
CMYK

 The Terrace Standard, Wednesday, August 1, 2007 - B1

T E R R A C E S T A N D A R D

COMMUNITYDUSTIN
QUEZADA 638-7283

By DUSTIN QUEZADA

SOMETIMES, THE person 
behind a story is as intriguing 
as the story itself.

Such is the case with 
Damián López, a 34-year-
old Argentinian who made 
a stop in Terrace last week 
as part of a two-continent bi-
cycle trek.

“My idea is to do the 
whole Americas – 16 to 17 
countries,” he said, while 
sitting in the Jack Pine Flats 
kitchen of Lovina Tyler and 
Dennis Gibney.

He met the couple in 
Alaska, where his trip began 
July 18.

But, as López explains, 
the trip really began years 
earlier.

He says he’s always had 
a passion for cycling and, in 
1999, when he was a PhD 
chemistry student in his 
home city of Mar del Plata, 
the plan was hatched.

He was biking in the An-
des Mountains when he met 
a Swiss man, who had rid-
den from North America.

“We met at Jama Pass at 
4,800 metres,” said López, 
who would befriend Jonas 
and talk of their cycling ad-
ventures.

López fi nished his studies 
and worked in his fi eld for 
three years, along the way 
envisioning his own two-
wheeled odyssey through 
the Americas.

While working in Eu-
rope, he purchased his bicy-
cle, which he named Maira 
(he gives the name of a girl 
he doesn’t know to each of 
his bikes).

And during the last year, 
he got acquainted with Ca-
nadian culture in a most un-
usual way. He was the chief 
scientist aboard the Quebec 
ship Sedna IV studying the 
effects of climate change in 
the Antarctic.

On the return trip to North 
America, López took the op-
portunity to load Maira and 

his gear, sending it north-
ward with the crew.

He then spent two months 
in Mar del Plata fi nalizing 
and tying up loose ends for 
the trip.

One of those details was 
linking up with a non-profi t 
group that would benefi t 
from any donations he re-
ceives.

That was important for 
the well spoken López be-
cause, he says, “At this point 
in my life, I have to do things 
more than just for fun.”

He hooked up with SOS 
Children’s Villages, a group 
that helps children without 
families.

In his pitch, he showed 
his curriculum and scientifi c 
background.

“I said ‘I’m going to do 
this trip regardless and I 
want to help you,’” López 
said.

A visit to the kids, who 
were amazed by his bike and 
his plan, cemented the mar-
riage for López, who plans 
to visit all the “villages” 
along his route between here 
and Argentina.

The fi rst one is in Delta, 
just east of Vancouver and 
then they’re “full of them in 
Mexico and south.”

He’ll make a report of his 
visits upon his return.

But for now, it’s all about 
making ground, adventures 
and new friends.

He began his trek with a 
1,300-kilometre ride from 
Anchorage, Alaska to Daw-
son City, Yukon on the Top 
of the World Highway. That 
was followed by the famous 
Dempster Highway, a 671-
km stretch of road linking 
the Yukon and Northwest 
Territories.

“It’s very nice, scenic 
and tiring,” said López of 
the only road in Canada that 
crosses the Arctic Circle.

“It was a long haul – nine 
days on the road, crossing 
the Arctic Circle and con-
tinuous daylight.”

He has since ridden Alas-
kan islands on a ferry system 
so new it wasn’t included in 
any of his guides books.

Tyler and her husband, 
who invited him to stay 
with them for a pair of days, 

praises him for his curiosity 
and manners.

“We’ve enjoyed hav-
ing him here. He’s just on 
a wonderful pilgrimmage,” 
said Tyler.

He says he’s met about 
150 people so far, including 
others doing similar trips.

He knows of a dozen oth-
ers cycling the Americas 
through word of mouth, the 
internet and actual contact 
with three of them, includ-
ing another South American, 
Columbian Oscar Canon.

The pair rode together the 
scenic route from Prince Ru-
pert to Terrace.

Upon their arrival, the 
famished pair pleaded with 
an Alberta group in an RV 
for some food and were 
happy to get a handful of 
sausages.

López, who is fi nancing 
the estimated two-year trip 
by himself, says the constant 
cycling keeps him always 
hungry.

