
“When I told people I was going to ride a tricycle to Death Valley, they thought I was crazy on two 
noteworthy psychological levels. First, they questioned my sanity for even wanting to visit Death Valley 

at all, having heard of the sensationalized horror stories from 1849 to the present. Second, they 
questioned my sanity for wanting to pedal myself only 9 inches from the asphalt to get there. What?!?  

No car? Are you nuts?”

Excerpt from: Silent Passage, The Death Valley Tricycle Expedition

* * * * * * *

TOURING ON A TRIKE

by Steve Greene

Casting off the familiar comforts of home and heading overland for an extended period of time on 
nothing more substantial than a human powered recumbent tadpole tricycle tends to unsettle the mind 
somewhat, especially if going it alone. In a way, it's pretty straightforward and basic, yet somehow, an 
initial  fear  of  the  unknown creeps  in  and  erodes  confidence.  Concerns  of  weather,  traffic,  food, 
survival, and even going to the bathroom fill the head with mischievous gremlins bent on preventing 
the acquisition of new life-altering experiences. Alone? On a tricycle? Out in the middle of nowhere? I 
need all the protections I've come to expect in life! I need guarantees!

Well, guarantees are only illusions we build around ourselves to calm the restless spirit, for the reality 
of our world provides only one absolute guarantee upon which we may rely, and that one is precisely 
the reason behind our penchant for constructing alternates. Pondering one's own demise often initiates 
a powerful wake of grim and unbearable anxiety, thus many seek fortresses of immortality, intent on 
creating a haven of hope. Steering clear of anything out of our normal day to day existence, avoiding 
that which we perceive dangerous to our life force, is the norm. Take no chances! Stay safe. Don't 
leave the box ...

But are things truly more threatening outside the box? Or, perhaps a better question for the average Joe 
might be, are we even in a box? And if we are, what's beyond it? Hollywood movies like Pleasantville, 
starring Tobey Maguire, and The Truman Show, starring Jim Carrey, come immediately to mind, two 
outstanding creative works that strip bare unfounded societal belief paradigms to which the frightened 
masses tenaciously cling. The extent of life lies within delineated boundaries, after all, and we dare not 
question anything more. We are taught that those limits are iron-clad realities, all there is to what we 
are, so as a collective, we don't even think there could be more ... far more than our shackled minds 
conceive. We don't think to even ask the question!

A few inquisitive souls however see the “Leaving Pleasantville” sign, and wonder what lies out there 
over the horizon; Or they behold the pretty blue sky and clouds over the ocean near Seahaven and 
consider it might be a facade, merely a fragile painting with a doorway. Their adventurous spirits yearn 
to discover what would happen if ... if they dare to wander away from their habitual environment of 
pleasant mediocrity. Their calling is to strike out and do things their own way, not the way everyone 
else has always done it. They come to understand there is much more outside the box than within, and 
once they leave, there's no going back. They become the freedom and opportunity few others see. They 
take the chance, and their reward is an indescribably vibrant feeling of being alive like never before. 
He who returns from a journey is not the same as he who left!

Touring on a trike is just one of countless methods for accessing hidden doors through which the 
intrepid may pass, a rare and very unique mode of personal expression and challenge that takes us to 
whatever is beyond Pleasantville or Seahaven. The trike is like Truman Burbank's sailboat Santa Maria, 



a secret  silent  passage into a New World.  More accurately,  those who are  riding human powered 
recumbent tadpole tricycles around this planet have most likely already left the box long ago, and the 
trike is merely an extended expression of their mindsets, one of their numerous methods of discovery 
used to make the most of who they are, where they are going, and what's available to them along the 
way. These people are Free on Three, moving about the misty realm of triangular locomotion with 
intense internal grins of epiphany, their world illuminated by the candle of wonder and curiosity.

It takes guts to ride a trike! With two and three ton moving mechanized machines speeding about by 
the thousands, or jammed up for miles at a walking pace, heading out on a trike is insanity taken 
beyond limits. You'll be killed, horribly maimed, or verbally dishonored by impatient and angry self-
righteous box dwellers who refuse to share their road with you! You're obviously living on borrowed 
time riding a trike in this world. Only folks many cards short of a full deck would even consider doing 
it. First of all, what's the point? Why go so slow? Modern cultures like ours only know one speed, and 
that's as fast as possible ... while multitasking no less. Trikes don't stand a chance. What could anyone 
possibly gain from riding a trike, other than perhaps a little exercise while pedaling safely around a 
quiet suburban neighborhood in an effort to undo the daily stresses of commuting and earning a lot of 
cash to pay down that massive mortgage?

Of course, you probably already know the answers, and that is exactly why you are reading these 
words. You know, or want to find out, the rewards of long-haul triking, and you certainly realize, or 
soon will, that most of the traditional fears heaped upon us by The Boxers exist only in their minds, 
and that we too used to believe the same things ourselves ... until we quietly escaped on our trikes and 
moved beyond the fear. You also have probably noticed the barbed wit laced throughout this text thus 
far, and perhaps may agree that through simplification life can grow in many unexpected and glorious 
ways. Touring on a trike is most definitely something you don't want to miss!   

After  you've  taken  that  trike  out  for  multiple  days  far  from  the  “safety”  of  your  home,  many 
awakenings crystallize within, the gremlins disappear, and it dawns on you that this small and simple 
human powered machine is the marvelous gateway to an inner independence,  and if  you're lucky, 
perhaps even to a physical one as well. Trikes are liberating for those bold enough to ease themselves 
down into  the  cockpit  and  slice  through  the  static  and  illusions  that  plague  the  other  six  billion 
hamsters on their wheels to nowhere. Get off the treadmill. Get in a trike. Get on the road!

Only those who risk going too far will discover how far they can go. There is no other way. These 
introductory  words  have  been  intended  to  serve  as  personal  motivators,  like  a  pregame  pep  talk 
designed to fire up the mind and body to succeed in the upcoming endeavor. Touring on a trike is 
probably a daunting thought for those yet to try it for the first time, but the memories, along with plans 
for future journeys, are well worth taking that first step. The expert at anything was once a beginner. 
We are all somewhere on that continuum, helping one another forward in a shared desire to leave 
normalcy far behind. If you are an experienced long-haul triker, take a new trike pilot with you next 
time. If you are new to triking, find a seasoned triker and tag along on his next journey.

This monologue has been crafted to provide some basic ideas about what it's like riding a trike for 
longer distances over the course of several days (or even a weekend overnight if it's your first time), 
and what types of considerations are prudent to make the experience proceed with as few glitches as 
possible. Nothing ever goes as originally planned. This we all know. And few things occur in the time 
span originally allotted. Of course, that's the beauty of a rogue life with a trike on the road; the mystery 
of what will happen next is like a magnet to alternative thinkers like ourselves.

This  old  trike  pilot  is  a  firm  believer  in  Murphy's  Law,  that  antiquated,  seemingly  nonsensical 



philosophical dribble about catastrophe being inversely proportional to preparedness. It goes something 
like this (in two of its infamous iterations): “If anything can go wrong, it will.” Or, seeing it another 
way, “The less prepared you are for something, the greater the likelihood that it will occur.” Yes, I 
realize this law has absolutely no basis in natural world reality … it is completely without foundation. 
But, nevertheless, its dark fog hovers silently in the far reaches of my mind, so I ritualistically make 
sure I have my bases covered to the best of my ability whenever preparing for an extended absence 
from my cozy little hobbit hole home. 

The second version of Murphy's Myth is the one I am most concerned about because it is the one that 
occasionally affects me. So, I just began figuring that the inverse of it must surely also be true (I call it  
Stevie's Law):  “The more prepared you are for any given eventuality,  the less likely its chance of 
occurring.” That's because Murphy can't have any fun with me knowing that I'm ready. I think my dad 
must have believed this too because he was always harping on me to tend to every little minuscule 
detail. Of course, his warnings may have led to a Chicken Little mode. But happily, the sky hasn't 
fallen on me yet!

Obviously, before we can take a trike tour anywhere, we have to have a trike! If you have yet to get 
one of your own, this is the first place to begin preparing for success, by studying all the manufacturers 
and what  they  have to  offer.  It's  sure  nice to  actually  look at  a  trike in  person before  buying  it, 
something that I was fortunate to experience because a local fellow was selling his low-mileage ICE. 
There are no trike dealers anywhere close to where I live, so I was lucky. Lady Luck smiled a second 
time on my quest by making sure the second-hand trike I eventually acquired happened to be one of 
the best trikes on Earth. Murphy had nothing to say about my purchase! I got a great trike that was 
more than up to taking me anywhere I wanted to go.

Until the used trike came to my attention,  I  was about to buy a new one from a trike mail  order 
business called Hostel Shoppe Recumbents in Wisconsin.  They are great people,  very helpful,  and 
eager to ship one right to my door ... fully assembled, no less. It would have been a quality one also, as 
I had picked the Catrike Expedition. It didn't work out that way, but having done some homework for 
several months on the best trikes according to the riders who share their feelings on the forums like 
Bent Rider, at least I had a pretty good idea what I wanted. Get the highest quality trike you can afford 
if possible, and be sure to save some money for all the options you'll be needing, along with quality 
cargo solutions.

Assuming  you  have  a  trike  that  is  built  to  last  from high  quality  components,  the  initial  step  is 
complete. The peace of mind that comes with a well built machine is surely worth not having to worry 
about mechanical failures out on the road. We are out there for a good time, not to be tinkering with 
fixing a problem. It's just like computers of long ago; they were labor intensive and user unfriendly, 
forcing us to focus much of our attention on just running the darn things, which leeched creativity from 
the project we were using them to craft. We want to focus on the trip, how we can use it to enrich our 
lives, and the surprises it brings our way.

All this is not to say however that we should neglect periodic checking and maintenance. Even the best 
trikes require minimal upkeep to keep them up on the road. This holds true even if we choose not to 
ride across the county, state, or country. Around town rides aren't too worrisome, for we can always 
walk  the  trike  home  if  need  be,  but  on  50  mile  day  rides  into  the  mountains,  simple  routine 
maintenance is important for sure. A well maintained trike is always ready, and the parts remain in 
good condition so that they won't let us down in the middle of nowhere. A few minutes spent on a 
regular basis will head off most any issue before it develops into an unwelcomed problem, and this 
routine maintenance time will also allow us to take spur of the moment rides with little preparation or 



worry.

Here are a few items to check and maintain on your trike:

Weekly:  Tires  properly  inflated;  Chain  well  lubricated  (but  definitely  not  overdone);  Brakes  fully 
functional;  Quick release levers fully closed; Hydraulic brake lines in good condition (if  you have 
them); Panniers and cargo trunks properly attached; Air pump present and functional; Road tool kit 
present.

After Every Ride: Brush tires off and check for leaks and cuts; Wipe off road grime; Wipe down chain 
and apply minimal lubricant if necessary; Check for any new damage or wear.

Monthly: Clean trike thoroughly with damp rag (no high pressure hosing); Check for cracks in frame 
or  welds;  Degrease chainrings,  cassette,  idler  pulleys,  and derailleurs;  Lightly  lubricate  the chain; 
Lightly lubricate moving parts of derailleurs, such as pivot points and jockey wheels; Make sure pedal, 
crankarm, and chainring bolts are tight;  Check bottom bracket for wear  or looseness;  Check idler 
pulleys  for  looseness;  Lightly  lubricate  clipless  pedal  mechanisms;  Check  spoke  tightness,  while 
making sure wheels turn true; Clean rims and spokes; Check accessory hardware attachments.

Yearly: Measure chain with a wear indicator (such as from Park Tool); Replace any heavily worn parts; 
Replace brake and shift cables if frayed or rusty; Perform a thorough inspection from bottom bracket 
to rear tire, repairing or replacing anything in between that may contribute to a malfunction out on the 
road. An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure ... and saves us one big headache right in the 
middle of a really fun day. Remember, any little maladjustment or seemingly insignificant problem 
will be magnified hundreds of times over the course of a long tour.

If we conduct frequent inspections of our trikes throughout the year, hopefully on a weekly basis, the 
monthly and yearly suggestions will have already been addressed before the longer time frame. For 
example, we wouldn't wait for the once-a-year time to replace a heavily worn cable, or the once-a-
month  time  to  tighten  a  loosening  crankarm  bolt.  Quick  and  simple  weekly  inspections  and 
maintenance will keep the cables in good shape and all the bolts tight. It's like checking emails: Do it 
daily and it's easy to remain on top of the job, but do it once a month and it can become overwhelming.

Tire pressure is probably the most common maintenance ritual any trike pilot will perform on a regular 
basis. The minimum and maximum inflation pressures are embossed on the sidewall of the tires, often 
expressed in pounds per square inch (PSI) and bar units. Seventy PSI equals roughly 4.8 to 5 bar units. 
Trike air pumps often read in both measurements, so you can use what is easiest to remember. My 
Schwalbe Marathon-Plus tires have a maximum pressure of 70 PSI, and every few rides, I make sure 
with the pump that's where they are, although, with experience, you can get a pretty good “feel” what 
that pressure is like just by squeezing the tires with you fingers. If it feels a little mushy, out comes the 
pump.

Tires naturally lose air at a very slow rate over time, even just sitting in your garage unridden. On my 
Death Valley trek, I checked every day with my fingers. Then, about day-9, I checked them with my 
pump gauge because I  had just  ridden through a huge patch thick with nasty goathead thorns,  so 
numerous  that  each  tire's  tread  was  hidden  by  the  miserable  white  heads  and  spikes.  The  three 
Schwalbe tires on the trike registered just over 65 pounds, showing the natural air loss with nine days 
of  heavy  touring.  The  two  trailer  tires  and  tubes,  both  of  inferior  quality,  had  issues,  with  one 
registering 35 pounds after the thorn removal chore.



The main reason I run the tires at full pressure is to minimize rolling resistance, even though it makes 
for a little rougher ride. Going up mountains is easier if there is less drag, and after days of pedaling 
over passes, that is a good thing. This high pressure isn't really an issue for me because of the tire size, 
which is 20x1.75 inches, making for more of a balloon feel and absorbing the road irregularities. I 
would run a 2 inch width if Schwalbe made the Marathon-Plus in that size, but unfortunately, they do 
not.  Keep in  mind though that  my trike  is  suspended,  which makes  a  huge difference in  touring 
comfort,  and allows me to  minimize the friction between the rubber and the road by keeping the 
pressure higher. The trike came with thin 1.25-inch tires, which do lessen rolling resistance more than 
1.75s,  but  since I  spend some time on dirt  roads,  I  also needed the added buoyancy provided by 
balloon type tires.

Another regular maintenance chore is that of chain lubrication, although if you don't get into a lot of 
dirt and grime, it's not that big of a deal. On my first trip, I stealth camped on some dusty old roads 
with deep dirt, which quickly mucked up my rear derailleur, cassette, and the chain. It looked like they 
were all made of dirt ... not good for parts longevity. Imagine the gritty chain pulling all that crud over 
the chainrings, jockey wheels, and cogs! Riding through tall grass is your friend, as the blades clean it 
off fairly well.

The secret trick is to not overdo the lubrication of the chain or derailleurs, as the oily substance easily 
holds onto dirt and dust, not to mention that if you throw the chain on an over zealous shift, you're 
going to get all that tenacious lubricant on your hands or gloves when you put the chain back onto the 
chainring. Having lubricant on the outside portions of each link is not necessary, rather getting it into 
the joints of the links, where the movement occurs, is what's important. It's best to keep this lubrication 
task easy and clean by doing a little bit frequently if necessary instead of a lot every few months.

One way to tell if you have too much lubricant on the chain is if the chain looks dark, oily, dirty ... or 
fuzzy from grime. Also, if it's on there too heavy, when you touch it, your fingers will be a mess. The 
trike's chain and sprockets should retain the original look of the bare metal if kept lightly lubricated 
and wiped free of dirt on a regular basis. A well maintained drivetrain will appear brand new, with no 
evidence of any excess lubricant ... and, if you have to lift the chain back onto a chainring sometime, 
you'll still have clean hands afterwards.

Start looking at bicycle chain and sprocket systems when you see them parked here and there around 
town, and you'll notice some pretty dirty rigs because many riders just figure it will last forever even if 
neglected. What they fail to realize is that a clean and well maintained power transmission system will 
work more efficiently in the form of easier shifts, while at the same time prolonging component life. 
What is unimportant to local riders who are always close to help becomes critical for trikers out in the 
middle of proverbial nowhere. Get in the habit of keeping your drivetrain immaculate. It just makes 
everything easier, while allowing for better inspection of potential problems.

One semi-professional former bicyclist from Washington DC recently gave me an insider's tip, so I'll 
pass it on here for what it's worth. If you have the chain off the trike, go ahead and get it as clean as 
possible (soak in Simple Green, for example), and let it dry thoroughly. Then, instead of putting it back 
on the trike and using a high priced chain lube from a drip bottle, which is what most people do, 
Joseph says to do this: 

Get enough paraffin wax blocks at a hardware store so that they can be melted and poured into a small 
bucket. This product is extremely inexpensive compared to any typical chain lube. Have your chain 
already in the bucket when you pour the liquefied paraffin over it, which should cover all the links. Let 
it soak momentarily, but be sure to remove it before the wax begins to solidify again. Using a clean 



portion of a dry cloth rag, vigorously wipe the entire length down enough times that there is no waxy 
feel when running your fingers over it. At this point, re-install the chain on your trike. He swears by 
this lubrication technique, and says it lasts much longer because the paraffin actually soaks deep into 
all the moving joints of the links while they are totally submerged. I am intrigued by this method, and 
may well give it a try. 

Also check your idler pulley, sometimes called a chain pulley, which is midway along the power side 
of the chain (the upper level of chain as it is pulled forward towards the crankset). Keep it clean and 
check for wear. On a part like this, is is good to inspect it when new, so that you will know later what it 
is supposed to look and feel like. This gives you a baseline for comparison as the mileage increases 
over the years. Actually, this is prudent advice for all your trike parts! Know what they are like new, 
and you will  realize when they are reaching the end of their  useful lives.  Most parts will  provide 
thousands of trouble free miles, so the chances of something going south while on a particular tour are 
slim ...  as  long as you are  keeping current  on thorough weekly inspections  at  home,  and making 
necessary repairs or adjustments when needed.

Assuming your brake and derailleur cables are already adjusted well, little if anything needs be done in 
this department, except as a cable wears with time. If either of the brake levers on the handlebars are 
touching the hand grip, or getting mighty close, screw the barrel adjuster by the grip out until this slack 
is gone. If that's not enough to take care of the problem, you may have to reposition the lower end 
cable clamp by the wheel. The brake cables can be lubricated for smoother operation by disconnecting 
them at the wheel end, holding them up higher than the hand grips, and dribbling a small amount of 
light oil inside the housing, which will coat the entire length.  Consider replacing the cable if it  is 
frayed or rusted.

The rear derailleur has a barrel adjuster on it, which allows for fine tuning if your shifts are not as 
precise as you'd like. With the rear wheel suspended off the ground, turn the crank and shift gears, 
while working the adjustment until it is smooth. A good instructional video of this technique appears 
on  the  Trike  Asylum website.  And like  brake  cables,  when frayed,  rusted,  or  kinked,  replace the 
derailleur cables.

Prior to departure on an extended tour, it is important to ensure that everything on your trike is in top 
operating condition, just as you would with an automobile before leaving on a cross-country trip. But 
it's a lot easier with a trike, and requires no highly trained and costly mechanic to check out thousands 
of hidden and complex systems that make a car run properly. This is one of the perks of owning a 
trike! It's simple, with everything right out there to view in your own garage. There are a minimal 
number of operating parts, and those can be readily checked and adjusted by anyone with a modicum 
of mechanical savvy and a good bicycle repair manual. Knowledge is the key, for nothing on a trike is 
so complex that an average person could not do it. Trikes are truly a liberating form of transport.

Basic tools will complete most aspects of trike tour preparation, with a few specialized garage tools 
necessary for those who prefer to do the more major work themselves, like changing bottom brackets, 
cassettes, or crank arms ... where you would need a bottom bracket tool or a crank puller. It is common 
for trike pilots to have a tool set that resides on the trike for potential road repairs, and an extended tool 
set at home for aspects of maintenance that would rarely, if ever, be encountered in a touring situation.

Here are some suggestions for the road tool set:

Trike Tool Pouch: Tube patch kit;  Spare inner tube; Tire levers; Air  pump (such as Topeak Road 
Morph);  Spare chain links;  Quick connect  chain link;  Chain breaker tool;  Hex wrench set;  Spoke 



wrench; Phillips and standard screwdrivers; Small crescent wrench; Box and open end wrenches for 
front  axles  (unless  quick-release);  Multi-tool  (such  as  Park  rescue  tool  MTB-3);  Chain  lubricant; 
Needle nose pliers; Spare shift cable; Spare brake cable; Wire cutters; Small roll of steel wire; Utility 
knife; Electrical tape; Any other miscellaneous wrenches or tools needed to perform tasks specific to 
your brand of trike. 

Well, this trike maintenance talk could go on for many pages, and is probably an entire article in itself 
for some future writing project, so let's move on to other aspects of touring on a trike. We began this 
article with certain maintenance concerns because it helps to alleviate potential problems out on the 
road. We will touch again on a few of these topics later while discussing the tour itself. 

There is a lot to consider when setting out overland on nothing more substantial than a recumbent 
tadpole tricycle, especially on a first tour, but it gets easier! Once a triker returns from the first cross 
country journey, it all starts coming together. Little things that you were unsure of before leaving now 
make sense, and “dialing in” the trike, cargo solutions, and overnights begin to gel. What was once 
educated theory, speculation, and advice is now a personally known reality. He who returns from a 
journey is not the same as he who left.

* * * * * * *

We have talked about preparation and maintenance of the trike briefly, yet the trike can't go anywhere 
without its pilot.  On a trike,  the pilot  is also the engine,  the key ingredient that  propels the three 
wheeled machine on the journey. As the originator of the Triclops tricycle makes clear by the name of 
his company, we are all Organic Engines. Our fuel comes from calories in food, and fueling the engine 
happily  is  an  agreeable  and  tasty  task,  far  more  pleasant  than  pumping  toxic  gasoline  into  an 
automobile, which then poisons the very air we breathe. And the exhaust from our organic engines is as 
harmless as a little flatulence now and then, which quickly dissipates in the big sky as we pedal along.

Just as we prepare the trike mechanisms for the trip, we must prepare the organic engine for the trip. 
One thing becomes abundantly clear when triking hundreds of miles over the course of several days or 
weeks, and that is how utterly sedentary we have become as a culture to get from one place to another. 
On a trike, we learn the value of maximizing our fuel rations, and how 5,000 to 7,000 calories may be 
consumed during the course of an ambitious eight to ten hour day in the cockpit. We eat like there's no 
tomorrow and still become leaner by the day, whereas a motorist driving a car for a similar amount of 
time each day may expend but a third of those calories while doing nothing more taxing than sitting on 
his posterior.

Distance triking is not for the unfit ... that is if one hopes to have a good time while covering wide 
expanses of countryside. Which would you rather drive across the country: a car with a well-tuned new 
engine, or one with a well-worn, poorly maintained, 250,000 mile engine? I'd rather drive no car at all, 
but for normal folks, the answer is obvious. The latter engine has a much higher chance of failure, 
which is only lost money. Organic engines fail too, but the cost is far higher. Nearly anyone who rides 
a trike long distances will become more fit with time, of that there is little doubt, but being fit prior to 
a big ride is definitely preferable. Using the tour to tune the body is not an acceptable option ... iron 
out the bugs before you go.

All  serious trike pilots  are  willing to attain  a level  of fitness far  beyond that of  the masses.  This 
evolution is part and parcel with pedaling through the landscape. I have seen a number of overweight 
trikers, yet if they stick with it and take an extended trip, the excess weight will eventually be a thing 
of the past, assuming they don't stop at every restaurant along the way. Being an organic engine has 



huge longevity perks, and allows us the freedom of silently exploring our planet.

How do we prepare our bodies for a tour? Well, that too could be an entire book on fitness, many of 
which can be found if you are interested to learn about the topic in detail. Those books focus on fitness 
in general, which is fine, but there is more to it for folks pedaling a trike. The unique manner in which 
the human body interacts with a recumbent tricycle demands preparation through specific practice 
prior to leaving the traditional comforts of home. Just because you train at a gym several days each 
week is no guarantee that you'll do well on an extended trike journey. In fact, you'll find that no matter 
how many barbell squats or leg presses you do weekly, there is still an additional initiation phase on 
the trike.

Remember that on a trike tour, you will be providing your own propulsion power for 6-10 hours per 
day, and that's often not on level ground! On a trike, we quickly learn that even small uphills can be a 
challenge late in the afternoon, hills that you'd never even notice in a car. Pedaling over high mountain 
passes will tax one's endurance capability, as it's continual motion of the large leg and hip muscles that 
keeps us moving ever upward, and those large muscles demand a toll of hundreds of calories per hour. 
It would be unwise to leave on a tour if the body is not thoroughly prepared.

Getting the bod ready for a long trek is not something that can be done overnight. The best planning 
includes months of preparation in the way of exercise, diet, and mental conditioning. Getting your first 
trike and going for  weekly training rides for  three months prior to departure is not an acceptable 
solution, especially if you wish to avoid unanticipated and unwanted injuries. I would recommend a 
solid year of trike riding before considering taking a protracted jaunt cross country.

My own personal story goes something like this: I got my first trike during the month of May, for a 
three-state trip I was to take the following October, a trek that I anticipated would be roughly 2,500 
miles. I had four months to prepare. Those 16 weeks should be enough, I reckoned. I figured it would 
be a snap, as my entire life has revolved around peak fitness and health. I had been weight training 
nonstop for 40 years (3 to 5 days per week), walking everywhere that's practical, taking wilderness 
hikes since childhood, and eating what most people would consider an unnecessarily healthy Spartan 
diet geared for maximum functional longevity. Consequently, my mind figured I could ride a trike 
down to southern California from the central Oregon coast (over several mountain ranges). 

As I went for increasingly longer and more taxing training rides during those 16 weeks, things came 
along fairly well, with no significant problems. My endurance was clearly up to the task of heading 
cross country. Strength was not an issue. The common annoying nuances and quirks associated with 
the recumbent  riding position seemed to  dissipate  rapidly.  I  was so confident  in  my physical  and 
psychological abilities that I often allowed a few days rest between rides ... and being summer time, I 
was also involved in other outdoor activities that kept me away from the trike for longer periods than I 
should have been. 

Here is where my thinking failed me: I had not at all anticipated the potential for repetitive stress issues 
that manifest themselves only after many consecutive days of riding. Getting up in the morning and 
pedaling the trike until evening when it was time to eat dinner and pitch a tent, and doing this day after 
day  with  no  time  off,  brought  forth  some  physical  problems  that  were  then  unforeseen  by  an 
inexperienced rider like myself. To simulate a long journey, especially for the new rider, requires day 
rides from your house for the number of hours and days you'll be riding on the trip, and these daily 
rides should be done with only eating and sleeping overnight in between. 

Let's say your planned tour will last seven days at eight hours per day. That's a total of 56 hours of 



pedaling. To understand what effect the seven day trip will have on you before you actually leave 
necessitates taking eight-hour day rides for seven days straight, just like you'll be doing on the tour, but 
instead of being out far away from home, you'll be returning home each night. Only by doing this will 
a rider really get a genuine feel for what it's like. The valuable upside to this preparation strategy is that 
if something does go wrong with your body or trike, you're no farther than four hours from the house, 
which, at 8 miles-per-hour, would put you only 32 miles from a safe haven. 

Prior to my first long distance trip, I did not take such action, and was not totally prepared as a result. 
This was a notable mistake. It didn't occur to me then that I could simulate the actual trip right in my 
own neck of the woods. The downside is that for the best simulation to occur, it requires a hefty time 
allotment, which may be unrealistic for many people. If you're taking precious vacation time from 
work to do your trike trip, it's unlikely that you would desire to take seven days additional just to 
simulate it. This strategy is best suited for those who are retired or independently wealthy, I suppose. 
Although, a working stiff may still be able to pull it off prior to vacation time if he rode the trike to and 
from work each day, depending on the length of commute.

Since I did not simulate my ride ahead of time, an unexpected problem arose from my feet, an area of 
the body that I would not have guessed could bring me down on my first overland journey. Imagine the 
stress and compression that feet endure as they rotate the cranks hundreds of thousands of times on an 
extended trek, and you'll see that proper footwear and conditioning is crucial. Short day rides now and 
then, with days off in between, allow the feet to recuperate, and thus do not at all simulate the real ride. 
Had I followed the advice I offered two paragraphs back, I would have learned firsthand about how the 
feet can fail under the right conditions.  

Up to the last minute, I was still debating what footwear to use. I wanted to hike a lot on the trip too, 
so I ended up using my Merrill Moab Ventilator hiking shoes, combined with Power Grip straps to 
hold my feet on the pedals. There were SPD bindings on the reverse side of the pedals, so I could have 
used my Shimano SPD sandals or purchased regular cycling shoes with cleats, but since my occasional 
day rides did not properly simulate a tour, I was ignorant of a shoe's importance at that time. Choose 
the wrong shoe and your ride will be cut short.

As  noted  elsewhere  in  my  writings  on  Trike  Asylum,  I  developed  a  significant  swelling  in  both 
Achilles tendons above the heels of each foot, and the two toes next to the big toe of each foot reached 
an annoying point of numbness on the insides where the two toes touch. From what I have been able to 
tell from medical readings since the trip, the numbness issue resulted from crushed nerves and blood 
vessels in my feet  due to  the tendency of  the feet  to wrap themselves around the pedals on each 
revolution of the crank. The soft soles of the hiking shoes provided woefully inadequate support for 
pedaling 8 hours each day, and the needed tightness of the pedal straps further worsened the issue. 

The Achilles swellings were clearly an overuse issue, which developed notably after an epic 20 hour 
ride over the huge Cascade Range, through a bone-chilling night with snow. I was undernourished, 
extremely fatigued, and my hands and feet were cold. An element of fear also existed at times, which 
likely caused me to really put the pressure on the pedals to hurry on to a warm lodge miles and hours 
ahead on the steep pass. All this combined to seal my fate with the Achilles tendons.

Could my problems have been avoided? On hindsight, my answer is yes. Had I worn traditional hard 
sole cycling shoes with SPD pedal attachment, the numbness issue may never have occurred. I now 
have  Lake  MX165  mountain  bike  shoes  with  exceptionally  stiff  Vibram soles,  along  with  pricey 
Specialized insoles designed to stop excessive nerve and blood vessel compression, as well as keep my 
knees in line with my hips and the pedals, rather than their tendency to turn inwards with regular shoes.



I also believe that had I taken daily rides of 8 hours, approximating my ultimate trip, the Achilles 
tendons would have been properly trained to handle the new demands placed upon them. Simply put, I 
expected to launch into the world of trike touring on the fast track, to make my trip with a minimal 
amount of actual riding preparation, which was a big mistake. And that day/night portion that lasted 20 
hours in the freezing cold was a notable error also. I should have stopped partway up the mountain pass 
and pitched a tent long before I foolishly plunged my body, and tendons, into survival mode.

Neither of these problems put a complete stop to my trip, for I could continue to pedal in spite of the 
issues, but who knows how long the Achilles tendons could have held out had I not instituted counter 
measures on Day 11. Were they close to ripping loose? I don't know. What I do know is this: The 
tendons took about three months to totally return to normal, and the four partially numb toes did not 
enjoy absolute feeling for roughly eight months. So yes, I really did mess some things up pretty well it 
seems, and hopefully I'll be all right from here on out.

My advice, for whatever it's worth, is to have logged a solid year of regular triking before any thoughts 
of a cross country tour enter your mind. This gives the body plenty of time to adapt to the weird little 
things that all trike riders go through, strengthens the muscles,  prepares the tendons, increases the 
cardiovascular capacities, soothes the mind, and allows time to iron out any potential problems long 
before they develop into serious issues out on the road in the middle of unfamiliar territory with help 
nowhere to be found.

Speaking of weird little things that all trikers go through, Recumbent Butt is probably ranked number 
one when it comes to enduring a brief break-in period after first getting the trike. For the initial few 
rides, as one adapts from walking to recumbent riding, one's posterior experiences a dull ache, which is 
partially  alleviated  by  shifting  one's  muscular  hind  quarters  on  the  seat  while  riding  ...  or  fully 
alleviated  by  stopping,  standing  up,  and  walking  around  for  a  minute  or  two.  For  whatever 
physiological reason, this unwanted sensation eventually ceases to be an issue, and you can ride forever 
in baby butt bliss.

Another thing to consider is that the bottom brackets on many trikes are higher in elevation than the 
pilot's rear end, which assists blood flow back towards the heart, but tends to reduce it in the feet. On a 
traditional bicycle, the bottom bracket is at ... well, the bottom, of course ... which keeps the feet full of 
blood and feeling. A number of new trike pilots report some toe numbness during the initial phases of 
their triking career, probably due to this arrangement, but it usually ceases to be an issue, much like the 
recumbent butt phenomenon. They should call bottom brackets “front brackets” on trikes. 

Since the feet are higher than the hips on many trikes, this is another good reason to wear stiff soled 
cycling shoes attached to the pedals with cleats, because having the feet wrap around the pedals in soft 
soled regular shoes on each revolution, with the blood supply further restricted by a product like Power 
Grip straps that hold the feet to the pedals, only worsens the propensity towards numbness. SPD cleats, 
or some similar cleat solution, are the only way to go for any serious long-distance triker determined to 
keep the feet feeling fresh and fine.

My recommendation is to avoid any strap product on a tricycle. These products work well on bicycles, 
where your feet are on  top of the pedals, but have minimal value on tricycles, where your feet are 
behind the pedals. In order for Power Grips pedal straps to keep a triker's feet attached to the pedal, 
they have to be fairly tight to keep gravity from pulling the foot downward, which is not healthy for 
blood circulation. Even with my Power Grips sufficiently tight on my trip, I did have a foot slide out 
once when I was fatigued and mentally weary. This is not a good thing if you are traveling fast, as the 



foot can be swept back under the cross frame member ... ouch! A good cleat system, on the other hand, 
allows for unrestricted blood flow and relaxed feet.

Riding a trike on a regular basis strengthens leg and hip musculature. If you are used to riding a bike, a 
good thing  to  keep  in  mind about  potential  body issues  is  the  difference  between bike  and trike 
postures, and the effect on the knees. Human-powered cyclists develop powerful and attractive thighs, 
calves, and gluteals over the course of several years of riding.  On a standard bicycle,  when a hill 
comes, most riders rise from the seat in a standing position to achieve additional leverage and power to 
make it to the top. This is because the leg muscles have more power the closer they come to the fully 
flexed position, as do all muscles. On road bikes, the “double” crankset is typical, with two chainrings, 
whereas on trikes, the crankset is typically a triple, with three chainrings. That third chainring is a 
small one that allows for ultra-low gearing to get over steep mountain roads. 

A trike  pilot,  by  comparison,  cannot  stand  and  use  the  body  to  assist  because  he  is  sitting  in  a 
recumbent seat, but since gearing on a trike has lower options for hill climbing, this “disadvantage” is 
overcome. The caveat here though is this: Resist the tendency to “tough it out” by staying in the same 
gear just to reach the top of the hill if the distance is relatively short. The pressure loads placed upon 
the knees in this situation can have disastrous results because the hips are fixed against the seat, and 
once you exceed the limits of the knees to handle the extra applied force, the damage can be felt in an 
instant. One second you're fine and the hill's summit is within reach, and the next second you know 
you have exceeded your knee joint's capacity  because of  immediate pain.  There are absolutely no 
warning signs before this damage happens to your knees.

I speak from experience on this knee thing. The funny thing is that it didn't happen to me on my trip, 
but several days after my journey when I was pulling up into my sister's driveway. I had been cranking 
around her neighborhood on flat streets in high gear, really pouring the coals to the pedals and pulling 
speeds of around 15+ miles per hour, and when I headed up the short, but steep, driveway, I figured I 
didn't need to downshift. Well, I was wrong. In just a matter of feet, my knees cried out, and even 
though  I  stopped  instantly  when  I  felt  the  pain,  the  residual  ache  persisted  for  about  two  days 
afterward, really putting the fear into me. Once was all it took. I learned the lesson well!

To successfully trike long distances out on the open road requires wise management of gearing options. 
It's  better  to  be spinning faster  and maybe going a  little  slower on a hill  than to  be maintaining 
maximum speed in higher gears by using sheer muscle power. Muscles can be trained and strengthened 
to a point where they can exert greater force on a joint than the joint can handle, something I have long 
since learned in my forty-some years of bodybuilding and weight training. I have had it happen in my 
elbow joints when doing weighted tricep dips, and in my knees when doing heavy leg extensions. If 
you want to live to trike another care-free day, go easy on joints always! Gear down before you find 
yourself on a steep incline. What good is your trike if it's just sitting in the garage unused because 
you're having knee surgery in the hospital? If you mess the knees up severely enough, they'll never 
fully recover. I know several people who can personally attest to this, and it only gets worse as you 
age.

