Riding and W

Sir Ranulph Fiennes described it as “The first
great adventure of the new millennium”.
Following a four-year bike ride across five
continents and 60 countries, Alastair
Humphreys wrote a book about the first leg of
his journey. In this excerpt for Backpacker Magazine, he
describes how it all started.
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raise my arms and
stare in wonder over
waves of hazy Blue
Mountains. | wanted to wake in my
sleeping bag in the desert as the sun
rose between my toes. To shiver in a
frost rimed tent is to truly appreciate the
next warm duvet. A parched desert
teaches deep gratitude for running
water. Clarion calls to be alive and to
treasure life. On the road you learn to
appreciate a simplification of life. There
is no need to upgrade your phone, no
porcelain ornaments, no need to look
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Forget champagne on ice - how
about champagne on a bike?!

good to impress, no boring small talk.

At University | spent most of my time
dreaming of, saving for and reading about
adventure. It was only in my final year
that | started to develop any concrete
plans. | became too busy planning my
ride to do much studying. Maps and
dlobes filled my small bed sit. The
possibilities were endless and
this led to countless hours of happy,
unproductive daydreaming. My travels
were little more than a dream in the dusty
recesses of my mind. But the moment |
bedgan expounding my plans over
reassuringly expensive pints of Stella
Artois in the pub | was trapped: word got
out, and gradually the idle dream became
hectic reality.

The months before departure were
exciting. | absorbed book after book about
dreat journeys. | wondered whether |
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And so my journey begins. The bags are
packed and | can think of no convincing
excuse to back out. | don’t want to do

e ; 9 B this. | wake up feeling sick with fear. |
could do anything similar. There was Y o can’t do this. | roll out of my bed for the
only one way | would ever know. | e S ' last time and open my curtains for the
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together a website and began hunting for fiarage, wait for Dad
sponsorship. So much needed to be done. the neighbour to
By the time | actually began riding the take a final photo of the family, hug
toughest stage would already be over. everyone goodbye and then | am off. As

| thrived on people’s astonishment easy as that. | have crossed my first
when they heard of my plans. Never mind border: from being a person
that | had not yet ridden a single mile: e dreaming of his big journey to
people were impressed. But potential . . somebody who is on his journey.
sponsors did not feel that | was a risk

got off the banana boat?!
What a ridiculous idea. Go get a
Jjob if you want a bike.” But | was
determined: | wanted something so
hard that | would surely fail unless | poured
every drop of my being into it. My
head alternated between being up in
the clouds and up my own backside.
Saying adieu to my girlfriend was 7
brutal. | had spent the four e
happiest years of my life
with Sarah but compromise
never seemed possible for
either of us. But | had never
in my life been as lonely as when |
watched her drive away for the
last time.

For more information on
Alastair or to buy his book,
Moods of Future Joys, visit:
www.alastairhumphreys.com.
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