 1994. An avid 
cyclist, he has ridden all or parts of the Pacific Coast 
route, Southern and Northern Tiers, TransAmerica 
Trail, and more recently has found it fulfilling to 
just meander down roads on the Great Plains. He 
volunteers at a local nonprofit bike shop and by choice 
doesn’t own a motor vehicle. Along the way he picked 
up graduate degrees in History and English.

support 
safety
This fall, Adventure Cycling is 
celebrating all the maps, resources, 
and advocacy that helps our 
members live their bicycle travel 
dreams. Will you support this 
work today and keep it going? Visit 
adventurecycling.org/donate to 
learn more.
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Marketplace

 Oktoberfest 
South Haven

September 30 - October 2
bikeoktoberfest.com

BIKE

Enjoy local craft beer, mead, wine,
and ciders, fall colors, and

exploring South Haven, Michigan!

SOCKEYE CYCLE CO.

Alaska and NW Canada by Bike

Space available on 2022 departures

 

www.sockeyecycle.com
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RATE: Marketplace ads start at $195 per issue. For rate information, contact Rick Bruner or 
Russ Hoefer at advertising@adventurecycling.org.

920-337-0250

Full zipper on all.

Add airline-legal e-assist 
to any bike!

Custom travel bicycles 
hand-built in Oregon since 

1992.

www.BikeFriday.com

There’s a BIKE FRIDAY™  
in there.

5%  o� for Adventure Cycling members 
Use promo code: 909
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ClassifiedAdsMarketplace

ACCOMMODATIONS
WHITEFISH BIKE RETREAT  Hostel-Style 
Lodging located in Whitefish, Montana, on 
the Great Divide, Northern Tier, and Great 
Parks Adventure Cycling Routes. Lodging 
options starting at $50/night. Camping 
Available. Shuttles Available. A Place 
Created For Cyclists By Cyclists! 406-260-
0274, whitefishbikeretreat.com 

KALISPELL HOSTEL  On route to Glacier 
National Park and Continental Divide Trail.  
Located above Wheaton’s historic Bicycle 
Shop in Downtown Kalispell. Direct access to 
shopping, restaurants and pubs. (406) 270-1653, 
kalispellhostel.com

INTERNATIONAL TOURS
CYCLING EXCURSIONS IN GREECE WITH  
SUNNYBROOK TRAVEL LLC  Experience 
the wonders of Greece with excursions which 
complement or define your vacation there. Check 
us out at sunnybrooktravelgreece.com or call us 
at +1 (484) 744-0109

DANUBE BIKE PATH  Passau Germany 
to Vienna Austria 8 days/7 nights hotel 
accommodation with breakfasts. Luggage 
moved from hotel to hotel. All hotels with free 
Wi-Fi. Both hybrid and e-bike rentals available. 
Tour starts daily from beginning of April to 
until the end of October. okcycletours.com or 
call 888-621-6818

OK CYCLE & ADVENTURE TOURS  Follow 
Your Dreams. Since 1995, fabulous cycling 
and vacations worldwide (including bike/
barge and trekking too), guided and self-
guided, for all levels of abilities. Exclusive and 
custom tours also available. Share the passion!  
okcycletours.com or call 1-888-621-6818.

PORTUGAL ALGARVE COAST CYCLING 
TOUR 8 days and 7 nights accommodation in 4* 
hotels with breakfast, trekking or tandem bike 
rental included (e-bike option available). Daily 
starts year round covering the whole Algarve 
coast. Many other Portugal cycling and hiking 
tours available including the Camino. Over 500 
partner tours on our website. okcycletours.
com or call 888-621-6818

NORTH AMERICAN TOURS & EVENTS 
CYCLE NORTH CAROLINA MOUNTAIN RIDE 
(AUGUST 5-7, 2022) MARSHALL, NC  Join 
us for the 8th Annual CNC Mountain Ride and 
enjoy camping and cycling on scenic country 
roads in the North Carolina Mountains. 
Register for 1 or 2 days, bonus ride included on 
Friday. Various loop rides of differing mileage. 
Additional lodging options are available. Fully 
supported with SAG support and rest stops. 
cyclenc@ncsports.org ncsports.org.