For your amusement, here is a short passage from my tricycle training notes during the weeks leading 
up to my departure for Death Valley from the Oregon coast. By this point, I had begun pulling the 
trailer on my rides to simulate the load, only I had barbell plates in it instead of actual supplies. This 
extra weight really slowed me down on the uphills! Okay, here is what I said back then:

“You know how automobile traffic seems to flow in waves? There are pockets where traffic is  
heavy, followed by windows of time where you won’t see another car for quite some time. Well,  



as dumb luck would have it  for me that  day,  I  lucked out  for my precipitous descent.  For  
whatever chance reasons, I had the road to myself, so as I was now pedaling for all I was worth  
in my highest gear to generate a high speed, I moved into the center of my downhill lane.  
Finally, my speed exceeded my ability to pedal … it was time to coast … faster and faster.  
Overheating was most definitely not an issue now, with the sea breeze whipping around my low 
aerodynamic profile, keeping me very cool. I felt cool, and to folks parked at the turnouts for  
the ocean view, I probably looked cool too.

“I have joked that the Q is more fun than a Ferrari, and let me tell you, at times like this, it is  
true! The feeling of the G-forces give the trike pilot a sense excitement that is hard to describe.  
My hands are firmly on the grips, not overly tight, with fingers ready for the brakes if necessary.  
The Q is a downhill racer’s dream machine, and even this narrow-track version is no match for  
a traditional bicyclist, who carries a larger wind profile, thereby allowing the Q to squeeze on  
by. Leaning slightly into each curve further assists the wide arcs that I am carving out of time  
and space, as my mind is fully focused in the here and now. Nothing else matters. I am one with 
the Q, which is one with the road. All worries of the approaching expedition preparation slip  
from my mind. Flying down this hill is my world for a time.

“For a brief time, unfortunately.

“I  have  to  find  some longer  hills!  This  reminds  me of  my windsurfing  years,  as  the  pure  
adrenaline rush is very similar. The difference with windsurfing is that you are always cranking 
under full power, with no end in sight except if the wind lessened. With cycling, to have a fun  
downhill descent, you must almost always have a protracted uphill. It’s somewhat like skiing,  
where you have to get to the top each time. With windsurfing, you were always at the top, and  
always screaming along.

“Towards the bottom of the hill, a cumbersome motor home finally appeared in my rearview 
mirrors,  but  I  was  progressing  along  at  such  a  clip  by  then  that  it  only  required  a  tiny  
deceleration for the driver, who was already only going about 45 miles per hour due to the cliff  
drop-offs to the side. Oh, how I’d love to be privy to the thoughts and conversations had by  
motorists as they behold the distinctive Q in action! What in the world must the husband and  
wife in the motor home have been thinking,  for example? To see this tiny trike and trailer  
screaming along in front of them must have been quite the conversation piece. There’s nothing  
much cooler looking than seeing a trike in action. It just defies the traditional comprehension of  
the collective social consciousness.

“Once down in the flat lands again, with only moderate inclines and straight stretches, I was  
spinning along without a care in the world. I was keeping my cadence fairly high to reduce the 
caloric burn and make it easy on my legs for a while longer (after all, that hill climb took its  
toll in calories and muscle burn). Maintaining a higher cadence, or the revolutions per minute 
of my feet, allows for an easier ride, but at a slower speed. Well, I had been daydreaming a bit  
and failed to notice two traditional bicyclists about to overtake me. They said nothing as they  
passed (unusual for most cyclists), so I was taken by surprise. As I watched them slowly begin 
to pull away, it occurred to me that I was feeling strong and rested, so I might just see how long  
I could keep pace with them.

“Methodically shifting to higher gearing allowed me to pick up my pace and I quickly pulled up 
behind them, even with my trailer of barbell plates in tow. With the higher gearing, I could  
surely feel the greater muscle power being used to maintain my position. They had panniers on 



their bikes, but of course, were no where nearly as loaded as I was with my 130 pounds tagging  
along behind.  Heck, for me, it’s like I’m pulling another person who isn’t helping with the 
pedaling! Today, I was just pulling a bunch of steel barbell plates (gads, what an idiot I must 
be!). I kept up with these two touring bikers for quite a ways, but as the gradual incline back 
into town is very long, it became apparent that this was not a sustainable proposition. Now, if I  
had been unloaded with no trailer in tow, the story would have been far different.

“Coast Highway 101 is a very popular route for cyclists. Not more than ten minutes after the  
first two had disappeared from my view, in my rearview mirrors I spied two more bicyclists  
gaining on me. Here we go again, I thought … passed by two more! If I had an ego, it would  
surely have been deflating by now. These two were different from the first two however …

“The first rider of the pair was ahead of the second. I could not assume, as many typical males  
might, that the first was a man and the second a woman, and thus the reason for the distance 
lag. After all, on my practice rides, I’ve been passed by plenty of athletic females riding the  
coast, sometimes two at a time, leaving me pedaling from my low position and watching their  
posteriors rhythmically power past my pathetic excuse for a cycling body.

“So up comes the first rider right behind my trailer, and I hear him ask: 'Do you mind if I draft  
you for a bit while I wait for my wife to catch up?' He was right friendly, so I told him to go  
right ahead and catch my draft all he wants. I further added that I probably will notice no  
difference anyway considering the load already in my care. I asked him if he could really tell a  
difference, to which he replied: 'Oh yes! When I got to within ten feet of your trailer, I could  
feel the load on my legs lessen.'

“Glad I could be of assistance! Here I am taking grueling training rides to really get in shape 
for this expedition, and now I have lightweight cyclists who are humming along much faster,  
using my vehicle mass and personal effort to make their burden diminish. This was a gradual  
mid-chainring hill, but it was long. Well, here’s the way I see it. Since this is my neck of the  
woods,  and they are just  guests  passing through,  might  as well  show them some good old  
Oregon coast hospitality. Sure, take it easy in my air wake … glad to have you along for a brief  
smidgen of company.

“The fellow asked directions through town to get off of busy 101 for a short relief from cars, so 
I filled him in on the main alternate route that would circumvent four miles of highway. He also  
asked directions to the bicycle shop, Bicycles 101, so I briefed him how to get there too. By  
then, his wife had caught up, and she was listening to our conversation. He asked where I was  
from and riding to, assuming that I was also on a coastal tour as they were. I explained what I  
was doing and where I was soon to go, whereupon his wife wished me all the best on the trip.  
After those words, these two, like all the rest, simply picked up the cadence and pulled slowly  
away. I kept up for a while, but again, with this load it wasn’t in the cards. Oh, to have the trike  
stripped down to race form! Oh oh, that sounds like my ego spewing forth again. Better get a  
handle on that.

“Anyhow, to wrap up today’s story, I finally pulled into the garage at home, and decided to  
adjust my neck rest. With this new bicycle helmet, I had to bring it forward and inch or so. Now, 
it nicely cradles my neck, just below the skull. It is a position about an inch behind where my 
head is normally positioned when riding with an upright head, so just a little more incline and I  
am super comfy next time out.



“After  weeks  of  preparation  and  physical  training  rides,  today’s  ride  went  without  any 
instances of repetitive stress issues or unusual fatigue. When I arose from the trike after 22  
miles of strenuous riding, I did so with the same quickness and vigor that I would if I was just  
testing out the seat in the garage. It seems to me that finally my body has adjusted to all the  
quirks  everyone  had  initially  advised  me  about  when  becoming  a  trike  pilot.  No  more 
recumbent butt, no more painful or numb feet, no more aching hamstrings, no more wiped out  
feeling. This ride was the point at which I can finally say that I’m good to go!

“I have now unhitched the trailer, removed the panniers, and stowed away the rack … for the  
time being at least. I figure that in 14 days I will begin a two month tour that will involve plenty  
of heavy load riding over the course of about 2500 miles, so why do any more now? Why not  
enjoy myself  these last  two weeks? Any rides  that  I  take between now and lift-off  will  be 
unloaded for the pure joy of triking. I want to have some straightforward and unadulterated fun 
on the Q, and that will begin  tomorrow.”

Visit http://silentpassage.wordpress.com to read the full journal.

* * * * * * *

The body is amazingly adaptable, and possesses impressive recuperative powers. But there are limits, 
just as there are limits to what stresses will adversely affect the trike. Any little maladjustment in the 
human body or mechanical trike is magnified thousands of times on long trip. You might get by with a 
poorly aligned leg or a loose wheel spoke around town and short day rides, but pedaling hundreds of 
miles day after day will accentuate these problems until they really get your attention in a negative 
way. A poorly aligned leg may lead to knee damage, while a loose wheel spoke may eventually break 
and cause others to follow with calamitous results. 

Here is an example to illustrate the need to get things right. Back when I first got my trike in May 
2009,  one  of  the  initial  things  I  did  was  to  upgrade  the  tires  from the  thin  Kenda  Kwest  1.25 
lightweight rubber to the superior Schwalbe Marathon-Plus 1.75 virtually puncture proof heavy-weight 
tires. This necessitated dropping out the rear wheel to change the tires, where a quick-release lever 
makes removal easy and fast. After installing the impenetrable Schwalbe tire, EarthGuard tire liner, 
and heavy-duty Kenda puncture resistant Q-Tube,  I  slid the wheel back into the drop-out slot  and 
tightened the quick-release lever.

Then,  off  I  went  on  another  training  ride  for  the  upcoming  trip.  Everything  seemed  fairly  good 
pedaling around town, but it didn't seem to have the smooth edge it had prior. Had I not shifted down 
to my lowest gear as a test, the potential exists that the rear cassette cogs may have been damaged once 
out on the road. The chain would move up onto the largest cog when I shifted the rear derailleur, but 
then it would immediately drop back down onto the next smallest cog. It did shift through the other 
sprockets, albeit a little noisily and not as smoothly as I would prefer. Before I changed the tire, it had 
shifted flawlessly.

Turns out that when I reinstalled the wheel into the drop-out slot, I had gotten it in just a slight bit 
crooked. In other words, the axle wasn't running quite perpendicular to the chain, which meant that the 
cassette was also slightly askew ... not enough to cause total malfunction, but enough to adversely wear 
the cogs and chain. Once I made sure the wheel was fully seated at the ends of the drop-out slot, I took 
it for another ride ... problem gone! The shifting was once again great. Imagine had I not had occasion 
to use my lowest gearing for a while (24 tooth front chainring and an 34 tooth rear cog is only used  
for the most extreme mountain grades). The other cogs, which were also not perfectly perpendicular to 



the chain would have been receiving undue wear as the chain would be pulling towards one side, 
imperceptibly grinding away at the aluminum teeth. Working out the minuscule bugs is critical prior to 
departing on a long tour. If it doesn't seem just right to you, take the time to troubleshoot it while still 
at home!

Part  of working out the bugs means simulating the trip ahead of time with regards to your cargo 
solutions. Long trike journeys require considerable thought about how you're going to carry all the 
stuff you need, or at least think you need. I thought I needed a lot more than what I really did, and thus 
towed a large trailer behind me the entire way, something that led to several related issues that are 
discussed elsewhere. Whether you decide to tow a trailer or not, it is still a wise idea to test all your 
theories long before you depart into the dark unknown. Now is the time to see what works and what 
doesn't, not when you're 71 miles from the next human outpost.

I  am  assuming  you  will  be  traveling  unsupported,  that  is,  without  a  vehicle  available  for  your 
convenience. I have been passed by cyclists with no panniers, out in the middle of nowhere, happily 
speeding by me unencumbered by extra cargo weight,  and then watched as their  supply-laden van 
brings up the rear. This is great if you can afford it, yet for me and many others of like mind, hitting 
the road with my own provisions provides a certain pleasure and sense of accomplishment that is hard 
to describe. Maybe it's the pioneer spirit in me. Maybe someday if I come into some money, I'll try a 
fully supported tour with vans and meals. But in the meantime, I travel on my own, and thus write 
from that perspective. Being a journalist though, you can bet if I do get to luxuriate on a supported 
tour, I'll surely be typing out the nouns, verbs, and adjectives so Trike Asylum readers will be able to 
read all about my viewpoint on how it went. Of course, if I partake in a petroleum-supported trip, 
where does that leave my utopian arguments for not toxifying the air we breathe?

Okay, back to the cargo simulation plan. Whatever cargo solutions you have chosen, take a few rides 
fully  loaded with  your  panniers,  trunks,  and/or  trailer  to  see how it  goes.  Is  it  all  too  heavy for 
comfortable pedaling? Is a lower small chainring needed to successfully summit the long and steep 
mountain  passes?  Will  all  your  gear  fit  into  the  little  nooks  and  crannies  of  the  bags?  Is  it  all 
waterproof in case of a storm? Can you get to the most frequently used items easily when you need to? 
What's the best way to pack the panniers for maximum storage benefit? Don't guess! Know before you 
go!

Dry runs are marvelous tools. I sold my trailer after the first long trip, and prefer to take future rides 
with just what will fit on the trike. Perhaps a few more dry runs would have solidified justifications for 
going without a trailer on that trek, but then again, I was absolutely convinced, having just come from 
automobile travel mode, that I couldn't make it work on the trike alone. I now see major advantages of 
not towing a trailer. Trike-only travel is perfect for being able to navigate tight places with ease, to be 
able to back up when necessary, to make myself more invisible at stealth camps, and to lift the rear tire 
and pull the trike backwards when the need arises (such as if I get stuck on a dirt road). I figure if 
backpackers can go for days with far less cargo capacity than will readily fit on a trike, then I can make 
it work too.

What works well for me is the following: a pair of Radical Design Lowracer side seat panniers (25 
liters),  an Arkel Tailrider trunk atop the rear rack (11 liters),  and a pair or Arkel GT-54 side rack 
panniers (54 liters). Radical Design is made in Holland, and Arkel is made in Canada. I have a total of 
90 liters storage space to carry all  my gear,  which equivalent to 5500 cubic inches.  This provides 
slightly more than 1.5 times the room of the typical 3600 cubic inch backpack (like the Kelty Moraine 
that I own), which is approximately 59 liters, so it's like having a backpack and a half. That ought to be 
enough room for just one guy's gear. All it takes is a little rethinking on how I do things, which is well 



worth the maneuverability I'll be gaining.

Everybody probably has their own ideas on how to pack their gear and where to put it. For everyone 
you ask, you'll get a unique answer, so here, I'll describe my own method of packing. The first question 
is where to put my house and bed, in other words, the tent and sleeping bag, as both take up a fair 
amount of pannier real estate compared to other items. Of course, these shelter and rest components are 
essential for a comfortable and pleasant tour, so they must be put somewhere. The Radical Design 
Lowracer side seat panniers are the perfect size. I keep the four-season REI Arête tent in the left side 
pannier, and the Berkeley goose-down sleeping bag in the right. The sleeping bag has to be placed in a 
very compact stuff sack to fit in the single 12.5 liter pannier, but it works. Anything I place in the side 
seat panniers does not count for weight on the rear rack, which has a company-stated limit of only 50 
pounds,  so since the house and bed are relatively weighty,  that's good news. Everything however, 
counts towards the trike's weight limit of 275 pounds, including my own body.

Part of the bed and house gear goes into another nifty niche. On the rear of the right side Arkel GT-54 
is a Cordura nylon tube-shaped container that is perfect for an inflatable mattress and tent poles, so in 
there they go. This makes it quick and easy to stash the rolled sleeping pad and poles without having to 
stuff them in the side seat panniers, if they would even fit at all.

Clothing goes  in  the left  side Arkel  GT-54,  and I  have found that  rolling  clothing  is  more space 
efficient and easier than meticulously folding everything. With folded clothes, they either have to be 
placed flat side down, which takes up room and usually results in things being placed on top of the 
clothes,  or  if  placed  vertically,  they  always  fall  over  if  another  item  is  removed,  making  the 
organization in the pannier a mess. I'm a neatnik type of fellow, and demand order in my packing. 
That's why the smaller organizational nooks, niches, and pouches designed by Arkel work so well for 
me. I want to know precisely where to find everything I pack. I wonder how well I'd do with the large 
one-room solutions like the waterproof stuff  bags popular with BOB trailers and Ortlieb.  Such an 
arrangement might become too jumbled.

How many pieces of clothing should a trike pilot have on a long trip? There may be times when doing 
a laundry is not possible, after all, so is it good to stock up on extra duds to span the time without clean 
clothes? I have traditionally worn 100% cotton clothing during all my outback adventures, despite 
experts claiming that synthetic nylon clothes are a must for the quick-dry effect. I found out though, 
that cotton clothes weigh more and take up more space in the pannier. I have now acquired two super 
lightweight pairs of outback pants, part cotton and part nylon.  They roll  up even smaller than the 
cotton pants I took on the last trip, and dry time is definitely faster if I end up washing them in a sink 
or river. My long sleeved cotton shirts are very lightweight, and dry fairly quickly, so I may just keep 
them in the mix.

I think that two pairs of pants are sufficient if space and weight considerations are at a premium. I take 
three shirts, but their space requirement is minimal when tightly rolled because they are thin cotton. 
Keep in mind that one pair of pants is on me, along with one shirt, so only one pair of pants and two 
shirts are in the pannier at any one time. Two pairs of underwear should do it, although three can work 
since they require practically no storage space (I use the brief bikini variety, which amount to hardly 
nothing size-wise).  

Socks are another story. I insist on a clean pair daily, although I have been known to wear a pair for a 
second day if there is no other choice. On my first overland trike trip, I packed enough socks for seven 
days, which would be seen as excessive by some folks. Not only that, but my socks are the old athletic 
sock variety, 84% cotton, and thick. I like them because they provide extra padding, and they don't take 



on a permanent odor after many months of use, like synthetics tend to do, especially polypropylene. I 
also don't like my socks to be constrictive around my legs, which reduces efficient blood flow, so the 
traditional sock works well for me in that regard. I tried a Pearl Izumi synthetic sock, but it was not the 
least acceptable for me, leaving marked indentations in my legs where the elastic band had been. With 
blood flow a critical concern in the feet of recumbent trike pilots since our feet are higher than our 
hips, my personal feeling is that tight constriction in a sock is clearly not an option.

As in all things, your opinion may vary. That's the interesting thing about life. We all have our ways, 
however odd they may be. What works for me is precisely opposite from what works for someone else.

Socks are folded in half and stuffed in with my clothes. By keeping clothing in one place, I get used to 
where to go when I need them. Logic is my first priority, breaking it only if there's not another clear 
option. Keeping all those clothes on the traffic side of the trike may also just help me bounce off any 
errant motorist whose bumper strikes the pannier (oh yeah, I wish). Well, that's what my lights and 
flagging are for.

Being a writer,  I  always bring along a small journal and digital camera.  The zippered and rugged 
journal cover is 5.5 x 6.75 inches. The old Samsung digital camera is a small point-n-shoot variety. 
These two items together fit nicely on the right side GT-54 in a medium sized pouch that sits on the 
outside of the main luggage compartment. Again, it seems like the Arkel designers made these panniers 
just for me, with useful pouches and compartments that match up well to odd storage uses that I have.

I also carry along a compact first-aid kit and a stash of items suited for emergency survival needs. 
There is a low riding compartment on the left side GT-54 that readily accepts the medical supplies, 
along with a portion of the survival gear, and on the rear of this side is a unique tubular pouch that 
works well to hold my Swiss-made Katadyn water purification bottle, which is soft plastic and the size 
of a typical water bottle. If I ever do exhaust my trike's onboard water supply, the Katadyn bottle will 
filter out 99.99% of all those nasty microscopic organisms that are bent on making me sick ... just 
scoop up water from a lake, river, stream, pond, or even a small stagnant pool, and then slowly sip 
away through the filtering straw system. Ahh, the miracles of science!

Rather than continue on with precisely where I placed each and every item, I'll just present the stuff I 
planned on taking along. Here is the gear list that I originally made up for my first trike trip, including 
the trike itself. This list has been slightly modified over the first one I made to show what actually did 
come along.

VEHCILE GEAR:

ICE Q Narrow Track Tricycle
Tire Fenders
Rear Wheel Rack
Burley Flatbed Trailer
Rubbermaid Cargo Trunk
100 ounce Camelbak Hydration Bladder 
Arkel GT 54 Panniers
Radical Design Side Pod Panniers
Otivia Rack Cargo Cache
Trike & Trailer Flagpoles
Cateye Headlight & Taillight
Marine Rescue Strobe Light



Schwalbe Marathon-Plus Tires
EarthGuard Tire Liners 
Kenda Q-Tubes
Spare Tire & 2 spare Q-Tubes

CAMPING GEAR:

REI Arête All Season 2-person Tent
REI Arête Rain Fly
REI Arête Tent Footprint
Berkeley Down Sleeping Bag
Cascade Inflatable Sleeping Pad
Foldable Water Bucket
Foldable Toilet Seat (didn't need to use)
Pocket Shower (didn't need to use)
Bathroom Bag
Small Towel
Corel Cereal Bowl 
Stainless Steel Spoon
Skin Moisturizer

CLOTHING:

Merrill Moab Ventilator Hiking Boots
Hi-Tec Waterproof Boots (sent home on Day 5)
Athletic Socks (7 pair)
Cotton Pants (2 pair)
Lightweight long sleeve Shirts (3)
Underwear Briefs (3 pair)
Down Vest
Polar Fleece Jacket
Polar Fleece Skull Cap
Waterproof Jacket
Water & Windproof Motorcycle Gloves
Waterproof Gators (didn't use)
Waterproof Pants Cover
Specialized Bicycle Helmet
Riding Gloves 
Wool Gloves
Wide Brim Shade Hat
Sequel Desert Hat
Polycarbonate Sunglasses
Flip Flop Sandals
Thermal Long Under Pants
Water Shoes & Shorts (didn't need to use)
Moleskin Protective Strips (didn't use)

FOOD:

Water (nearly 10 Liters – more than necessary) 



Grape Nuts Cereal
Bob’s High Fiber Cereal
Raisins
Dried Plums (prunes: great taste and regularity)
Curry Rice & Vegetable Packs
Bear Valley Pemmican Bars
Clif Bars
Par Bars

EMERGENCY ITEMS:

Compass
LED Windup Flashlight
Black Diamond Head Lamp
Snake Bite Venom Extractor Syringe
Waterproof Matches
Flint Spark Ignitor
Pocket Survival Book
Orange Survival Scarf
Survival Tri-fold Brochure
Emergency Space Blanket Bag
Katadyn Water Purification Bottle
Space Blanket
Swiss Army Knife
Large Buck Knife
Duct Tape
Whistle
Extra Otivia Trunk Nuts
Crescent Wrench
19 mm Box Wrench (2)
Other Assorted Road Tools
Topeak Road Morph Tire Pump
Plastic Zip Ties
Important Phone Numbers

DOCUMENTATION:

Digital Camera
Daily Log Book
Ballpoint Pens

That ought to give you some idea of why I chose to pull a trailer behind the trike for hundreds of miles 
day after day. Sure, I had an abundance of space, but in the end, I would have rather had the easy 
maneuverability  of  just  the trike.  The  Rubbermaid  Action-Packer  trailer  trunk was simply  a  huge 
cavernous storage area, where things had to be heaped in as best as possible, kind of the “throw and 
go” mindset. Every time I took something out, another item was sure to fall into the space left behind. 

* * * * * * *

Well  folks,  this  article  just  passed  the  10,000 word  mark,  and  we still  haven't  left  the  driveway! 



Everything so far seems to be concerned with preparation. Of course, being prepared is the key to a 
successful tour on a trike, and in reality, is indeed a massive percentage of the overall considerations 
and  activity.  Leaving  well  prepared  will  mean  the  difference  between  a  potentially  miserable 
experience and an outstanding one. One thing most trikers like to know ahead of time is where they are 
going, although an impromptu “decide as you go” trip could be fun too.

I was pretty darn meticulous with my route planning. This is because I had a precise destination and a 
precise time I had to be there. I was expected to give a presentation about one of my Death Valley 
National Park books, so I couldn't leave things to chance. To demonstrate the time I took in figuring 
out the exact path I would follow on the trip, here is the original concept of what it would look like. 
Changes were made and it all didn't go as hoped, but that's the adventure of a trike trip:

DEATH VALLEY TRICYCLE EXPEDITION
(the route)

To Death Valley’s Badwater Basin (from central Oregon coast) 902 miles:

1) Begin central coast, Oregon (leave Thursday, October 01, 2009 @ 6:00 AM)
2) South on Oregon Coast Highway 101
3) East (L) at Reedsport, onto Hwy 38, towards Elkton
4) South (R) at Elkton, onto Hwy 138, towards Sutherlin
5) South (R) at Sutherlin, paralleling Interstate 5 on the east side, towards Roseburg
6) East (L, just south of Wilbur) onto Road 200 (North Bank Rd), towards Hwy 138
7) East (L) onto Hwy 138, through Glide, towards Diamond and Crater Lakes
8) South (R) at Snopark, through Crater Lake National Park on Crater Lake Road
9) Southeast onto Hwy 62, towards Chiloquin (draw map for item 10)
10) South near Fort Klamath on Hwy 34 towards Rocky Point (NW end of Upper Klamath Lake)
11) Southeast on Hwy 140 (just south of Rocky Point), towards Klamath Falls
12) East to Altamont , which is east of Klamath Falls
13) South on Hwy 39 (Klamath Falls Main Hwy)
14) Southeast on Hwy 139 (Hatfield Hwy) just east of Merrill 2 miles, towards California border
15) Cross border at Hatfield, and continue south on Hwy 139, towards Tulelake and Canby
16) East/Northeast (L) at Canby, onto Hwy 299, towards Alturas
17) Northeast (L) at Alturas on Hwy 395/299 (acquire much water!)
18) East (R) on Hwy 299 (6 miles north of Alturas) towards Cedarville
19) South (R) at Cedarville onto Hwy 1, past Middle Alkali Lake, Eagleville, and Lower Alkali Lake
20) Cross into Nevada, heading towards Gerlach (82 remote miles from Cedarville) on Hwy 447
21) Continue on Hwy 447, through Empire and Pyramid Lake Indian Reservation, to Nixon
22) South  at  Wadsworth  and  Fernley  (under  I-80)  on  Hwy 95  ALT,  through  Silver  Springs  and 
Wabuska
23) East (L) at Yerrington on Hwy 95 ALT, towards Schurz, through Walker River Indian Reservation
24) South (R) at Schurz, onto Hwy 95, past Walker Lake, towards Hawthorne
25) Continue on Hwy 95 at Hawthorne (acquire much water!), through Luning and Mina
26)  Southwest onto Hwy 360 (about 7 miles south of Mina)
27)  East (L) at Basalt, onto Hwy 6/264
28)  Southeast (R) on Hwy 264, 5 miles out from Basalt, towards Dyer
29)  Cross border into California, 6 miles south of Dyer (Hwy becomes 266/168)
30)  South (R) onto Hwy 168, (at Hwy 168/266 intersection), traveling about 1 mile to next entry 
31)  East (L) at Eureka Valley dirt road (Oasis Road), towards DVNP  
32)  South (R), not far south of windmill, on the Eureka Valley Road



33)  Southwest (R) on Eureka Valley Road at Cucomungo Canyon intersection (7 miles to BP/DV 
Road)
34)  Southeast (L) onto Big Pine/Death Valley Road,  through Hanging Rock Canyon
35)  Southeast (R) at Crankshaft Crossing, towards Ubehebe Crater and Mesquite Springs Campground
36)  South on the Scotty’s Castle road, through Furnace Creek, and on to Badwater Basin      

TOUR DEATH VALLEY AS TIME AND RESOURCES ALLOW
200-500 miles

(Author’s Breakfast: Stovepipe Wells on Friday, November 6, 2009 @ 8:00 AM)

To Oregon Coast (from Death Valley) 940 miles:

Reverse route on return trip, except for potential modifications to circumvent any early mountain pass 
snow conditions (may avoid Crater Lake by using Highway 97 as a work-around). Anticipated return 
date: November 30, 2009. By expedition’s end, more than 2,000 miles will have been traveled during 
this journey without the use of petroleum fuel products.

_______

If you've already read the story of my trike journey on the Silent Passage website, you know that this 
route and itinerary was altered due to perilous weather conditions and personal bodily injury. I rolled 
into Canby, California as scheduled on Day 9 (step 15 on the route), and that is where some deviation 
occurred. Two days later, on Day 11, my trike found itself temporarily in the bed of a pickup truck, and 
I kept my feet elevated in a recliner for the next 5 days. Then, it was back to the route, although in a 
location  farther  along,  followed by  180 miles  of  remote  triking  throughout  Death  Valley,  and  up 
notorious Towne Pass.

Having that plan all spelled out ahead of time made things easier for me out on the backroads and 
highways, for all I had to do is pedal, eat, sleep, remain alive, and turn where my instructions told me 
to. I'll quote a short passage from my story, which you may find amusing, to show my mindset on Day 
11 where things changed:

DAY ELEVEN – SUNDAY, OCTOBER 11, 2009
(south of Adin to 37 miles north of Susanville - 17 miles )

“The tent is still in the shade when I must arise to offload water. Mind you, I’m just a few yards 
off the paved road, and there is scant concealment available in the way of trees and shrubbery.  
Fortunately, I can see enough road in each direction, and any car is also easily detected by my  
ears in this quiet nearly-natural environment, that no sense of nervous urgency psychologically  
hinders the business at hand. 

“As I face the Highway 139, to my left, from whence I pedaled yesterday, is a foothill valley  
and gently meandering pavement that leads north to Adin, and to my right are steep mountains  
and curvy roadway that leads south, up into the Modoc National Forest. Straight ahead, across 
the road are transitional hills covered in pine trees, with the sun about to crest the eastern 
ridge, and behind me is a picturesque rancher’s field and stream to the west, far below the  
rocky slope, with a roaming herd of cattle lazily dining on grasses.

“It doesn’t get much better than this!



“Today, Jack Freer is scheduled to meet me somewhere south of here on this road. He has  
gladly volunteered to give my Achilles tendons a deserved break by scooping my trike, trailer,  
and me off the asphalt for a petroleum-powered ride to his Gardnerville, Nevada ranch. What a  
guy!

“Although, I must admit a certain hesitancy about this whole thing. After all, my goal is to ride  
my human-powered ICE trike  to  give  my talk,  and I  am attempting  to  steer  way clear  of  
gasoline in the process. Now, only on my 11th day out, it appears that I will at least temporarily  
concede an impromptu setback of my best laid plans. Sure,  a little company for a while is  
welcomed, and sure, letting my tendons return to normal would be nice, and okay, lazing out in  
a truck for enough mileage to replace several trike days has a certain tempting ring to it after  
riding and living on the ground for so long … but still, I feel like I am about to cheat on a  
school test!

“Not only all that, but who knows what would have happened to me helplessly in the path of  
deadly Typhoon Melor’s remnants in the vast Nevada desert. I have this vision of me pedaling  
for all I’m worth towards the remote outpost of Gerlach, surrounded by the endless Black Rock  
Desert, and looking over my right shoulder to see the lethal clouds bearing down upon me,  
thundering  their  mighty  roar  of  destruction  as  the  rains  pelt  the  dry  sands,  and  the 
accumulating torrential waters cascade through a massive rocky sandwash. At ninety degrees  
off my starboard bow the flash flood hurls towards me, and it is clearly evident that I cannot  
pedal fast enough to escape my entombment beneath several tons of earthen debris!

“So, ego aside, I humbly opt to forfeit a few miles in the name of sanity.

“I could lie. The conspiracy would involve only Jack and me. No one else need be any the  
wiser. As far as the rest of the world is concerned, I’m lost anyway, and wherever I show up, my  
story would be believable.  Yeah, I  rode the trike the whole way.  Never mind those Achilles 
tendons the size of bananas. I’m a warrior, an animal tough as nails, one who never says die. 

“One problem with that. It’s not my way.

“Nope, I’ll document the entire journey just the way it happens. No dramatics or fabrications 
necessary. The adventure is adventurous enough as it is. No need to stretch things for an effect.  
I’ll take a break for a couple of days. It’s okay. After all, this is my first overland trike trip. At  
least I have come eleven days and about 400 miles so far on my own power. Haven’t stopped at  
a gasoline station yet! That’s one heck of a lot farther than most folks could do, so I console 
myself  with  these  thoughts  as  I  begin  turning  the  cranks  of  my  Sugino  XD-600,  brushed  
aluminum, 152 millimeter triple chainset, and head up the steep mountainside.” 

Full story: http://silentpassage.wordpress.com

_______

Mental preparation and training is every bit as important as the mechanical trike and physical body 
aspects of getting ready for a cross-country trike tour. After all, for someone who has never done this 
sort  of  travel  before,  it  is  usually  a  very  daunting  thought,  especially  if  you  are  going  solo  and 
unsupported, which I was. For those of you who opt to try a supported tour, or who have other trike 
buddies who wish to accompany you, this mental obstacle will be significantly diminished,  as our 
“safety in numbers” human mindset makes abundantly clear.  Fear mysteriously dissolves when we 



have company. All I could do was talk to myself out there.

Was I fearful once my initial stages of planning got underway? Sure, although I am fairly adept at 
controlling fear and getting the job at hand successfully completed, probably an artifact of my years in 
law enforcement, I suppose. Nevertheless, the thought of me and my trike, alone and moving ever so 
slowly through unknown distant territory, did have the tendency to unnerve me at times. I had to work 
at toughening up my mind just like I worked at toughening up my body and trike. We are only as 
strong as our preparation and foundational work.

I'll quote a few passages again from my accounting of the journey to lay some groundwork regarding 
this mental prep phase. The first passage below was written shortly after I decided to make the trip on 
the trike, a time when anxiety of this new unknown was relatively high for me:

OTHER ASSORTED PREP DETAILS
(or … What have I gotten myself into?)

“I could have approached this expedition in a totally different manner, one that would have 
been as quiet and hidden as my stealth camps will be out on the road. I could have kept my  
mouth shut and my keyboard off, thereby notifying virtually no one ahead of time about my  
plans. That way, if I experienced a last-minute change of heart, no one would have been any the 
wiser. Of course, had I followed that model of preparation, I would have been totally way out  
on my own.

“Okay, I must admit, there are selfish reasons behind my chosen course of going public with my 
insanity.  For one, getting any publicity one can is always good if  one is attempting to sell  
something,  and since I  am trying hard to scrape together some ongoing retirement income,  
book royalties will hopefully play a small, but welcomed, role. Being the adventurous maverick  
that I am, my life has been one of career adjustments every now and then, so that I would not 
miss out on something that I might have wished I had tried come retirement. The downside to 
this ideology is that a huge financial nest egg at 65 is not forthcoming, so now I scramble to  
make up for it.

“But that’s okay though, because my view of human longevity differs greatly from that of the 
traditional person who believes that work is over at 65, and death is imminent at this country’s  
average age of 75. I look to known facts and science for my direction, and therefore know that a  
recorded maximum age of  122 was  attained  by  a  woman in  France.  If  we  use  that  as  a  
benchmark, which I do, then our midlife point is age 61. This indicates, to me at least, that if I  
play my cards right, there are 23,360 more days coming my way … that’s a considerable period 
in which I can have a lot of fun. I’m not even half-way done! Adventure, here I come …

“Instead of getting ready to hang things up and spend my days in an assisted living facility, I  
eagerly sprint the other direction entirely, ramping up my activities and achievement in ways 
that will further serve to keep me vital and fully functional. Riding a trike is one significant  
choice to put my plans on the fast-track to success. Driving a car does just the opposite. A lot of  
folks who know me truly think that I have lost my mind (maybe you do too?), but I offer for your  
consideration that this tricycle expedition is indicative that perhaps my mind is making better 
decisions than it ever has! Yes, a Kenworth may flatten my trike and me out there somewhere,  
but at least I was having the time of my life up to that point. This reminds me of a notable  
declaration made by 26th president of this country, Teddy Roosevelt:



'It is not the critic who counts; not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles, or 
where the doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is  

actually in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly;  
who errs, who comes short again and again, because there is no effort without error and 

shortcoming; but who does actually strive to do the deeds; who knows great enthusiasms, the 
great devotions; who spends himself in a worthy cause; who at the best knows in the end the 

triumph of high achievement, and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring 
greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who neither know 

victory nor defeat.'

“That statement became tacked to my wall while I was in high school, back in the sixties. It has 
served to motivate me for a long time now. Not only has it never lost its power for me, it has 
intensified in serving as a driving force when self-doubt and trepidation have attempted to get  
the better of me.

“Why would I have had a change of heart about this Death Valley tricycle expedition? One 
word … fear! Fear is what lurks below the surface for most all human beings. We are terrified  
of pain, embarrassment, and death. We create elaborate philosophies about life and why we  
shouldn’t  be afraid,  but,  truth be revealed,  we are anyway.  As a collective,  humans remain 
profoundly stifled by fears, most of which are unfounded. Too many folks never reach their  
potential, or live the incredible life they could have if only they had …

“If only they had! Had what? Toured that far-off  land they always dreamed about seeing? 
Taken a chance on love again after years of disappointment? Climbed that mountain while they  
were still fit enough to reach the summit? Tried an exciting new career offer, even though it  
meant a reduction in retirement benefits? Chosen a human-powered vehicle to lead the way into  
a new and cleaner future?

“Interestingly, another president by the name of Roosevelt offered some engaging and accurate  
words in his first inaugural address. Franklin D. Roosevelt (FDR), the 32nd president, offered  
these thoughts about the nation, but they are every bit as relevant to individuals:

'So, first of all, let me assert my firm belief that the only thing we have to fear is fear itself—
nameless, unreasoning, unjustified terror which paralyzes needed efforts to convert retreat into 

advance.'

