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ho ur buse:
: _ 5. In those nine hours, .
ut of the towns, I doubt I saw 30 cars: son, I expected herring. prepared 30
_ be. olitary ride on the northern portion entways, but I never saw it, and that evening
Since I keep my bike in Germany, it was  of the Ring Road set the tone for the next  meal set the standard for the rest of the trip.
an easy ride to the top of Denmark to hop nine days of my amazing journey. One minute you are in Re and its
the ferry to Iceland. A two-day stop in the javik is in a boom phase. suburbs and then almost instantaneously
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hard-packed dirt and then gravel about a
foot deep. Fun and games as we plowed .
through it, my bike (and everyone elses)  just a few homes at the very end and other
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it did all it could to beat me. The first hour
was fine, asphalt and then a good, hard-
packed dirt road with occasional patches of
gravel,

Then the first river appeared.

1 estimated it at about 45 feet wide and a
foot or more deep. The
water just looked cold—
very, very cold. Three of
my companions went
before me; one went down
about a quarter of the way
in, and he was much more
experienced off-road than
I.I'was not feeling inspired
or confident, but as there
was really no other option,
I went for it. Only when I
looked at the Go-Pro foot-
age later could I see that
the riverbed was com-
posed of baseball-size
rocks covered with some
sort of growth. The han-
dlebars were all over the
place and so was my lan-
guage. I don’t know what I
did right, or for that mat-
ter, wrong, but I made it across.

After that, my attitude went from “What
am I doing here?” to “Bring it on!” which is
exactly what FU-26 did. Eight or more
streams/rivers awaited us. The road went
from dirt to rock to sand to mud and back
again as we climbed into the highlands of
Iceland. The vistas were jaw-droppingly
beautiful, truly epic in their scope. Looking

at the landscape, I could have been on the
moon for all T knew, and T could see the
road stretch out for miles and miles ahead
of me as we rode into the hills.

When the clouds descended and the mist
came in, visibility went down to about 20

Seljalandsfoss waterfalls captured by drone.

feet. I told myself I didn't really need to see
where [ was going, as [ could follow the tire
tracks from the bikes in front of me. Then
the rain started, washing away the tire
tracks and fogging my glasses. It was about
38 degrees, and I had no idea where I was. I
started to wonder when it would end. I kept
going, dreaming of a hot shower. I was
doing okay (“fine” was on the back burner)

until heavy, wet snow began falling—so
heavy and so wet that it stuck to my visor.
The bike slid around under me as it tried
to find traction going uphill, the back wheel
acting as if it was on a trampoline. When I

could get the snow off my visor, I could
occasionally see one or
two bikes ahead of me.
The temperature hovered
around the freezing mark
I gave up on the hot
shower dream and totally
focused on navigating that
goat path.

After eight hours of
being mostly on the pegs,
my calves burned. The
road started to descend. A
long, steep hill lay before
me, the mud of the road
surface glistening in the
rain. I could either ride
down the hill or slide
down the hill. I prayed for
the former but was realis-
tic about the latter. My
predicament became more
apparent as [ went around

a corner and found a rider down with what
turned out to be two broken ribs and a bro-
ken collarbone. Along with two other rid-
ers, I helped get the bike off him and into
the follow van. I slithered on at a snail’s pace
through the rutted landscape until I saw an
asphalt road in the distance. It's amazing
what a piece of tarmac can do to lift ones
spirits.
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Crossing the J6kulsérlén Glacier Lagoon.

I was a quarter-mile from the road when
FU-26 got in her last licks. Over I went in
the soft, thick mud. The right sides of the
bike and myself were coated in the stuff. I
returned to a state of humility and respect
for FU-26. I did finally get my long, hot
shower, and our rest day in Husavik was
most welcomed. I reflected on the challeng-
ing (and slightly terrifying at times) day of
riding I had survived.

On Day Six, we had the choice of going to
the northernmost tip of Iceland (and
thereby almost to the Arctic Circle) or
going to see Dettifoss (the largest waterfall
in Burope). Since I have seen some pretty
incredible waterfalls in my life, I opted for
the former, picturing soaring cliffs, crash-
ing waves, a lone lighthouse sending out her
beacon of hope to stranded mariners. What
I got was flat land, hard-packed dirt roads,
and what must have been a fully automated
lighthouse, as one couldn’t even get to it!

More miles of dirt roads and several fjords
later, we started to climb a hill with what
seemed like a 20 percent grade and switch-
backs. The bike came alive, I came alive,
and we climbed up and up until I could see
the crest of the mountain ahead of me. I
reached the top and had one of those big
moments. The panorama in front of me
ranks right up there in the top five amazing
places I have seen. The endless North
Atlantic on my left, a black sand beach
stretching for miles into the distance, snow-
capped mountains in the distance and this
immense, magnificent valley with a mean-
dering river running through it dared me
not to be in awe. It was what used to be
called a Kodak moment—but on steroids.
The regret of not seeing the waterfall faded
away, the lesson of snap judgment learned.

We made our way clockwise around the
island the next few days. Waterfalls just as
amazing replaced the one I missed. A won-
derful aspect of Iceland is that you're

allowed to enjoy nature as it is and at your
own risk, No signs warning you to watch
your step or to resist trespassing, No safety
rails—just you and Mother Nature. A bay
filled with huge chunks of ice broken off
from the glacier provided a surreal boat
ride; we stood next to mammoth pieces of
ice that had made their way from the bay to
the ocean, and all in view of the soaring
cliffs.

An incredible final farewell dinner back
in Reykjavik complemented all the great
dinners we had on the trip. I had no reason
to think of Iceland as a culinary standout,
but I was wrong. We had incredible, imagi-
natively prepared food each night and
stayed in excellent hotels, even in the more
remote towns. The riding, with that sense of
being removed from the safety and trap-
pings of city or suburban living, was what
made this journey phenomenal. ©
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