WOMEN ONLY BIKE TOURS  For all ages and 
abilities. 60 different trips every year from 3 
days to 2 months long. Fully supported, inn-
to-inn, bike path and road tours. Bike & Barge, 
Cross-Country, Europe, Africa & more. Bicycle 
workshops, wine tasting & yoga. Contact us for 
free catalog. 800-247-1444. womantours.com
 
CROSS COUNTRY 2023, EPIC APPALACHIANS 
2023, MISSISSIPPI RIVER 2023. If you are 
ready for an adventure of a lifetime on two 
wheels, try one of our Epic Tours. Mississippi 
River-33 days. Minnesota to New Orleans. Cross 
Country Southern Tier- 45 days from San Diego 
to St. Augustine. 2023 Epic Appalachians-28 days 
from Maine to North Carolina. All epic tours 
include breakfast, lunch and dinner on riding 
days, all hotels (no camping), guides, full van 
and sag support. Please check in for our updated 
Covid-19 policies protocol. Call for Details: 303-
945-9886 Cycle of Life Adventures  
cycleoflifeadventures.com 

LIFE AT BIKE SPEED! — LIZARD HEAD 
CYCLING GUIDES  Road & MTB routes across 
the American West. Ride atop Colorado’s High 
Country over 12,000-foot passes on E-MTB’s. 
Explore Utah’s backcountry on the Hayduke Trail 
(Utah’s Ultimate point-2-point, 420-mile, MTB 
odyssey). Delve the Depths of Canyon Country on 
our signature Redrock Canyons tour, Delight in 
Death Valley or Dance on the Pedals in the Texas 
Hill Country! Call us today. 970.728.5891  
info@lizardheadcyclingguides.com 

FLORIDA KEYS HOTEL TOUR  Fully supported, 
outstanding hotel accommodations, DoubleTree 
by Hilton & Fairfield Inn & Suites. Dec 4-10, 2022. 
Marathon to Key West & back. Stunning beach 
scenery, great meals, 3 layover days in Key West 
for sightseeing plus supported optional bike ride! 
Only $1325.00   floridakeysbikeride.com  847-
309-4740 (Ken) kennethjgoldman@yahoo.com

CLASSIC DOMESTIC TOURS  Charleston, 
Finger Lakes, Florida keys, Natchez Trace, 
North Carolina, New Orleans, Shenandoah, 
Kentucky, Eastern Shore,  Arizona, Texas, 
Maine and Vermont. Tours are fully supported, 
include upscale accommodations and dining, 
GPS mapping, additional activities and park 
entry. Rental bikes and e-bikes available. Make 
any tour private or custom for your group.
cycleoflifeadventures.com  Call  303.945.9886

THE GREAT ALLEGHENY PASSAGE AND C&O 
CANAL  335 of flat out gorgeous trail...Pittsburgh 
to DC...custom or group tours...22 years’ 
experience...B&Bs, inn’s, hotels, excellent meals, 
luggage shuttle, shuttle of people, gear and bikes, 
vehicle shuttle, great attractions and sightseeing 
along the way...call Trail Gail at 301-722-4887 or 
240-727-7039 or mountainsidebiketours.us  “You 
Pedal, We Pamper” 

OhiotoErieTrail.org

O H

The 326-mile
Crown Jewel

in Ohio’s
extensive

trail network

Holland Bike Tours 

Personalized tours - Truly local 
Last minute bookings possible! 

www.hollandbiketours.com 
EXCELLENT 

hubbubonline.com

Fits most helmets
Free U.S. shipping
USA made
Fully guaranteed

When you absolutely 
need to know 
what's behind you!
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NATCHEZ TRACE  Safe and easy cycling. The 
best riding surface in America. Cycle 444 miles 
from Nashville to Natchez. NO CAMPING 
on our tours. Tour Vicksburg Battlefield. 
Experience mild temperatures, Great road 
conditions, American History and Southern 
hospitality. Van shuttle back to Nashville. Ten 
Departure dates in 2022 and 2023. We accept 
tandems, recumbents and e-bikes. Ideal for a 
family Spring Break or Fall leaf peepers. Group 
discounts and Private group dates available. 
Website: cycleoflifeadventures.com,  Call us 
directly: 303-945-9886

VACATION BICYCLING  The smallest bicycle 
tour company with the biggest number of trips. 
Celebrating 16 years bringing bicycle tour 
adventures in the best of all 50 states, where 
will you go next? National Parks include Big 
Bend, Joshua Tree, Bryce, Zion, Sleeping Bear 
Dunes and Mount Rushmore. Primarily bike 
paths include Florida, Coeur d’Alene, Downhill 
Colorado Rockies and Niagara Falls. Renowned 
trips include Kentucky Bourbon Trail, Red Rock 
Canyon, Lake Mead, Santa Fe and Maui. Come 
join us! Fully supported trips start at $1599.  
vacationbicycling.com