“Retreat is often the safest course of action. I have repeatedly been invited to retreat from this  
trike expedition, even strongly encouraged by well-intentioned individuals, yet, through things  
like acquiring knowledge of what I will face, I rally myself and advance into the unknown.”

_______

Well-known Helen Keller had this to say about security and danger, both of which lead to fear:

Security is mostly a superstition. It does not exist in nature, nor do the children of men as a whole 
experience it. Avoiding danger is no safer in the long run than outright exposure. Life is either a 

daring adventure, or nothing.

Perhaps the moment when fear had its most paralyzing grip on me was in the seconds leading up to 
pedaling out of the garage on my day of departure. There I was, about to enter the cockpit of my trike, 



panniers all fully loaded with two months worth of touring gear, trailer loaded with the overflow, and 
the crisp morning predawn air waiting for me to embark on the journey of a lifetime. I was ever so 
briefly aware that my mind teetered on the edge of retreat. Here is my description of those final safe 
moments from the Silent Passage story:

DAY ONE – THURSDAY, OCTOBER 01, 2009
(central Oregon coast to Bunch Bar river landing – 51 miles)

“At 6:30 AM on Thursday, October 1st, a reporter from central Oregon’s largest newspaper  
parked  his car in front of my abode. I had eaten a granola breakfast, rechecked all my gear  
that I had packed the night before, and was now nervously chatting with my friend Matt Jensen  
in the garage. Departure was looming its head as a dragon would stare down a knight. There  
was no turning back on this journey I had crafted for myself, my first cross country trek on a  
tricycle … alone, except for the first 20 miles with Matt on his trike.

“The reporter had already taken a few notes, and was now snapping some photos with his large  
digital camera. First light had fallen upon the landscape outside the garage, air was cool, the  
time was 7:00 AM to the minute, and there was no further reason not to start pedaling. As I  
strapped my feet onto the pedals, and pushed the right one forward to begin the journey, a  
powerful surge of momentary fear coursed through my consciousness as reality truly made itself  
visible. There was no more talking of this trip in the future … it was now! I was leaving for a  
long solo ride laced with countless unknowns. 

“I’ve heard it said that courage is not the absence of fear, but rather moving forward in spite of  
it. I kept moving towards that emerald city. Matt served the role of tin man, scarecrow, and  
Dorothy, creating an immediate sense of safety in numbers. I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. 

“It all seemed so surreal to me. I was aware of pedaling out of the driveway, yet it was almost  
as though it really wasn’t happening. My senses barely captured anything around me, so intent  
was I on reconciling the impact of what I was in fact beginning to do. The reporter ceased to 
exist in my mind. Even though I had planned this to the nth degree, and wanted to do it, a voice  
within yelled that I should stop, albeit only for the briefest of seconds. I was now pedaling a  
tricycle to Death Valley’s Badwater Basin, a destination only thought possible via automobile  
by nearly all rational people. 

“A well-wisher sent her final verbal thoughts of safe travel to my ears as Matt and I crested the  
hill to begin the slight descent to the coast highway. I did not look back. Not only is it difficult  
to do on a low-slung recumbent trike, but to have done so would only extend the emotion-laden  
transition.

“In an instant, the comforts of home were gone. In an instant, my world was now the open road 
and nature. Just like that! Everything changed in a few heartbeats! My survival now depended  
on me and what I had brought along. The sting of this conversion was lessened within a few  
blocks through chatting with Matt as we pedaled our tricycles south. He is a seasoned cross-
country solo cyclist, so his reassurance and calm voice played heavily on soothing my spirit … 
a spirit that had just been traumatically torn from its daily routines.

“Mental survival automatically kicked in. As the city blocks rolled by, my mind focused intently  
on bringing to reality what had heretofore been only thought. With each passing street corner, I  
slipped into the “now” of my actions, seeing the brightening eastern sky, hearing the birds,  



feeling the cool air against my face, and deciding how to route my trike out of town. I was  
happy to have Matt riding along to the next coastal town with me. While the first miles are the  
easiest  physically,  they  are  by  far  the  most  demanding  mentally,  so  his  presence  kept  me  
together throughout the morning.”

_______
 
Never underrate the mental aspect of getting ready for a trike tour. It's real for sure, especially on the 
first  trip  anyone  takes,  and  it  is  magnified  if  riding  by  one's  self.  Fear  of  cars,  trucks,  narrow 
shoulderless roads, breakdowns, lack of food and water, physical injury, criminal accostment ... you 
name it. If our minds can think it up, we will begin to fear it. The vast majority of mental fears never 
come to pass, and are almost always wholly unfounded. The mind plays games. We have been brought 
up watching too much television and going to the theater too often. Seeing Hollywood's portrayal of 
human  death  and  misfortune  has  over-saturated  our  brains  with  negativity  and  violence.  Without 
diligent work on our parts to dismiss this cloak of doom and gloom, it's darn hard to get moving on a 
trike tour.

What it boils down to is this: Use common sense and be dutiful in all aspects of preparation. I'm not 
saying that bad things can't happen to a trike pilot on tour, but rather the chances are that everything 
will turn out just fine, and you'll come away with a positive life-altering experience that you wouldn't 
trade for the world. How many people are killed each year in their own homes or hometowns? How 
many people die everyday of heart attacks and strokes, overweight, stress, smoking a pack of cigarettes 
a day, eating donuts and coffee for breakfast, blah, blah, blah? Where's the fun in that?

If you're not living on the edge, you're taking up too much space. Do something different, way off the 
grid of normalcy. Take a trike trip as far as you want to go. Only those who risk going too far will 
discover how far they can go! There is no other way. If you wait for opportunity to knock at your door, 
you'll be just like everyone else. You can't cross the ocean by just standing there staring at it.

Be Free on Three.

“When you’re safe at home you wish you were having an adventure; when you’re having an adventure 
you wish you were safe at home”

- Thornton Wilder

Okay, that's enough of pumping up the fearless macho portion of the brain! Everyone has some hurdle 
to overcome, and for most, that was the biggie. This trike tour event you are pondering is one of those 
things that may well induce significatn mental hesitation, but once you return, by golly, you're so glad 
you did it! Essential gear includes a small and lightweight digital camera, by the way! You'll absolutely 
want to remember every hour of every day with digital pixels.

* * * * * * *

Leaving on a trike tour is an exciting event, of that there is no doubt. Adrenaline and anticipation run 
high, infusing a sense of elation through the misty reaches of our intricate minds. While on the one 
hand we may be quietly stifling imagined fears, on the other,  we just can't wait to hit the road to 
adventure. On the eve of departure of my Death Valley trike journey, I wrote the following for readers 
of my Death Valley Journal weblog:



GOOD TO GO

“Only  hours  now  separate  yours  truly  and  the  grand  journey  of  a  lifetime.  T-minus  and 
counting, using astronaut parlance. Along those lines, word from those 'in the know' has it that  
there is  a certain phrase space pilots  use while strapped atop their massive load of highly 
explosive fuel just prior to liftoff. After years of training, and then waiting for their assignment,  
these folks experience pre-flight anxiety at levels we terrestrials can only imagine. It has been 
reported that at least once in the history of the space program, at least one of these intrepid 
explorers was getting antsy all strapped in at the top of the combustible projectile (little more  
than a highly controlled bomb), and strongly desired to get underway as soon as possible to 
alleviate  the  transitory apprehension.  From his  mouth  came the words  directed  to  mission  
control:

Light this candle!

“We all seek and experience differing levels of exploration and adventure in our lifetimes, and  
many of us likely know the feeling of being prepared and waiting to leave for some distant and 
remote destination. We are as ready as we’ll ever be, and commencing the journey is imminent.  
At this point, nerves are unraveling and we urgently need to plunge right into the task at hand,  
as that is the only way to focus our attention on the execution of that for which we trained so  
hard. Once we embark, our minds are wholly engaged in the adventure. The uneasiness swiftly  
wanes, as the epic saga has finally been initiated.”

My epic saga officially began in earnest at 7:00 AM on October 1, 2009. The morning temperature was 
ideally suited for pedaling a heavy load, and for the first several miles, I actually was wearing a couple 
of jackets, layered for ventilation, as the coastal air is nippy most every morning. Since my trike buddy 
Matt elected to ride the first 20 miles with me, things were quite a bit less stressful than if I had pulled 
out of the driveway all by my lonesome self. At the next town, Matt and I grabbed an early lunch of 
veggie burritos, chips, and salsa, and then he headed back north on his unencumbered Catrike 700, one 
heck of a fast trike, powered by one heck of a fit guy. I continued on inland, pedaling my combined 
vehicle, rider, and gear weight of at least 350 pounds (may have been upwards of 370).

It  was the classic inexperienced case of over-packing.  Due to the extremely remote desert  regions 
through which I'd be traveling in about ten days, my logic dictated that I needed everything I brought. 
There were 50 pounds of compact and nutrient-dense food in the trailer, enough that I would not have 
to acquire more for at least two weeks. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner were pre-planned to the bite, based 
on a 2,000 calorie per day diet, perhaps as high as 3,000, but that would be pushing it. In addition to 
the 148 ounces of water I had on the trike itself (one gallon, 20 ounces), I had approximately 150 
ounces in the trailer. As you may well know, water is heavy.

One thing I was not worried about was becoming dehydrated or going hungry. Of course, the price I 
paid for this calming assurance was deeply felt on every mountain pass and rolling hill, where the food 
and water became an adversary to my swift travel. I dealt emotionally with this by remembering a 
personal favorite saying,  often attributed to renowned philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche, which goes 
something like this:

That which does not kill you makes you strong!

Well, I sure was getting stronger ... for a while at least, until my daily caloric deficit started adding up. 
I later calculated that I was realistically burning at least 5,000 calories each day, probably more on days 



where  a  lot  of  mountain  climbing  was  involved.  Getting  from  coastal  Oregon  to  northeastern 
California and the flatter deserts of northwestern Nevada required ascending more endless mountains 
than I remembered being there (of course, on a trike, things look different). It was a daily matter of 
spending hours pedaling uphill  and quick periods of  speeding down the other  sides.  The fast  and 
thrilling downhills in those mountains were the happy icing on the cakes of making the top.

On a self-supported trike tour, expect three noteworthy things, among a host of others of course: 1) 
You will eat a lot of food. 2) You will still lose weight. 3) Your overall health and endurance will 
dramatically improve. Hey, you can't beat that, right? Most of us love to eat, but a long trike journey 
lets us do so and still mold ourselves into better physical shape. It's a win/win situation as I see it!

* * * * * * *

Trike touring brings all manner of roadway and terrain under the three tires. Unfortunately, the human 
governments of Planet Earth are not the slightest bit concerned about the mental state or physical well 
being of people using human-powered vehicles to move cleanly through the environment. All they can 
think  about  is  fast  and  heavy  automobiles  and  the  economy.  Cyclists  are  invisible  to  nearly  all 
governments,  although  recently  a  precious  few  local  municipalities  are  slowly  coming  around  to 
constructing roadways in a manner that is consistent with safe travel for cyclists. 

Any cyclist, whether a hinterland roamer or an around-town pedal pusher, knows that municipal, state, 
and federal governing bodies have done next to nothing to facilitate scenarios where the oft-quoted 
“share the road” credo is realistically achievable. For example, my state of Oregon does in fact have a 
“Share the Road” law that requires petroleum-powered people to courteously share all public roadways 
with vulnerable human-powered humans such as us, yet this amounts to mostly “feel good” lip service. 
On the Oregon Coast Bicycle Route, a road with which I am intimately familiar since I live four blocks 
from it, and a road that Oregon touts nationally to draw in thousands of cyclists every year, there are 
many hair-raising portions where a triker or biker can very easily be struck, injured, or killed by a car 
or truck. Several key sections of the 364 mile route are so dangerous to cyclists that you wouldn't 
believe it unless you saw it!

Long portions of the Oregon Coast Highway 101 have plenty of shoulder for a trike or two, but when 
the pavement winds steeply upward along the precipitous cliffs  of the Pacific,  shoulders routinely 
disappear, forcing trikers to ride in the lane on “blind right” curves where a car may quickly come 
upon you before the driver even realizes you're there. It's usually very easy to tell when such a nerve 
wracking situation is about to occur: Oregon posts a small yellow sign with a bicycle logo and the 
words “on roadway” so that alert and caring motorists will keep an eye out for us ... but what about all 
the other drivers who are intent on watching the big blue ocean, or those who simply believe that 
cyclists have no right to be on “their” highway? And this doesn't even take into account irresponsible 
motorists who text-message or cell phone while driving.

Not only that, but the warning signs are small, often faded, and easily missed on a road crowded with 
summer tourists.  For trikers going down the grade,  speeds of 40 miles per  hour  may be attained, 
thereby mitigating the danger somewhat, but for trike pilots going up, the speed is more like 4 miles 
per hour, most definitely a hindrance to cars traveling 40 to 50, especially in blind curves with a cliff 
on each side and absolutely no way to get off the road even an inch. These same issues, along with 
many  others,  are  found  in  every  state  and  around  the  world.  My Oregon  example  can  easily  be 
transferred to where you live, for we all struggle with the desire to ride in mental comfort.

I have attended a multi-agency meeting where the topic was how to make the coast route hiker friendly 



the entire distance, as I am also a hiker. When the most notorious section of the highway came up for 
discussion (Yachats to Florence), my suggestion was for the agencies to work cooperatively towards a 
pedestrian/cyclist solution, thereby solving two transportation mode issues at once. It was positively 
received, and while nothing will likely change anytime soon, perhaps at least I planted a few seeds for 
the future. I have also been working with my municipal government on making the town a safer place 
for human-powered people, and the incoming civic leaders are not the “business as usual” variety. 
They are very open to initiating meaningful changes, such as the National Complete Streets Coalition 
suggests.

Okay, I've used up some textual real estate here on my soapbox, but it's leading up to a couple of 
important points that all trikers may find of interest. First, these changes nationwide and worldwide 
will only occur if we all get involved at the local levels, where we actually may have some clout. I am 
surprised  how open  the  officials  have  been  so  far,  and  ever  optimistic  for  a  favorable  outcome, 
although I don't expect miracles either. Second, until such time that governments across the country 
actually do take cyclists seriously, we have to cover our own behinds out there on the road while we 
tour. In these days of diminishing petroleum and increasing pollution, perhaps our voices will be heard, 
where our words have traditionally fallen on deaf ears. How many dead cyclists does it take?

All this is not to spook any potential trike tour enthusiast though, as there are many ways to remain 
relatively safe in a world fixated on fast and heavy automobiles. Prior to my Oregon coast to Death 
Valley journey, I fell pray to well-meaning friends and family who pointed out every harmful thing that 
was likely to happen to me out there. These dire heartfelt warnings most often centered around being 
struck by a car or eighteen wheeler. My experiential findings by trip's end however revealed a much 
different reality.

Truckers turned out to truly be my friends. They always gave my little trike and trailer wide berth. Car 
drivers were also exceptionally polite and patient overall.  Most passed as though I was a standard 
automobile whenever the oncoming lane was free enough to do so. I had no instances that led me to 
believe my life was actually about to be cut short. During the trip, I was expecting an irritated horn 
honk from time to time. This did not occur. Sometimes sympathetic drivers, or those who were also 
cyclists, gave a friendly honk and wave, which really boosted my spirits and hope for humanity. I have 
to say that my first cross-country trip was essentially free from scary incidents, and as I progressed 
each day, any lingering pre-trip fears melted away to nonexistence.

So what is it with all these fears and warnings traditionally given to trikers? Why are some trike pilots 
and bicyclists too fearful to leave their residential neighborhoods? Here's the way I see it, now that I 
too am an unprotected bag of bones pedaling along in a sea of steel cars: Human nature frequently 
seems to seek out that which is frightful,  distressing, and dreadful in life. Look at any newspaper, 
online news source, or evening newscast on television. What do you read, see, and hear? 

Mostly, these commercial entities spew out how many people were killed or hurt today and how it 
happened. Why do they do this? Because their stats show increased viewership when morbid topics are 
presented in all their glory. If viewers were turned off to this type of presentation, media sources would 
change their delivery paradigm, as their bottom line is always financial growth ... as fast as they can 
achieve it. They give the public what the public wants because this will result in the largest revenue 
flow. Ratings are what it's all about, and that is why we have become a nation overflowing with fear, 
anxiety, and panic (inducing rampant fear in their citizens is also a key tool governments use to take 
their nations willingly to war).  

How often do we see the media present how many people survived and how they did it? Or how many 



good things happened to good people? Sure, a few of these things are discussed, but they inevitably 
are buried later or deeper in the news source. What am I getting at here? Well, for every cyclist who is 
killed or maimed by a car, there are literally hundreds of thousands who are not, and these positive 
statistics go on day in and day out, while the unfortunate isolated incident happens once in a blue 
moon. Yes, I could be hurt on tomorrow's ride, but will that stop me? How many people still drive cars, 
even though 50,000 humans are killed each year doing so in the United States? Have you given up 
your car? Likely not, because the chances of a mishap are minimal enough that you feel secure in 
continuing a potentially fatal activity.
       
Common sense dictates that on our trike tours we exercise reasonable prudence, and take levelheaded 
precautions to ensure a fun and safe journey. These same principles are useful for triking around town 
also, where increased cross traffic is another noteworthy consideration. What is the key component to 
trike survival? What are some strategies for surviving on a car-dominated planet?

Number one on the list of contemplation is visibility. How well do you show up on the road? If a 
motorist can't see you, you're in trouble already. If you are highly visible, you will get noticed. The 
great  thing  about  trikes  is  that  they  are  unquestionably  safer  than  bicycles  because  bikes  are 
everywhere, and over the decades motorists have become numb to their presence. They've see so darn 
many bikers that a rider will fail to pull their minds away from talking on their cell phones. Trikes are 
a notably different story however! It's like day and night ...

Most drivers have never even seen a human-powered recumbent tadpole trike before, so when their 
gaze  falls  upon  your  highly  visible  and  weird  machine,  you  have  their  undivided  attention  ... 
guaranteed. You are so utterly bizarre that they will usually slow down to figure out what the heck you 
are. It's hard for a car driver to strike an object that has his full attention! Time and again this has held 
true on all my rides, both locally and interstate. Add to this some attention-getting devices, and you've 
just dramatically increased your odds of not getting a grill plastered in your face.

Prior to hitting the road on a long trike tour, make sure you are equipped with:

1) A flagpole at least 6 feet in height, as measured from the ground. This places your flagging at 
a level visible from most car's windows.
2) A brightly  colored flag,  or  two,  or  three on the flagpole.  This  is  like a neon signboard 
grabbing the attention of everyone within eye-shot, even a motorist a full block or more distant.
3) A brilliant red LED tail light with multiple bulbs. This gets you noticed even on a sunlit day 
if you have a powerful light.
4) A bright headlight. Although not quite as important because it is not visible to the rear where 
the cars are coming, it's still a good idea in case you get caught out near sunset.
5) Several reflective day-glow green stick-ons. These can be placed anywhere on your trike or 
helmet, and show up well even in daylight, but especially at night.
6) A bright day-glow green over-shirt. This clothing is worn by savvy cyclists worldwide, and 
will make you visible for many blocks, especially from the front where cars can cut you off if 
they turn in front of you.
7) Anything else that's bright and you like on your trike.

I strongly advocate wearing a helmet while powering your trike around our planet. Two other triker 
friends have told me not to bother, laboring under the mindset that if a car hits me, I'm as good as dead 
anyway. I don't see things that way. Let me explain why ...

The foremost reason I wear a helmet is not out of fear of automobiles! It is a reasonable precaution I 



take in case I pitch the right front wheel over the side of the pavement on hilly or mountainous terrain. 
This has happened to me, fortunately on level ground, but what if it occurs on a narrow road in the 
mountains  (which  I  frequently  ride)?  If  my  trike  rolls  over  into  a  ditch,  or  over  the  side  of  a 
switchback, that helmet may well save my bacon. 

I rode a motorcycle for many years, and once fell at 50 miles per hour, not because I was hit by a car, 
but because my front tire unexpectedly deflated. No cars were even on the road. I had it all to myself. 
So there I  was,  my body sliding along on the asphalt  at  speed,  with my right  leg still  under  the 
motorcycle, and my face only about an inch and a half away from a road about to make mince meat out 
of it. What stood between my skull and that grinding pavement? My helmet! Had it not been for that 
white cap on my head, I could now be dead, severely maimed, or at least have a really ugly face.

During the many years I windsurfed, I also wore a helmet. There were no cars out there on the water, 
but my helmet still saved me. Once, while I was learning, my 16-foot mast fell squarely on my head 
after I had taken a spill, giving me quite a violent rap. Had I been without a helmet, it would have been 
highly likely that I could have suffered a cracked skull and severe concussion, but due to that thick 
padding in the helmet, all I got was a rude awakening. It kind of dazed me for a moment, but I was fine 
and got back up on my board and sailed to shore. During my learning phase, I was also pitched over 
the high side by wind unexpectedly catching the sail, which meant that my body went for a wild ride 
upside down, high in the air, and got slammed into the water backwards. Again, I was so glad to have 
my helmet protecting me from my own errors!

How fast can we go on a trike? Well, I've had mine up into the mid 40s on long steep downhills, which 
is just slightly slower than I was riding on my motorcycle that day so many years ago. My trike helmet 
is not as protective as my motorcycle helmet was, but at least it places some crushable cushion between 
my head and pavement, rocks, or trees. The very essence of who I am as a human is contained within 
my skull, and if that is lost, so am I. Do you know anyone who has suffered traumatic head injury, and 
although they visually appear the same as ever, the person you once knew is not inside anymore? It is a 
very sad situation to realize that your friend or family member no longer recognizes you, or remembers 
their past. Protect your brain. It is all that makes you who you are!

As the folks in England who manufacture Inspired Cycle Engineering trikes have so eloquently stated 
in their owner's manual: “If you have a cheap head, get a cheap helmet.” Enough said about brain 
preservation. It's your head. You decide if you want it to keep working like it currently does so that you 
can continue to enjoy riding your trike. I like my head just the way it is!

I also strongly advocate following all traffic laws while riding your tricycle hither and yon on your 
most-excellent trike tour. Here are some reasons for my recommendation:

1) It's the law.
2) Motorists will come away with a good impression of trikers.
3) We will have some legal ground if perchance struck by a car.
4) It may keep us from experiencing a car/trike physical interaction.
5) We expect motorists to abide by traffic laws for our safety on the trike.
6) Obeying traffic laws helps our collective cause to share the road.
7) We meet the same standards of conduct we expect of motorists.

Let me elaborate briefly on these five points: 

1. It's the law. Trikes are subject to the same rules of the road as automobiles, and so are bicycles. If we 



choose to use the roads, we must all follow the same rules so there is not chaos and danger on the 
roads. Sure, we may have some rebellious streak inside that believes the laws don't apply to us, or we 
may think that “Big Brother” has no right  to regulate human-powered tricycles,  but  the next  five 
reasons provide enough motivation for me to follow the law whenever I ride.

2. Motorists will come away with a good impression of trikers. This is an important point for all trike 
pilots to keep in mind. When motorists witness a trike moving across an intersection in violation of a 
stop sign or red light, it reflects poorly on the entire trike community. The next time they see a triker, it 
will be: “Well, there's another one of those weird bikes whose rider thinks he's above the law.” Please 
keep this in mind if personal philosophy allows routinely ignoring socially accepted rules. It only takes 
one of us to imprint a negative image in the minds of car drivers. Let's face it, when we're out there on 
the road, we need all the positive support we can get to remain safe! A triker that blatantly disobeys the 
law in front of motorists earns all trikers a poor reputation. It's not fair, but human nature seems to 
generalize (seen one triker, seen 'em all).

3. We will have some legal ground if perchance struck by a car. If a car hits a triker, but that same triker 
just ran a stop sign, who is going to listen to the trike rider when he claims legal protection under the 
law? The motorist will say: “He just ran the stop sign right in front of me.” or some such thing. Trikers 
who  follow  the  traffic  regulations  can  at  the  very  least  stand  on  firm  technical  ground.  It's  no 
guarantee, but it's a strategy that may well keep us from getting a ticket, protect us in court, or allow us 
to prevail in an insurance battle. Let's keep the odds stacked in our favor. And yes, police certainly do 
cite cyclists who break the law!

4. It may keep us from experiencing a car/trike physical interaction. No one wants to get hit by a car, 
but the potential clearly exists. Taking the time to stop momentarily at a stop sign may be enough to 
see a speeding car that we would have otherwise missed, a car that could have easily hit us had we run 
the sign. Another case in point are cyclists who ride on the wrong side of the road, which puts them at 
high risk of getting struck by an automobile. Drivers look to their left before entering the roadway, and 
if we are triking according to the law, they will probably see us. If however, we are riding from the 
other direction, opposed to traffic flow, a motorist is not at fault if he pulls out in front of us, thereby 
causing our trike and us to slam into the underside of his car. Riding on the wrong side of the road is 
one of the major leading causes of serious cycling accidents.

5. We expect motorists to abide by traffic laws for our safety on the trike. So, it is a safe bet they expect 
us to abide by traffic laws also. For the sake of argument, let's say that all those people driving two-ton 
steel boxes out there also believed the law didn't apply to them. What would that do to our thinking 
while pedaling along on a busy street? We can trike in relative mental comfort precisely because we do 
expect all motorists to follow the letter of the law, but if they stopped doing this simply because it was 
against their personal philosophy, we could not count on any margin of safety. As we approached a 
sign-controlled intersection where there was a stop sign for cross traffic, how would we feel when the 
car ran the sign right in front of us? If everyone did as they pleased, the streets would be much more 
dangerous than they already are.

6. Obeying traffic laws helps our collective cause to share the road. Most petroleum powered people 
respect a trike pilot's right to use the road. Most give wide berth to us as they pass, which is a good 
thing for any triker out on the open road. The majority of drivers are patient as we turn left in heavy 
city traffic, or as we cross a narrow bridge with no shoulder. By following the laws designed to keep 
all people safe who use the roads during their journey, we are earning the respect of most drivers who 
encounter our slow moving machines. Earning respect is the premier manner to motivate folks to share 
the road with us. Doing as we please with no consideration of laws or traffic issues only damages our 



reputation, impedes progress of state and national “share the road” campaigns, and outright angers 
impatient drivers who think we have no right to be on the highway in the first place.

7. We meet the same standards of conduct we expect of motorists. To expect a certain behavior of others 
that we don't demonstrate ourselves is hypocritical. It's simply illogical to demand that everyone else 
do something that we ourselves refuse to do. Sure, I might run stop signs or ride on the wrong side of 
the street for years, with no apparent harm coming from my actions, but at the very least, I am holding 
a different standard for others that I refuse to follow for myself, and at the very worst, I am telling 
thousands of drivers who see me that trikers don't care about safety laws. And since trikes are such a 
memorably bizarre form of transportation, we can bet that motorists won't forget. Car drivers can be 
resentful that cyclists want equal protection under the law when they see cyclists routinely choose to 
disobey the very laws they expect to protect them, especially since cyclists are the first to cry fowl if 
struck by an errant motorist.

Well, that's enough of my legal preaching for the time being. My years in law enforcement have shown 
me a lot of things that most folks don't ever see or think about, thus the impetus behind my stance on 
traffic laws. I've seen folks hurt, permanently disabled, and killed due to others who break the rules. 
These sad memories have remained with me, and I realize the gravity of a moment's indiscretion. Sure, 
I have my own personal contentions with governments and the big-brother phenomenon, but following 
traffic laws for my own and others safety is something that I willingly and happily do. I encourage all 
trike pilots reading this to evaluate their own conduct when riding in the presence of impressionable 
and impatient drivers. Do it for the greater good of the trike realm!

* * * * * * *

Once the trike has been prepared, emergency supplies and tools loaded, panniers full of all the gear, 
mind and body up to the task, and zero-hour arrives, it's off into the jaws of adventure. Hopefully they 
won't chew us up too bad! Actually, it's the adventure that draws most of us out there in the first place, 
along with that wonderful indescribable feeling of freedom. Without a certain element of unknown and 
danger, life would be a dull grind to the grave, so the trike really spices things up and keeps boredom 
at bay.

After the initial moments of trepidation pass, over the course of several miles at the beginning of the 
first day, the mind settles in to the task at hand. The heart rate slows, at least from causes of mental 
anxiety, and it's time to fully enjoy every inch of the journey. 

That's what's cool about touring on a trike ... the inches can indeed be appreciated, and that means a 
new-found wonder for such things as flowers, trees, rocks, animals, sky, and sounds of nature. These 
are all things that automobile drivers never come close to experiencing while they travel. Cars simply 
travel far too fast, are too far off the ground, make loud whining noise with their tires, and often have 
the windows closed to preserve the comfort of the passengers at high speed. Most motorists only see 
fleeting glimpses of the landscape, but they are not a part of it on their hurried transit.

A trike pilot is an integral component of the territory through which he pedals. He has eye contact with 
horses and cows in the fields. He hears the songs of cheerful birds and the wispy wind in the grasses. 
He feels the fresh air passing over his athletic body, and has a lingering attachment to his world that 
petroleum powered travelers opt to ignore in their impatience. The trike pilot moves along at seven 
miles per hour, while the car driver rockets by ten times faster.

Motorists could enjoy every mile as it passes to a very limited extent, but in our modern society they 



are usually too focused on getting to their destination as quickly as possible. Trike pilots, by the very 
nature of their human-powered vehicles, are clearly not focused on ultra swift travel. We throw off the 
chains of the “Type A” personality, step away from the “hurry sickness” that has infected the culture at 
large, opt to see the Earth at plant level, and relax into the rare realm of triangular locomotion, a secret 
place that will never be heavily populated by the mindless masses of mediocrity, who shun physical 
exertion like a cat does water. 

The very fact that you are reading these words means that you either already understand these concepts 
very well, or are well on your way to doing so. If you ever only take one cross-country trike trip, it will 
be full of memories that no one can take away from you, and you will have gone far beyond the 
bounds of the boring box. You will be living on the edge, at least for a while, and you will not be 
taking up too much space on this incredible planet. Trikers don't leave large invasive footprints that 
spoil our habitat. There is no toxic exhaust, nor is there noise. We move silently through a hidden 
world of universal harmony. The air is still clean after we pass by, and few even know we were there 
unless they see us with their eyes.

We pedal. We eat. We drink. We sleep. We pee. And we poop. Life is simple out on a trike tour. No car 
to break down. No gas to pump. No speeding tickets. No hurry. And no worries of a blowout at 65 
miles per hour. Are there any downsides?

There are pros and cons to everything in life. Pros include such things as being able to eat like a horse 
and not worry about gaining unwanted weight. Of course, triking also requires copious amounts of 
water intake because pedaling up long steep hills draws heavily on the body's energy resources. What 
goes in must come out of course, and as the body is filled to capacity with food and drink, one of the 
potential cons arises: where to offload all that food and water!?!

Normally, conservative authors are hesitant about writing of topics that are too personal for prim and 
proper etiquette, however, since trike pilots are a rugged bunch, used to living on the rugged edge of 
life, I figure chatting a bit about a legitimate concern on a trike tour won't offend anyone reading this. 
In fact, it may even bring a chuckle or two, or a thought of: “Yeah, I know the feeling!”

And what a feeling it is when the bladder is heavy. Petroleum powered people see signs like “Rest Area 
Ahead”, “Next services 43 miles”, or “Visitor Information” and can easily wait for the convenient 
room of rest. Not trikers though! Or at least not often. For a trike pilot on tour, it would be sweet 
coincidence to have a rest area pop up just at the right time. And if the next services are 43 miles, at 7 
miles per hour, it will take 6 hours to get there ... can't wait that long! Dang, what's a triker to do?

Well, it's pretty elementary actually, and since I've been taking to the wilds like a bear to berries since I 
was a wee kid, the solution just comes naturally. We simply scout the upcoming terrain (which is easy 
at trike speeds) for that perfect arrangement of bushes and trees, and then quietly pull off the road. If a 
few cars are coming, just hang out for a moment and pretend you're doing something else (like taking 
a drink from your water bottle), and when there is a lull in traffic, quickly make like Superman and 
disappear from sight. This works well for liquid off-loading. Solids we'll discuss in a minute.

I've spent a number of days triking through desert terrain, where the only cover consists of scattered 
creosote  bushes  ...  for  hours  worth  of  riding.  The  road  is  often  straight,  making  sight  virtually 
unlimited. In this situation, I look for at least two creosote bushes together, so that one shields me from 
cars in each direction in the event a unexpectedly speedy driver overtakes my position prior to my 
completion of watering the thirsty plants. A group of three allows me to “step inside” for complete 
privacy. Only my trike out on the shoulder bears testimony to my existence in the bushroom.



Whether or not a person can pee is often a factor of how calm he is. Nerves can shut down the ability 
to start the flow, that is unless the situation is so bloatingly urgent that you could pee right on the 
pavement if you had to. I guess a triker could always wait until the last minute so that it comes fast and 
easy, but the intervening time before hand on the trike may not be the most enjoyable, as the beautiful 
scenery tends to fade when all you can think about is getting rid of processed water. 

I drink a lot of water because it is what my body demands while triking for 8 hours each day. It is not 
wise to withhold drinking because you don't want to deal with going to the bathroom, or in our case, 
the bathbush. Drink loads of water to keep the muscles working at maximum efficiency. Cramps are 
the last thing you want! In fact, cramps are only part of the picture. This is a fact of trike touring, and 
adaptation must be made if you're going to take a trip. It can actually be fun to find that perfect place 
to experience the “ahh” feeling. Water intake is a vital concept, so please keep the following water 
facts in mind:

Your body is a water-based system, composed of roughly 57% water.  Every cell requires water to 
function properly and survive. Thirst is an awareness signaled by a person’s brain that the body’s water 
volume has fallen below a specific level necessary for optimum cellular functioning. If ignored, the 
circumstances that are causing thirst can lead to dehydration and ultimately death. Thirst indicates that 
the fluid balance of our cells is low, and requires replenishment by taking in water by mouth. It is 
generally agreed that an inactive human should ingest approximately two liters of water per day (a 
little more than a half gallon) to keep the body healthy. Trikers are not inactive, so that number must be 
adjusted upwards. Our bodies have the capability to sweat 4.2 quarts an hour! To avoid dehydration in 
a hot environment or during strenuous activity like triking, check urination. If a person develops a full 
bladder at least every 3-5 hours and the urine is lightly colored or colorless, dehydration is probably 
not occurring. If, however, urine is deeply colored, or urination occurs after the passage many hours 
(or not at all), fluid ingestion is likely not sufficient for long term continuation of healthy survival.

Seventy-five percent of Americans are chronically dehydrated, and they don't even ride trikes all day. 
In 37% of Americans, the thirst mechanism is so weak that it is mistaken for hunger, and since they 
don't ride trikes, they get fat. Mild dehydration will slow down our metabolism as much as 3%. Lack 
of water is a primary cause of daytime fatigue for couch potatoes. A 2% drop in body water can result 
in  short-term memory  loss,  and  we may  miss  a  turn  on  our  route.  Dehydration  symptoms to  be 
watchful for include: headache, visual illusion of snow, lowered blood pressure, dizziness, fainting, 
delirium, tongue swelling, unconsciousness, and death. Once 2% of a triker's water volume has been 
lost,  these effects begin to manifest themselves, first with thirst,  then with loss of appetite and the 
feeling of dry skin. Our heart rate will increase and fatigue will come very quickly. Reaching the top of 
hills will  seem like agony. If  we cry,  there will  be no tears. This all  leads to an increase in body 
temperature due to lack of sweating. At 5% water loss, our arms and legs will begin tingling, we will 
feel queasy, and our fingers will have difficulty grasping the handlebars. When we pass the 10% mark, 
our muscles will become convulsive and uncontrollable, which will lead to bizarre pedaling spasms, or 
falling down if we attempt to get off the trike. Our skin will wither, our eyesight will begin going dim, 
and we'll be unable to shift gears. If we hit the fifteen percent water loss mark, we are about to become 
the next victim of a miserable dehydrated death,  and later  someone will find our pathetic parched 
skeleton sitting on a tadpole trike in the middle of the barren desert ... just because the pilot didn't want 
to pee!

Oftentimes I trike alone, which means that bathbush breaks are up to me whenever the need arises. I 
don't have to consult with anyone, and I can take advantage of the opportune moment and location. But 
what about trikers in a group? You're all riding along, talking, and the last thing you want to do is seem 



like a person with a bladder control issue if no one else seems to express the need. One of three things 
may be up: either the others aren't drinking enough water, they all have huge storage reservoirs, or they 
are just as embarrassed as you are to mention that they need to find a spot to go. Whatever the case, it 
doesn't really matter. Triking is demanding business, so treat your body right!

Before any group tour commences, discuss particulars that will arise on the trip, including bathroom 
stops. Devise a pee plan. Have a good laugh about it. After all, if you're going to be on the road for 
several days with these folks, they better darn well have a good sense of humor! Maybe you drop back 
and then catch up afterwards. Or perhaps everyone stops and stays together. Make a joke of it. Laugh 
out there on the road of adventure. We all pee, so it's only social brainwashing that proper people keep 
personal things like this private. You simply have little choice each day ... the others will usually know 
when you go,  and you'll  know when they do.  Remember,  death by dehydration is your only other 
option.

