IMPERIAL COLLEGE
CYCLING EXPEDITION

This report is about the journey of five Imperial College students from Paris to Dakar, raising money
for the charity Action Against Hunger. It details much of the preparation and the hardships faced by
the team, who hope it will encourage and be useful to anyone planning a similar trip.
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This report details the European leg of an expedition undertaken by five Imperial College London students
cycling from Paris, France, to Dakar, Senegal, between the 16™ June and 1% September 2012. Extracts of the
African leg of the journey taken from the expedition website www.paristodakar.org have been included to give
a more complete overview of the entire expedition. The total distance covered was more than 5500 km. The
European leg of the journey, supported by the Imperial College Expedition Board, terminated in Gibraltar,
Spain, a distance of about 2346 km.

On route the expedition went through France, Spain, Morocco, Western Sahara, Mauritania and Senegal. For
the majority of the European leg the team travelled between towns on the Camino de Santiago, a pilgrimage
network with many routes leading to Santiago de Compostela in North West Spain, taking advantage of the
cheap accommodation provided by the Pellegrinos hostels. During the journey the team passed through many
momentous geographical features including the Pyrenees mountains, the Atlas mountains, the Anti-Atlas
mountains and ultimately the Sahara desert. Sleeping arrangements varied day by day; sometimes the team
found itself sleeping in car parks while on some better days it was treated to the luxuries of a cheap Moroccan
roadside hotel.

The main aim of the expedition was to cycle, carrying all the necessary gear on the bicycle, from Paris to
Dakar. Peripheral aims of the expedition were:

1 Document the trip with emphasis on the team, cultures and sites we encountered through photography and
video.

1 Raise awareness and money for the charity Action Against Hunger, who are working to stop the on-going
food crisis in the Sahel region of West Africa.

1 Encourage other young people to step out of their comfort zone and take part in exciting ventures.

ii. The team cycling through a tree-lined road somewhere in France.


http://www.paristodakar.org/

The team was made up entirely of Imperial College undergraduates: three second year Mechanical Engineers,
one fourth year Mechanical Engineer and a Second year Physicist. Each member of the team was assigned a
specific role for the expedition.

Shamoon Qurashi - Leader

2" Year Mechanical Engineer, Imperial College London

Experience:
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Been riding a bike since the age of four. Experienced with different surface conditions. Bikes to
university every day. Rides in Richmond park twice a week.

Mountain biking in the Himalayas to improve stamina during the holidays.

Member of Imperial college Boxing club, Triathlon club.

Was the Guardian (Head Boy) of Gordonstoun School, took part in multiple expeditions in the Scottish
Cairngorms.

Took part in cross country runs and swim competitions in Scotland.

Sailed in the Tall Ships Race from Finland to Lithuania and then brought boat back to Scotland.

Was a member of The Corps of Canoe Lifeguards, marshalled races on Scottish loch

Expedition First Aid trained

Multiple hiking trips in the Himalayas and Hindu Kush in Pakistan.

iii. Shamoon tucking into a dish of Yassa Poulet, a Senegalese specialty.



Christopher Charles - Treasurer and Trainer

2" Year Physicist, Imperial College London

Experience:
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Have completed Duke of Edinburgh Gold award which involved several expeditions lasting up to a
week around Dartmoor National Park.

Was elected Head of Army cadets at KGSCCF. Have completed numerous field training exercises,
leadership courses and survival courses.

Until shortly a member of ULOTC where | continued with leadership and survival training.

Done several caving expeditions in the Yorkshire Dales.

Have completed the Army Tour Skiing Course.

Last year completed the Highlander Mountain Marathon.

Occasionally run triathlon rep sessions on a Thursday as well as circuit training for Imperial Athletics
and Cross Country of which | am a keen member.

Between 2006-2010 | rowed with KGSBC training 8 times a week and winning a variety of medals
including one silver and one bronze at National level. Was also elected Boat Club Vice Captain.

Have been First Aid trained and have some experience with Combat First Aid Training.

Have completed the Royal Marines Amphibious Warfare course for cadets (2006).

Climbing with Outdoor societies.

Completed London-Brighton cycle ride many times.

High level French for use in France and West Africa.
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iv. Chris sported a new haircut for the expedition.