SAN JUAN ISLANDS HOTEL TOUR  Shoreline 
routes with spectacular views, flowers 
everywhere, outstanding bakeries & waterside 
restaurants. Ferries gliding through calm 
undisturbed waters. A week of cycling heaven in 
the Pacific Northwest with 5 nights stationed on 
San Juan Island. Explore routes on Lopez, Orcas 
& San Juan Island!  Fully supported by Pedal 
Across Wisconsin—since 1985. August 13-19 2022  
sanjuanislandsbiketour.com 847-309-4740 
Ken: kennethjgoldman@yahoo.com 

WISCONSIN BACKROADS HOTEL TOURS  
Fully supported affordable 5-7 day bicycling 
vacations. $885-$985 includes HOTELS w/
indoor pools-whirlpools, buffet dinners, food 
stops, & emergency support. Quiet, scenic, 
all paved back roads. NORTHWOODS, 
DOOR COUNTY, Spring Green, New Glarus, 
& more. Celebrating our 38th season. 
pedalacrosswisconsin.com  
847-707- 6888, 847-309-4740, 
kennethjgoldman@yahoo.com

CYCLE AMERICA®  Enjoy a Fully Supported 
Touring Vacation this Summer. Cycle a week 
or more, or ride Coast-to-Coast from Seattle 
to Boston. This unique Cross Country trip is 
divided into nine segments. First-Rate Support, 
Great Routes and Good Friends! Let Us Help You 
Plan Your Next Fun and Affordable Adventure. 
800-245-3263 cycleamerica.com 

RATE: $115 for the first 30 words, $2 for each additional word. For rate information, 
contact Rick Bruner or Russ Hoefer at advertising@adventurecycling.org.

CYCLE NORTH CAROLINA 23RD ANNUAL 
“MOUNTAINS TO COAST” (OCTOBER 1-8, 
2022)  Cycle 450 plus miles while experiencing 
the North Carolina countryside on scenic back 
roads amidst beautiful fall colors. Explore 
quaint towns, visit famous State Parks, Historic 
Sites, wineries, and more. Fully supported 
with SAG Support and rest stops. Various 
registration options available. cyclenc@
ncsports.org   ncsports.org

CYCLE NORTH CAROLINA COASTAL RIDE 
(April 28-30, 2023) Oriental, NC Enjoy unique 
waterfront camping and 3 days of cycling on 
scenic country roads in Coastal North Carolina. 
Various mileage options for all skill levels from 
easy family to challenging century. Additional 
lodging options are available. Fully supported 
with SAG support and rest stops.   
cyclenc@ncsports.org ncsports.org

HELP WANTED
JOIN THE CYCLE AMERICA® SUMMER 
STAFF  Spend an adventurous summer traveling 
while sharing ride and work responsibilities. 
Positions include: Bike Mechanic, Tour Support 
Volunteers, Picnic and Route Coordinators. 800-
245-3263 cycleamerica.com

FOOD 
TONASKET NATURAL FOODS  For you riders 
on the Northern Tier route and Okanogan Valley 
make sure to stop at the Tonasket Natural Foods 
Co-op for all natural and organic food, produce, 
coffee. Great lunches at our deli. Check out our 
park-like garden area and new bike racks. Free 
wifi, 21 W. 4th St. Tonasket, WA (509) 486-4188, 
tonasketcoop.com

BIKE SHOPS
TANDEMS EAST PITTSGROVE, N.J.   
Evelyn Hill Cycling women specific cycling 
apparel. Test site for Co-Motion tandems, 
Landshark, Calfee, Cannondale, Bilenky, Seven, 
Bike Friday, Hokitika and DaVinci. Many used 
tandems in inventory. Wheel building, child 
conversions, Spinergy wheels, Service, Advice, 
tandemseast@gmail.com  
856-451-5104 Ask for Mel.