Every time you come upon a standard toilet facility, whether at a gas station, restaurant, rest stop, or an 
occasional  oddly-place  outhouse,  take  advantage of  it.  At  least,  that's  what  I  do.  It's  a  long time 
between towns on a trike. I have found that wayside bathrooms appear now and then too, so there 
really are a fair number of toilets out there (in one form or another). I know I'll have to pee between 
towns in the wilds several times, but I still will use a bathroom at Safeway if it's there and I have to go. 
This is especially true for number two.

On my Oregon to Death Valley journey, I had a portable toilet seat in my trike trailer. It was the kind 
with lightweight aluminum legs that fold so that it takes up a slim amount of trunk real estate, and it 
weighted practically nothing. I figured that in the hours on the road between regular toilets, it might 
prove a lifesaver. I used to use it on my extended backcountry trips in my Jeep, where towns and toilets 
almost never appeared ... best view from the john you could ever ask for!

Well, what I found out was this. Since solid waste disposal is often a long time in making itself known, 
and is often predictable based on our own unique habits, it wasn't that big of a deal. I never took the 
seat out of my trailer because nearly every time the urge began to noticeably grow, a normal sit-down 
solution was soon at hand. People normally poop once a day it seems, and they have a pretty good 
handle on the situation, and are able to time things to their advantage. And so it is on the trike. I pee 
continually on the route, which is quick and easy with no mess or fuss (this is one time I'm glad I'm not  
a girl), but once I poop, I'm good for another day or so. 

Another important point to keep in mind has to do with human physiology, and that is since you are 
burning off calories at a break-neck speed pedaling all day (often over mountains), the urge to dispose 
of solid matter is greatly diminished over normal daily living, where a lot more food builds up. Out on 
the trike tour, there just isn't much food that is left over for disposal. Nearly all is well utilized by a 
body starving for calories, a situation that is clearly advantageous when bathrooms are at a premium. If 
you learn to balance your caloric acquisition versus expenditure well, you'll be surprised at how little 
waste exits, and how infrequently it does so.

The power of suggestion is strong in the minds of humans. Go take a break. I'll still be here when you 
get back. Bringing this unmentionable topic to a close, the whole issue isn't as bad as one might suspect 
beforehand, and that's on an unsupported primitive style tour like I prefer; spend your nights in motels 
and you've got it well under control.

Stopping for lunch is always something to look forward to on a trike. With that nice reclining chair, 
one might suspect it would be the desired place to sit and eat, but standing is the name of the game for 



the midday meal. As comfortable as trikes are, it just feels good to get out and stretch the legs while 
munching on some energy bars and downing a vegetable juice. Another great aspect is that you get to 
pick your scenery for dining. Perhaps a stunning overlook happens by at noontime, so spend a few 
minutes and enjoy. If you're with a group, lunch is even more fun, a time of sharing and lightening the 
load,  both mentally and physically.  For those who prefer commercial  eateries,  if  one conveniently 
appears at the appropriate time, you're all set, but you can't count on it at tricycle speeds, so come 
prepared. I don't have the money to be eating out, so I do it on the cheap in the backcountry.

I love breakfast! Awakening in the tent in a wild or remote setting, usually off the main highway a bit, 
is a spiritually refreshing occurrence. The air is cool, first light has broken so I can see around the 
landscape about me, my body is refreshed as much as it can be from yesterday's ride, and I'm ready for 
a hearty breakfast. First things first though.

My water bottle always accompanies me in the tent each night because I prefer to keep the hydration 
process in effect. It means more up-time during the night, but on a trike trek, I always go right back to 
sleep because my body truly needs the rest. When you pitch your tent each evening, make sure the 
entrance to it faces in a way that you have privacy when offloading nighttime water. Pitch near a large 
bush or tree whenever possible. If you're by yourself, it's easier because no one is around to disturb 
when you get up. If you're with a group of trikers, you may wish to pitch the tents in their own private 
spaces. Companionship is a great thing, but not when you can hear everyone when they get up and go!

I try to time my breakfast so that sunrise is upon me when I begin preparation. There hasn't been a 
watch or timepiece on me for well over twenty years now, so the light in the sky tells me all I need to 
know. Having some sun bathe me each morning makes me feel good emotionally, and it helps to keep 
the body and fingers warm, as it's hard to wear gloves when preparing some grub. I eat simply, usually 
wheat and barley nuggets like Grape-Nuts, topped with a handful of raisins, a couple of dried plums 
(what most folks call prunes),  and a multi-vitamin supplement.  Since soymilk is to heavy to carry 
along, the cereal is filled with water. If a market is handy shortly before tent time in the afternoon, then 
a soymilk might find its way into a pannier, because it tastes better than plain water and it provides 
more needed protein for muscle rebuilding.

The good thing about not being tied to staying overnight in motels and eating at restaurants is that I 
don't try to time my ride around them. I just go at my own relaxing pace and start looking for an 
overnight spot when I think it's time to call it a day. Probably the best scenario for folks who prefer 
more comforts than I talk about here is a supported tour, if the extra cash is available to acquire these 
luxuries.

On a tour with automobile and staff support, things are all well planned in detail ahead of time. You get 
food at prescribed times each day without having to carry it in your luggage on the trike. Snacks are 
available as needed whenever the van passes you. And you get pampered too, with far fancier grub 
than a primitive triker eats.  Riders don't  have to  worry about anything except  pedaling along and 
enjoying the scenery ...  without all the extra weight that self-supported tours require in the way of 
supplies. Every choice has its upsides and downsides. My way is inexpensive, relatively speaking, but I 
am roughing it big-time. Of course, for me, that's great, as I'm a naturalist at heart and love to do it. 
For others, the thought of it would turn them off. Yes, there are a number of city slickers who would 
tour only if supported, and that's fine too. I want to try it at least once myself, just to see what it's like.

Another way to do a tour with other tadpole trikers splits the difference and may be worth considering. 
Say you have a group of five trike pilots and their trikes. Well, one person in the group donates their 
van for the tour. At any given time, one person is in the van driving, with his trike in the back or on 



top. The van is full of supplies like food and your sleeping gear. So, there are four trikes on the road all 
the time, one trike is in or on the van, and who drives rotates every hour. With this method, you get the 
peace of  mind that  a  car  brings,  but  you don't  pay the costs  of  professional  commercial  support. 
Another perk is that you get at least one hour rest per day that an unsupported triker doesn't. On a ten 
hour day, you get two of these breaks. After an hour of driving, you'll be eager to get back on the trike!

Primitive solo trike journeys make things simple on many fronts. You get up when you want. There are 
no group decisions necessary. You can leave right after eating breakfast, no need to wait for anyone 
else to prepare for departure. Solo triking lessens the time before starting out in the morning. It has 
always been my experience in the backcountry that groups always extend the time needed to get on the 
trail or on the road. Some folks get to talking, which is enjoyable, but burns daylight. Of course, on 
trikes there is a huge benefit regarding talking: You can still keep chatting while riding, until you come 
to those long steep descents, when everyone is having so much fun flying along at 45 miles per hour 
that talking fades into grinning!

Getting back to eating, dinner is probably the most deserved meal of the day. You've pedaled for eight 
to ten hours. You've gone over many hills and probably some mountain passes. Your legs are tired. You 
want to stand up for the rest of the day. And you want to eat! So, you find a great camping spot, what 
is called a stealth camp, and pitch your tent for the night. They are termed stealth camps because it's 
comforting to know you are invisible to everyone else. It also keeps any negative encounters with 
letter-of-the-law cops, or with unsavory transients, to a minimum. 

I have known a lot of cops, having been in the profession for a while. Some stick to the book and are 
tough guys, while others are easy-going and mellow spirits who allow a wide margin when it comes to 
rules and laws. I was part of the latter, and would never hassle a cyclist just trying to get some shuteye 
wherever he could find it on the long road of a cross-country journey. Some officers though will let 
you know if you've pitched a camp that is somehow illegal, usually by location, and they'll make sure 
you leave, which is the last thing you want to do after erecting a tent and relaxing to eat. It's even 
worse if you're already in the sleeping bag when they find you!

If quitting time finds you on a stretch of road that is lined with large ranch properties, it can be a 
challenge to find a camp. If a land owner sees you set up, a call to the local sheriff may get you booted 
out of the area, even if you're on the road right-of-way. Sometimes, wealthy ranchers are insecure in 
their secluded castles, with a distrust and fear of unknown people, and they can have a variety of ways 
to protect  themselves, like high wattage motion-activate spotlights and vicious dogs that will most 
assuredly find your tent after dark if not restrained to their owner's property as required by law. 

Camping below the radar is the best solution. Some trikers wait until nightfall to pitch, so no one 
knows they are there, and they make it a point to leave before daybreak. That is a true stealth camp. It 
also is a little more regimented than I want to be. I prefer to pitch my tent while the sun is still on me, 
and I prefer to break it down the next morning when the sun is back. Nights get cold, even in summer 
depending on where you are. My fingers do better when warm, rather than bitter cold. I've triked all 
day and my body is in a caloric deficit at the end; the last thing I need is to burn even more calories 
just trying to keep my hands warm while setting camp and eating dinner.

Getting  back  to  dinner  ...  again,  my  preference  is  to  be  able  to  be  warm and  enjoy  the  natural 
surroundings while I eat, so I make it a point to pitch my tent about an hour before sunset at the latest. 
I savor walking around and seeing the landscape as I eat, carrying my bowl of rice and vegetables, and 
my spoon. It's a time of mental and physical relaxation and rejuvenation, something that maximum 
stealth camping doesn't always allow. Every time I  camp, the realization of how lucky I  am to be 



experiencing this simple living in this great land really hits home. When I say great land, I refer to the 
marvelous planet we all call home. Everywhere we go, there is much to relish and honor. I'll take this 
to a penthouse view any day.

* * * * * * *

Finding a camp site is a daily treat, although some might consider it a daily chore. If you get an early 
start in late afternoon, it is indeed a fun activity as you check out each little nook and cranny that will 
offer shelter and concealment in the terrain. If you wait too late in the evening, it can be a situation 
where you take what you can get,  which may be far from ideal. On a trike tour, allow time to be 
relaxed about decisions. Don't box yourself in and have to hurry figuring out the best option because 
it's getting dark.

Allow the time to pick a location that meets your needs: off the road as far as possible, concealed from 
passing motorists, protected from high winds, far away from any artificial light sources (if in a more 
suburban environment), and a place that is not likely to be stumbled upon by anyone else. Start earlier 
than you think is necessary, as sometimes the best spot is just a little farther on. Of course, you don't 
know that ahead of time, so it's a gamble for sure, but you might think something better is just around 
the bend, and find out it gets less desirable, so you may choose to return to the last good spot you saw. 
Time lets you make a wiser choice.

If  you  have  planned  ahead  of  time  to  use  selected  government  (BLM,  Forest  Service,  etc.)  or 
commercial (KOA, etc.) campgrounds, then it becomes more straightforward. All you have to do is 
maintain your riding schedule to arrive at the campgrounds before dark. In your preplanning phase, if 
you chose campgrounds that are realistically spaced, say 50 miles apart to make it easy, then you can 
be fairly  confident  of  making each one.  Be prepared though in  case something that  day prohibits 
reaching your next scheduled campground. One thing I have learned well during a lifetime of outdoor 
adventure and camping is that it's wise to always expect the unexpected, and be ready for multiple 
eventualities. The only thing certain about a triking tour is uncertainty ...  unless you are in a fully 
supported commercial tour, where chances of things going awry diminish markedly.

When on a fully supported tour, overnights can be a thing of pure joy, where lavish dinners are waiting 
for you, and your tent and gear is ready to go upon your arrival. Other cyclists will be there too, so 
there is plenty of action and camaraderie. Most of the other riders will be on two wheels, and many 
may be curious about your three, especially if you are really fit, and passed a few on the uphills and 
flats. If you are in the vicinity of the two wheelers come downhill time, well, you'll really earn their 
respect (and possibly envy) as you fly past them to the bottom. Trikes are far more aerodynamic and 
reach higher speeds on the downhills. In any event, all that competitive stuff aside, people will want to 
talk to you each evening, so be prepared. You may get a kick out of hearing them complain about sore 
wrists, necks, and pelvic regions, while, as a trike pilot, you experience none of those typical bicycle 
blues.

That leads to another thought: The reason recumbent tricyclists don't get those traditional aches and 
pains of bicyclists is due to the reclined manner in which a trike pilot sits. Our bodies are supported 
very well on the recumbent chair, at an exceptionally relaxing angle, our feet are held to the pedals 
with  binding  mechanisms,  our  arms  are  comfortably  at  our  sides,  and  the  neck  rest  is  available 
whenever desired. There is no sliver of a hard seat forcefully pushed into our hindquarters (would 
anyone watch a full-length movie at home on such a seat?), our upper body is not supported by our 
delicate wrist bones, and our head does not have to be consciously held at the extreme rear limit of its 
travel just to see where we're going.



Trikes clearly make a lot of sense when it comes to maximum touring comfort! A trike pilot's relaxed 
view is that of the road ahead, the sky above, and the scenery all around. The wrists never bear any 
unnatural loads, and there is no need to free the buttocks of painful unforgiving impalements. The 
trike's mesh or padded seat makes for miles of smiles. I've heard trikes called the “lazy man's bike” but 
my preference is to think of them as a smart man's bike, although, they aren't bikes at all. It's just a 
public convention to perceive any pedal-powered vehicle as a bike regardless of how many wheels it 
has. Well, enough of this bike/trike comparison stuff. To each his own. All I know is every time I see a 
long distance biker on tour, I am SO glad I do it on a trike!

There's nothing lazy about taking a trike tour. It's a lot of hard work for sure. The trike makes it easier 
and more fun though. Trikes are heavier than bikes however, and prone to get stuck sooner on some 
dirt roads. Oops, there's that bike word again, but a bike does have an advantage here. I've stealth 
camped on dirt side roads covered with sand and silt. The rear drive wheel tends to dig in, along with 
the rear cassette and chain, and it can be easy to grind to a halt ... too much touring weight for one thin 
tire to get enough traction. A biker can step off and walk his rig by lifting up on the center frame. 
Trikers can't do that.

Lifting a loaded trike is not something you should attempt, even if strength is not an issue, because 
trikes are  inherently  highly unstable  when lifted off  the ground.  They tend to  tip  very easily  and 
quickly. Awkward is the word that comes to mind. If you get stuck on any road surface, and pedaling is 
no longer an option to keep moving forward, get off and turn the trike around the opposite direction. 
Then, go to the rear, lift up on the pannier rack as you stand up straight, and walk the trike backwards 
with the rear wheel off the ground. The two front wheels, which are now trailing, keep it incredibly 
stable, and you can easily keep on moving to or from your camp area even in deep sand or crud. Just 
be sure not to lift it too high because the front chainrings could drag in the dirt.

For stealth campers who seek the primitive experience, this backwards technique will be used often 
enough, because to get off paved highways for a quiet and private overnight, dirt roads are usually the 
best option out in the country. Since I pulled a trailer on my first cross-country jaunt, I could not move 
the trike easily on deep silty roads as I described above. I had to walk backwards all hunched over and 
pull the trike AND trailer by the trike's front derailleur post. What a drag that was ... literally! Heck, I 
burned even more calories doing that maneuver, which was very inefficient, uncomfortable, and slow! 
If anyone had seen me, I am sure they would have thought I was a nutcase directly from Notre Dame.

The way I see this trike tour affair is through the eyes of a man who loves the wilderness ... and getting 
out into it without destroying it is now my lot. To stay in motels each night is too much like just being 
at home, except that it costs an arm and a leg to sleep in their rooms. For me, camping in the wilds is 
part and parcel with triking in the wilds. It's part of who I am. I enjoy the challenges that come with 
locating and successfully operating a stealth camp. An occasional campground for a shower can be a 
welcomed interlude now and then, but motels are a last resort if something is wrong or I need to rest up 
from a physical injury (which I have done).

I  was  cautioned prior  to  leaving  on  my first  long  trip  by  well-meaning  conservative  people  that 
camping in a tent near paved roadways would put me at risk, that I might be harmed by transient 
miscreants with nothing more productive to do than accost a lone and vulnerable traveler with no car. 
If one hears enough of this talk in the weeks prior to departure, it tends to become an imagined reality, 
which can lead to pre-trip anxiety. And so it was with me, despite years of specialized training in self 
defense in one of my former lives. After all, I had grown older, somewhat weaker, and my mind was 
going soft from lack of hardcore adventure. But when the day came to pedal out of the driveway and 



into the remote unknown, I ventured forth nonetheless.

There I was, pedaling over roadways that were taking me farther and farther from home, all by myself, 
in a vehicle that had no locking doors, alarms, or speed capability to allow for rapid escape in the event 
some unknown human might choose to impinge upon my personal freedom to exist peacefully. That 
first night, I was on the watch. I chose a place to pitch my tent behind some large evergreen trees and 
dense  bushes,  well  concealed  from the  paved  road  in  a  turnout  spacious  enough  for  an  eighteen 
wheeler to negotiate. The soothing sound of the Umpqua River kept me calm as the sky clouded over 
and it began to mist.

Several cars drove in and out during my pitching of the tent, eating dinner, and just hanging out prior 
to bedding down. I go to sleep early while camping, so every once in a while after I hit the sack, the 
lights of a car would momentarily illuminate my tent as it pulled in so the driver could use the concrete 
block outhouse on the other side of the dirt area. Once they discovered it was inexplicably locked, 
they would then quickly leave. Next thing you know, first light was appearing through my tent walls. 
Amazing! I had survived the night and had a new day ahead, albeit it kind of wet from light rain.

With each passing day and night, the fears continued to vanish, until finally ... they were gone. So, I 
began thinking about this fear of intrusion, and whether I was just getting lucky, or if the dangers are 
highly overrated. 

Here's what my mind now sees as the explanation, although of course, there are always exceptions. 
Next time could be different, but then again, I think there's something to this: Imagine the mind of the 
criminal intent on stealing someone's money. So here's this guy lurking through the bushes looking for 
easy prey. They always look for a vulnerable mark because they don't want their plans to go haywire 
and end up hurt or in handcuffs. Okay, this guy (it's almost always a male) sees my tent, my trike, and 
just me standing around, or maybe I'm in my sleeping bag already. So, what's he thinking?

A number of things actually! Even their brains have some processing power, and they are able to figure 
most things out well enough to survive. First of all, I'm on the ground in a tent with no car. It's likely 
the evil-doer figures I don't have much money on hand, otherwise, why would I be traveling like this. 
For all intent and purposes, a solo triker could easily be mistaken for a bum, and we all know bums ask 
for money because they don't have any. Second of all, the bad guy entertains the thought that maybe 
whoever is in the tent is a pretty tough hombre, otherwise why would he be out here alone in the first 
place? People living along side roads have to know what they're doing, so he likely deduces that I may 
even be more of a danger to him than he is to me. Thirdly, he may wonder if there are two people in 
the tent, which would double his trouble should he decide to perpetrate a nasty and despicable deed. 
And finally, this hoodlum may see me as a kindred spirit, and honor some unspoken code that one thug 
never steals from another.

Well, I did carry some cash with me on that trip, perhaps a couple hundred dollars or so, with a backup 
credit card. That may or may not have been worth his while, but the second thought would be the most 
accurate of the four. While I'm a peace-loving nature boy who gives wide berth to potential trouble, I 
do know how to take care of business if necessary. It's like that Roosevelt chap once said: “Walk softly 
but carry a big stick.” This is not said as way of a boast, for truly, I abhor violence and male machismo, 
but  rather  as a matter  of  fact.  I  have been well  trained how to successfully  walk away from life 
threatening humans with guns or evil intent, and after years of practice, those types of mental and 
physical actions embed themselves in one's motor memory.

By the end of the first week living on the road in a tent with my trike, I stopped worrying. A couple of 



nights, when in the middle of nowhere with no ideal camping landscape to be found come evening, I 
pitched in pullouts within full view of passing traffic. Traffic out there was minimal compared to cities, 
but it was obvious I was there. The entire trip proceeded without negative incident. I relate this story 
for anyone who may still fear camping alone, and I am not the only one with these findings. There are 
thousands of hikers, bikers, and trikers each year who traverse this grand planet in the warmer months 
and can attest to peaceful nights for weeks on end. Just as chances are mighty slim a grizzly bear will 
eat you, so are the chances that a newly escaped inmate from the local slammer will steal your trike 
and tent. There's simply not much of a payoff for someone to accost a lone person in a tent with only a 
trike!

My advice? Banish the fear and live free. Fear only serves to keep us shackled and imprisoned in a 
world full of anxiety. Like the old Beatles song of long ago once sang: “Live a little, be a gypsy, get 
around ...”

You may say: “Well, he dispenses this advice, but he lives in a la-la land and has been lucky.” True, I 
may have been lucky so far, but I don't live in a la-la land, oblivious to the rare dangers of reality. I've 
seen the ugly sides of life as a cop, so I do prepare accordingly, just in case, but I don't let the thought 
consume me as do some people. I was asked by several friends prior to my trip: “You'll be packing a 
revolver, right?” My answer was no. I had sold my collection of bullet-shooting devices not too long 
after leaving law enforcement, and was not going to buy a new one simply for this trip. First of all, I 
didn't feel I needed one, and second, my scant touring money had to be used in more productive ways 
than acquiring a device designed and created primarily to kill another human being.

There was one elderly lady in a small northern California town on my trip who began chatting with me 
at a local market when I stopped in to use the restroom and get a V8 juice. She saw the loaded trike 
and trailer,  and asked where I was headed, so I  told her out through northeast California and into 
northwest Nevada. She knew the barren and unpopulated road well, and emphatically told me that I 
must keep my gun at the ready while pedaling through there. Apparently, according to her, the ultra 
remote region was haven to marijuana growers, and they don't hesitate to waste folks they believe may 
be snooping around, she said. I just thanked her for the information, but did not engage in a discussion 
about my preparedness. The lady also told me that the destructive remnants of a Pacific hurricane were 
going to hit me out there once I crossed into Nevada ... she was right about that one!

What I do carry with me on the trike is a large Buck knife that I've had for over 30 years and always 
carry  while  out  in  the  backcountry.  Knives  come  in  handy  for  many  things,  including  survival 
applications if necessary. In the highly unlikely event that I would ever be accosted by a deranged 
person, I suppose it could serve me well there too, however I would prefer to just use my hands and 
arms in a one-on-one combat situation. I must admit though, that the comfort factor is there, however 
gruesome it may be. The last thing I want to do is get involved in an incident that would involve the 
local authorities, and most assuredly delay my wonderful trike adventure!

I've been speaking primarily about potential woes of primitive camping, because that's what I mainly 
do. What about trikers who choose motels or campgrounds? I did stay in a couple of motels on my trip, 
unplanned of course and not for long. There, the question arises, will someone rip off my trike while 
I'm asleep? I left it outside each night, not locked to anything or even to itself. The trike ripoff fear had 
already subsided by then, and I figured that if they really wanted it, that's life, and it would provide me 
a reason to go shopping for another one. Again, this is one of those things where fear so overrides 
many people that they can't relax about daily living. Chances are no thief will mess with it because he 
doesn't  have  any  use  for  such  a  bizarre  thing  anyway,  and  fencing  it  would  prove  problematic 
(assuming he could even figure out how to use it, as most non-cyclists I've met can't even figure out  



how it steers).

By the way, that's another advantage of trikes over bikes. Bikes are stolen all the time. They are easily 
fenced (illegally redistributed), bring money to the thief, and some criminals actually end up using the 
bike for themselves. Trikes, on the other hand, don't register on the thief's mental radar. He doesn't 
want it for himself, and no one he knows would want it either. A trike is nothing but a white elephant 
or albatross for most of the population, so touring on something that no one else wants is a good thing! 
Another factor in a triker's favor is that a bicycle thief would have to ride the trike away if he was on 
foot, which would be very obvious for bystanders to observe, thus providing reliable information to the 
police, and if the thief had a car, getting a trike into one is next to impossible. If he had a truck, he 
could lift it in the back, but it he would likely drop the highly unstable machine once he picked it up 
from the ground, and the whole awkward maneuver would really stand out to other folks witnessing it. 

When I stopped at a busy Albertsons supermarket during rush hour in a large town to get some fresh 
fruit, I parked the trike right in front to the side of the entrance. People were everywhere, many in their 
business clothes after work. Witnesses were thick in the event a thief was lurking. If you need to buy 
something, you're by yourself on the trike, and you fear theft, use the busiest store available and park 
where the most people can see the trike. It's either that or park in the rear where no one can see it, 
which would work if the thief doesn't see you leaving it. Out of sight, out of mind. But if you were 
spotted  by a  criminal,  he has  a  prime opportunity  to  snatch your  three  wheels  with  no witnesses 
(assuming he'd even want the darn thing). Both are options with pros and cons. I consider each based 
on the particular situation. Another advantage of parking in front of everyone is that nearly everyone 
stares at the trike as they pass because they haven't seen one before, so the fact that it draws heavy 
attention is another plus; thieves don't like attention!

The  contents  of  my  panniers  are  not  very  valuable  to  anyone,  things  like  jackets,  clothing,  tent, 
sleeping bag, etcetera, and some of it dirty no less. I always keep my wallet and digital camera with 
me. People see touring cyclists every year. Their cycles and panniers are soiled from miles and days on 
the road, and almost guaranteed safe from theft as a result.

I've strayed here a bit from motels. You can see that one topic readily brings up another one, and the 
threads are so numerous that it's difficult to remain true to a single idea. Many issues have overlapping 
aspects, thus the intriguing wandering monologue. Back to overnight stays.

Some trikers take their  rigs into the motel room with them. That's certainly an option if  you find 
yourself in an area of questionable repute. My trike is an ICE Qnt, and has probably the narrowest 
track width of any tadpole tricycle, at 27.5 inches. It fits right through standard doorways with no 
problem, so I could just wheel it in if I wanted to. Most trikes have a 31-inch or wider front wheel 
track, which could necessitate tipping it sideways, which is problematic if loaded with gear. This is 
assuming of course that  your room is on the first floor and accessible to the outside. Motels with 
central hallways are harder, and if your room is upstairs, good luck ... you'll need it. At any motel, 
always take your panniers and trunks inside with you regardless of where you park the trike.

Locking the trike to an unmovable object is also an option. I haven't done that in most situations, and 
the lightweight six-foot cable lock I have could easily be cut by a medium sized pair of bolt cutters. To 
carry one of those super strong U-Locks would mean considerable extra touring weight, which, in my 
opinion, is simply not worth it! It may soothe your sole around town to have one of those locks, but 
don't pack it for a long tour unless you welcome a heavier load, more muscle exertion, and slower 
pace. 



Campgrounds  provide  a  comfortable  overnight  location  for  a  triker  on  tour.  In  many  states, 
governmental campgrounds run by the state or feds offer highly reduced payment for us. Many have 
what they call “hiker-biker” camp areas, perfect places for an exhausted trike pilot to pitch for the 
night.  A real  bathroom and/or  shower  are  close by.  A picnic  table  is  standard  fare.  Other  people 
camping all around provide emotional security of safety in numbers. People come over to talk about 
your trip and trike. Some offer you free food, beer, and a place at their campfire because they feel 
sorry for you. Other cyclists may provide good conversation as you share your journeys.

Hiker-biker camps in Oregon are only about five bucks, compared to a standard twenty or more for 
autos. A triker can camp for at least four nights for the price of one night in an auto campsite. Recently, 
while in northern California at the Jedediah Smith Redwood State Park, I happened upon that state's 
hiker-biker camp. It costs $8, which I thought was kind of steep until I saw it. Wow, utter luxury to be 
sure! Each one, situated on the bank of the beautiful river with huge redwood trees all around, had a 
miniature picnic table, an unbelievable rock edifice that housed a cookstove, and a well maintained flat 
area to pitch a tent on the soft ground. Deluxe bathrooms were only yards away. It was the best trike 
camp I've ever seen ... as far as campgrounds go, of course. And, unlike Oregon's hiker-biker camps 
that are communal with no privacy, Jedediah Smith's are all separate and totally private with their river 
frontage. There are five of these at that park, and they surpass the auto camping area with their views. 
Guess it's well worth the extra three dollars!

Now, private campgrounds are another story usually. I checked at a KOA this past summer and was 
told that everyone pays the same price, whether you're in a van, car, motorcycle, bicycle, or just hiking. 
Unless you are really desperate for some reason, avoid these private campgrounds while on  your trike 
tour. That's not to say that some may provide a hiker-biker discount, but it would be rare. Not only 
that, but many of these private campgrounds, like the KOA I just mentioned, really compact the sites 
for maximum revenue flow, with no concern for anyone's privacy, so you feel like a sardine, packed in 
between a van and a car, with their tents only 12 feet from yours. And if that's not bad enough, many of 
these businesses have high wattage lamps everywhere so people can see like daylight at night, which is 
not conducive to a deep sleep.

On my trike trip, I passed through Klamath Falls, Oregon during rush hour. It was getting late, I had a 
lot of miles under my belt that day, and I wanted to pitch camp soon. I was unfamiliar where I might 
set my tent, and could see that the autumn sun might set prior to finding a good spot, something I 
always try to avoid by allowing sufficient time. I passed the Klamath Falls KOA, which was right off a 
busy four-lane main thoroughfare. It was a noisy and active place, and I kept on pedaling. After getting 
some fresh fruit at a market, I  continued through the large city. Once out into the rural portion of 
Altamont, which borders Klamath Falls, it was clear to me that I had a ways to go if I wanted to clear 
the rural final homesteads, but I didn't want to chance nightfall making the finding of a camp even 
more difficult.

That's the night I recalled what my Catrike 700 friend Matt Jensen had told me about churches being a 
potential  in  a  tight  situation.  The  Harvest  Christian  Center  appeared  to  my left.  I  walked  in  and 
introduced myself to the husband and wife pastors, who were preparing for a musical gathering of the 
faithful.  They happily  offered their  huge south lawn for  my overnight  needs,  and assured me the 
automatic sprinklers would not come on that night. I pitched my tent on the soft grass, right next to a 
farmer's fence with horses on the other side and the sweet smell of agriculture in the air. No sooner 
than the tent  was up and I  started eating some grub,  a magnificent  sunset  treated me to  an awe-
inspiring photograph with  my digital  camera.  It  sure  beat  the KOA: It  was free,  had immaculate 
restrooms, and the views were superior. I slept well, with complete privacy. I didn't need a shower yet 
anyway, at least in my opinion.



* * * * * * *

One thought that I'd like to put out there again is one that's born of perception. What we perceive might 
happen is usually not what  does happen. This is especially true with occurrences we would typically 
view negatively. It is very important for any trike pilot, or ordinary human for that matter, to let go of 
fear, doubt, and anxiety in order to fully enjoy life. There will be many varied experiences on a cross 
country trike tour, and they will all go into our mental and/or written notes as memories we'll not 
forget during our brief time in this life. Not allowing ourselves the freedom to live these moments 
because we believe disaster is around each corner is not living.

I don't want to forget any aspect of my times on a trike. They all make up my triking life, who I am as 
a trike pilot, and go into the mix of my total awareness that keeps life the adventure that it is. I don't 
want to miss the opportunity to explore on my trike due to fears of what might happen. I do my best in 
all things, and what happens happens. That's life. That's the way things go. It's all part of my story, and 
so it is with you. We cannot control everything. In fact, there is little we really can control on the grand 
scale of things. At times, we forget our life is transitory, and live as if there are unlimited tomorrows. 
This can put the time we do have to poor use, as we let it slip by while not living it to the fullest.

I don't want to forget the bad times in life, or even the bad times on a trike trip. Were it not for the bad, 
how  would  we  know  good?  We  appreciate  the  special  positive  times  more  because  we  have  a 
knowledge of other times that weren't so positive. Life is an epic adventure, and every component of it 
is worth savoring while we can. Something else to keep in mind is this: People love to share stories 
with each other. Trikers gather around and swap tales of their times on the road, and inevitably the 
topic of worst experiences pops up. We enjoy hearing about all those tough times they had, and we 
eagerly share ours ... “I remember that frigid night in the snow when I was shaking despite pedaling 
the trike up that dark steep mountain all alone ...”

* * * * * * *

There are hundreds of tire traps out on those long paved miles of your journey, little obstacles that 
would have no affect on an automobile, but could cause a trike pilot a real headache. Many of them are 
difficult or impossible to see ahead of time, and so unsuspecting trikers ride right into them. Others are 
so large and obvious that we literally must ride around them, which can force a wait if traffic in the 
lane is heavy.

One thing I've noticed is that car lanes are usually free of debris, while road shoulders (or bike lanes if  
really lucky) are often littered with all manner of junk and dangerous gremlins waiting for human 
powered cyclists.  About the only good thing to be said for  the many roadways that  have no safe 
shoulder for trikes is that there is also little to no debris in the car lane in which we are forced to ride, 
which is refreshing.  Some motorists throw trash from their  cars,  which of course,  ends up on the 
shoulder. Most of the shoulder debris is just annoying “stuff” to ride around or over, like banana peels 
or dirty diapers, but other items demand prompt attention and action ... or else. 

One of the nastiest things to be aware of is a conglomeration of old rusted metal strands of wire that 
used to be part of a trucker's tire prior to blowout at 55 miles per hour. Some are in bunches, yet easily 
missed because the rust diminishes their appearance. Others are single strands and nearly invisible until 
the last  possible moment.  If  one of  these pieces of  steel  hits  your tire  just  right,  it  will  probably 
puncture it, unless you have super heavy duty rubber like Schwalbe Marathon-Plus tires (of course,  
even they have limits). The thicker the tire tread, the better chance you have of not getting that deflated 



feeling. If you are tired, enjoying the scenery, or concentrating on traffic, these steel wires can really 
take you by surprise. And, if you're cranking along at a good clip on a really narrow shoulder of a very 
busy roadway, simply turning the handlebars to avoid the wires may not be an option; I'd rather have a 
flat tire than swerve into a car's grillwork.

The funny thing about these steel wires is that they appear harmless at first glance, but if you get into a 
large bunch of them together, which can easily happen on trucker highways, that's a lot of sharp ends 
looking for your tire, and they are stronger as a group if bunched together, therefore more likely to 
overcome the resistance to the tire's surface. Should you be unlucky enough to impale your rubber on 
one or more of these nasty debris artifacts, please use care in removing the metal. It is old, dirty, and 
rusty, and it can also poke you! What if you haven't had a current tetanus shot?

Even the wonderful natural world delivers an occasional unpleasant surprise, so we can't blame it all on 
modern truck tires or human-generated trash. One of the worst tire traps ever comes from the Tribulus 
terrestris plant, in the form of a frightening grouping of long thick thorns that will make fast work of 
standard duty cycling tires and tubes. A flat is almost guaranteed. There is a central mass of bone-like 
material, called a nutlet, from which several long sturdy spikes protrude, each one about 10 millimeters 
in length, and each easily capable of letting the air out of your tires. The nutlets resemble the head of a 
goat, thus the commonly known moniker of goatheads.

If you get goatheads in one tire, you'll likely get them in all three, as these nutlets fall from the plant in 
groups of four to five. Just like ants in your house, where there is one, there are often many more 
unseen. Of course, once they embed themselves in your tread, you may well see hundreds at once, as I 
did after riding through an autumn pile of elm leaves in a city park on my trike journey. All of my 
treads were literally covered thickly by goatheads, so much so that the tread portion of my five tires 
(two on the trailer) was not visible. It is truly an unnerving sight to behold. All you can do is hope the 
weather is warm, dry, and bright because you'll be sitting around for a long time pulling them out.

Be very careful when removing the nutlets, as they don't play well with human skin either. I used a 
Swiss army knife to pop them out. It is a long and tedious process, made worse by the fact that when 
popping some of the central cores out, an occasional spike will remain in the tire, broken off at tread 
level. If left in the tire, these remaining spikes can deviously work their way farther into the tire and 
tube while riding. You could fix one flat, only to have another down the road later from a spike or two 
that you missed. And here's the worst part: These little broken-off spikes are very tiny when viewed 
from their ends, some being whitish in color and others somewhat grayish. They are almost impossible 
to see unless you very carefully, slowly, and closely scan every square inch of your tires. The ends look 
just like a tiny piece of road grit ... until you start working one out, and then discover a spike up to one 
centimeter long!

I had the superior Schwalbe Marathon-Plus tires on the trike, with EarthGuard tire liners and thick 
Kenda puncture-resistant Q-Tubes inside. This was an expensive triple protection tire setup that paid 
off in spades, as none of the trike tires succumbed to hundreds of goatheads. I even pulled out one of 
the spikes nine months later at home, which I had missed that eventful day on the road. My trailer tires 
weren't so lucky, as they were just standard Kenda K-West light-duty tires, with standard lightweight 
tubes. I had EarthGuard tire liners in those tires too, but the thick liner wasn't enough by itself to stop 
the spikes from entering the flimsy tube. Both tires went flat eventually, once the spikes worked their 
way deep enough.