Edward Brial - Medical and Liaison Officer and Photography

2" Year Mechanical Engineer, Imperial College London

Experience:
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I have become an avid and experienced cyclist through years of cycling. | have put together my own
bike on which | commute a minimum 70 miles a week through central London. Every summer | take my
bike down to the South of France where | go for extended rides on a fixed gear which improves fitness
at a greater rate. | now go to spin class every week and go for around 2, 3-5 mile runs a week.

| started taking photography more seriously at GCSE but | have owned a camera since the age of 5.
From 2005 - 2007 | became more conscious of my surroundings around me and the concept of
composition and subject. | took lots of photos of the urban landscape and of skateboarding. Throughout
my A-levels my focus turned to post production through Photoshop and physical deformation. Then
during my foundation | came back to using film (Having only used it as a child). Once | started using
film | became far more aware of the controls of the camera and how to manipulate my photos before
processing, therefore giving my images a clearer voice.

During my A-levels and art foundation | took a great deal of interest into video and sound art. Again by
practice | came to grips with the general procedure of filming, and | also learned how to edit film using
final cut. Sound art brought me into the realms of music production and | taught myself how to use
Ableton Live.

Cycled to Brighton from London.

Expedition First Aid training

Co-found and became Chairman of SB Imperial (Skateboard and BMX).

v. Ed in desert gear.



Benedict Pfender - Bicycle Maintenance and Photography

2" Year Mechanical Engineer, Imperial College London

Experience:

1

I initially just wanted a quick commuter bike and have since found a passion for road cycling. | now
commute 40 miles a week through London and believe the rigours of cycling through the chaos of the
city have honed my cycling skills. | am also training with spin classes every week and a regular longer
ride on the weekends.

I am an experienced mountain biker, having been introduced to the sport and trained by a friend who is
sponsored by a team. Mountain biking has allowed me to gain experience of riding exposed to the
elements. | have been on a trip to Scotland with friends where | spent a week cycling around 15 miles a
day in hilly and technical terrain.

As a result of my keen interest in bikes, and having stripped both my bikes down to the bearings to
perform numerous repairs, replacements and adjustments, | am well versed and confident in my skills
in maintaining and keeping a bike running, as well as being able to patch things up in an emergency.

| have always had a keen interest in photography and have always taken photos. It is however only in
the past few years that | have really aimed at developing the artistic side of my work. | have also
rediscovered a love for film, especially black and white and regularly develop my photos in the
university darkroom.

I believe that my skills as a photographer will help bring home the visual element of our expedition. |
aim to get more than just a snapshot; rather | try to capture the feeling of the moment. Nevertheless, |
am completely proficient technically as regards cameras and equipment.

s
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vi. Ben in windy Western Sahara.



Daniel Hyde - Bicycle Maintenance and Video
4™ Year Mechanical Engineer, Imperial College London

Experience:

1

I am a keen cyclist, enjoying road biking and BMX the most. Through these disciplines | have learnt to
work on bikes and am capable of assembling bikes from scratch and fixing most problems, including
being able to true and build wheels. BMX has also introduced me to filming and photography. | regularly
film and edit BMX and skateboarding edits (short films) and publish them online.

Organised and undertaken cycle tours lasting between 3 and 10 days in the UK and France, typically
riding 80 miles per day.

Commute to university every day cycling a minimum of 50 miles per week. It has taught me skills to
deal with cycling in traffic. In the holidays | cycle between 100-200 miles per week for fitness and
enjoyment, often going on Sunday club runs with Stourbridge CC.

Completed the expedition section of the Duke of Edinburgh Gold award, undertaking several three and
four day walking expeditions in the Lake District and Snowdonia.

Cofounded and serve as vice-Chairman of Imperial SB (Skateboard and BMX) Society.

vii. Dan exploring an art exhibition at the French Institute in Dakar.



Day Date Destination Notes Dist. (km)

1 16/06 Paris Hotel

2 17/06 Orlean Campsite 120

3 18/06 Tours Youth Hostel 140

4 19/06 Poitiers Youth Hostel 120

5 20/06 Cognac Campsite with river swimming 140

6 21/06 Bordeaux Youth Hostel 120

7 22/06 Bordeaux Youth Hostel Rest day
8 23/06 Castets Campsite 148

9 24/06 Biarritz Campsite 70

10 25/06 On-route Roadside camp in Pyrenees 70

11 26/06 Pamplona Peregrinos Hostel 60

12 27106 Pamplona Peregrinos Hostel Rest day
13 28/06 Logrono Campsite 100
14 29/06 Briviesca Camped in carpark 110
15 30/06 Burgos Peregrinos Hostel 60