CAMPFIRECYCLING.COM  The bicycle touring 
and bikepacking outfitters.  Expert advice on 
a full selection of bags and racks by Ortlieb, 
Tubus, Revelate, Oveja Negra, Swift, Carradice, 
Salsa, Surly + touring specific bicycles, parts, 
accessories & camping gear. Shop online or visit 
our Tucson showroom!
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Adventure Cycling Association assumes, but  
cannot verify, that the people above are truthfully 
representing themselves. Ads are free to Adventure 
Cycling members. You can see more ads and post 
them at adventurecycling.org/adventure-cyclist/
companions-wanted or send them to Adventure 
Cyclist, P.O. Box 8308, Missoula, MT 59807.

Companions Wanted  Providing partners for tours, domestic and abroad, since 1978

INDIAN HIMALAYA  Goals: mountain 
adventure, culture, vacation. Open regarding 
route/style. 62-year-old married man, okay with 
vehicle support and cheap/occasional splurge 
hotels, but if you’re a hardcore camper, let’s 
talk. I have some local contacts. Approximately 
5 weeks total. Tail end to post-monsoon 
(September?).  viralimm@u.washington.edu

TOURING EUROPE AND WORKING 
REMOTELY  My name is Juliana, and I’m 
currently in the U.S. I’m interested in touring 
in Europe while also remote working. So I need 
distances between towns that are short enough 
to do a moderate amount of cycling daily while 
still getting to a place that has good wifi early 
enough to put in a day of work. Does anybody 
have recommendations on where to go? Do you 
know of a cycling association or bike shop in 
Europe that would? Would anyone like to join 
me?  jfpaley@gmail.com

GREAT DIVIDE WY TO CO  Looking for 
companions to ride the GDMBR from Rawlins, 
Wyoming, to Salida, Colorado. I would like 
to depart Rawlins the weekend of August 27. 
Proposed itinerary will be 9 days [days 39 
through 47 as found in the Cycling the Great 
Divide text, 2021 printing of 2nd Edition]. We'll 
adapt the itinerary as needed to stay happy and 
healthy. Average day is 42 miles. 59-year-old 
fit male with good backcountry experience.  
aduncan85@gmail.com

PACIFIC COAST  I’m an experienced male 
62-year-old cycle tourer looking for a partner 
or 2. Going to do the Pacific Coast Adventure 
Cycling route from Seattle to San Diego. 
Aiming at leaving Seattle after Labor Day and 
arriving in San Diego early to mid-October. 
Aiming at 50–75 miles per day depending on 
weather, wind, climbing, route, and detours! 
Camping almost all the way but open to hotels, 
Warmshowers, and B&Bs where it makes sense. 
Would love to have someone join in — always 
funner to share the ride!  jdski@hotmail.com

GREAT DIVIDE SOUTHBOUND  Great Divide 
north to south, starting from Banff to Antelope 
Wells at the end of August 2022. 71-year-old 
in good shape with a lot of riding experience. 
Have done 3 weeks on the Divide in 2018, so I 
know what to expect. 6 days on, 1 day off, mostly 
camping. Pretty much following McCoy’s guide.   
bogue.steve@gmail.com

RHODE ISLAND  Bike tour of Block Island and 
other Rhode Island locales. Timing flexible 
(I’m 62, retired economist, male). Or bike tour 
of Manhattan or 100-mile bike trail on Florida 
Keys? Or maybe Pacific Coast? Also, will do 
coast-to-coast fundraiser for Ukraine if you 
want to commit three months to that. Other 
biking ideas?  kgainer@columbus.rr.com

ROLLING IN THE PNW  I’m a fit 60-year-old 
woman looking for biking buddies to explore 
western and eastern Washington, with a bias for 
as few motorized vehicles as possible. Day rides 
and self-supported weekend getaways, about 40 
miles per day at a slow, steady pace. Respond 
with cycling experience and goals/wishes.  
mkoltchak@gmail.com

NORCAL BIKEPACKING  I’m a 60-year-old 
female looking for companions to do summer 
self-contained bikepacking rides in Northern 
California around Santa Cruz, Marin County, 
and other scenic locations around NorCal. Just 
getting into off-road cycling and training to do 
the GDMBR next year!  thouart@att.net

PACIFIC COAST  I’m an experienced male 62-year-
old cycle tourer looking for a partner or 2. Going 
to do the Pacific Coast Adventure Cycling route 
from Seattle to San Diego. Aiming at leaving Seattle 
after Labor Day and arriving in San Diego early 
to mid-October. Aiming at 50–75 miles per day 
depending on weather, wind, climbing, route, and 
detours! Camping almost all the way but open to 
hotels, Warmshowers, and B&Bs where it makes 
sense. Would love to have someone join in — always 
funner to share the ride!  jdski@hotmail.com