Some trikers get flats fairly frequently while on long road trips, and that is usually due to the use of 
light-duty tire and tube choices. If I can stress just one thing to remember, it would be this: Do not 



skimp financially on placing the best puncture resistant strategies you can on the trike. You may think 
that changing a tire is easy, but what about three? And what about one or two that go flat a second time 
within the next  ten to twenty miles from missed spikes? How many tubes do you carry anyway? 
Probably not enough to fix multiple flats! Keep this in mind also: If the weather is rainy, windy, and/or 
cold, the absolute last thing you'll want to be doing is spending a half hour extracting goatheads, and 
then another half hour changing tires. I was lucky. My goathead revelation occurred at the day's final 
camp in warm sunny weather at a city park with benches, water, shade trees, and no automobile traffic. 
What would it be like on the side of a busy state highway in a freak snowstorm?

I stand by the products mentioned above, and while some riders have said it is overkill, I know better. 
My trike trip is taken for the joy of the ride and the beauty of the scenery, not to be tinkering on repairs 
roadside. An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure. Money spent to avoid the problem in the 
first place by using superior products pales by comparison of the hassle to be endured by skimping 
initially.  This was a lesson well learned by yours truly, especially since I got to see the difference 
between the trailer setup and the trike setup in the identical conditions, something akin to a controlled 
science experiment.

Superior rubber on the road also is a plus for other tire traps as well, such as nails and tacks. Both of 
these bad guys can also force a tire and tube repair, but at least there is usually only one which to 
contend instead of  hundreds,  and only one tire  is  affected instead of  three.  Of course,  if  you are 
unfortunate enough to sustain a nail hole, not only will you need to get out your spare tube, but you'll 
need to repair or change the actual tire too. The good news about nails is that on a trike we are often 
riding rather slowly compared to the speed of cars, so we might ride right over a nail and not apply the 
force necessary to drive it into the tire like a car does. 

Along with your spare tubes, be sure to carry tire repair supplies, and know how to use them ahead of 
time. The last thing you want to have happen is being out on the open road with a damaged tire or tube, 
and then learn how to use the patch kit. Learn these simple skills in the comfort of your own garage. I 
carried a spare tire on my first trip, which I easily kept on the underside of the trailer, but I never had 
to use it. I did use one spare tube however. Trikers without a trailer may opt not to carry a spare tire 
due to space restrictions and  hassle of where to store it, but the good news is that if your tire develops 
a small hole or tear (key word being small), it can be patched with a patch kit, or, in a pinch, jury 
rigged on the inside with a stout piece of flexible plastic or duct tape.

Glass is plentiful on our highways, especially on the shoulder where cars do not travel. People of 
questionable character have been known to toss liquor bottles out the window, leaving razor sharp 
shards of brown glass hidden in the shadows. Only the fortunate glint of sunshine or an observant eye 
will allow avoidance of these tire-eating gremlins. A glass shard can open up a trike tire in the blink of 
an eye, especially a thin light-duty tire. The more rubber the better, but no tire is totally immune from 
larger pieces of sharpies. 

The most vulnerable time for a triker may well be on long steep descents, where speeds of 40 to 50 
miles per hour can be attained. This speed, and resultant force, magnifies the damage potential for 
anything on the roadbed when it contacts the tires. A shard of glass that could be ridden over at 8 miles 
per hour just may slice right through the tire at 45. At those faster speeds, the luxury of a quick swerve 
doesn't  exist,  so you pretty  much have to  run over anything you don't  see far  in  advance.  If  that 
happens, attempt to straddle the object by keeping it between one of your outside front tires and the 
trike's center line, where the third tire tracks. Basically, if your foot goes directly over the object, it will 
miss your tires completely.



Rocks and gravel are almost always non issues if you're running superior quality heavy-duty gear on 
your wheels. I would recommend however that speeds be kept low on rocky surfaces just to be on the 
safe side. Traditional high-pressure thin road tires are more prone to being damaged by small rocks or 
gravel, but if you're on an unsupported cross-country road trip, I seriously advise that they should not 
be a tire of choice. Maximize chances of success through wise gear choices.

Another tire trap worthy of discussion is the common road drainage grate that allows rain runoff to 
leave  the  roadway.  Essentially,  there  is  a  sizable  rectangular  hole  in  the  roadway's  shoulder  that 
empties into an underground storm drainage system, and the hole is capped with steel grating. There 
are two basic kinds of grate design. One has the pieces of metal running perpendicular to the flow of 
traffic,  while  the other  runs parallel.  Perpendicular  grating,  that  which runs ninety  degrees to  the 
direction of your trike tires, is rarely a concern. On a stable trike, it's easy to ride right over the top of 
them. It's the other kind that is the trap!

Grating that runs parallel to the trike tires will suck up the tire and wheel in short order, plunging you 
into a situation that will probably not be repairable, either right on the spot or at a bicycle shop. There 
is a strong likelihood that the aluminum wheel will be bent in the shape of a taco shell, ruining most of 
the spokes and pitching you off the seat onto the street if you're traveling at speed going downhill. This 
is a case where the slower the speed at impact, the better. Hit one of these at four miles per hour and 
you might get lucky. If a traditional bicyclist hits one, he's almost sure to take a nasty spill.

All  governmental  agencies  should  be  required  to  change out  the  parallel  grates  for  perpendicular 
grates.  These  are  definite  safety  hazards  for  all  cyclists,  and  governments  that  use  them  place 
themselves at risk of lawsuit. Parallel grating is proof positive that the government entity in question 
gave  absolutely  no  consideration  to  human  powered  cyclists.  They  constructed  the  road  only  for 
petroleum powered automobiles with wide tires. Sure, as trike pilots we can anticipate and see most of 
these dangers, but what if a grate is covered in leaves after an autumn storm? It might be invisible and 
in goes your tire. This may bring the trike to an immediate halt, and with no seatbelt, guess where the 
pilot goes! Essentially, our governments have told us: “You're on your own. We don't care. We are not  
liable for your injuries.” Heed this message and you will be ahead of the game!

What other kinds of hazards are we likely to find on our thin ribbon of road shoulder during a trike 
tour? Well, you name it and eventually you'll probably see it on the road someday if you ride enough. 
Some dangers enter a category that exceeds the simple title of tire trap. A few would fall under the 
heading of trike trap. Things like old car exhaust systems that finally rust off and tumble onto the road 
certainly  will  be  visible  for  a  ways  off,  so  you'll  have  plenty  of  time  to  avoid  them,  however, 
something that large will likely require that you enter the car lane to circumvent. If you're flying down 
a steep mountain pass, beware of tight curves with minimal forward visibility. Always be on the ready.

In Florida, trikers will occasionally come across live alligators on the shoulders of roads near wetlands. 
Now that's a pilot trap if I ever heard of one. Forget about having to change a tire; just avoiding being 
on the lunch menu of this carnivore is enough of a job. One could be lurking behind that next roadside 
bush! Hobo artist Dan Price has a photograph of a flat alligator that had been hit by a car in his journal 
of riding his TerraTrike from northeast Oregon to the Florida Keys. They're out there.  Adventurer 
Heidi Domeisen rode a tadpole trike from North Carolina to Alaska and back ...  alone.  She came 
around a curve in the Alaskan highway to find a female grizzly bear and her cubs in the road. The bear 
bluff-charged her on the trike. Bet that got her adrenaline going! To read her story, visit the Crazy Guy 
on a Bike website and search her name.

Out on the open road of the trike realm lingers many a varied object or creature to surprise you. It's 



what good triking stories are made of. Without these unknowns, a little bit of the adventure would be 
missing, so rather than seeing them as unfortunate aspects of an otherwise perfect trek, envision them 
as part of the challenge that makes a trike journey worth the effort. Knowledge is power, and being 
ever vigilant is your best defense against mishap. Experience these tire, trike, and pilot traps in a safe 
manner by being ready for them in advance. Don't fall asleep at the bars, as I did once at around two in 
the morning while traversing the Cascade Range in the snow (fortunately, there are no drainage grates 
on that long mountain passs)!

* * * * * * *

Emotional stability is challenged whenever we set out on a new adventure where the safety of our 
home becomes but a memory. Loneliness can become a companion to any solo trike pilot covering 
hundreds of miles across the countryside. A few seasoned cyclists who actually prefer to be alone for 
protracted periods of time might not experience such a feeling, but I would imagine most of us do 
when by ourselves in strange lands. Maybe some of us are better at subduing emotions than others, but 
if we set our ego mask aside and honestly evaluate our thoughts, we're not always as stable as we might 
appear on the outside.

Here is a little excerpt from my story to tell the point:

“After lunch, I faced my second little traumatic test.  Matt pointed his Catrike 700 north, and 
rode back home.  I  continued east  towards the summit  of  the coastal  mountains,  along the  
beautiful Umpqua River. I had enjoyed his company, but now was truly on my own. He had  
delayed this  final  feeling of oneness at  least  for the majority  of  the first  morning,  perhaps 
easing me into this journey in a kinder and gentler way … two steps instead of one giant one. 
He and I had fun riding together. Now, the authenticity of the trip came to the forefront of my  
mind.

“Where would I sleep tonight? No bed awaited me. Would it rain? No house would shelter me.  
Would I  be safe? No locked door would protect me. Could I  find a place to camp legally?  
Governments do not design roadways for cyclists’ convenience. Questions filled my mind, and 
answers, in one form or another, were only hours away.” 

Sure, the emotions were there, and I'm the type of guy who is aware of them and willing to share with 
others. Yet these concepts remained just emotional thoughts, never reaching any point of genuine fear 
that led me to doubt my desire to take this trip. The way I saw it was that I would learn much on the 
trike journey, gaining knowledge to expand my horizons and life experiences. An adventure that is new 
to the adventurer is like picking up a new good book: You can't wait to turn the page and see what 
happens next!

This loneliness thing gets easier  though with each passing day.  The routine begins to make sense, 
former questions are now answered by doing, and the mind slowly eases into accepting a new model of 
existence out on the road. Our minds are highly adaptable, and for those of us who are able to adjust to 
new situations by allowing the mind the time it needs, the rewards are many.

Only those who risk going too far will discover how far they can go. To discover this necessarily 
involves moving through several stages of emotional instability. Until we actively make life happen in 
a new way, we can only speculate how we will react to the new situation. Being lonely for known and 
psychologically ingrained people and activities is normal. If we move to a new town, we suffer for a 
while from loneliness brought on by the old town's memories, but soon we are getting in the swing of 



things and emotions settle in again.

Same on a trike. The really neat part of triking into the unknown is that we are very physically active 
during the day,  and thus our minds are engaged in the necessities of continuing forward progress. 
Physical activity keeps us mentally healthy as it boosts our endorphin levels, which leads to sensations 
of well-being and confidence. During the days, any fearful emotions were well contained because I felt 
marvelous out in the wilds on the roads. I was in control and making a new adventure become my 
reality.

Setting up camp each evening was equally labor and thought intensive, so all was well. I'd say the time 
that proved most challenging was usually after I got into the tent to sleep. All the activities for the day 
were over. All was calm and I was left with my thoughts ...  and perhaps fears. Images of friends, 
family, and familiar places tend to surface prior to sleep. Of course, the good thing about this time 
frame is that trike pilots are usually so bushed after pedaling each day that sleep quickly overcomes 
them, shortening any periods of self-doubt.

For anyone who feels this emptiness or loneliness after dinner, a cell phone call works well to create 
the illusion that all is as expected. Trouble is, you may not want to hang up. That voice on the other 
end is your tenuous anchor to normalcy as you lie in an unprotected tent deep in the wild woods all 
alone, and the other person is in a secure home with all the comforts. Just like when we were kids 
though, after saying the final goodbye, getting down into the sleeping bag and pulling it up over our 
heads will keep the monsters at bay until morning!

Morning is a time of positive anticipation. A new day has dawned, and we are busy with eating a filling 
breakfast to power our pedaling for a few hours. Breaking down camp, putting the panniers back on 
the trike, and checking for any mechanical glitches keeps us busy again. The expectations of today's 
road trip allow the brain to remain actively engaged in things other than potentially harmful emotions. 
We are eager to initiate the first rotations of the crankset. Maybe the only idea that has time to enter the 
mind is that we may miss what was our temporary home last night.

Funny as it may sound, I do find a unique emotional attachment to each camp I create. It doesn't last 
long,  of  course,  but  I  know it's  there  in  my head.  After  all,  by myself  I  crafted  a  unique  living 
arrangement  that  saw me successfully  through the  night.  I  became one  with  the  flora  and fauna, 
existing simply on the ground with them. I chose the locale because there were probably things about it 
I liked (landscape, scenery, serenity, etc), and I will miss them, however transitory and minimal that 
emotion may be. 

There is a certain personal satisfaction to be gained in making a home for oneself in remote lands. I 
enjoy doing this.  It  is an important aspect of touring on a trike for me. Even taking an overnight 
weekend jaunt brings the same thrills and fulfillment of the camping process, but on a two-day trek, 
the emotion of loneliness is generally a non-issue because you'll be home tomorrow anyway.

Going on a trike tour with a group of people, or at least one other person, usually keeps emotions such 
as loneliness at bay. Just having another human to talk to and share things with is enough to keep the 
mind engaged even during quiet times on the journey. Most humans seem to be inclined to function 
efficiently under conditions of partnerships of one sort or another. There is safety in numbers, both 
physical and mental, or so the mind usually believes. And if you get on each others nerves, then the 
mind is engaged in that, and even though it's emotional, loneliness doesn't enter the picture.

Not all emotions leave us sad however, as loneliness often tends to do. The vast majority of emotions 



experienced by yours truly are highly positive and spiritually productive (when I say spiritually, I am 
not referring to any religious ideology, but rather the essence of who I am as a person). My spirit is 
continually refreshed by all the sensations around me every minute of the ride: The shape of my planet 
through which the road travels, the wind and birds singing in the trees, the wide green pastures of 
horses and cows, the immense beautiful blue sky and white fluffy clouds, the sounds of my natural 
world welcoming me home, the serenity of a long flowing high-country valley, the annoying tire whine 
of an eighteen wheel just off my port side. They all play a part in keeping me engaged in the now. 
Nothing else matters. I am here and I am happy. 

If my emotions start to grumble as clouds darken the sky and rain falls upon me, I shake the feeling 
knowing that I am truly alive, truly on a wonderful adventure as part of my life, and happy to be 
healthy in the clean and remote hinterlands. The wettest day on a trike tour, after all, is far better than 
the driest day in a toxic big city where I am only a nameless one of thousands, a place where stress 
determines the fate of most. I would rather be rained upon pedaling a backcountry byway, where I am 
free on three, living on the edge, and silently passing through my natural world. People get all worked 
up over getting wet. Why? Humans are waterproof! 

It's our clothing that engenders that common belief. People are unprepared for rain, and run through it 
like it's poison. Of course, in today's industrial machine, that very well could be the case. Preparation is 
the key, as I've said before. There's no such thing as a bad weather day, just bad preparation. If it starts 
raining while riding your trike across the Nevada desert, do one of two things: Either get your rain 
clothes out of the panniers and put them on, or take everything off and ride naked. Both solutions avoid 
wet clothing.

Enough talk of emotions. Enjoy the trip. You'll never be in that day again. Make the most of it all, even 
potentially sad emotions like loneliness. Savor those feelings. They are part of what makes you who 
your are. They make the ride all that sweeter once you do return home!

* * * * * * *

Construction zones are a fact of modern human life for those who use public roadways. Long ago, 
when I was little, I always thought it strange that huge road construction projects always occurred right 
smack  dab  in  the  middle  of  summer  when  dad,  mom,  sis,  and  I  were  taking  summer  vacations 
somewhere. What's the matter with these people anyway? Can't they wait until summer is over?

Well, no, they can't,  because many Earthly locales experience less than ideal weather conditions to 
pour concrete and work outdoors other times of the year. Everyone it seems takes advantage of the 
warm dry weather, what is typically called “good” weather by most folks. Personally, I like my planet 
just  the  way it  is,  and  accept  all  weather  as  a  natural  part  of  my life.  There  is  no  good or  bad 
association in my mind at this point in my life. Anyway, back to road construction.

It can be daunting enough in a car, with colossal yellow construction machines roaming about like 
ancient dinosaurs devouring a meal. The pavement may be rough, or may be missing altogether, with 
only dirt temporarily on the roadway. How does that feel to a trike pilot on a tiny machine powered by 
his own legs? Yeah, it's something trikers generally prefer not to see during their days on the road!

There is one notable advantage though. On the trike, we can ride right up to the front of the line, no 
matter how many cars there are. We just keep pedaling on our narrow road shoulder, and come to rest 
right under the nose of the dutiful flagman, or flagwoman as the case may be (interesting: my word 
processing program just showed flagwoman as an unknown or misspelled word, although not so with 



flagman – goes to show our cultural bias towards males – like how everyone refers to mankind instead  
of humankind). 

So, there we are on our diminutive tadpole tricycle, with all the car drivers staring at us wondering 
what we are riding and why we are out there in the first place. The flagger looks down at us, and you 
can see the wheels turning in his head as he attempts to solve any potential problem on how to get us 
through the construction zone in one piece. No one likes these places, especially trike pilots.

For one thing,  when the pilot  car pulls away and the car line follows,  even though they are only 
traveling 25 miles per hour, the triker surely can't hope to keep up, and soon enough, the entire line 
passes us again, and we are alone. Eventually we know that the pilot vehicle will be coming back the 
other way, with a line of cars in a one-lane setting, heading directly for our little helpless trike! Where's 
the fairness in life? Why doesn't anyone think of us in the grand scheme of things?

Well, as it turns out, sometimes they do! When I encountered my first big construction project in the 
Coast Range of Oregon, it was on a narrow two-lane road that snaked along the Umpqua River. The 
scenery is first-class, with gorgeous forest everywhere. Here are my thoughts of that construction zone 
from my Silent Passage story:

“A flock of geese flew along the surface of the Umpqua for a period, and my road was just  
alongside. What a treat to see and hear the magnificent birds so close. Up ahead, a flagman 
stopped me. The highway was being refinished. Soon, a long line of automobiles was stacked up 
behind my diminutive tricycle. Amazingly, my nervousness had diminished enough that I  
realized the road also belonged to me, and happily, the State of Oregon agrees with their  
“share the road” law. Not only that, but motorists had been very respectful thus far on the trip,  
so fear of cars was, as Matt had predicted, lessening in my  mind.

“After some chatter on the walkie-talkies, the flagman motioned me on ahead to give me a long 
lead on the metal monsters that would follow. He told me to ride on the newly refinished 
pavement because my rig was so light. I did not have to wait for the oncoming traffic to clear 
like everyone else did. About half way through the construction zone, some workmen said I had 
better get out on the old pavement, as the newly surfaced asphalt was about to get too hot for 
my tires. I had to pass the oncoming line of motorists in only one lane, but because I was so 
small, my rig easily fit by.

“Finally I came out the other side of the construction zone, and still no cars behind me! How  
refreshing. It was as though I had the forest road to myself. A lady driving a Toyota Prius the  
other way slowed as she passed and said “Hello fellow cyclist”, which put a smile on my face.  
Perhaps I was not truly alone after all.”

Overall, it was a very pleasant experience. I enjoyed the special treatment. When the long line of cars 
came from the opposite direction, I had to sometimes make myself very small by squeezing to the 
right,  but  since trikes are  little,  it  wasn't  too difficult  to  accomplish.  Besides that,  motorists  were 
fascinated by this small bizarre vehicle coming their way, and they also moved over and gave as much 
room as they could. I did not feel threatened or vulnerable at all as it turned out. This construction zone 
was another page in my experience as a trike pilot.

A few  days  later,  after  having  made  my  overnight  passage  across  the  mighty  Cascade  Range,  I 
encountered another few miles of road work. It was on Highway 97 that runs through central Oregon 
from Klamath Falls to the Columbia River. I was south of Bend and north of Klamath Falls. Here is the 



description:

“I have come more than 25 miles from the lodge, and it is not quite midday yet. The shoulder is  
wide so far, wide enough for at least two trikes to ride side by side. If I had a companion triker,  
we could easily be talking up a storm right now. Along the way, I occasionally stop for more  
energy bars, a seemingly endless supply of which is horded inside my large cargo trunk on the 
trailer. 

“At one point, there is a three mile section of highway striping in progress, as many miles of  
this road have recently been repaved (makes for superb riding on a recumbent, by the way – no 
rough jitters). The flagman tells me that the huge striping truck is northbound, and when it gets  
to the northern end here, will turn around and probably pass me heading south. He says I’ll  
have to pick up my vehicle and move it off into the dirt by the woods. I don’t like that idea at  
all, as I am heavily weighted down with supplies, so I shift up to high gear again and really  
stoke the pedaling fires. Slightly downhill, it is no problem keeping the large front chainring 
spinning quickly. 

“A half mile into the striping area, I see the gigantic truck pass me going the other direction,  
spraying a fine white mist onto the new asphalt. That means he is one mile behind me, so if I  
can keep up my current speed, and keep him from catching me in the next two and a half miles,  
I won’t be breathing any paint fumes today, or have to lug all my gear off the roadway into the  
loose dirt. This provides extra motivation to keep knocking down the miles. As I pass out of the 
southern end of the striping zone, I cannot even see the truck in my mirrors. Oh yeah! I kept the  
monster at bay.”

It was actually a fun challenge to see if I could outpace that huge paint-spraying monster truck. I got 
plenty of great cardiovascular work in those three miles, even more than I had been getting earlier that 
day,  which  was considerable.  Highway 97 is  ever  so  slightly  downhill  heading  south,  so I  made 
excellent time the entire day. I just made even better time staying ahead of the paint man!

During the first minutes of my first day on the journey, a time when initial apprehension was running 
high, my friend Matt Jensen was along on his trike. He rode the first twenty miles with me, and then 
turned around and headed back home. At the south end of town, we crossed a narrow bridge, with one 
narrow lane in each direction. Some refurbishing work was underway, so this construction zone was 
relatively short and sweet ... well, short at least, but not too sweet, as I'll relate next:

“Within minutes after leaving, we crossed the first river on an old bridge built in the 1930s. It  
had  deteriorated  with  the  years,  so  a  state  work  crew  had  recently  begun  a  year-long  
refurbishing project.  Traffic  was nearly nonexistent this  early,  so Matt  and I  rode leisurely  
across in  the center of  our lane.  As  we passed two Oregon Department  Of Transportation 
(ODOT) workmen, I happily waved and spoke a cordial greeting to them with a smile. The 
second man, overweight with a cigarette in his mouth, replied: “You guys are fuckin’ idiots!”

“Well, that was not exactly the type of reception I had expected, and certainly not the best way  
of starting off my trip. Hopefully, this was not a harbinger of things to come. It was an odd 
feeling to think that a fellow human being could be so blunt and nasty, especially considering  
that  he  was a  state  worker  and had been greeted  appropriately  by  me.  It  was  even  more  
intimidating because he was walking on an elevated sidewalk, and I was sitting in a recumbent  
trike cockpit only nine inches from the pavement. He was an insulting man, his face looming 
several feet above mine. He was also not worth spending an instant of my life force worrying  



about, because I refuse to let toxic people erode my spirit. The problem was his, so I left it on 
the bridge!”

Oh well, I suppose this stereotypical macho male workman was only thinking about our safety that 
early morning, knowing perhaps that he drives his own tough pickup truck like a bat out of hell, and 
probably doesn't like having cyclists get in his way. Here he was an Oregon state employee on that job, 
and he didn't even know about Oregon's share the road ideology. It's his road after all, and he aimed to 
keep it that way.

Construction zones! Truth be known, they can almost be welcomed at times, as pedaling along hour 
after hour, day after day at such a slow speed can on occasion become somewhat mind-numbing. These 
zones provide an injection of excitement and drama, and in most cases, a time when fellow humans 
realize your vulnerabilities and try to help you through.

* * * * * * *

Motorhomes are driven by people. People come in all types. It's the person who makes the difference 
to our safety on a trike, not the vehicle that person is driving. The vast majority of people allow plenty 
of leeway to trikers on the highways and backroads, thus most motorhomes also allow plenty of room 
when they pass. The difference between a motorhome and a standard sized automobile however, is that 
the car is much smaller and narrower, and thus has more room to move over. Sometimes, depending on 
where a motorhome overtakes a trike, circumstances of the moment can make for a thrilling or perhaps 
frightening few moments.

Here's one motorhome experience I had on a very constricted mountain road with vertical rock cliffs 
sandwiching the pavement, and where the shoulder was only about five inches wide if I was lucky. 
Five inches are hardly ample for a trike and trailer over six times that width! There was only one 
narrow lane in each direction, and the road was fraught with tight curves. From my story again:

“South of this town, there are some steep and long uphill  grades,  which have no affect on 
people being propelled along the asphalt by gasoline engines, but really slow down cyclists … 
especially those laden with over a hundred pounds of additional cargo. It was a low gear affair  
to the top of each hill, with a top speed of about 3-4 miles per hour. Fortunately, the scenery is  
top notch, passing rolling hills with farms, pastures, and quaint old barns mixed amidst the 
evergreen forests. 

“On an Oregon bicycle map, Highway 138 is shown as lightly traveled and bicycle-friendly.  
For the most part, this is true. The apprehension came occasionally at curves in the steep road 
that had absolutely no shoulder, thereby forcing me into the automobile lane. Normally, this is  
not an issue when the road is open, as cars can see a cyclist ahead of time. However, when a  
cyclist enters into what I term a “blind right” curve on a shoulderless road, he is in danger if a  
car does not see him enter.

“A blind right hand curve is anxiety producing when one is cycling at 3 miles per hour on a  
steep hill because a car can come speeding around without knowledge of the cyclist’s presence.  
Well, on this stretch of road, precisely this happened to me with a huge motorhome, and was to  
be the only incident on this entire trip where anger was clearly demonstrated towards me. Due 
to my slow speed, I was necessarily in the curve for what seemed like eternity, and I heard the  
behemoth vehicle’s engine heavily straining to maintain speed as it labored up the long curvy 
mountain hill, soon to overtake my diminutive trike and trailer. In fact, I knew this noisy box  



was coming long before I could see it, hearing its engine get louder and louder, becoming an  
ever swelling blight on the serenity of my silent passage.

“This road is one lane in each direction, and it is narrow. This particular blind-right was in a  
section that was cut out of the mountain on both sides, meaning no leeway beyond the lane  
whatsoever. As soon as I saw the motorhome in my rearview mirror, the driver saw me, with  
only feet to spare. Obviously, he was not expecting a ten-foot long trike and trailer to be here.  
The driver adeptly slowed and moved over the center line, and there was no honking of horn or  
anything to indicate he was upset. His wife, on the other hand, had different ideas.

“It all happened so fast that I did not understand a word she said, but my experience as a  
human told me that she was clearly not a happy passenger. For the briefest of split second, her  
hateful and obnoxious voice showered down upon me like poison-tipped arrows from the sky  
(good thing I had a helmet), but since hubby didn’t want to slow his trip, they were gone in  
mere seconds around the next left-hand curve. My trike was so close to the rock cliff face on my  
right that I was darn near scraping it at this point. I guess she was unaware of Oregon’s “Share  
the Road” law. Some good the law does though, when governments pay little regard for the life  
of people who use human-powered vehicles. 

“My ride returned to the silence of a primitive forested world once again. A notable upside of  
trike travel is passing through the natural countryside in silence, as no engine or tire whine  
spoils the sounds of nature. It is indeed a silent passage. At nine inches from the roadway and  
slow speed the norm, a trike pilot’s realm allows for true appreciation of all that unfolds in this  
mystical forested world. Happily, automobile traffic is indeed light and scattered, so nine out of  
every ten minutes are enjoyable.”

The only reason that hysterical female exhibited her rude and inappropriate behavior is because my 
presence took her by surprise. Had this been a section of road where I was visible in advance, I doubt 
she would have lost her cool and flamed out at me. Even if her husband shared her sentiments, he was 
too busy avoiding me to be able to honk the horn. The encounter produced more anxiety as I heard the 
beast straining up the grade getting closer than it did when actually passing. If nothing else, that couple 
now knows to better anticipate that a cyclist could be on the road with them.

When I  do drive nowadays,  which is  rare  since I  no longer  own a petroleum powered vehicle,  I 
constantly assess my own driving techniques when on tight and curvy mountain roads, asking myself if 
I could safely pass a trike at the speed I'm driving. It takes a conscious effort to modify driving habits 
to allow cyclists safe passage, and that is from my own mind, which is keenly aware of the situation. 
Think about that 95% of the public that doesn't ride a bike, or that 99.99% that doesn't ride a trike (or 
even know what a trike is). Considering this, it's truly amazing to me that folks provide so much room 
and courtesy to trikers on the road. I guess it's a testament to the inherent good nature of the human, a 
statement that most people are kind and do the right thing most of the time.

* * * * * * *

When on a trike tour, the best time to ride is the daytime. In fact, that's the only time to ride, right? 
You'd have to be crazy to ride at night, or so conventional trike pilot wisdom may assert. To be safe, 
it's essential that a triker ride in bright daylight with brilliantly colored flagging displayed prominently 
on flexible fiberglass poles. Car drivers can see you way off in the distance. We sleep at night. Trikes 
sit outside the tent or motel room at night. A triker has no business being out on the open road after the 
sun departs behind the western horizon. Right?



Well, maybe not. When the night is warm and the full moon shines bright enough to read a book, 
accepted conservative beliefs tend to be challenged. Life is an adventure, and for genuinely spirited 
adventurists, new horizons beckon on a regular basis. Just riding a trike hundreds of miles day after 
day was a new experience to me on that first trip, something I had never imagined doing, so anything 
beyond that was really pushing the envelope. 

The night of the second day, I could not find any really good place to pitch a tent like I had done the 
night prior, so I decided to get some shuteye on the trike's recumbent seat in a church parking lot in a 
tiny little town on the Interstate.  This was not ideal.  A street  lamp nearby,  passing trains, and the 
barking dog next door made for a tough time. The weather was good, but as the hours wore on, the air 
became nippy, and I was becoming chilled even with all my jackets on because I totally sedentary. I 
knew the next section of road would be hot pedaling during a sunny day, as it had many long uphills, 
so my brain began to evaluate some options: 

“Finally, around what must have been about midnight, it dawns upon my restless mind that the  
sky is perfectly clear and the moon is perfectly full … and very bright!Gazing towards the full  
moon, I started to debate the wisdom of just leaving this little berg of Wilbur right now, in the 
middle of the night. Even though I was under a large tree, the nearby streetlights kept it bright  
enough that sleeping was a challenge. And when a freight train would slowly rumble by, it  
made me wonder how long it took the neighbors to get used to it. I figured that remaining here  
would  probably  not  get  me much more in  the  way of  restful  sleep,  so I  might  as  well  be 
pedaling, especially since it was so bright out that a headlight would not be necessary.

“All things considered, I decided to resume my journey. Since I was already dressed and not in  
the tent, it was a simple matter of putting my feet on the pedals and heading out, and since the  
trike is noiseless, no one would even be aware of my departure. The road out of town is straight  
and uphill, so warming up came quickly. It was cold enough though, that I wore my water and  
windproof motorcycle gloves instead of my lightweight cycling gloves.

“Within a few minutes, I felt confident that traveling this stretch at night was a good idea. The 
moonlit sky was so bright that I kept my headlight turned off unless a rare car motored by. I did  
keep the flashing red tail light operating however, as well as my marine rescue strobe on the  
back of my trailer. With this setup, I was as visible at night as in the day. My tail and head  
lights were manufactured by a company called Cateye, and the products were doing a fine job. 

“Road 200 climbs in elevation as it proceeds east towards the Cascade Range, yet there are 
many downhill portions that make for rapid progress. Night travel required less water intake,  
but I still stopped atop one summit hill for a couple of energy bars. It was incredible … the  
moon was so illuminating that I accessed my food supply in the trailer with no other lighting  
necessary.

“I learned about an aspect of trike travel this early Saturday morning that I found interesting.  
Thermal regulation is something that must be constantly monitored and adjusted. When I was 
sitting idle on the trike at the church, I was barely able to keep warm with my clothing. After  
pedaling the weight of my heavily loaded rig up a few hills, my body temperature rose rapidly,  
and I had to remove a layer or two, even though it was the middle of the night. But then, on the 
downhills of the North Bank Road, with wind whipping me at 20 to 40 miles per hour due to my  
trike’s speed, I quickly chilled once again. This led to the big question of whether to endure the  
cold on the downhill grades until the next uphill, or stop and put back on the warmer layers of  



clothing. I chose to endure the cool air, knowing that it wouldn’t be long enough to become  
totally miserable.

“Fortunately, being the first week of October, temperatures were still bearable at night. The  
still night air helped. Of course, the Cascades were yet ahead, where I figured it would be much  
colder. But then again, neither would I be riding at night up there – I’m not that crazy! I’d be  
all cozy in my tent by the time the sun left my sky. I prefer staying warm, and my mummy bag  
does a top notch job of seeing to it.

“Up ahead, I spy what looks like a large black cat in my lane, but this one has a wide white  
stripe spanning its length, telling my sleep-deprived brain to take the oncoming lane and give  
the skunk a wide berth. Along the 17 mile route from Wilbur to Glide, I encounter a number of  
animals, most of which I either hear or see a glimmer from pairs of eyes off to the side of the  
road. None chose to examine my trike or me up close. A small part of my mind wondered about 
mountain lions, so I did keep my knife in the jacket pocket, but these beasts did not appear.

“Had I been traveling this road tonight in an automobile, I would have missed many sensory  
delights. I would not have heard the rushing Umpqua River down below the embankment, nor  
would I have noticed the moon’s distorted reflection on its churning waters. I would not have 
listened to the crickets’ melodic notes for mile after mile, nor would I have even been aware of  
animals at all. I would have missed the owl’s hoot, and as I neared Glide, the rooster’s early  
morning call  would have deflected right over the top of the speeding car. Seated only nine 
inches from the roadbed, out in the open air, many new experiences awaited me, things that  
could only be possible from a trike.

“First light had not yet appeared when I rolled into the outskirts of Glide, a landscape dotted 
with nice homes on acreage. I crossed the river and came to Highway 138, where cars were  
already active even this early. My appetite was again calling, so I sought somewhere to dine … 
primitive style.

“Mister moon was beginning to play hide and seek with me behind increasing cloud cover. I  
found a truck scale station with a street lamp above it, so chose to pull in to the unmanned area  
to get well off the highway, behind a three-foot high concrete wall, partially hidden from the  
road. Down the thorny embankment to the north was a property littered with many junk cars. I  
ravenously chewed through two more high-calorie energy bars, and could have easily eaten a 
third, but realized the value of modest rationing. 

“Matt had told me a few weeks ago that during my trip, I would be expending between 5,000 to  
7,000 calories per day. I was beginning to believe it. By my calculations, my planned daily  
allowance of food would supply about 2,000 calories at most, which indicated that I would be  
in at least a 3,000 calorie deficit each day at the current rate. Since the human body requires a  
shortfall of 3500 calories to lose a pound of bodyfat, I wondered what the future had in store.  
One thing I already knew was that the number of bars I was now consuming exceeded what I  
had planned … and my morning bowl of Nutty Nuggets was destined to overflow with those 
tasty barley crunchies. Well, I had a lot of nuggets in my trailer … and a lot of food bars … and 
a lot of rice and veggie packets … the big reason for my slow progress.”

That night ride in the early hours of Day Three was totally invigorating and sooo incredibly worth the 
experience! I wouldn't trade it for the world. I would encourage any trike pilot who happens to be on a 
trike tour during the phase of a full  moon to seriously consider pedaling under the supervision of 



Earth's environmentally sustainable night light. 

Visibility from the car driver's standpoint is not an issue at all. If you have a brilliant flashing 10 LED 
tail light as I did, they can see you way off, perhaps even better than in the daytime. I also had a 
professional-quality marine rescue strobe that flashed once every second or so,  which can be seen 
literally for miles. I kept the headlight off because the moon lit my way effectively, and allowed me to 
see my planet in a way I  usually don't.  I  pedaled 17 wonderful  and exciting miles in  a world so 
incredibly different than the one I would have seen had I waited until the next sunny day. 

One month later on this same trip, when the moon came to full once again, favorable circumstances 
just  happened to  smile  a  second time on  my situation.  My camp in  Death  Valley  was becoming 
increasingly intolerable due to motorhomes crowding out my tiny tent, and a loudly snoring man in his 
big trailer only six feet away was more than I could bear. Being a man of the natural world, I couldn't 
stand it anymore, and decided to try another moonlit ride. Here are some excerpts from that night:

“These trailers and motorhomes have become a steel city, tightly imprisoning my modest REI  
tent in what would otherwise be a tranquil setting. I have always been one to steer clear of over 
populated locales when in the backcountry, and this experience is further teaching this to me in  
spades. What happened to my lone nights out on the road, where my stealth tricycle camps were 
visited only be a rare wild critter now and then?

“There’s  no  way I  will  get  back to  sleep  with  that  man’s  persistent  guttural  gasps  slicing 
through the thin fabric of my tent like fingernails on a chalkboard. I could try making some  
noises to jar him into silence, but that is not worthy of my time.

“The moon  has  just  passed  the  full  stage  by  one  day.  It  is  essentially  bathing  the  desert  
landscape  with  a  full  beam  of  white  light  even  tonight.  The  spherical  cratered  orb  sits  
watchfully in the eastern half of the sky, not quite overhead at this early hour. Air temperature is  
pleasant and balmy, only faintly chilled, but not requiring a jacket for a quick walk to the men’s  
room. A month ago, I took a night trike ride from the tiny burg of Wilbur to Glide in Oregon. It  
was a satisfying experience despite the colder temperatures in the mountains.  This night in  
Death Valley is much warmer.