He tries to eat for free 
when he can but when he 
can’t he typically will eat 
oatmeal, cereal bars and 

tea or coffee in the morn-
ing, crackers with cheese 
and tuna or turkey for lunch 
and dry, or instant, food at 
night.

In a town, he might 
splurge for a taste of some-
thing different.

And besides friends and 
family, it is food that he 
misses from his homeland.

“When I’m cycling and 
I’m hungry, I dream about 
foods I eat back home,” he 
said.

López was to continue 
his journey south last week-
end, with a tentative plan to 
ride to Jasper, then Banff, 
Yoho and Glacier national 
parks, Kamloops, the Kettle 
Trail, Vancouver, Sydney 
and off to Port Angeles in 
Washington State by mid-
September.

He calls that his “Plan 
A.”

“I’m still attached to the 
main plan but I’m looking at 
alternatives,” he said.

López’s progress can be 
followed on a comprehen-
sive website. Go to: www.
jamerboi.com.ar.

By SARAH ARTIS

SLEEPING ON the fl oor of 
a stranger’s home in Terrace 
was just fi ne for Julián Romo 
this past Canada day.

In past trips in foreign 
lands, he’s dealt with many 
unknowns and many worse 
beds.

In fact, he’s used to 
sleeping on the side of the 
highway – just as he plans to 
do for the next two months 
while cycling to the north-
ernmost tip of Canada with 
two of his closest friends.

Eight years ago, Romo, 
41, was one of a group of 
cyclists from Madrid, Spain, 
who decided to bike around 
the world.

He was by no means an 
experienced biker but his 
friends calculated that bik-
ing was the cheapest form 
of transportation that would 
allow them to stay on the 
road for the longest length 
of time.

At fi rst Romo was reluc-
tant to commit, but fi guring 
he had nothing to lose, he 
said, “Why not?”

So the group, which in-
cluded him and two of his 
best friends, set south for 
Morocco in October 1999.

Picking up and drop-
ping off fellow cyclists and 
separating from time to time 
along the way, the group 
spent the next few months 
pedalling up and down the 
two sides of the continent. 

Stopping to work when 
necessary, over the next few 
years, they made their way 
around Asia, Oceania and 
South America.

It was an adventure with 
no set schedule, Romo said. 
Everything was fl exible and 
he did whatever he felt like.

If he met someone – great, 
he would stay somewhere 
longer. If not, he pedalled 
on.

Having arrived in Carta-
gena, Colombia, in February 
2005, Romo decided to re-
turn to his job as a fi lm stud-
ies sound teacher in Madrid. 

He’d hardly seen his fam-
ily or friends and was ready 
to settle down some. 

Romo left his nomadic 
lifestyle behind for two 
years but recently, his feet 
got itchy again.

So for his summer holi-
days, he is cycling across 
Canada, joining two of his 
closest friends who are still 
on the road exploring North 
America.

Romo arrived in Vancou-
ver June 30 – his fi rst time 
ever on the continent – spent 
the night with friends there, 
then fl ew to Terrace July 1. 

Here he stayed with 
friends of friends who drove 
him to Kitwanga the next 
day.

He hitchhiked to Stewart 
and reunited with two of the 
original members of the cy-
cling group that left Madrid 
almost a decade ago. 

This will be the fi rst time 
they will all have been to-
gether again in fi ve years. 

“It will be good,” Romo 
said.

Now they are on the road 
to Inuvik – three men and 
six wheels.

“We travel around 80-
100 kilometres a day, bik-
ing around six hours a day,” 
Romo said.

But it always depends 
on what they fi nd along the 
way.

“I’m always hungry,” he 
added.

Though cycling across 
the country is a physical feat, 
the work is mostly mental, 
Romo continued.

The three travellers plan 
to arrive in Inuvik at the end 
of August. 

From there, they will re-
turn to Vancouver and then 
Romo will be off again to 
Spain.

For more information on 
Romo’s past travels visit 
www.mundocaracol.com/
bicicletos/inicio.asp.