PATAGONIA  I’m a strong 67-year-old woman 
planning to bike the main road through 
Patagonia, the Carretera Austral. The road is 
770 miles and 60 percent gravel. This will be 
high adventure. I’m flying to Puerto Montt, 
Chile, on November 15, and I’m allowing 2 
months to complete the trip. Companions should 
be experienced tourists who feel they can go 
independently if needed. I feel I can do this 
trip on my own but would love to have some 
company for all or a portion of the trip. I’m 
planning to cross into Argentina for the return 
flight.  whooptdo@bellsouth.net

SOUTHERN TIER  Accomplished, retired, fit, 
even-tempered, and young-at-heart 72-year-old 
male cycle tourer living in British Columbia. 
Looking for 1 or 2 companions (female or male) 
to join me in cycling the U.S. Southern Tier 
cross-country from San Diego, California, 
east to St. Augustine, Florida, in October and 
November 2022. Suggesting a relaxed 50 miles 
per day, inclusive of rest/discovery days, to cover 
this 2,900-mile route in approximately 60 days. 
Planning to combine camping, Warmshowers, 
and B&Bs along the route. Open to planning the 
trip together.  dboag2749@gmail.com

DEATH VALLEY FEBRUARY 2023  I plan to ride 
in Death Valley during the month of February 
or early March 2023. Usually this is a 5- or 6-day 
tour and can be a bikepacking or inn-to-inn trip. 
An add-on to this trip would be a one-day short 
ride in Red Rock Canyon, which is just north of 
Las Vegas. I am 71, married, and in good physical 
condition. I am easygoing and would encourage 
like-minded to respond. The mileage is 40 to 60 
miles per day.  lighthiker@comcast.net
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Muffin Man 2022 
PHOTOGRAPH BY DANIEL MRGAN    STORY BY GAGE POORE

➺ “My partner, her mom, and I are on a seven-day, 300-mile trip from Spokane, Washington, to 
Hamilton, Montana, for my grandpa’s funeral,” wrote Joni Harris on June 10, 2022, when the riders visited 
Adventure Cycling headquarters. Harris, her partner Erin Lang, and Lang’s mother, Mary Aubert, are 
pictured left to right. After Harris and Lang’s bicycles were both stolen within a three-month period, the 
two started raising money by selling a coffee blend they called Bicycle Blend at Craven Coffee, where they 
work in Spokane. They raised enough money to buy new bicycles, sold their car, and bicycled to work all 
winter. “When Joni’s grandpa died,” Lang wrote, “we decided to do a bike trip in his honor.”

“We’re calling it the Muffin Man 2022 because that was his nickname, though no one knows exactly 
why,” wrote Harris. “Melvin, my grandpa, was an avid cyclist. He took me on my first bike trip from 
Bozeman to Bannock (Montana). He accidentally stuck my shoes in the fire one night while I was doing 
dishes in the river. I remember learning about Adventure Cycling when I was very little because I 
would sit on his lap while he played solitaire on the computer and went through his emails. He always 
enjoyed the stories in Adventure Cycling’s newsletter and magazine.” 

Describing their trip from Spokane to Missoula, Harris wrote, “We’ve seen tons of birds, several 
snakes, a moose, a fox, elk, deer, rabbits, and one million ground squirrels. We’ve eaten two quarts 
of oatmeal so far (because my grandpa always said, ‘It sticks to your ribs’), and had only one flat tire. 
We’ve enjoyed several trails and only had to do 10 miles on I-90. It rained all 50 of the miles on the 
beautiful Trail of the Coeur d’Alenes, and we clogged through six miles of two-foot-deep snow at the 
top of Lookout Pass, but it was all downhill to tequila shots at the 50,000 Silver Dollar Bar.” The three 
riders decided to get tattoos to commemorate their trip during a stop in Missoula, where Adventure 
Cycling is located. Harris ended her model release form stating, “I’ve been wearing my grandpa’s 
T-shirt that says ‘Mountain Muffins’ and using a lot of his camping gear. It’s good to be riding on the 
Montana roads that he loved. God’s Country.”

No. 

See more portraits at  
adventurecycling.org/gspg

Open Road Gallery
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From Adventure Cycling’s National Bicycle Touring Portrait Collection.  © 2022 Adventure Cycling Association.
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