I will strike out now!

“On my walk  back to  the tent,  I  realize  that  stealth  maneuvering will  be essential  in  this  
restrictive situation. Sleeping people surround me. Jack is in his tent the other side of his Jeep,  
only feet away. Just like out of an Arnold Schwarzenegger action movie, I must covertly break 
down my camp and escape unobserved.

“Fully awake, I stand and assess my camp in the shade provided by the huge tamarisk trees 
bordering my tent’s south edge. I am dark enough that I blend in, and only become obvious to  
the eye if I stand in the direct moonlight. On the other side of these trees is a small paved  
parking lot for the golf course, which has sections of moonlight on the asphalt.

“Breaking down the tent where it stands is not a good idea. First, it sits in the dirt, and second,  
I am just too close to my neighbors to be making any noise whatsoever. I have to get all my  
gear over onto the little paved area. I will start with the trike and trailer, for they will make a 
handy place to set other gear. The paved area is only about thirty feet south, but the thickness of  
the trees and a downed log prohibit moving the trike directly there. I am able to step over the 



log, but lifting the trike over it while partially loaded will not work, and would make a lot of  
noise in the process.

“My only solution is to silently walk the trike and trailer there, which requires me to make a 
large arc around Jack’s Jeep, his tent, and the monster motorhome on the other side of his tent,  
where there is an opening through which people can easily walk. I attach the trailer to the trike  
and begin pulling the ten-foot train by the trike’s front derailleur post. This is awkward and  
tedious on this sandy surface, as I must hunch over to reach the trike while walking backwards,  
but I  creep along ever so slowly to  avoid any sound that  might  give away my clandestine  
mission.

“At long last, the trike and trailer are now sitting in the middle of the little parking area, but  
since no one will be here this early, I am not worried. The 5:00 AM lawn mowers won’t be in  
the area for another three hours or more. All that now sits at my campsite is my tent, still  
loaded with my sleeping bag and gear.

“Gently, I slip back over the log, slowly unzip the tent, and ready all my gear for transport to  
the trike and trailer. Quietly, I take each piece over in several trips, and set it on the trailer top  
and recumbent trike seat. I work the six stakes, which have held my tent securely during the  
high winds, out of the ground. Fortunately, there is no wind tonight! Carrying them in my hands 
requires care, as the short aluminum spikes make sounds if struck together unthinkingly. 

“The snoring man, only six feet from me in the trailer, yet persists with his raucous breathing,  
and there  is  no  sign  of  stirring  from Jack’s  tent.  So  far,  so  good.  There  is  still  plenty  of  
moonlight left. I can sleep when I’m dead.

“Right  now,  I  have  a  goal  to  attain  my freedom.  The  tent  is  empty,  so  I  pick  it  up  fully  
assembled and inaudibly carry it  over the log and onto the pavement.  The beauty of  these  
modern tents is that they can readily be moved when necessary. Now, I break it down farther  
away from the sleepers, and on relatively clean pavement, which allows me to shake any dirt  
and twigs out of it that may have accumulated over the past weeks.

“With the panniers fully loaded and now on the trike, and the trailer ready to go, I make one 
final stealth inspection of my camp to ensure that I have all the gear. Atop my head goes the  
foreign legion styled cap that I wore to Badwater, for there is no traffic in Death Valley at night.  
The helmet is in my trunk. No jacket is necessary, as my pedaling will soon keep me sufficiently  
warm in the cool night air. There is no evidence that my midnight madness has affected anyone 
here. My mission is nearly complete as I enter the Q’s cockpit and noiselessly pedal out onto the 
highway. 

Arnold would be proud.

“I have been so mentally engaged in my covert activities that I even find myself checking my  
rearview mirrors as I pedal north from Furnace Creek, as if someone might actually attempt to  
stop  and  capture  me.  Circumstances  reveal  that  success  is  now  mine,  as  I  glide  silently 
northwest towards Stovepipe Wells, only 24 miles distant.

“A trike pilot could not ask for better touring conditions. When I was visiting the visitor center  
after first getting up, I noticed the large outdoor thermometer the National Park Service has 
attached to the brick wall.  It  disclosed 62 degrees Fahrenheit … cool enough that vigorous 



pedaling feels great, but warm enough that there is no unpleasant chilling of my skin. The moon  
is so bright that I do not need my headlight to see the road ahead. I keep the blinking red LED 
lights illuminated to my rear in case a rare car happens to overtake me, as well as the retina-
frying marine rescue strobe on the back of my trailer. Neither of these rear lights can I notice 
from my cockpit, unless I turn my head rearward to either side, in which case I can see the  
desert creosote bushes briefly illuminated by the strobe as it fires.

“Deserts are magical places in the dark. I have grown up spending countless nights out in this  
Mojave region, and what I grew to love as a kid even now mesmerizes me as a 58 year old man.  
Words cannot serve justice to the feelings swirling inside my head, particularly this year when I  
am moving silently, only nine inches from the roadbed, in a vehicle like no other. This tricycle  
has  proven  to  be  a  grand  mode  of  travel,  opening  doors  to  fresh,  never  before  known 
experiences that demand my continued vigorous participation. Not only is my body being well  
prepared for the centenarian years that lie ahead by pedaling instead of driving, but it is so 
completely fun to move down the road in this manner, while not contributing toxins in my wake.

I’m having a blast out here … all by myself!

“Water offloading stops are not an issue at night. I can see that no car is coming for miles in  
these  circumstances.  Stretching  my  legs  allows  me  to  just  stand  motionless  and  totally  
appreciate the wild world around me. There are no sounds of  internal combustion engines.  
There are no motorhomes and house trailers out here. This is indescribable freedom from the  
scourge of  sprawling  humanity  that  even finds  its  way into  the  depths  of  Death  Valley  on 
occasion. 

“My lowest gears are not needed on this ride. My net elevation gain from camp to Stovepipe  
Wells will be only about 200 feet over the course of 24 miles, which is nothing compared to  
what I’ve been through so far, and what is yet to come this Friday. I am easily able to maintain  
my  midrange  and  highest  gearing  during  the  ride,  thereby  ensuring  swift  progress  in  the 
moonlight on Highway 190. As the night begins to wane, automobile traffic begins to appear,  
but I can count the total number of cars before sunrise on my two hands.

“The highway is at least temporarily mine, and I ride in the middle of my lane as I did all the  
years I drove cars. As I round the bend where the road to Scotty’s Castle intersects this road,  
and begin my westerly leg towards Stovepipe, the eastern sky is lightening as the Earth rotates 
into the first stages of yet another day in eastern California.

“Approaching the Devil’s Cornfield, the sun finally is illuminating Tucki Mountain, a gigantic  
landmark  at  the  southern  edge  of  Stovepipe  Wells  Village  that  is  seen  for  miles  in  many  
directions. Arrowweed bushes abound on this vast stretch of ground, taking on the appearance 
of corn shocks. Soil erosion is a factor in their growth pattern. Ancient American Indians have  
used this plant to make arrow shafts, hence its unique name. Much of the cornfield is across  
from the sand dunes, south of Highway 190, east of Stovepipe Wells.”

Not taking a long and remote ride in the light of the full moon is missing a unique joy of triking. I can 
type reams of words here to attempt getting the feelings across, but they are probably in vain. Until a 
triker actually finds himself alone in the backcountry, pedaling silently under the smiling face of the 
bountiful  moon, the ambiance,  sensory perceptions, psychological impressions,  and a vast array of 
emotional  flavors  will  remain  elusive.  Simply  put:  You  won't  know  until  you  go!  And  another 
incredible aspect of night riding is that you get to watch the sunrise. Sure, you may be sleepy, but there 



is always time for that later. Live the ride. Do it in the dark!

On that same solo trip, I did also take one unplanned night ride across the seemingly endless Cascade 
Range, which morphed into a dangerous life-threatening situation, but even that had its upsides. How 
many people have ridden a human powered recumbent tadpole tricycle pulling a trailer over a major 
mountain range after a freak snowstorm all night long? Well, I certainly wouldn't do it again of course, 
but since it happened, I am pleased to have lived that adventure. As I always tell myself: I'll never 
know how far I can go unless I risk going too far!

* * * * * * *

Black stallions, ladybugs, and potatoes are a rare combination, especially when the all happen to a trike 
pilot during the same afternoon, separated by a matter of mere minutes. Could a car driver have this 
much fun on this highway? Likely not. Trikes are just the best way to travel if you want to get to know 
your environment really well. Check out these three trike tour experiences:

“Not far out of Tulelake, California a long pasture area is coming up on my left, and I see a  
black stallion heading my way, accompanied by perhaps a dozen other horses. He is definitely  
focused on me, as I am the only thing happening out here. As I get closer, he begins to run 
towards me, as if to greet my silent, but very visible, passage. I call out a cheery “Hello horse”  
as I pass, ever enjoying my conversations with other species of animals, and I give the horses a  
wave. I also speed up some, because it looks like the stallion is rather frisky and wanting some  
play. 

“Sure enough, he, followed by his group, charge along the fence line only one lane removed  
from me. This goes on for roughly a half mile, as the fenced area is truly a large acreage. The  
stallion is moving his head left and right, snorting, and doing all sorts of actions indicative of  
an animal fully engaged with attempting to comprehend my bizarre appearance. The experience 
is truly exhilarating for me … and I assume also for the horses, based on their behavior, which 
ends as I exceed the distance of their freedom. What a grand day!

Two miles later, a little red ladybug lands upon my left knee, moving up and down with the knee  
as I pedaled each revolution on the recumbent trike. On a regular bicycle, such an occurrence  
would not be so comfortably observable. This ladybug is right in front of my eyes the way I sit.  
A mile later, my red friend takes off to who knows where. I say goodbye, and wonder what the  
ladybug hears.

“Highway 139 would be more aptly  named Potato Highway,  so that  is  the new moniker I  
bestow upon it as I cycle through California’s most northern reaches. Of all the farms and 
ranches in this vast Klamath Basin, potato farms seem the most prevalent for many miles here.  
The Wong Potato Farm must be the king of all such farms, as nearly every huge potato truck  
that passes me in both directions has the Wong name on the side. Potatoes are stacked up to  
overflowing on these monster vehicles, and some fall off.

“The  Potato  Highway  is  littered  with  abandoned  potatoes  along  the  shoulder  for  miles.  
Sometimes I have to steer around them. If I were low on food, the free supply is ample, and I  
could easily snatch up scores of potatoes as I ride by. With my rear end only nine inches from 
the pavement, it is an easy matter to pick up anything scattered on the roadway. Gee, I could  
even eat  on the go!  Some are pretty  well  dinged up from hitting the ground,  but  most are  
surprisingly intact.  A simple washing would have provided me plenty of  carbohydrates and 



natural sugars, but having spent so much time thus far today talking with everyone I meet, my  
focus now moves to reaching the distant mountains to pitch a tent later this afternoon.

“Most of the potato truck drivers find my odd appearance amusingly curious, and wave or toot  
their air horns. We smile and wave. This plays out for many miles and a few hours. I’ve never  
seen so many potatoes in my life. I should spear one on my front derailleur post for some light  
hearted fun, but my speed is up so I keep on chuggin’ along.”

* * * * * * *

Being  one  who  enjoys  the  natural  world,  and  tries  to  remain  as  distant  as  possible  from  the 
industrialized chaos of America, I opt not to own a cellular telephone. If I'm out in the wilds having 
another adventure, the last thing I want to hear is a telephone crying to get my attention. Whoever it is 
will try again later if it's important. There's nothing so crucial in my personal life that I feel a need to 
be connected 24/7 to the outside world. It can wait. People who know me know this, and simply adjust 
to my times in the hinterlands.

On my trike trek to Death Valley National Park however, I did have a small cellular telephone in my 
right rear Arkel GT-54 pannier. I broke my own rules for this trip because several folks asked to follow 
my trip online as it was in progress. Well, one way I thought about doing that was with one of these 
new netbook computers, those tiny laptops about 6x9 inches in size. It would allow me to pull into any 
business area with free Wi-Fi in the air, connect wirelessly, and update a blog. 

I thought long and hard prior to the journey about getting an Asus Netbook for $239, but decided 
against it for three reasons. First, I needed that cash to buy supplies that were absolutely necessary on a 
trike tour, and a computer is not absolutely necessary. Second, I realized my propensity to get carried 
away with my writing, and knew darn well that if I stopped to update a blog, I'd lose valuable time 
everyday. Third, I'd have to be finding electricity on a regular basis to keep the battery charged, and 
since I usually camp primitively, that wasn't going to happen. 

Well, I came up with a solution that was even better in my way of seeing things. My answer to the 
dilemma wouldn't  allow photograph  uploads  everyday,  but  it  did  allow me the  freedom to  roam 
without being tied down to a wireless connection location. Three friends agreed to be my intermediary 
by posting to the website my daily progress. All I had to do was keep in touch with them daily, or 
whenever it was possible. I borrowed a cellular telephone for the trip, and called each evening with the 
day's occurrences if cellular service was available in the area where I pitched my camps.

Not all locations allowed communication, of course. Up in the mountains, were service was spotty or 
nonexistent, a night or two may go by with no call. I spoke earlier of the loneliness emotion. On nights 
where I contacted any or all of the three, I had no problem. When a night would come where the 
cellular telephone screen displayed “Call Failed” I felt all alone, except for the magnificent nature that 
was ever present. These people would then take notes, log into the website administratively, and post 
the latest for enthusiasts who were following my progress. The system worked well, and we all had fun 
with it.

But let's say I wasn't doing the website idea. Would I have still found a cell phone useful? As it turned 
out, that little electronic device may have saved my sorry triker hide. Danger lurked ahead, and since I 
was out of touch riding the trike all day, I had no idea. Here's an excerpt of how it played out:

“Anyway, Jack has instructed me to call him at any time if I hopelessly break down and am in  



need of assistance or rescue. He can be anywhere in the northern Nevada region in a matter of  
hours, and he assured me that he’s got me covered. This eases my mind as I stare off into the  
vast expanse of tomorrow’s ride into remote Nevada. Jack is also one of three correspondents  
with whom I am sharing my trek as I progress. I call these folks on the cell phone, when and  
where there is service, tell them what the latest is, and then they post it on the Badwater or Bust  
blog set up for folks who have requested to follow along at home. I decided not to bring a 
laptop computer and do it myself, for I would never get anywhere once I started typing at a Wi-
Fi hotspot. Not only that, but a tiny cell phone is a heck of a lot lighter than a laptop, and my 
rig is already way too heavy as it is. I can’t afford to go any slower!

“With all my camp chores complete, and dusk yet providing light, I retrieve my charging cell  
phone and try to call a couple of people. It has been a day since I have had service, so I must  
make up for lost details. Each time I call, I have my journal handy to remind me of the events,  
and the correspondents have pen and paper handy on their end (which is all  cozy in their  
homes while I am out in the open wildlands). 

“First, I call Desert Dune, the lead correspondent. After relaying all the latest for a new blog  
post, Desert Dune informs me that extremely hazardous weather is predicted for my intended  
path, and there has been a lot of chatter on the blog as people are worried I don’t know about it  
yet. True enough, this is the first I’ve heard of it. Everything seems fine looking at the sky here  
in Canby.

“Desert Dune tells me that I must immediately call Jack, because he has all the details printed  
out from the National Weather Service website. Apparently, a typhoon called Melor has been 
wreaking  havoc  out  in  Pacific  Ocean,  and  it  has  made  landfall.  NOAA predicts  that  the  
remnants from Melor are striking northern California hard, with extreme winds, heavy rains,  
snow in the Sierras, and flash floods possible in desert areas. One hundred mile per hour winds  
are expected on the higher mountain ridges. 

“Okay, my ear is tired from holding the cell so tightly to my head to drown out truck traffic, so  
after the call, I set it down for a few minutes before calling Jack. I am sitting on a picnic table  
top, with my feet on the bench. I have my flip flop sandals on, and since my pant legs have 
somewhat inched up due to my seated position, I notice my Achilles tendons for the first time  
during the last 24 hour period. I am still taking my Motrin tablets on schedule, but wonder if  
they are doing much good. The inflammation has increased for yet another day, so either the  
drugs are doing nothing, or they are keeping it from getting even worse. I have no idea.

“Both Achilles, the tendons that attach the heels to our calves, are puffed out in all directions.  
Looking directly from the rear, they are about double their normal thickness, and looking down 
the rear of my leg from above, instead of the normal sweeping concave look, they arch outwards  
enough that I am concerned. The funny thing is that other than about a mile’s worth of stiffness  
each morning when I begin riding, they seem asymptomatic. However, if I push on them, I can 
feel an uncomfortable sensation. They are not slowing me down or hurting, but then again, they 
are continuing to disintegrate with each passing day.

“Fortunately, Canby has excellent cell service. Must be a tower on a mountainside nearby. I  
call Jack. He and his wife just finished dinner, and he is happy to hear from me. He asks if I am 
aware of what I am about to ride into once in Nevada, and I tell him that Desert Dune just told  
me a little about the supposed dangers. Jack, a level-headed man whom I completely trust due 
to his professional law enforcement background and calm rational thinking, says things are not  



looking good for my intended route. He reads me multiple warnings from the NOAA website, all  
stating clearly that this storm can be life threatening depending on one’s location. Jack and  
Desert Dune have apparently been posting the warnings on the Badwater or Bust blog in the  
hopes I might somehow see it, since I have been out of contact via cell lately. I haven’t seen a  
computer this whole trip.

“Jack tells me of flash flood dangers in the northwestern Nevada desert. He says according to  
predictions, the remnants of Typhoon Melor are calculated to arrive there the very days I will  
be pedaling through, and that it would be one hell of a wild ride if I continue on. At the very  
least, I would be drenched for a couple of days with monsoonal rains and pummeled by extreme  
winds,  and  at  the  worst,  I  would  be  caught  in  a  flash  flood,  washed  away  down  some 
nondescript sandwash out in the middle of an endless Nevada desert where people are aliens.  
I’d never be found or heard from again.

“I like adventure! In fact, I love it. Moving forward with the odds stacked heavily against me  
somehow excites the essence of my adventurous spirit. Let’s assess what’s going on in my mind 
as I talk to Jack. Here’s what I tell him: 

“All five of my tires have been seriously afflicted by goatheads, and any or all could be flat and  
useless by tomorrow morning. My Achilles tendons are both looking like sinuous yams. I am  
about to enter the longest and most remote stretch of the entire trip that has no water or people.  
And, to top it all off, a colossal deadly storm is going to overtake my slow little trike right in the  
middle of a place where I might as well be on the moon. Guess that pretty much defines some 
adventure! 

Hmm, this has become quite a unique afternoon!

“As Jack and I speak, I notice the sky is becoming increasingly smokey. One of those guys at  
the old gas station said they were having a prescribed burn to the west somewhere. Now I can  
finally see that they were right. Our conversation takes on a more serious tone at this point, for  
it’s decision time. I am half a mile east of a road junction that allows for another route if  
necessary. Progressing farther east tomorrow morning would remove this choice. We discuss  
options, and I ask Jack's assessment. It’s getting dark now.

“Regarding my tire situation, I do have two spare Q Tubes, the extra heavy duty kind that are  
supposed to reduce the likelihood of punctures. I also have one spare Schwalbe Marathon-Plus  
tire, but that would only be necessary if I end up shredding or cutting a tire, which, as bad as 
these nutlets are, won’t be a factor. If two tubes turn up bad tomorrow morning, having lost air 
during the night, I can replace the tubes, but then I would not have any backup tubes. If only  
one proves bad, I would still have one other backup tube. If three or more tubes are disabled by  
sunup, then I’m out of luck right here, unless the leaks are very slow, and I can still progress by  
the old “stop and reinflate” methodology from time to time.

“After thinking for a moment, Jack advises me to modify my plans. He advises that I head  
southwest on Highway 299 tomorrow morning, which would put me on course to reach the  
northern California town of Susanville. He feels that to head east on 299 could prove a big  
mistake considering just  the  Typhoon Melor  issue,  let  alone  the  tendon and tire  problems.  
Seems like the three Ts are trying their best to bring me down: typhoon, tires, tendons.

“My adventurous spirit is becoming dampened the more we talk. Jack is right. This is no time  



not to play it safe. This journey is not about proving anything to myself that could end up  
crippling me or, worse yet, killing me. There is probably not cell phone service anywhere out in  
that isolated northern Nevada desert on Road 447 to ultra-remote Gerlach, so calling Jack will  
probably not even be an option in those unforgiving hinterlands. There is too much at stake.  
After all, I have been asked to speak about my book, and I cannot lose sight of that objective for 
the sake of a thrill. I must get down to the national park in one piece.

“I  tell  Jack that  I  will  head southwest  on Highway 299 tomorrow.  He also advises  that  I  
probably need to let my Achilles tendons return to a normal state if I wish to continue on to 
Death Valley, still many miles distant in southern California, and offers to pick me up in his 
truck  the  day  after  tomorrow so  that  I  can  recuperate  at  his  home for  a  couple  of  days.  
Glancing at my tendons in the dwindling light, I concede to his wisdom. Somewhere north of  
Susanville, we will meet on Sunday. He describes his truck. Obviously, he won’t miss me, a lone 
triker on a long haul through the vast northern California forests.

“We say our goodbyes, knowing that tomorrow I will probably not have cell phone service, and 
our next talk will, in all likelihood, be in person way up in those mountains to my southwest.  
The plan is set, we hang up, and I crawl into the tent after recharging the telephone for a few  
more minutes and filling all my water containers. I have total privacy here. No one bothers me  
the entire night.”

Admittedly, that mobile telephone was a very good thing to have along on this trip. Three days later, I 
was at  Jack's Nevada ranch,  and we watched the nightly news.  Precisely the day I  had originally 
scheduled to be crossing through the most notoriously remote and dangerous landscape of the entire 
trike journey was the day the typhoon remnants aggressively assaulted those parched lands. It was the 
most  severe storm system that  had passed over  this  huge region  for  many years.  Extreme winds, 
unprecedented rains, and deadly flash floods turned my proposed tricycle route into a disaster zone that 
could have easily done me in.

My advice on your trike tour? You've probably guessed by now. Have a cellular telephone on your 
trike, and don't forget to take the charging cord!

* * * * * * *

Things look different down here in the seat of a recumbent tadpole tricycle. Scenery viewed from the 
perspective of a trike pilot takes on a whole new appearance, even if you've been on a particular road 
before in a car. This low to the ground puts nearly all of the world above a triker's head ... way above 
most of the time. Pumping along in a reclined seat eight inches from asphalt allows careful study of 
plants, flowers, bugs, trash, and whatever else happens to be on Earth's surface. Creeping up steep 
mountain grades favors unparalleled opportunities to soak it all up in great detail. It’s fun to watch 
little  wildflowers  slowly  pass  to  your  right,  just  inches  from  your  handlebar  grip,  realizing  that 
motorists will never have this experience, and even bicyclists aren’t this close!

Trikes are great conveyances, for nothing else brings travelers closer to their world. There is no battle 
of balance on ultra-slow uphills due to the three wheels, so speed becomes less relevant. A trike pilot 
can simply stop at any time, take a digital photograph or get a drink of water, and then just take off 
again, all without swerving or reattaching to the pedals. And if a trike pilot finds a nail or other nasty 
tread-ripping item lurking somewhere in the roadway, it's a simple matter to pick it up while riding by 
so that it will not find a victim later on.



The yellow diamond-shaped road signs that depict an eighteen wheeler on a steep downhill grade are a 
welcomed sight for nearly any cyclist who just made the long trek to the summit. Often, there are 
summit signs at the tops of passes, and a quick digital photograph may be on the agenda if getting up 
for a stretch, snack, and a drink of water. This means your work is over for a while because you get to 
rip down the other side, faster than a speeding bullet (or so it would seem – everything is relative). The 
downside to flying downhill is that the descent never seems to last long enough. Just about the time 
when the triker is mentally high as a kite from the awesome adrenaline surge of raw sporty speed, up 
comes the bottom of the mountain to spoil all the fun.

Of course, trike touring is such an exciting thing to do that it's all fun. The flats have their appeal, as do 
the ascents. Long open stretches make for a quicker pace. Things seem to even out over the hours, and 
just about the time you lament that the uphill section is taking forever and cutting into your daily 
mileage, the ensuing downhill section makes up for it all with milepost markers zooming by so quick 
that they are a blur.

Touring on a trike seems to bring the most fulfillment when out in remote rural settings, where people 
and cars are not so much a concern. These are times when a trike pilot can really relax regardless of the 
incline that may happen to be under his tires at the time. No matter how adept a triker is at navigating 
the hassles of city traffic, leaving the city limits brings a tranquil sense of happiness as the exhaust 
pipes of passing polluters are no longer pumping their defiling contaminants into the triker's lungs. On 
any trike tour however, towns are a reality when pedaling across the miles.

However vexing they may be, human-infested municipalities give you the opportunity to stretch your 
weary legs, and walk around seeing males in business suits and females in white-collar dresses chatting 
on their cells while they down their midday lattes. A professional woman, smartly dressed with cell 
phone in hand, parades from the Starbucks counter with her caffeine towards the comfy couch by the 
front window. She sits down, crosses her legs, and revs up her heart with the java, prepping for the 
afternoon’s client meeting. Those nylon clad eye-catchers and spiked heels wouldn’t get her too far on 
a tricycle though. After triking for several days, you've gone over the edge into another world. You no 
longer belong here.

You're an alien on your own planet.

And to those who see you getting off your trike to take a break, you do look like some kind of an alien! 
They've never seen a trike before, and you look as weird to them as they do to you. You have a helmet 
on  your  head,  something  that  the  female  business  elite  would  never  consider  putting  atop  their 
expensive dyed waves. They wonder how you could be out pedaling around the countryside while 
they're gulping down their lunches between meetings. You wonder how you have survived this long in 
such a chaotic high-pressure world. You're glad to be on a tour, where your greatest challenges come in 
the form of where to find tonight's camp. The “suits” are all stressed out drinking caffeine and laying 
waste to their bodies, while you are maximally sedated and building your longevity from the morning's 
30 mile stretch.

Life in the city goes on as you finally exit the hectic hamlet of humanity, on your way to big blue sky 
and gentle country breezes. Of course, sometimes those wispy winds evolve into more than a tranquil 
brush  of  air  on  your  recumbent  tadpole  trike.  Wind  can  turn  your  modest  little  tricycle  into  a 
aerodynamic three-wheeled rocket when its origin is from your hind side. A good stiff tailwind is a 
welcomed aspect of planetary weather  for  trikers touring on a long haul,  as  the winds find much 
resistance in the form of the panniers and trunk straddling the rear wheel. And that resistance means a 
notable increase in speed, especially if triking through a level stretch of valley lowlands. 



All  of  a  sudden,  the trike pilot  can upshift  to  the largest  chainring as  he takes  advantage of  this 
transient invisible helper. It's a situation where the wind makes a chain transition to the big ring easy, 
and the resultant rapid locomotion is further assisted by yet more fast air molecules working their 
unseen magic. Sometimes this wind-speed cycle appears to be limitless, and the triker maximizes every 
last bit of speed available while he can. On days where the winds are consistent and your direction is 
essentially downwind, this can go on for quite some time, artificially inflating your mileage for that 
day. Too bad this phenomenon can't happen every day!

But alas, the world is full of antagonists. For every “this” there's a “that” and that's how the story goes. 
Headwinds,  despite  their  commonly  perceived  evil  by  cyclists,  are  in  reality  a  good thing  (yeah 
right ... how so?). Okay, before I launch into why headwinds are our friends, keep in mind this single 
heartwarming fact that puts all this in relative perspective: If you had chosen a diamond framed bicycle 
for  your  tour  (an  admittedly  poor  second  choice,  but  still  much  better  than  an  automobile),  the 
headwind would be having a field day with you, slowing you way down and tending to knock you off 
balance when your line of travel was slightly askew from dead-on. Ever seen a bicyclist riding down 
the road at an angle to compensate for powerful cross headwinds? Any minute you can imagine him 
being blow off into the barrow ditch or into the farmer's barbed wire fencing.

Touring on a trike changes everything! First of all, there is no such thing as balance. A trike is always 
upright and stable regardless of where the wind is originating. Yes, it may be stiff, but a triker won't 
fall over when all hell breaks loose. Secondly, trike pilots are low to the ground in a reclined position, 
allowing the conspiring forces of the sky to simply whisk right over the top of them. A trike's ultra low 
profile is a real plus when it comes to slicing through the atmosphere.

So why are robust headwinds good for us? Well, that which does not kill you makes you stronger, and 
the winds are likely not going to put an end to your adventurous lifestyle. This means the added effort 
needed to keep forward momentum going translates into calf, thigh, and glute muscles that rise to meet 
the challenge, which in turn speeds up the heart muscle, making it stronger in the process. An athletic 
heart beats slower during times of rest, much slower than the average stressed-out sedentary cubical 
worker, meaning that the ever-faithful pump will keep you going many years longer.

Everyone's heart has a maximum certain number of beats before it finally gives out from accumulated 
fatigue and wear over time. On average, let's assume an average sedentary person's heart beats 108,000 
times per day. That's 39,420,000 times per year. A trike pilot's heart may beat only 86,400 times per 
day by comparison, which is roughly equal to 31,536,000 times each year. The triker's heart has 21,600 
fewer  heartbeats  per  day,  and  7,884,000  less  beats  per  year.  That's  almost  eight  million  fewer 
heartbeats every year. Magnify that to a decade and we get 78,840,000 fewer heartbeats, or take it out 
to 50 years to see the gulf widen to 394,200,000.

If you had a job pumping up trike tires for a living, your muscles would feel a lot less weary at the end 
of each eight-hour shift if you had to pump 324,000 fewer strokes. Your tire pumping work could go 
on for many years longer (oh, the joy!).  But in the case of our hearts, it is a desirous outcome to 
maximize our beats. We only get a finite number ... might as well keep the daily total less and add 
more days!

The bottom line is this, in our theoretical example: If the common physically-inactive human can live 
75 years at 75 beats per minute, how long can a physically-active trike pilot live at only 60 beats per 
minute? Some quick calculations on my Linux Fedora laptop compute the following answer: Mister 
couch potato's heart beats 2,956,500,000 (yes, billion) times during his life, which would translate into 



about 94 years for a triker. But that fails to take into account that an exceptionally fit trike pilot will be 
healthier  overall  due  to  his  penchant  for  pedaling,  so  odds  are  even  more  useful  years  could  be 
forthcoming because the heart is much stronger than the sedentary example. Assuming the minimum 
though, the good news is that trikers can expect to live 19 years longer than normal people. All this 
goes to prove, at least here in this article, that potent headwinds and really long super steep mountain 
ascents on our trikes are the best things we could possibly hope for! Sure, downhills are fun, but the 
killer uphills with a wild headwind are truly the keys to lasting happiness! 

All  right,  that's  enough  health  and  fitness  talk  for  now.  Perhaps  I  should  inject  the  traditional 
disclaimers perpetuated by a society fearful of lawsuits, such as this advice is not intended to replace 
that of your medical professional, along with the note that these words have not been evaluated by the 
food and drug administration. Your results may vary. You could tumble onto the ground at 62 from 
some rogue genetic anomaly despite logging 50 trike miles three times per week. Life has but one 
guarantee, and we all know it's simply a matter of “when” that ominous termination occurs. The way I 
look at it all is this: I do everything that is under my control to maximize my chances of living fit and 
remaining fully functional, including such things as eating a Spartan organic vegan diet, working out 
with weights three times per week, walking regularly, and climbing into the trike's cockpit as often as I 
can in my pursuit of adventure.

* * * * * * *

What does the average motorist ponder as he sees a group of bikers? Not the kind who pedal bicycles 
on  the  shoulder,  but  those  perceived  miscreants  astride  a  number  of  almighty  Harley-Davidson 
choppers, rumbling boldly down the middle of their lanes. Well, first off, a surge of fear may course 
through Joe Average, who has been taught that bikers are always bad news, even though we live in a 
world where elite professionals such as surgeons and lawyers are known to don the garb and take off 
cross country on their polished chopped machines.

The car driver may make sure his doors are locked, windows are up, and he remains in traffic so that 
other innocent motorists are around to witness any potential problems. It's another of those unfounded 
fears that holds the masses hostage in their collective minds. While triking across a notably secluded 
stretch of western Nevada desert during the fall of 2009, a group of these machines appeared on the 
horizon headed my way.

The road was long and mostly straight, and as my travel took me from the northern end of Sarcobatus 
Flat and west into Bonnie Claire Flat, I noticed a small group of Harleys coming the other direction. 
There were four,  and the sight was something that would probably be a point  of concern for  the 
conservative collective of our refined society. If there really were any basis to this fear of bikers, then 
my immediate future may have been in question. After all,  I  was all alone on a vehicle that can’t 
exactly  outrun  a  fire-breathing  Harley.  And  the  height  of  my  eyes  from  the  ground  made  the 
thunderous two-wheeled machines appear gigantic as they approached.

I’d was willing to lay odds that these guys have never seen an “old” man with a gray beard pedaling a 
tricycle pulling a trailer before. They had beards too, but they also had black leathers, and a few other 
expected decorations that I did not. All eyes were on me during the final few yards before our passing, 
and I noticed their engines were slowing so they could figure out what the heck they were seeing. 
Those guys really got a kick out of me and my bizarre rig, which I cleverly deduced by the ear-to-ear 
grins on their faces, along with thumbs-up, waves, and nodding of the heads. One fellow even called 
out “Way to travel!” A happy grin seemed etched on my face too.



My passage was silent. Theirs was not. It’s a euphoric few moments when two different species of 
travelers connect in the wild desert hinterlands. Anyone traveling out that far on anything other than a 
car is surely not your run-of-the-mill citizen. A mutual respect was the result. I felt confident based on 
what I saw that had I needed assistance, those fellows would have gladly come to the rescue.

A couple of cars with normal people passed during the next few miles, and I waved and smiled as they 
went by. One older couple in a sedan stared at me as they sped past in the other direction, but did not 
return my visual greetings. Perhaps they were in such shock at beholding an unidentifiable pedaling 
object (UPO), that their brains didn’t reach the point of even realizing I was waving to them.

I love being different!

About a half hour later, a second group of motorcycles was headed my way. There were at least a 
dozen of them, but that group consisted of what is commonly referred to as “full dressers”… long 
distance  cruising  motorcycles  with  saddlebags,  trailers,  and  full  gear  for  extended  cross-country 
camping. In stereotypical America, those guys are supposed to be safe to normal folks, probably a 
bunch of doctors, lawyers, cops, and respectable citizens. 

They also slowed down a bit to gawk at me, and so I waved and smiled just like I did with the previous 
group of bikers, however this time, there was no obvious reception forthcoming. A couple smiled, and 
one even waved, but most just looked somberly towards me and rode on by. Of course, since those 
were “high-class” bikers, they also had expensive two-way radio communications between them, and 
since their engines and wind speed distorted noise, they had the volumes on their radios turned up … 
far enough that I was privy to their conversations chatting about me. It’s gratifying to know that I was 
earning some “air time” on their radio waves: “Did you see that? What was that guy riding?”  They 
weren’t all friendly like the “bad” bikers were, but they did notice.

* * * * * * *

We spoke earlier about hills, both up and down, and the varied emotions associated with each. Here is 
a short excerpt from my Death Valley tour about the joy of descent:

“Yes, it’s funny the things you think about out here pedaling across the Nevada desert. I’ve been 
triking for about twenty-one miles when a couple of things happen in short order. First, I reach 
a summit of this road, which has become progressively steeper in the last few miles as it climbs 
into  the  gradual  slope  of  the  Grapevine  Mountains,  thereby  necessitating  the  use  of  my  
midrange gearing (the thirty tooth chainring). Now, it’s easy cycling time for me because it’s all  
downhill from here, at least to tonight’s camp. I upshift onto my 50 tooth ring for maximum 
speed.

“Then, no sooner am I picking up higher speeds pedaling and coasting down the western slope  
of these mountains, than I see the familiar Death Valley National Park sign up ahead. The  
afternoon is getting on, and I have to yet find a camp, but I must stop and photograph my ICE  
Q trike in front of this entry marker. Having never ridden a tricycle into Death Valley before,  
the photo opportunity is simply impossible for me to ignore. I’m like a tourist here for the first  
time, taking pictures of paved highway entry placards, something I have never done before,  
having passed them countless times during the past 30+ years that I’ve been coming here on my 
own.

One would never think I first came here in 1955.



“Photographs taken,  I  settle  in  to  the Q’s recumbent  cockpit  for a  thrilling mountain spin  
through  the  tight  Grapevine  Canyon.  This  road is  truly  constricted,  and  it  requires  that  I  
regularly use my dual braking system to keep the speed down. The sun is low enough now that 
half my time is spent in deep shade during my descent. This trike is engineered so well, and is 
so stable, that I simply cannot disregard the overwhelming temptation to attain the maximum 
safe speeds possible.  Miles of  uphill  seem to psychologically  breed a deep seated need for 
speed.

So, it’s race time!

“I’m a kid once again. The two outrigger front wheels provide a stability that is difficult to  
describe. This, in  union with my extremely low center of gravity (nine inches off the deck),  
allows for swift  travel through the spine-tingling turns.  It  feels like piloting a Lamborghini  
through a race course. But some of these turns are so tight and narrow that additional measures 
are needed. 