Treading through
Two global riders heading in opposite directions stop in Terrace

CONTINENTAL cyclist Damián López says he doesn’t even have a driver’s license. DUSTIN QUEZADA PHOTO

Science 
takes 
backseat 
to trek

Worldy ride resumes

JULIÁN Martínez Romo (Juli) at Kitwanga gas staion, 
ready to hitchhike to Stewart. SARAH ARTIS PHOTO

Earth, Water, Sky

While I’m out goggling at the moun-
tains, the colours in an approaching 
night’s sky, or the ferocity of the 
Skeena’s power, I wonder if ev-

eryone’s as enthralled by landscape, by what the 
earth’s doing and growing, by how the weather 
changes as I am?  Considering some of my friends 
and family members, I think, maybe, yes.

Is this almost obsessive appreciation something 
unique to people who live where untouched, un-
manicured, unruly nature thrives in an easily view-
able/touchable way? Or is it something human pe-
riod, to be moved by nature, to sense in it some 
divine hand?  Whatever the answer, I’m again 
enamored and wanting to write about earth, water, 
and sky.

Digging in my two small fl owerbeds—perhaps 
more appropriately called dirt beds—was strange, 
but still oddly satisfying this season. Normally I 
start rooting about in late March/early April.

I strive to stave off weeds, perhaps improve the 
winter snug earth with fertilizer, peat moss or just a 
bag or two of topsoil, and get everything loosened 
up for that lovely time when I will pack the empty 
spaces full of bright annuals.

This year, it was June before I even put a hand 
to the ground (I had made a woeful bed check ear-
lier to see how my perennials had fared during the 
extra long, cold winter—They seemed killed off, 
but you’ll be relieved to know that now they’re 
fi ne. They just really slept in.).

Anyway, as I dug about in these places that were 
mostly just chunks of earth that I was keeping weed 
free, I found it weirdly fun. Apparently what I like 
best about gardening is the feeling of dirt.

As time went on and the sun fi nally came out a 
little, letting people’s poor heat starved plants put 
out some blooms, I succumbed to my craving for 
fl owers. I’m enjoying them, but I’m still sort of sur-
prised by how great it was just to have open dirt.

With my yard fi nally “spring cleaned” (the fi rst 
week of summer holidays), it was time to com-
mence with the most important task of summer: 
fi nding a lake to haunt.

Lakelse will always be special to me, but my 
kids are getting to the age where they’re keen to 
fi nd their own magical places. Apparently Summer 
’07 is Lost Lake summer. I have to acknowledge 
their taste.  There is something extra wonderful 
about that deep (warm) bowl of green water rimmed 
with mountains and trees on every side.  There’s a 
raft to plunge from and I revel in the silken, sooth-
ing water against my sunburned skin (oops!).  And 
then there’s the fresh lake scent which is so hard to 
describe, but so good to gulp in.

The other day I swam for so long that I watched 
afternoon turn into night. At one point when I put 
my face into the water, I felt like if I just opened 
my mouth, I would be able to breathe… Wouldn’t 
that be fantastic?

Of course, I’ve inhaled enough water in my life 
to know that appealing or not, it’s not possible. 
Still, it’s fun to imagine. Halfway around the lake’s 
edge sits a huge mud pit to wallow in. My son’s life 
feels complete too.

Beginning, during, or fi nishing the day, my at-
tention is regularly drawn to sky. I love early morn-
ing’s pinks, purples and gold, and how on cloudy 
days, the yawning grey looks as tired as I am pre-
coffee.

I am mesmerized by the various shades of blue 
the daytime sky wears: baby blue, denim blue, a 
blue so bright and vivid against the green tree line 
that it looks like it must be digitally enhanced, but 
of course that’s just silly!

And then there are night skies—The most in-
triguing to me.  Maybe because in Terrace, you can 
watch the light sneak out while the dark creeps up 
behind it.

I don’t know what combination of sunlight, 
breeze and scent in the air makes you feel that 
everything’s okay, that anything’s possible. I don’t 
know what texture (dirt, lake, blanket on the grass?) 
or what discovered views give you rush of pure 
happy, but I know they’re out there.

The days are long and the light fades with deli-
cious slowness, but don’t be tricked; our endless 
summer nights will end. Put off your chores. Get 
outside, rain or shine. Have fun. Don’t wait.

J U S T  A  T H O U G H T

EV BISHOP
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“I love early morning’s pinks, 
purples and gold, and how 
on cloudy days, the yawning 
grey looks as tired as I am pre-
coffee.”