“On open highways where I can reach speeds between 40 to 50 miles per hour, there is plenty  
of  lateral  room  for  maneuvering,  and  the  turns  are  gradual  enough  that  leaning  is  not  
necessary. This evening in snakelike Grapevine Canyon however, I must add a touch of body  
English to my repertoire in order to negotiate the curves successfully at speed. Trikes can tip  
over … it just takes an awful lot of lateral force to make it happen. This road could make it  
happen because it is steep, which consequently leads to faster forward motion!

“Oncoming traffic is a slight concern, as the road is uncommonly narrow, but since I have my 
ears exposed to the open air and have no engine noise to muffle sounds, I can hear if a car is  
coming. As it turns out, I am the only vehicle in the canyon at this time today.

“Even with  my heavily  laden Burley  trailer  in  tow,  the  trike  handles  superbly  as  I  rocket 
towards Scotty’s Castle, properly known as the Death Valley Ranch. I lean into each turn, brake  
as necessary, and forget entirely that the trailer follows me. A faster speed could be attained if I  
had the standard Q model with a 31 inch front wheel track, but that’s okay because I prefer my  
narrow track version of 27 inches due to its ability to maneuver better in really tight places, like  
roads with little or no safety shoulders. The Qnt does admirably well, and I am exceedingly  
pleased with its performance!

“In short order, the five miles from the summit to the entrance to the castle are over, and I coast  
into the driveway of Scotty’s Castle. There is a large palm tree grove to my left,  shading a  
generous lawn area on which visitors can eat lunch in the midday heat. The late afternoon sun 
is filtering through the palms as I ride by and up the hill to the castle, where I snap a couple  
more photographs of the worthy Q in front of the striking buildings of grandeur.  A castle it is!”

* * * * * * *

Road angels are wonderful creatures! They come to the rescue or meet the needs of trikers battered by 
the rigors of pedaling across the surface of Planet Earth on the human road system. Sometimes it's hard 
to spot them right off, as they usually aren't white and they never have wings. But they're out there, and 
often appear when we least expect it, like the one who delivered two cans of ice cold juice to my camp 
one evening, and then two more cans the following morning. Or the three who made sure a luxurious 
hot lunch followed by a calorie-laden ice cream made its way into my pitifully thinning bag of bones. 



Road angels can somehow tell that a trike pilot on tour needs something.

Theses guardians of tricyclists' well being were first mentioned to me by my friend Matt Jensen, the 
local fellow who has ridden recumbent bikes and trikes many thousands of miles. He reckons he's 
logged over 100,000 miles to date,  and he has had plenty of positive experience with road angels 
personally. In fact, he himself has filled the role when other cyclists have been in need.

A road angel is simply a person or people who assist a triker on tour with some perceived need, be it 
food, companionship, or whatever else they can offer. I am so grateful when another human, who is a 
total stranger to me, would come forth and volunteer their time in a caring way that I always react in 
the  most  joyful  of  ways.  First  off,  triking  solo  can  become  somewhat  lonely  at  times,  and  just 
interacting with other people is fun. Secondly, if they offer food, which is common, who am I to refuse 
a few morsels that I would otherwise never see out there in the backcountry? 

Road angels are ordinary people who perhaps take pity upon a solo road triker, introduce themselves, 
and make something available to you. This phenomenon may be limited to lone trikers when they pull 
into camp or a local market on their way overland,  or maybe even husband/wife trike teams who 
appear to need a little tender loving care on their journey. Having never triked with a group, I am not 
so sure that most road angels would approach several trikers at once ... possibly too intimidating, or 
they figure that since the trikers are in a group, they don't need any assistance. A group of trikers will 
generally be loud and happy sharing the day's stories, and may exude a aura of confidence that silently 
sends the message that no help is needed.

While on a solo tour once, Matt met a female cyclist on his same path one day. She was apparently 
near tears on the side of the road, pondering what to do since she had lost the skewer attachment that 
held her BOB trailer  to her bike's rear axle.  Matt,  being the consummate cyclist  who is generally 
prepared for any eventuality,  just happened to have a spare unit because he too pulled a Beast Of 
Burden trailer.  Feeling the positive forces of  the universe,  and knowing what  goes  around comes 
around, Matt happily gave the part to the woman to get her through the rest of her trip. Matt was one of 
her road angels. 

Here are three instances when I met road angels while solo on my trike, taken from the Silent Passage 
story:

“The crickets are starting to sing their songs, and frogs by the springs are also heard. A light  
breeze drifts through the trees and across my campsite.  After eating my packet of  rice and 
vegetables for dinner, a fellow named Mike Cole from San Luis Obispo, California walks up to 
my aluminum picnic table. He is a private investigator who saw my strange and ragged form  
wander in to camp a little while ago. Mike offers me two ice cold V8 juices … says it looks like  
I could use them. He is right! We chat for a while, and then darkness calls Mike back to his  
tent.  I  take  a  walk  around  the  perimeter  of  the  campground,  being  careful  to  watch  for  
sidewinders, which are nocturnal, then into the tent I crawl for a great end to a fantastic day.

“Oh, by the way, I neglected to mention that midway on my ride this afternoon, I pedaled past a 
rattlesnake on the centerline of Highway 267. I kept my trike way over on the shoulder as I  
slowly rode by up the grade. Needless to say, I chose not to extend my hand in my usual friendly  
wave.”

And yet another road angel instance:



“There must be something about my appearance that spurs people to deliver assistance to me.  
Mike Cole up north at Mesquite Springs campground kept ice cold juice coming my way, and 
now Nancy and Jim want to know if I’d like a sandwich, some Fritos, and something to drink.  
Well, I’m the kind of fellow who has a hard time saying no to food, especially since I’ve been 
eating  rationed  minimalistic  provisions  that  most  folks  wouldn’t  even  consider  food,  so  I  
eagerly agree to be showered with their hospitality and chow.

“I go through my first sandwich so quickly that Nancy asks if I want one more. Naturally, I say  
yes. Before I know it, another sandwich sits on my plate, and Jim opens a new bag of dip-sized  
Fritos. As I am making apologies for my intense appetite, they say not to worry, and continue to  
be entertained by my story of the trike trip and my ravenous hunger. I tell them I got a room for  
tonight, but will go back to camping tomorrow. Jim says he’ll get me a spot just west of the  
stage area for my tent.”

Okay, here's a third instance of road angels coming to my aid:

“Just about the time I am pondering accessing my energy bar stash in the trailer for some 
lunch grub, I spy two men and a woman walking across Highway 190 from the general store,  
seemingly intent on converging on my shady and highly desired location. Sure enough, these  
three folks come to rest all around my trike. They look like giants from my low vantage point.  
Trikes are most decidedly very low to the ground.

“Wayne and Eileen Kading, along with their friend Terry Peterson make their acquaintances.  
These folks are so darn friendly that I am thinking that we may have already met somewhere  
around Furnace Creek, but no, this is the first time, verified by all their interest and questions.  
I’ve met so many people during my time here that I have a hard time remembering them all.  
Wayne and Eileen live in Anaheim, California, and Terry lives in Pollack Pines, California.

“Terry says there are no sidewalks or street lights out in his neck of the woods, and he prefers  
to live out in the middle of a forest, far from the suburbs and crowds, for a life of peace and  
solitude. I tell him that those are exactly my own sentiments. Wayne asks more than once how I  
can ride this trike and trailer on the freeways. Interestingly, this is a common question that I  
have been asked by a number of people during my trip. People who drive cars all their lives  
apparently come to believe that freeways are a necessary path that all vehicles must take to go  
long distances, although I have come all this way on secondary backroads. It demonstrates to  
me the degree to which our society has been indoctrinated to automobiles and the roadways  
that support them. 

“By the third time Wayne asks the question, which I had answered before, Eileen smacks him  
hard on the shoulder and says: 'Don’t you listen? He says he doesn’t ride on freeways!!'

“Well anyway, these friendly folks are so spellbound by my story that they invite me to lunch at  
the resort’s old western restaurant. They want to hear more! Being one to rarely turn down  
food, I graciously accept and we head the 25 yards south to the café, which is a visual feast  
inside, all the way to the large wooden beamed hallways that simulate an old mine tunnel. I just  
leave my trike and trailer parked right next to the highway, full of my gear and with no lock.  
My fears of theft have long since diminished in the past five weeks, and with so many people  
milling around this place, it would take a truly daring criminal to abscond with my belongings.  
So many people gather around to look at the trike that a thief would find it difficult to steal  
without someone noticing. 



“At this point, if someone wants my dirty and perhaps odiferous gear, they can have it. There is  
always more where that came from. I am in desperate need of a modern digital camera anyway,  
and a theft would provide my perfect excuse to acquire one. I do take my small fanny pack 
containing my wallet with me though, so I can pay for my lunch.

“Our lunch goes on for quite some time. We are all merrily eating and telling stories. This fare  
will cost me a few bucks, but the company is well worth the expense, and being able to forgo my  
usual energy bar is a exclusive treat for a guy who lives on the road. By the time a couple of  
hours elapse, I swear I know everything about my new friends, and they know plenty about me.  
These are the kind of people who you just feel totally at home with right from the start. They  
could be family, and sometimes seem like it when Eileen balls out Wayne for some statement she  
doesn’t like.

“Finally, our congenial waitress, whom Terry has questioned so much that we all know about 
her too, presents the bill. As I bring out my wallet to ante up, they all say that this is their treat,  
and I am to put my wallet away! Well, doesn’t that beat all? I get a great lunch with great  
people, am entertained for two hours, and it doesn’t end up costing me a penny. Riding a trike 
across the countryside certainly has its perks! As we part for the day, they all assure me that  
they will be in my audience this Friday morning to hear my further tales of Death Valley.

“My old friend Matt Jensen, whom I last saw out on the Oregon coast, mentioned to me on a  
number of occasions prior to this journey that there are people who eagerly help cyclists on  
long distance tours. He said I would meet some of these people on my trip. I told him that was  
unlikely because I was going to be riding on the most remote backroads I could find. Matt just  
smiled and reiterated that I would meet these folks one way or another. He calls them road  
angels. Wayne, Eileen, and Terry are three more road angels I have had the privilege to meet on  
the Death Valley Tricycle Expedition.”

* * * * * * *  

What would you think if I told you I had to actively pedal downhill to avoid coming to a stop? Crazy, 
huh? Well, on one day of the trike expedition precisely that happened ... even with my aerodynamic 
profile. As the hours passed, the wind grew, until it overpowered the pull of gravity on my tricycle. 
Here's a brief excerpt of my travel on that very windy day:

“At first light, a while before the sun actually saturates the landscape with direct energy, I  
awaken. This is generally the case when I’m out in the wilds camping. Usually a solo traveler  
over the years, there is nothing to keep me up much past sundown each day, so I am in the sack  
early by conventional standards. I don’t need a lantern. I often take a late evening walk in the  
waning light, sometimes hiking to the top of a nearby hill to observe the vistas of a beautiful  
day coming to a close. It’s a great way to wrap up another wilderness experience.

“It’s easy to awaken prior to sunrise when one goes to bed so early. And on wilderness time, a  
generous ten hours of sleep are effortlessly attainable without the stress of wondering when an 
alarm clock will chime. Thus, one of the most magnificent times of day is mine to behold each 
crack of dawn. I love mornings in the backcountry. It’s quiet, except for the mysterious sounds  
of nature, and the increasing light slowly brings forth new perspective that was not available  
last night. How can one not have optimistic thoughts as the dawn slowly spreads its magic?



“I don’t feel at all rushed this Monday. Sure, I have 53 miles separating me from my next camp,  
but they are all downhill, over two-thousand vertical feet down! My mind tells me that it should  
be a leisurely ride. In a national park, you cannot just camp where it suits your fancy. They 
have very strict rules about where tents can be pitched. This is no big deal in a car or truck, as  
the enormous distances of Death Valley National Park are shortened by high speed petroleum-
based travel. But on a tricycle, the world is different.

“Legally, my next camping option is relatively far away via trike. Between here and there, trees  
are nonexistent, and shade is a scant luxury. The land is wide, open, and essentially flat much  
of the way. After leaving Mesquite Springs, bathrooms are a thing of the past until I reach the 
junction  of  Scotty’s  Castle  road and the  Beatty,  Nevada road.  A block  outhouse  exists  for  
motorists.  It  provides  a  parking  area,  eating  tables,  and  a  little  shade  behind  the  toilet  
structure. Obviously, I’ll need to offload prior to that. Good thing a car comes only once in a 
rare while this far out.

“Right away the riding is a snap today. I’m going downhill from the get go! Can’t argue with  
that. At this rate, these fifty miles will be achieved by lunchtime. If that happens, it will be the  
first day on this trip, and will set a personal record for me. We’ll see what develops.

“A  very  slight  south  wind  keeps  me  cool.  My  cotton  long  sleeve  shirt  is  just  right  for  
temperature control. For those not familiar with wind terminology, a south wind comes from the  
south, not blowing towards the south. This means that I am pedaling against the wind, but at  
the low current speed, it has no discernible affect on my forward motion. The great thing about  
a trike, well, one of many great things, is its extremely aerodynamic shape. I am nearly on the  
ground, and present little mass for the wind to affect,  like a regular bicyclist does. My two 
flagpoles, one on the trike and one on the trailer, cause a slight drag due to the surface area of  
the flag material, but other than that, I slice through wind pretty darn well. If I removed the  
flagging, maybe I could pick up a mile per hour, but it’s not worth losing my visibility over such  
a trivial difference.

“I have been making good time so far, yet as the clock ticks and the day heats up, the wind  
increases  its  push  against  me.  My  polycarbonate  sunglasses,  perfect  for  preventing  rocks 
thrown up by automobile tires from damaging my eyes, provide a waterless vision experience 
even with the growing wind. There is no doubt about it though, as the miles roll by, the air  
stream is becoming a force with which I must reckon.

“Wind strength increases with speed of my trike. The faster I go, the higher the perceived wind  
that strikes me, even on a calm day. Add to that the ever increasing south wind here on Scotty’s  
road, and you can bet I don’t have to worry about getting hot or sweating today, regardless of  
the outside temperature, which could top 100 degrees Fahrenheit by the time I reach tonight’s  
camp.

“I still have over seven liters of water onboard, out of my original load of nearly nine. Riding  
downhill, this heavy water supply does not slow me down. If anything, it might speed me up.  
From time to time, I pull over onto the shoulder or turnout for a stretch of the legs and a few  
morsels of Clif Bar. 

“Up ahead, there is a road repaving operation. It is short, and today there appears no one  
working here yet. But since there are crewmen who labor out here in this remote landscape,  
there is also an outhouse from Joe’s Sanitation. Hey, I take every opportunity I can get in the  



wilds. Yet, somehow, a malodorous plastic container isn’t quite as nice as the natural outdoors.  
It’s convenient, I have to pee, so my visit inside is very quick. The great thing about Death  
Valley outhouses is that the ultra low humidity rapidly dries everything out, so smell doesn’t  
hang around long.

“Past  Titus  Canyon,  I  am really  beginning  to  notice  the  wind.  My progress has  definitely 
slowed, even though I am still going down. On stretches of road that I would be expecting to  
coast, I am instead still driving power to the cranks. It’s now early afternoon and my water 
intake is becoming more constant than ever so far on this journey.  The arid wind dries my 
throat, thereby increasing my perception that I want water. I am not sweating, but I am sure  
drinking.

“At one point, the road increases in its angle of decline, so I quickly upshift onto the largest  
chainring. I must have been a little too aggressive in my delight to maintain higher speeds, as  
the chain doesn’t stop once it engages the metal ring, but just keeps right on going, over the top  
and off the outside, into an area between the large chainring and the right crank pedal. At first,  
I don’t realize this, as I do not see it happen. I have upshifted thousands of times on this trip, so  
I pay little attention to it now. What gets my attention is that I immediately have no tension in 
my pedals anymore.  A quick glance reveals my woes.

“So, I coast off to the wide shoulder to get things back on track. I don’t want to use my bare  
hands to return the chain to its rightful place, as I have no way to wash them, or get chain lube  
and grime out from under my fingernails. Nor do I wish to keep my leather riding gloves on  
when I do it, but those are my only two options right now. With gloves on, I go ahead and  
replace the chain on the ring, and then it dawns on my dehydrated brain that I can easily clean  
the gloves with something that is everywhere as far as the eye can see … dirt! Sure enough,  
after rubbing them in the dirt, all the lube is gone, and they are dry. Then, just dusting them off  
makes them as good as before.

“A stiff wind is now my reality, and being a former windsurfer for many years, I estimate that it  
is averaging about 30 miles per hour at the present. Having my rest, food, and rehydration, I’m 
back on the road south. At the junction of Highway 190, I pull up to the stop sign and actually  
have to wait for traffic before turning left towards Furnace Creek. As luck would have it, there  
is also a car behind me. All day I am nearly alone out on the road (a great feeling for a cyclist,  
by the way),  but now I have cars again. This highway is the major thoroughfare that most 
motorists use when crossing or visiting Death Valley. Traffic is not heavy by city definition, but  
at least it’s now back on my radar screen.

“Soon, I must pull over and take a photograph. It is the one photo that every visitor wants when 
they see it. The place is so popular that a small sign says to please park off the pavement,  
because the National Park Service knows tourists often park in precarious places. I pull off the  
pavement with plenty of room to spare, and I am the only one here right now. With my next  
pedal strokes, I will be triking down deeper than the level of the Earth’s ocean. This is the point 
of sea level, marked clearly by a large sign.

“The wind has further increased now. I am closing in on Cow Creek, which is just north of  
Furnace Creek about three miles. I want to stop and visit with David Blacker, the Executive  
Director of  the Death Valley Natural  History Association (DVNHA),  yet  I  am getting tired  
fighting this  powerful headwind,  and finding a campsite would sure be nice.  It  is probably 
blowing about 40 miles per hour at this point, still out of the south. David’s office is uphill to  



the east, and off the main road about a half mile. I don’t feel like riding up that hill, but since  
it’s at right angles to the wind, I decide to pedal on up to his office. 

“I park on the sloping dirt hill  in front of the DVNHA offices and warehouse. The wind is  
howling, the weather is hot, and it feels good to walk inside to calm and cooled air. David and I  
have met before, and he welcomes my tired and sorry body into his office. I look a frightful  
mess, having pedaled 50 miles to get here today in the ever accelerating wind. I might even  
smell bad too, but to me, I just smell like an arid desert, which is acceptable.

“Dave knows I’ll be in the area for a while until my talk, so we part company after about 20  
minutes. He comes out to see just how I got here from Oregon, and is quite curious about this  
weird thing called a tricycle. The driveway down to the highway is all fast coasting, and at  
Highway 190 once again, I turn south for the final three miles into Furnace Creek for this  
night’s camp.

“There is a large and steep downhill near the old site of the Harmony Borax Works, a hill that I  
would normally reach a speed of about 30 miles per hour on just by coasting. Today is very 
much different however. The wind is sufficiently intense that coasting is not even possible! In  
fact, I must pedal for all I’m worth just to get down the steep hill. This is a new one on me. I  
cannot even believe it even though I am personally experiencing it. Yes, I am definitely ready 
for some rest and relaxation now!

“As if cued by Murphy’s Law, the wind actually starts to die out once I am in the campground.  
The trike gods must all be laughing! After 53 miles of riding into an increasingly powerful head 
wind,  I’m too tired to  think about  it,  and just  am happy for the calm.  I  meet  Sharon,  the  
campground host, and find a site in the shade of a large mesquite tree. It has a picnic table and  
a fire pit. I won’t be doing a fire, but it will be nice to sit for dinner tonight.”

Well, that wind did die out completely for a bit that evening, but then, as I was setting up my tent for 
the night, the invisible marauder returned with a overwhelming vengeance. Luckily, it was in gusts, as 
it took both arms and legs to hold the tent footprint down while clumsily attempting to position the tent 
atop it. Only when the wind briefly subsided each time did I have the ability to insert poles, or place 
gear inside for ballast. I was already dead tired, and the normal five minutes it takes to pitch the tent 
turned into fifteen. I felt defeated at 200 feet below sea level. The wind died again after the tent was 
up, long enough for me to eat a quick dinner, but then once it got dark, a steady 70 miles per hour 
slammed my camp until around midnight!

What a day ... and a night.

* * * * * * *

If you are going to take a long journey on a human-powered recumbent tadpole tricycle, be ready for 
celebrity status. Be ready for endless questions you've answered many times before. Be ready to pose 
for the cameras of just about everyone who talks to you along the way, and don't be surprised to see 
someone who remains distant taking your picture too. Trikes are bizarre by nearly anyone's standard, 
and when folks see weird things, the natural human reaction is to whip out the digital camera and grab 
the image to show everyone else back home.

Some trikers I know simplify this process by handing out a business card that has an internet address 
the curious onlookers can visit to read about the trike tour later. A few trikers grow tired of this ritual 



that occurs everywhere they go, and try to avoid it, but most seem to enjoy the attention. So it is with 
me.  I  love talking  to  people about  things  for  which I  have a  passion,  and tricycles  fall  into  that 
category. For me, this sharing of my exploits and the amazing machine I ride is just a fun thing to do. 
Decide ahead of time how you wish to handle this on your own trike tour, for it is guaranteed you will 
be approached many times over the days and weeks.

One day I had to install a new inner tube inside one of my trailer tires that had finally seen the last of 
its useful life, having been punctured a week and a half earlier by hundreds of goathead thorns. Just 
after I had replaced the tire and wheel on the trailer, a very cordial elderly Asian couple walked up with 
big grins on their faces. They spoke hardly any English, but it was clear that they were curious about 
my vehicle. We talked as much as we were able considering the language hurdle, and then they asked 
to take photographs in their broken English. So, I was a momentary celebrity as the husband took 
digital pictures of me sitting on the trike with his wife standing next to me. Smiles and slight bowing 
of heads signaled the end of our pleasant visit, and they watched me ride off.   

A few days  later,  another  celebrity  instance  appeared  shortly  after  daybreak.  Pedaling  across  the 
pavement to some picnic tables, I found a nice wooden table in the sun, which felt perfect this early. 
Later in the day however, I would be seeking shade. Out came my dining supplies from my small 
trailer, which I spread out with total abandon on the table. Having been eating atop my trailer for so 
long, it was pure luxury to have such a big expanse on which to eat … and to be able to sit down while 
doing so, no less. 

While I ate, a couple of early risers walked past and questioned me about the trike and my journey. I 
enjoy sharing my epic adventure with all who ask, so I commenced to talk. It was clear they were 
impressed with the whole idea of what I was doing. They may have thought I was crazy, but hey, they 
were talking to me all about my trike trek, so I had an audience, which is more than I can say for 
people who travel by conventional means. I stand out as unique in a sea of mediocrity. Yep, I guess I 
really am a wilderness rogue.

Later that day, sitting back on my trike seat again, under the shade of a tree near the front porch of the 
lodge at the highway’s edge, I contemplated potential daily activities. A very nice elderly lady walked 
up and asked if she might take my photograph on the trike. Now used to such requests, I smiled and 
said sure. Pictures taken, she showed genuine interest in the tale of my journey, and continued asking 
many questions. There could be no better use of my time than to be an ambassador for trikedom, 
enlightening the motorized humans of this planet about the joys of three human-powered wheels. I 
never tire of such interactions, which will hopefully shed light on alternative methods of travel for a 
society that is entrenched in the status quo.

“What’s the nature of your infirmity?” were the words I heard off to my right as I was again seated on 
the trike, finishing up a few journal entries after lunch the next day. I looked up (you’re always looking 
up on a trike) to see another older woman sincerely interested that a man with some sort of handicap 
was still able to get himself around on his own. She moved around to the front of my trike so she was 
facing me.

Matt Jensen also had told me that folks would believe me to be physically handicapped while on my 
trike. He said that since it resembles some odd sort of wheelchair that this thought comes to mind for 
many people, so much so that trikers in general are aware of this dynamic response. As this lady was 
standing over me, guru Matt’s teachings came to light yet again.

Time to have some fun!



I closed my journal and stood up from my low recumbent seat. Next, I moved away from my trike and 
jumped as high into the air as I could. The lady watched all this with awe. Then, I said to her that 
physically I am fine, and if there is any handicap, it’s only in my head! To this, we both had a good 
laugh, and I launched into describing what this bizarre looking contraption was, why I was on it, and 
where I was going. She also wanted to know how I ride it on the freeways.

Life on a trike is always exciting, even when things are slow.

On another occasion, a young Japanese couple came up to me, curious about my wheels and mission. 
They spoke fluent English, probably because they lived in the United States. After asking the usual 
questions and hearing the usual answers, the fellow asks if I will stand next to his girlfriend (or wife – 
I don't recall now) in front of the tricycle for a photograph, to which I happily consented. Then, he 
inquired  whether  I  would  let  his  lady  sit  in  the  seat  for  another  picture  ...  not  a  problem!  I 
demonstrated how to gracefully  sit  backwards  into a trike,  and then helped  her  get  into position. 
Somehow, her tight  mini  shorts  and wide high heel shoes looked oddly out of place on the three 
wheeled beast. She couldn't even reach the pedals. It wasn't until later that I realized she had left her 
sunglasses on my machine, but alas, it was too late to locate them because they had driven off and were 
far away by then.

Thousands of foreign visitors flock to Death Valley every year from all over the world. Germany is a 
popular country when walking around here, as you can hear quite a few German conversations. As you 
may suspect by now, Japan and other Asian countries also supply their share of visitors. On my final 
day of the tricycle expedition to this renowned national park, I took on its most notorious mountain 
pass. Midway up the epic cycling challenge, I stopped in a rare spot of shade at a rest stop ... to rest, 
rehydrate, and pump some much-needed calories into my body on the hot day. Even then, visitors saw 
me and were curious.

A bus full of people milled around for a while, with some asking questions, and then two guys who 
had just pulled over in their white Toyota sedan were briefed about me by someone else, so they came 
up to talk. One fellow from Japan was here with his Japanese/American buddy, and wanted his photo 
taken next to me (even though I’m sweating like a pig). We had to go through a translation mode with 
his friend, as the guy who wanted the photo spoke no English. We were all smiles and had a good time. 
They wanted the address to the Badwater trike blog so they could later read all about the trip.

Yep, you're a celebrity for sure whenever pedaling your triangle across the miles. Be a good sport and 
indulge the curious masses, even if it means a slight delay in your itinerary. The way I see it is that we 
are all ambassadors for the world of recumbent tadpole trikes, and it is incumbent upon us to step up to 
the plate to pitch our machines and personal missions. Remember this: For every positive contact you 
make, that's one more person who will from then on give the respect due us while traveling out on the 
open road, one more person who will say, “There's another one of those cool tricycles! I'll give them 
plenty of room.”

* * * * * * *

Not all  is  as it  seems.  Occasionally,  trike pilots  can be fooled.  They make mistakes in  judgment. 
Estimating each day's mileage ahead of time can be tricky business, which is one reason that any triker 
who prefers motels each night is well advised not to book ahead of time. Even if familiar with the 
route, unforeseen circumstances can crop up at the last minute that will cause a premature end of travel 
for a given day (flat tire, mechanical malfunction, etc). One thing I have learned repeatedly in life is 



that things usually take longer than originally expected, and building in some slop time is a good idea. 
Mountain passes offer us a good example. 

I spoke earlier of my final day on the tricycle expedition, and a ride up Towne Pass. Spending many 
days  and hundreds  of  miles  on a  recumbent  tricycle  pretty  much results  in  one's  ability  to  fairly 
accurately assess most terrain on the route, both by actually looking at it in person, and by mental 
calculations of elevation profiles on a map. A trike pilot takes into account the degree of grade on 
mountain passes, and allows a certain time frame for making the ascent, knowing that the descent on 
the other side will make up for lost time. With experience, these assessments come close to hitting the 
mark on what actually develops on the road, but not always. My assessment of the Cascade Range in 
Oregon, for example, was so far off that it put my life in jeopardy. New lessons are learned every day 
while touring on a trike.

Well, anyway, I had more than one option for leaving the national park, so each day prior to departure I 
mulled  over  the  choices  before  me.  One option  was  a  ride  over  Towne  Pass  and down into  the 
Panamint Valley on the other side. Towne Pass has an elevation gain of 4,956 feet in the 17 miles from 
Stovepipe Wells, which is at sea level. It is a pass that is notorious for overheating cars. That works out 
to an average vertical  gain of 292 feet  per mile,  which is quite severe from a triker’s standpoint. 
Extreme grades like that are why I put the 24-tooth chainring on the front so that I could pull my heavy 
load no matter what.

My inclination was the Towne Pass exit for  three reasons. First, I wished to have that feather in my 
cap, which is purely male ego of course, but nonetheless, I covet the experience and mental rewards. 
Second, the twelve miles down the south face of the pass would be the ultimate thrill ride on a tricycle, 
surpassing any downhill pass thus far. The south face is even steeper than the north face I would be 
ascending, and it has many curves. To ride it on a trike would be the definitive experience for a triker, 
as speeds of more than 50 miles per hour are entirely possible. Third, I have spent many years of my 
life exploring the Panamint Valley, and am well versed in its terrain and history, and to ride my Q into 
it from Death Valley would be pleasing to my spirit.

Thus, I opted for this choice, but got a late start that day because my speaking engagement and book 
signing event took longer than anticipated. I only had 17 miles to the summit, which I figured was 
doable, even though I didn't depart until 10:15 that morning. I was truly looking forward to speeding 
down the south side of the pass by late afternoon, when I could watch the evening shadows overtake 
the Panamint Valley. It was to be my crowning experience! But out in those parts, distances are terribly 
deceptive, to the point that sometimes a person’s perception has gotten them killed when they think 
they can make it to a certain place. This is especially true on a slow moving vehicle powered by human 
legs. This is also one reason visitors are advised to remain with their car if it breaks down. You don’t 
want your mind or body to break down too!

Although my ride up to Artist's Palette several days earlier was more of a vertical gain when figured on 
a “per mile” basis than Towne Pass, that ride's brutal section was only three miles long instead of 
seventeen. The Artist’s Drive road begins at 163 feet below sea level, and rises to 960 feet above. That 
is in the first three miles! This works out to a 1,123 vertical feet elevation gain in the three miles, or 
about 374 feet per mile! By comparison, the Cascade Range ascent I traveled early in this expedition 
was a 4,000 vertical feet elevation gain in about 31 miles, or roughly 129 feet per mile. So Towne Pass 
was somewhere in between at 292 vertical feet per mile. Any way you look at it, these radical ascents 
really test one's mettle, improve one's heart, and are ripe for time miscalculation.

I figured that even if I averaged only 4 miles per hour on Towne Pass, that would put the summit four 



hours and fifteen minutes away, not including rest breaks of course. At that speed, I'd make the top at 
2:30 in the afternoon, or shortly after 3:00 at the latest, giving me plenty of time to descend the other 
side in daylight. If I averaged 3 miles per hour, it would require about six hours, putting me on top 
between 4:15 and 4:30 PM, still very workable. This was in my ability I thought.

Returning to the road angel subject momentarily, the night before the Towne Pass summit attempt, 
dinner was courtesy of my most ardent road angel. Mom insisted on treating me and Jack Freer to a 
feast at the cozy resort restaurant, and as always, I never argue with anyone who wants to feed me, 
especially when the next day would bring such a massive physical outlay. She wanted to include Jack 
because of his continued help on this journey of her son.

Here are a few excerpts from the Towne Pass experience on a trike:

“Seventeen miles of uphill separate me from the heady thrill ride of a lifetime. This is a steep  
pass on both sides. Any cyclist at the top going in either direction down will indeed learn the  
true meaning of very serious speed on a human-powered cycle, whether it be two wheels or 
three. There is no denying it, even automobile drivers find this pass intimidating. The side I will  
be going down is even steeper than the side I am now starting to ride up. I’ll get my hide up to  
the top as fast as I can because I want to see the grand spectacle of the Panamint Valley as I  
rocket down out of the park.

“I suspect it will be mid to late afternoon by the time I go down the other side. Sunsets and  
sunrises are the prettiest times out here, so it should time out well. Seventeen miles is nothing 
normally. I did the 24 from Furnace Creek to Stovepipe Wells in about three hours. The Towne 
Pass road is a steep grade as it crests over the spine of the northern Panamint Range, but my  
load is lighter than it has ever been now, so I hope to make decent time. Six hours should do it,  
putting me at the summit around 4:30 PM, with enough daylight to easily reach my destination  
for trip’s end.

“Looking at the road ahead can be discouraging at times. It is so darn long and straight at the  
beginning, but I am on my middle chainring, keeping up a good pace. As long as I can stay in  
this gear range, for most of the way, I’ll meet my expectations. At the 1,000 foot mark, Jack is  
taking my photograph, with Stovepipe Wells now a tiny white speck on the desert floor below. 

“There  is  no  shortage  of  heat.  The  sun,  although  mild  by  summer  standards,  takes  it  
performance toll when pedaling up this steep grade. I freely perspire, and freely do I also suck  
up new water from my water bladder tube that comes over my left shoulder, for water on the go.  
Behind my recumbent seat on the left side, I have mounted a Camelbak hydration system in a  
Fastbak pouch, which allows easy access to water anytime. The Radical Lowracer panniers  
keep the water supply in the shade. All of this is behind and under my left arm. I also have two  
BPA-free water bottles mounted on the frame between my legs. Water will be no problem today 
though, for I have two vehicles with plenty of supply that are tracking my progress. My success  
is practically guaranteed.

“Up ahead, there is a noticeable bend in the road, where it goes from a predominantly westerly  
direction  to  more  southwesterly  bearing.  I  spin  into  this  corner  with  great  enthusiasm of  
maintaining my momentum, and it seems that I can do no wrong. Before long however, this  
second stretch of road ups the ante on my efforts. A shift is made down on my rear cassette.  
Then another, until finally I am at the lowest point that the middle chainring can handle. My 
next shift will require changing to the smallest front chainring. Valiantly I attempt to maintain 



this speed as long as I can, but eventually, despite my best efforts, it is now clear that low range 
gearing is necessary. 

“By shifting onto the small 24-tooth chainring from the 36-tooth middle ring, I can now upshift  
my rear cassette a few notches, into the middle of the nine sprockets. This involves my right  
hand directing the cable to move the rear derailleur into a position that drops the 12-foot long  
chain down from the largest rear sprocket. In the rear, the largest sprocket is used for going the 
slowest, while in the front, the largest chainring is used for going the fastest. Here is the combo: 
front/small and rear/large means ultra slow going. Front/large and rear/small means ultra fast 
going. 

“Even though I am eating bars and drinking water like there is no tomorrow, I am still unable 
to remain exclusively in the low/mid gearing. The farther I go, the more often I am forced to  
remain in the low/low gearing. Eventually, low/low becomes my reality this early afternoon,  
and only on the slightest of what appears to be very brief downhills am I able to upshift towards  
a low/mid gearing. They look like short downhill sections of maybe twenty yards, but they are 
not by any means downhill. It’s all one grand deception of my mind. These occasional teasers  
are still  uphills, but due to the extent of this overall grade, they only  APPEAR to be going 
down. Reality is closer to something like this: instead of a grade of 6-9 percent, these sections 
may only be 3-5 percent.

“It’s a strange feeling when your mind says you can really speed up for a ways, but your body  
says no way. Regardless, when one of these lesser grades comes along, I still eek out every last  
bit of speed I can. My sister Willow has opted to walk along behind me for the last mile or two,  
and she has no problem keeping up! Gee, is this ever a humbling ride today.

“By 1:45 PM, I pull into Emigrant Campground, sis hot on my heels … er, I mean trailer. It’s  
nearly two in the afternoon and I’m just over half way! I have been pedaling for three hours  
and a half, and only covered about nine miles of road. The math will reveal an average speed,  
but of course, it was significantly faster up to the first big curve.

“Slight doubts are beginning to creep into my mind now as to whether I can make the top  
before dark. The eternal optimist, I will give it my best shot. I want that ride down the other  
side so bad I can taste it. If it gets dark, I have a powerful headlight. Mom implores me to stop 
here and load up the trike. She is getting tired and wants to get home for some supper. She  
made similar request of me about three miles ago, but I forged ahead anyway. I tell her that I  
am only eight miles from the summit, way too close to stop now. The summit will be mine.

“After eating several energy bars, a few boxes of raisins, and two V8 juices, I’m on my way yet  
again. The air is starting to cool a tad now and then the sun is partially blocked by the massive  
mountains to my west. Eventually, I will be in the shade completely, but for now, it’s sporadic.

“There is no timepiece on me or my trike. The Earth is rotating and hiding the sun more and 
more. Now I am in the shade. My sister has chosen to keep me company for a few more miles.  
She says she will walk with me all the way to the summit, knowing that my high speeds going 
down the other side will be a different story. Not long after the 4,000 foot marker, I turn on my 
tail light for safety. It is getting darker. I tell Willow that she must get into the truck with mom  
up ahead because it is getting too dangerous for her to be walking on Highway 190 at twilight.  
Traffic seems unusually heavy today in both directions, and it’s no place to be on foot in dark  
clothing with no lights or reflectors.



“Willow agrees, and somewhere around 4,300 feet, I am on my own again. Around 4,400 feet, I  
feel it is necessary to turn on my headlight and strobe. The strobe fires right up. The headlight  
is dead … again. Even though the company claims 90 hours of runtime, this is the second set of  
batteries currently in my Cateye EL-530 headlight. Jack is about to pass me again in his Jeep. I  
flag him down by waving my left arm and pointing to the side of the road. He immediately stops  
and gives me new batteries for the 530. My Cateye LD1100 tail light is still on its first set of  
batteries from the start of the trip. It is living up to its claims. The strobe is on its second set,  
but seems strong enough tonight to make the final leg of the expedition. 

“Jack drives on. Darkness finally overtakes my slow moving tricycle. Were it not for my ultra  
bright lights and abundant reflective devices, I would now be invisible to traffic. Even now, in  
complete darkness, the cars slow and pass completely in the other lane. There is no cause for 
alarm. The extreme physical effort needed to make this grade now feels good as the night air is  
rapidly chilling. I am on the verge of considering a light jacket, but am still fine as long as I  
keep moving.

“With no daylight to provide terrain clues as to my whereabouts, I  have no definitive idea 
where I am on the mountain. I can only guess based on my prior experiences up  here. It seems 
like I am getting close now. The curves are much tighter, which is what happens on this north 
side near the top. The two support vehicles play leapfrog with me on my climb. Sometimes when  
I pass mom and sis in the pickup, they stay parked with their headlights on to illuminate me for 
upcoming traffic. On Towne Pass, motorists generally keep the pedal to the metal to get up and 
over. Mom is clearly worried, but I have long since left that mindset behind on this journey.

“Now it’s getting windy on top of all the climbing I’m doing, and the wind is coming from over  
the top, meaning that I am pedaling into a headwind. Although still a light wind, it is doing me 
no favors as it heads north. A National Park Service law enforcement ranger has passed me 
twice tonight in his Chevrolet Avalanche patrol vehicle. He must surely think I’ve lost my mind.

“Up ahead, I notice two vehicles parked off the side of the road. I wonder if this is the summit.  
As I near, which takes what seems like eternity at this point, I can tell they are way off to the  
side. I know that this summit has an ultra wide parking area on top for cars to cool and people  
to stretch, so I hope this is where I can begin my descent.

“Yes, it’s a large parking area all right, and both the F-150 and Jeep are parked here, far off  
towards the west side, with their engines running and headlights on so that I can see them 
clearly. I pull up to the first vehicle I meet, which is Jack’s Jeep. He rolls down the window. I  
ask him if this is the top.

He says yes!

“I set the brakes on the Q and get up to stretch my legs. Mom’s truck is about 15 feet ahead.  
Jack tells me that it’s five minutes after six. Just in the minute I’ve been standing here, the wind,  
which is noticeably stronger at the summit, is really making me cold. After weeks of living out  
of my panniers, I know right where my down vest, polar fleece jacket, and rain/wind jacket are,  
and I waste no time putting them all on and fastening them completely. I also put on my polar  
fleece skullcap and heavy Shift Torrent motorcycle foul weather gloves. I can’t believe how cold 
it has become! It will be a cold ride going down into the Panamint Valley tonight, as I’ll be  
coasting all the way, expending little physical effort.



“Jack, who didn’t bring a jacket at all, and is only wearing short pants and a short sleeve shirt,  
has his heater going in the Jeep, and has the window down only about half way so we can talk.  
He wasn’t expecting this turn of temperature. We had both figured I’d summit during daylight.

“'There are fist sized rocks ahead in the road in several turns.'  Jack tells me. He has done 
reconnaissance while I was making my slow headway tonight, and apparently enough rocks  
have fallen directly into the lane that he strongly feels that it would be very unsafe for me to 
continue in the dark. There is also a lot of traffic this Friday night, and Jack says that if I’m  
speeding down to the bottom and have to dodge these small rocks, I could end up crashing or  
hitting a car. The rocks pose no problem for automobiles, but could be disastrous for a speeding 
trike pilot at night.

“Mom comes  back  to  talk  briefly  in  the  cold  wind.  She  has  already  heard  Jack’s  report.  
Everyone is tired. I am so bushed that I can feel the beginning stages of hypothermia coming  
on, even with all my heavy clothing. I’m actually shaking a little bit, but I doubt it’s noticeable  
to them in the dark. After giving me her opinion of what I should do, she high tails it back to  
the warmth of her truck cab.

“I look Jack straight in the eyes. He has his interior dome light on. I ask what he thinks. Jack is  
a straight shooter. He tells me it’s finally time to call it a day. It’s just far too risky to go any  
farther under these conditions. I’m so wiped out that my judgment is probably impaired. To  
proceed now could put a bad ending on a good trip. It’s just not worth the prize of flying down 
this grade ahead of me. Nothing is that important.

“For a moment, I consider all this. I know he’s right. My condition is deteriorating rapidly 
now, and it  wouldn’t take much to plunge me into a dangerous thermal regulation problem  
because coasting downhill generates little internal body heat. I make my decision, and tell him 
we end it here.

“Jack gets out and we wheel my trike over to mom’s truck. The wind is picking up even more as  
we begin the puzzle of getting it all in the bed for high speed transport to mom’s house in Apple  
Valley. I get my panniers inside the truck’s rear seat area, which is only a partial short seat, but  
enough for mom’s short legs. My sister will ride up front, for she is tall. All gear stowed at long  
last,  Jack  and  I  congratulate  each  other  on  our  achievements,  thank  one  another  for  the  
experiences during the past 37 days, and we say farewell. He will spend another day or two in  
Death Valley. He turns the Jeep around and heads back down the 17 miles to Stovepipe.

“It is so cold and I am so miserable, that all I can think about is getting into the truck. I will  
drive us home to mom’s. Willow had purchased a CD of one of the western singers she heard at  
the stage, and we listen to the songs on the way home. Partway down the grade into the pitch 
black Panamint Valley, I realize that there were no summit photographs taken. My old digital  
camera doesn’t do too well at night (at only 1.3 megapixels), but we are too far down and no  
one, including me, wants to go back up. We all forgot at the top. It just goes to show how minds 
dulled by tedium (Jack, Willow, and mom), as well as a mind dulled by extreme exhaustion 
(me), are not the best decision makers.

“What a great shot that would have made, with me and the trike under the pass sign at night.  
Not only didn’t I get my ride down, but I didn’t even get to bring the moment at the top home in  
pictures. Oh well, this has been an expedition of a lifetime, and I am still very satisfied with  



how things turned out.

“Down below and across the valley, we see the lights of the Panamint Springs Resort off in the  
distance. We turn a few miles short of that, and head south past Ballarat and over the next  
mountains into Trona. From there, we pass through Red Mountain, Kramer’s Junction (Four  
Corners for all you old timers), and then south to Victorville. Once in Apple Valley, we refuel  
the truck so we don’t have to do it tomorrow morning when mom and sis return it.

We pull into mom’s driveway, and she suggests unloading the truck in the morning. I just as 
soon get it done tonight. It only takes about five minutes. The trike is secure in the garage, and  
the panniers are placed in my guest room. Around 11:45 PM, my head finally hits the pillow. It  
has been one very long day …

I think I’ll sleep in late!

* * * * * * *

Let me finish this written gem of nonfictional prose (lol) with but a few select passages from my many 
post-trip writings in 2009. The topics covered below speak to a multitude of trike touring experiences, 
some of which you may find helpful  in your own touring.  These words were written in  the days 
immediately following the end of my Death Valley journey, when the sensations of that trek were yet 
freshly burned into my memory. Some thoughts are technical in nature, while others become quite 
philosophical.  Touring on a trike is so much more than just pedaling a human-powered vehicle for 
exercise. It ventures deep into ideological realms for me, transporting my mind far beyond what the 
average motorist sees as I pedal along. When I'm on a trike, it's like Scotty from the Starship Enterprise 
has beamed me into another world. So, as my favorite Vulcan would say: Live long and prosper ...

_______

Here then, are my final musings from late 2009:

“Today, freshly on the heels of the Death Valley Tricycle Expedition, I wish to consider and  
share a few elements  of  this  odyssey,  a  life-altering  experience  that  I  am pleased  to  have 
accomplished. An odyssey may be defined as a journey fraught with numerous challenges and  
unexpected perils. It is a term often associated with a hero of Greek mythology who overcomes 
adversity to achieve a noble goal, and in a romantic vision of myself, I suppose the image does  
fulfill a certain internal and private need to rise above mediocrity. The status quo has rarely 
been my way, and as I grow older, the thought of doing what everyone else does everyday is not  
a part of my desired life paradigm.

“It may be true that I am a wilderness rogue, intent on writing my own rules.

“American tradition virtually demands that I hold a 9 to 5 job for 42 years after a four-year 
college education, retire with excellent benefits at age 65, live the next ten years in a relaxed 
manner during a typically escalating time of deteriorating health, and then frailly leave the  
world of the living three-quarters of a century after I entered it. This is expected reality … for  
the oblivious masses willing to accept  it,  a long-established way of  life that  we have been 
seduced to believe since childhood. Well, I unthinkingly accepted this routine for a while, as 
most of us do, wanting to be part of the social norm, before it began to dawn on me that there 
may be better ways of taking my journey on Earth … ways likely unsuitable for most.



“It could be potentially construed that my ramblings here have gone astray temporarily, into an  
irrelevant rant about the ills of humanity, yet this maverick ideology to which I hold is at the  
very core of the Death Valley Tricycle Expedition. It may have been apparent that my path was 
straying  back  on  December  22,  2008,  when  I  relinquished  ownership  of  America’s  most 
essential  possession  … the  automobile.  My way demands that  fitness  and longevity  be  the 
guiding forces in all that I do, and dismissing the venerated car from my model of life realized  
several health goals at once, things considered important to me, such as achieving notable  
fitness levels with human-powered mobility, and doing what I can to keep the air I breathe  
pristine. Of course, aspects like not financially supporting the petroleum industry at the gas  
pump, as well as no semi-annual payments of insurance, and the cessation of tossing money  
into maintenance and repair shops were also a plus.

_______

“Extremes have been the hallmark of the Death Valley Tricycle Expedition. Over the course of  
this journey, I have encountered rain, wet forests, ice, snow, sub-freezing temperatures, frozen  
water and food, hypothermia, sun, dust, triple-digit temperatures, hot water, high winds, dirt  
storms, overheating, and vast deserts. My hands have been so cold breaking down the tent that  
I had to do it in short bursts to allow my hands to re-warm enough to have another go at it,  
while at other times, the campsite was so comfortable that I didn’t want to even break camp. I  
have seen geese flying along side me on the Umpqua River,  horses running along side in  
northern California as the stallion was excited about my passing, coyotes furtively looking for 
food, rattlesnakes and tarantulas crossing the road, and deer curious about what I was. And 
dogs, the bane of regular bicyclists, refused to get close to me, as my image was not in their  
understanding – simply heading in their direction sent them packing.

“I have met interesting people along the way, like the fellow who was riding a bicycle and  
trailer from Fairbanks, Alaska to Tierra del Fuego at the southern tip of Argentina, a 15,000  
mile overland trek that hit the 5,000 mile mark at Badwater. He stayed two nights at my camp  
in Furnace Creek,  and we shared the joys of  solo cycling.  I  met the man who founded an  
extreme cycling organization that organizes and promotes long distance endurance events in  
Death Valley, one of which raises money for diabetes research for children. A lady made my  
acquaintance who had cancer, and walked a daunting distance in Death Valley by herself to  
strengthen her own resolve to beat it.  Her solo walk has now morphed into a yearly event  
attended by others to help cancer victims. I met a former psychologist who determined he had  
made enough money in his practice and didn’t need anymore, so he gave it all up and walked  
across America. Now, he is a ranger for the National Park Service. I met two gals who had  
been backpacking for 5 months straight, from their home in Nelson, British Columbia, with the  
goal to walk the Pacific Crest Trail. One of the ladies had an injury that terminated her trip in  
southern Oregon. The other continued on alone. These folks inspired me tremendously.

“I have learned that venturing out where the masses fear to tread brings special rewards, and 
puts  one  in  touch  with  other  adventurous  people.  I  have  learned  that  when  two  extreme 
explorers meet in the wilds, there is an immediate and powerful kinship, based on an unspoken  
understanding of what each is experiencing alone on the journey. I have learned that it takes  
just as much mental and emotional strength to carry out these extended overland trips as it does  
physical ability. I have learned that incredible memories are formed each new day, and any 
normal folks who I happen to encounter are eager to hear all about what it’s like.



“I have learned that living outside the box is like being in a parallel universe, where I see the 
same things as those around me, yet my vision is a world apart. How I interact with this planet,  
other humans, and the wild creatures about me is on another level that most do not experience.  
This reminds me of John Muir’s statement of so long ago: “Most people are on the world, not  
in  it  –  have  no  conscious  sympathy  or  relationship  to  anything  about  them  –  undiffused,  
separate, and rigidly alone like marbles of polished stone, touching, but separate.”

“I have learned that my journey of life is the reward itself, that no single place or destination is  
what I seek. The satisfaction of living comes from my daily experiences, from appreciating the  
natural world, from bringing a smile to my fellow human, and from my ability to remain a 
positive  and  uplifting  force  regardless  of  what  seems  to  be  happening  inside  the  box  of  
traditional reality. I have learned that keeping life simple, free from the imagined complexities 
of society, is what works for me. I have learned that opting out of the almighty status quo is the  
best way to find the new path to freedom and happiness.

“I have learned that there is yet much more for me to learn, and my path to this enlightenment  
is ever a beckoning call.  I  have learned that questioning even the most sacred of supposed  
cultural truths may open doors heretofore unimagined.  Most importantly,  I  have learned to 
follow my own instincts, even when they transport me into remote places that are not on the  
map of traditional existence.

“I have learned that there is a lot to be learned while riding a tricycle to Death Valley … that a  
whole new world can present itself between sea level at the Pacific Ocean and 282 feet below 
sea level at Badwater. Whether atop a dark and frozen snow-bound mountain pass or cradled in 
a hot sun-baked salt playa, there are secrets to be learned. It has been one hell of a ride!

_______

“I would like to chat a while about the mode of transportation, as its uniqueness has quite a bit  
to do with the interest that surrounded the trek through three western states. This was not an 
exceptionally long cycling journey when compared to the many other adventurers out there who 
ride thousands of miles on a trek, some over the course of many months or years. It was long 
enough however to teach yours truly the ins and outs of human-powered travel, giving me a fair  
amount of insight about what works and what doesn’t when it comes to trekking on a trike. I  
still have more to learn, yet for my first-ever such odyssey, the successes of this expedition have 
afforded me a base of experience from which I may now pass on my ideas to those who might 
find them useful.

“Let’s start with the most basic of items that keep our trikes rolling down the road: the tires and  
associated particulars. The last thing I wanted out on some busy Oregon, California, or Nevada  
highway with no shoulder was to have a flat tire. Not only would it waste my travel time, it  
would prove an unpleasant experience changing a tube under these circumstances. Could you 
imagine what it would have been like had a tire gone flat during my Cascade Range ascent at  
2:00 AM, where my very survival was in question?

“So, I  did what many advised me was overboard and totally unnecessary! I tripled my tire  
protection on the trike to eliminate the worry of this happening. I was intent on keeping the 70  
pounds per square inch inside the tube rather than allowing it to escape into the air I was  
breathing.  This involved purchasing what  I  determined was the  best  puncture resistant  tire 
available today, even though each of the 4 tires cost me $56 (3 on the trike, with one spare 



under the trailer … just in case they really weren’t invincible). Schwalbe Marathon-Plus tires  
have an extra thick tread area that a thorn, or even a thumbtack cannot penetrate. They are  
touted as puncture proof, and I was advised that was all that was needed to keep my aluminum 
wheels elevated from the asphalt. This tire is one step better than the Schwalbe Marathon.

“Next, I lined each tire with EarthGuard tire liners. These are inserted prior to the tube, and 
provide yet another layer of thick and tough material that stands between the tube and the  
thorn, glass, metal, or whatever else lurks out there along side the automobile highways to stop  
cyclists (such as thin strands of steel from trucker’s tires that have exploded at 60 miles per 
hour – nasty things – stay away). Despite advice that I needn’t do more, I did anyway, by using 
Q-Tubes instead of standard bicycle tubes. These Q-Tubes are super thick and very durable  
compared to the flimsy tubes that come standard on most cycles. At this point, each wheel/tire 
combo  weighed  in  heavier  than  what  most  road  cyclists  would  want  to  have  (weight  is  
considered the enemy to cycling travel by many enthusiasts). For my needs however, I sacrificed 
the lighter weight for the bullet-proof setup that would get me through without any flats.

“My intuition paid off! The trike, which is currently sitting in mom’s garage in Apple Valley,  
still remains at normal height because all three tires are still fully inflated. None of them had a  
flat the entire trip. Every week or two, I checked them by feel and with a gauge to verify, and  
topped off the air if it had slowly crept down to around 65 (still acceptable). All tires lose air  
over periods of weeks and months naturally. At 65 pounds, the ride would have been softer, but  
since I was hauling so much weight on this journey, I kept them at the maximum rating to make  
my rolling resistance as little as possible.  Based on this  experience,  I  would recommend a  
similar setup to anyone contemplating a long distance cross country trip.  Peace of mind is  
worth a lot.

“To contrast  the tires  on the  trike and give you an idea  of  manufacturing differences,  I’ll  
describe the two tires on my trailer. The Burley trailer came supplied with Kenda tires and  
normal tubes. I did not have the funds to outfit it with Schwalbe Marathon-Plus tires, but I  
wanted a little extra protection that would hopefully do the trick. I installed EarthGuards in 
each tire, which was my only modification. All was fine until I drove through that thicket of  
goatheads in Canby,  California late one afternoon on Day 9.  Goatheads are the nightmare 
thorns that will flatten just about any tire and tube combination. I had hundreds of these things  
literally covering every square inch of tread on all five tires. It took about half an hour to 
extract every last one. The next morning, all five tires were still holding.

“Well, over the course of the next day, it became apparent that the Kendas and the standard  
tubes of the trailer setup had been damaged. Both were losing air each day, enough so that it  
required monitoring and inflating. The right tire was doing better than the left. A few days later,  
the left wouldn’t even hold air for a few hours. I had two spare Q-Tubes in my possession just in 
case this happened, so I inserted one and was back in business for the remainder of the trip.

“One thing I noticed while changing the tube is the dramatic difference between the Kenda tire  
and the Schwalbe Marathon-Plus. The Kenda I could easily change out with just my hands 
because it was so thin, light, and flexible. The Schwalbe, on the other hand, is just the opposite 
(thick, heavy, inflexible, and a real bear to change), but the good news is that you would rarely,  
if ever, need to change the Marathon-Plus due to a puncture situation. During this changing of  
the trailer tire, I also noticed the huge difference between the standard inner tube and the Q-
Tube: There simply is no comparison, other than they both hold air! The Q-Tube is thick and  
heavy by comparison,  but  when you’re out  in the hinterlands of  nowhere,  it’s  sure a great  



feeling to know your tires and tubes won’t let you down!

“Lesson learned? Do it right at home the first time! Don’t skimp. I should have bitten the bullet  
and equipped the trailer like I had the trike, but I figured I’d take the chance. I figured wrong.  
The  right  trailer  tire  loses  its  air  over  the  course of  a  week,  so I  will  eventually  put  my  
remaining Q-Tube in it. This tire/tube scenario is one of those things one really doesn’t learn  
except on a long overland trek. It made a believer out of me.

“The three wheels on my trike are all the same size, 20 inches, which works well for my needs.  
The smaller rear wheel  adds to  the trike’s hill  climbing capability.  High speed road trikes  
sometimes have 700C rear wheels, which helps the top-end speed, but since I was going to  
ascend many long and steep mountain passes on this expedition with a heavy load, I am happy  
to have had the 20 inch rear. Another plus is that I only had to carry one size of spare tube, tire,  
and liner. If anything went wrong with any of the five tires, I had what I needed. By way of  
comparison, a person riding a trike with 20 inch fronts, a 700C rear, and pulling a BOB trailer  
with a 16 inch wheel has to carry 3 sizes of spare tire, tube, and liner to be fully covered. I am a  
simple guy, so I like to keep things simple!

“The stock gearing on my Q was not the best for my needs. It was geared more for high speed  
and moderate hills. The front chain rings that came with the trike originally were 30-42-52, the  
30 being fine for hill climbing with just the rider and the rig … no trailer or heavy panniers. I  
installed a crankset with 24-36-50 chain rings instead, the 24 being much better for climbing 
the passes with a heavy load, and the 50 being okay still for decent top-end speed on the flat.  
What I found surprising with the new setup is the middle chain ring of 36 teeth. This turned out 
to be just what I needed for moderate hills, as I could often remain in the midgear front, and by  
shifting down the rear cassette to low, it was possible to climb quite a few long, but moderate,  
grades without downshifting the front to the 24. In fact, the first few miles leaving Stovepipe  
Wells heading up notorious Towne Pass, my eyes told me 24, but reality turned out 36, all the  
way to the big sweeping curve that takes the road in a generally southern direction. From there  
on up, it was mostly the 24 however.

“With  the new front  crankset,  came shorter  cranks:  152 millimeters instead of  170 on the  
Campagnolo I removed. Matt wonders if the shorter arms led to my Achilles over-stress issues.  
I suppose that may be possible, as I was turning more revolutions per minute (RPM) and had  
less torque each stroke. Clearly, the fewer strokes over the course of a long trip, the less chance  
for a repetitive stress injury, as the rider is literally cranking out hundreds of thousands of  
revolutions each week. And with a shorter cranks, the RPM are higher. I will have to give this  
further thought. At the time I was looking into a new crankset, I could not find any with 165 to  
170 mm arms that had a 22 or 24 small chain ring. I could have gone to a mountain bike  
crankset, which I almost did, but decided against it because the large chain ring was only 46  
teeth if  I  remember correctly,  which would not allow me enough top-end speed on the flat  
stretches.

“The rear of the Q received an 11 to 34 mountain bike cassette, which proved to be just right.  
The range allowed for low-end pulling power for the steep grades with my load. Matt installed  
the cassette for me, back when I was still in my initial learning phases. I also lengthened the  
chain a little, because Norm Nieberlein, the original owner of the trike, had shorter legs, which 
necessitated me lengthening the boom a fair amount. Essentially, these changes front and rear  
were akin to putting a new transmission and drive train in an automobile, the differences being  
that I could perform all this in my own garage for very little money and no labor. Once a  



person comes up to speed on doing these modifications, it becomes apparent that no longer 
does being chained to a auto repair business have to be a part of life. How refreshing, and easy  
on the pocketbook!

“My pedals are dual-sided, with SPD attachment points on one side, and nothing but a regular 
flat pedal on the other. They came off a Catrike. Initially, I was going to use my Shimano SPD 
sandals as my main footgear on this expedition, but chose otherwise at the eleventh hour. The  
decision was a good one, as it was nice to use just one pair of shoes, rather than having to 
change if I wanted to hike or walk around, and I also learned that my feet would have been way 
too cold if I had gone with sandals. This necessitated me having to install some type of foot  
retention device to the non-SPD side of the pedals, because if your foot slips off the pedal while 
in a fast downhill descent, your leg will be slammed into the cross-frame of the trike, which  
could break the bone.

“I used a product called Power Grips, a flexible and ultra sturdy strap that “locks” the foot to  
the pedal, only requiring a simple twist to get out. Unlike a bicycle, where the feet are above the 
pedal, on a trike, the feet are behind the pedal … there is no support to counteract the pull of  
gravity. The Power Grips took care of that little issue perfectly.

“I placed a rearview mirror on each handlebar end, which allowed me to see what was coming  
from behind. The panniers required me to turn the mirrors out a little more to see around them,  
and the trailer,  which was offset  to  the  left,  required yet  more tweaking  of  the left  mirror.  
Mirrors are essential gear out on the road, and I highly recommend one for each side. It’s nice 
to see what is about to overtake you, especially when a shoulder-less bridge is coming up, or a 
blind  right-hand curve.  I  don’t  like  surprises when it  comes to  3,000+ pound automobiles  
whizzing by me unannounced.

“The shifters on my Q are the twist grip variety.  Most experienced cyclists that I  have run 
across to date seem to prefer the bar-end shifters over twist grip, however, I found no fault with  
what I have. I enjoyed them for a strange reason: the handlebars are longer than I would like, a  
condition that I believe is necessitated due to the fact that this is the narrow track design, and if  
they were shorter, they would interfere with the front fenders and tires when turning sharply. So, 
I often keep my hands down low on the grips, with my thumb and forefinger gripping the bottom 
of the rubber and the rest of my hand just hanging off below. With the twist grip shifter, I can  
still shift without having to move my hands up to where a bar-end shifter would be. Having 
never had bar-end shifters, I cannot speak from experience about them, but I can say here that I  
like the twist grips just fine for my application.

“Fenders adorn my front tires. I would not be without fenders on a trike. For one thing, my 
hands are pretty darn close to the front tires during travel, and occasionally, a hand can come  
in contact with a tire without a fender, which is not a good thing if speed is up. For another,  
when going through water or road gunk, it sure is nice not to have it thrown onto pant legs or 
elsewhere. I also have a rear fender, built into the rear luggage rack. Okay, the right fender  
rattles at speed on some roads, something I have yet to track down and eliminate, but hey, I’ll  
take that rattle for the benefits of the fender.

“The mesh seat is a wonderful invention, and lets me travel for days in comfort. It does take 
some adjusting of the rear tension straps however to get it just right. I have it mostly perfected,  
but still have to figure out how to relieve some tension on one of my mid-back vertebra, which  
is a little sore from the long haul. Fortunately, I had just enough rest days here and there that  



the rubbing did not develop into a full blown sore area that caused any unbearable pain, like a  
blister in a hiking boot might. I think that if I tighten the straps above and below the vertebra,  
and loosen the one immediately under the vertebra, it might be just the ticket. I plan on doing  
that this week while relaxing in the high desert.

“Another highly recommended item is the headrest! Although much of the time I prefer to keep  
my head in a vertical position, there are times that resting it is mighty fine and relaxing. This  
sometimes occurs on long tedious uphills, where hours may go by at a snail’s pace. On a really  
steep hill, leaning the head back is very comfortable. On steep descents, on the other hand, I  
prefer to not use the headrest. Also, if the roadbed is rough, using the headrest jars the brain  
too much for comfort. It’s just nice to know it’s there when I want it.

“Speaking of long steep ascents up mountain passes, my view of hills has changed over the  
course of the past weeks. Being a normal fun-loving adrenaline junkie, I wanted the downhills  
for the sheer excitement of the ride (40+ MPH is a real kick on a trike), and uphills … well,  
they are something that many cyclists would rather do without. Then, on my seemingly endless  
traverse of the Panamint Range on November 6th, my modest brain had a light illuminate an 
important, but overlooked, point …

“One of the main reasons I transitioned from a car to a trike was to add functional years to my 
life through ramping up my fitness endeavors. I realized that cruising downhill at high speed,  
only 9 inches off the asphalt, and with the wind whipping through my clothes, I was having a 
positive emotional surge, but what was I accomplishing for my body? Nothing, really! I was  
just sitting there … might as well be in a car, right? Clearly, uphills are my friends! I know,  
you’re saying that this guy has really lost it now. Who wants to spend all day pedaling up a 
killer grade? Well, for my life goals, these challenging ascents are precisely what I want, for the  
work involved in getting to the top is what works my heart, lungs, and determination.

“These things make me stronger and more fit … physically and mentally. My friends (the hills  
and mountain passes) will keep me alive and youthful when my contemporaries are suffering 
from atherosclerosis, heart attacks, and strokes. When others are being shoveled six feet under, I  
hope to still be disappearing over the crest of yet one more pass. If I have to go, let it be in the  
great outdoors with the freedom of my trike, rather than in an assisted living facility in front of  
a television, lacking the memory to recall my days on the Q.

“The trike and trailer were beacons visible from afar, whether the sun was up, or the night was  
dark as a cave. I had two flagpoles that topped out at 8 feet, one located on the trike, and one  
on  the  trailer.  They  were  day  glow  green,  somewhat  faded  now,  but  still  visible.  I  had 
traditional day glow orange flags on each pole. I also had one large bright yellow flag on the  
trike pole, as a color blind friend of mine said that it is not uncommon for many color blind 
people to see day glow orange as just a muddy brown color, an object that would simply get lost  
in their visible spectrum. He told me that yellow is something he can readily see, and that it  
stands out clearly above any other color. So, I covered my bases and included both colors, as 
well as some day glow orange and pink surveyor’s ribbon on the trailer pole.

“I also had expensive reflective tapes adhered to the trailer and trike, which were like super 
bright lights for cars coming from behind at night. Several drivers said I was visible from far  
away at night when their lights struck my many reflectors. I also had a pricey 10-LED flashing  
red light array for the rear, and a marine rescue strobe, visible for miles in a dark sky. My front  
headlight was so bright that I could easily navigate with it in pitch dark, but of course, it went  



through batteries pretty fast, as it is on constantly. My tail light, which I kept in flashing mode,  
is still on its first set of batteries. The marine strobe is on its second battery.

“Day or night,  I  never had any issues with cars or trucks seeing my odd 10-foot long rig  
anywhere. Even in the heavy rush-hour traffic of Klamath Falls, Oregon (hit that just right, ha  
ha), I was given the utmost respect and afforded courtesies that I would not have received had I  
been in a car. I was a real sight, something that folks are not used to, a fellow that a fair  
number of people thought was disabled. Whatever they thought, my experience of this trip tells  
me that fearing traffic is not what one might suspect prior to venturing out on an overland trek 
of several weeks.

“In Death Valley, I even dispensed with wearing my helmet most of the time. The spaces are so 
wide open, and I was clearly visible day or night for a half mile or more, that I just stopped  
worrying about it finally. If you check out some of the photographs, you’ll see a tan baseball-
type cap on my head, with flowing cotton sides that protect me from the sun. It’s a desert hat,  
designed  by  a  company  called  Sequel  for  folks  in  hot  and  sunny  climates.  It  was  more 
comfortable than the helmet, and afforded excellent sun shade protection (I don’t use chemical  
sunblocks of any kind). The helmet I primarily wore in the event that I would accidentally put a  
wheel over the side of one of the many mountain passes I traversed, or if I had a blowout at  
speed.

“In the national park, the roads I took were open with no steep drop-offs, so by wearing the  
hat, I could get off, take a walk, or talk with people and not have to change headgear. I did  
wear the helmet over Towne Pass, during the final hours of this expedition, not out of worry due 
to  motorized  traffic,  but  rather  because  of  my  planned  descent  from  the  summit  into  the  
Panamint Valley. The descent, of about 10 miles, is exceptionally steep, and with speeds of 40  
to 50 miles per hour, I felt a helmet would be a wise head-topper. Having a trike accident at  
those speeds, while unlikely, is not something that a soft cap would handle too well when it  
comes to protecting my gray matter.

“The aluminum tube that I had fabricated to hold my headlight and tail light next to my head 
worked perfectly. I wanted to be able to turn each on or off by simply reaching up to the left  
side of my head while riding. I did not want to stop to do these things. On my planned night  
moonlight rides, this was great, as I kept the headlight off until an oncoming car was about a  
quarter mile away, and then I easily switched it on (the switch was not far from my left ear). I  
wanted my visibility lights to be near my head, to let motorists at night know a person was  
somewhere close by. Riding at night with the moon as my only illumination was a memorable  
experience  I  wouldn’t  trade  for  anything.  You  just  can’t  feel  this  in  a  car  under  any  
circumstances. Only inches off the ground, at the level of plants and animals, it’s quite a rush 
getting to know the natural world as only a triker can.

“Each night, I removed my panniers from the trike, and placed them in my tent. Some friends of 
mine on a trike trip prior to mine did not do this, and they had one pannier eaten through by a 
squirrel one night. I learned that the easy way. I also had a large bell on the trike luggage rack,  
and one on the trailer. They are typically called bear bells, but that was not why I used them.  
Initially, my reason for placing them on my rig was to alert me at night if some thief were  
rumbling about my gear, or if some animal were to mount my rig in search of food or nesting  
material. The slightest movement of trike or trailer would cause the bells to emit a pleasant and 
soft jingle. I learned on this trip that any fears of this nature that I had were largely unfounded,  
as the bells never sounded at night.



“But an unexpected joy came from them! Traveling along the roads of rural America, out where  
my only company was the natural world, these bells would sing a merry tune when the roads  
became rough surfaced. I actually grew to enjoy this sound, and it became part of my expected  
daily sensory delights.

“Tagging along behind the Q every day was a flatbed trailer, loaded with a Rubbermaid 35  
gallon Action Packer storage trunk. I chose to pull a trailer because of the extremely remote 
roadways that I had planned to travel, especially through the Nevada and California desert  
regions. This cargo area allowed me to be totally self-sufficient for long periods of time, which  
meant that if I didn’t find a store from which to purchase food, it was no big deal. Of course, the  
downside of pulling a trailer is the weight, which translates in slower mountain pass ascents,  
more  stress  on  joints,  and  problematic  situations  when riding  on  non-paved surfaces.  The  
upside is that on mountain descents, I picked up speed quicker due to the weight … more rolling  
mass kept things going well.

“I estimate that the trailer, Rubbermaid cargo trunk, and my food supply added up to roughly  
130 pounds or more. I also carried 5 extra liters of water in the trailer. For me, it is a good 
feeling to know that I can pitch camp anywhere and have the supplies I need to eat, drink, and  
survive. I may seek ways to minimize the weight next journey, for I doubt I could do without a  
trailer on a really long haul through remote territory. Shorter trips, where towns are abundant,  
may not require a trailer. Let’s put it this way: If I could do without one, I would, as I prefer the  
speed and mobility of the trike unencumbered.

“When I first bought the trike, with its undersized Kenda road tires, and I looked down at the  
vehicle,  my mind pondered what I was about to do. I was planning on riding this machine  
hundreds of miles, through three states, on the most secluded roads I could find … all this with  
no chase crew or backup close at hand. I must admit that after spending 43 years driving cars,  
and feeling secure in the fast-moving steel boxes, the thought of being so exposed on a tricycle,  
so low to the ground, with no heavy frame protecting my body was tweaking my mind in odd 
ways. Would this small vehicle actually get me where I wanted to go? Sure, it was made by the  
trike company that has been doing this for over 20 years, I told myself. They must know what  
they’re doing!

“Still,  a  low-level  apprehension  existed  in  my  psyche  at  the  onset.  As  the  days  rolled  by 
however, and moved into weeks, it became very clear to me that the ICE Qnt was not going to 
fall apart or leave me stranded. Every day, it performed flawlessly, no matter the weather or  
road conditions. It got wet, frozen, dusty, and dirty, yet it still kept me mobile. Dirt got on the  
chain, dérailleurs, and sprockets, yet it all still functioned. The only problem I experienced was 
that I applied the parking brakes when I got to the Diamond Lake Lodge in the Cascade Range 
at four in the morning while I warmed up and ate breakfast … and when I came out in the 
frigid air, found that the cables were frozen in place. Lesson: Don’t apply parking brakes in  
sub-freezing weather! This was my mistake, not a flaw in the trike.

“I  most  assuredly  endorse  the  trikes  made  by  Inspired  Cycle  Engineering,  and would  not  
hesitate taking my Q on another expedition! In fact, that is what I hope to do in 2011, perhaps  
touring Oregon’s outback, a region seen by few of the state’s residents due to it wide and remote 
expanses in the southeastern quadrant of the state. I also think that a trip to Alaska would be  
quite the adventure. On a recumbent trike, only one’s imagination and determination set the  
boundaries of where travel is possible. There are so many upsides to trekking on a trike that it  



has me hooked. The ICE Qnt is quite a ride, totally capable of transporting me anywhere I want  
to go.  The boys in Britain know their stuff, and do a great job in designing and building their  
trikes. 

“This  expedition  forms  my  entry  into  future  life  explorations  through  the  natural  world,  
journeys that I will continue to make because I have learned that I feel at home while on them.  
Most of us search for who we are, seeking a purpose behind our fleeting time in this life. I  
believe I have found my path, one that my tricycle helps me travel. I do not fit into traditional  
cultural norms, so neither does my newly acquired means of transport.  By embarking upon 
challenging physical voyages in the backcountry, my mind is also becoming stronger, and I can 
look at myself and feel strong in my convictions. And with the rugged explorers I met on this  
journey,  who  were  also  living  on  the  edge  and  pushing  their  limits,  I  found  a  powerful  
connection that was instantly sensed, a tie that bonds through unspoken thoughts – this was one  
of my finest unexpected joys.

“Traveling on the ICE Q through three western states opened my eyes to another world. The 
stable and reliable recumbent trike allows for swift and comfortable travel that is not restricted 
by the specter of long distances. Leaving no toxins in the wake, my silent passage along the 
little known byways of the west permitted me to pitch undetected stealth camps in the wilds. It  
was a feeling of total freedom, not under the control of any petroleum delivery systems … a 
freedom powered by the trike pilot himself. Hiking and backpacking are also modes of travel I  
find enjoyable, and will continue to weave into the fabric of my human-powered existence. Get 
a trike … give a holler … let’s take a trip into a world known by few. I’m always open to new  
adventures and new friends! Take care ...”

- Steve

 

  