16 31/06 Palencia Camped in carpark 90

17 01/07 Tordesillas Campsite 90

18 02/07 Salamanca Youth Hostel 100
19 03/07 Salamanca Peregrinos Hostel Rest day
20 04/07 Placensia Camped in park on bandstand 158
21 05/07 Caceres Youth Hostel 80

22 06/07 Alemandrejalo Camped in park 100
23 07/07 Monesterio Peregrinos Hostel 90

24 08/07 Seville Youth Hostel 100
25 09/07 Seville Youth Hostel Rest day
26 10/07 Seville Youth Hostel Rest day
27 11/07 Puerto De Santa Maria Campsite 110
28 12/07 Terifa Campsite 110
29 13/07 Gibraltar European endpoint. Returned to 60

Terifa to camp.




orlalx\R
Brest"
Yo% v‘-‘z-
uup\per Iy
Lo ganann
. Sa lnt-Naza

Ferrol
Co‘? na(mK =9 % oy
Lugo
Biaerose \\J

p stela

2L

.‘\.‘/ Q 55 e
hEs . ‘2
b[f ronter L“é W
Gigrditar

X Spanish Route

© Map data ©2012 GeoBasis-DE:

8



Paris - Bordeaux. 5 days, 640km.

Getting onto the Eurostar leaving London for
Paris was a tense but exciting moment for the
t eam. Thankfully
accounted for and everyone made it onto the train
with no fuss. The journey itself was over
alarmingly quick and we were quickly plunged
into the centre of Paris. The 20-minute ride to the
hotel proved fruitful as it allowed the team to road
test the GPS, which was in full working order. The
day was busy and everyone slept well.

The first day of timetabled riding took us from
Paris to Orleans, which was around 120km. The
whole team coped well exiting Paris. Spirits were
high and we managed to get through the day
rather swiftly. Arriving in Orleans we had trouble
finding our first lodgings of the trip as we arrived
t o find t he campsite
closer inspection it was found to be open to the
public rather than commercially running. Once set
up we got to sleep and unfortunately were treated
to a 3 hour thunderstorm which came worryingly
close to the tents at around 3am.

The second daybés ride
previously planned, as everyone was intent on
getting in as much sleep as possible for another
day on the road. The following ride that ensued
proved to be rather heavy as we were led along
an epic 137km route to Tours. There is not much
to say about this day as we simply kept on riding
and never really looked back. Once in Tours
(which turned out to be a lovely city compared to
its grim urban facade), we quickly found a very
comfortable hostel where we passed out following
a long day in the saddle.

The ride to Poitiers was around 120km and
proved to be a very pleasant ride with a long
downhill section coming in to the town of 100 bell
towers. The weather was rather miserable but we
enjoyed yet another comfortable hostel with a
spacious room which we had too ourselves. The
routine of the days was rapidly settling in and as a
team we were really gelling together.

The ride to Cognac was excellent, France really
showed its true colours and we were treated to
excellent country lanes and village shops. We
arrived in Cognac in no time at all and found the
best campsite of the entire trip. It was incredibly
cheap and alongside a beautiful river, which was
safe for swimming, combined with the excellent
local produce; Cognac proved to be one of the
best destinations of the trip. Coincidently, we

evedasyon
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were treated to thunder once again. Tents and
thunder are a rather terrifying combination.

Following four tough introductory days the team
was relishing the ride into Bordeaux. The extra
enthusiasm was needed as the opening 70km to
Ly%cg were.a ma<|j stry %Ienatgainst a hellish head
WiRd combindd"witt Ithg hills. We arrived to a
half-way house in the middle of a barren marsh
with a road going through it; it was a surreal and
desolate place. The team greatly appreciated the
little cover from the wind they could find. A quick
ride away and we boarded a boat crossing the
Dordogne estuary, which was even windier!
Having disembarked from the boat the wind was
now on our side and launched us into the heart of
Bordeaux where we quickly found the brand new
youth hostel and got ready for a night of music
(Estival) in the centre.

The following day was the team® first rest day.
Eod ea(iirédc“)s HC\(Pvg\?(ieP (al iovni er
and the feam gaineo?some much needBdr&St for
the following section of the trip: The Pyrenees.

Bordeaux - Pamplona. 4 days, 348km.

We left Bordeaux with the intent of getting as far
as we reasonably could to allow as much time to
be spent in Biarritz, Thig caysed us to ride, 150km
r(r)rﬁ Eogdeal?x tcz)t g geepoy ‘?ltﬁeevfllaget cﬁalfiedn
Castets, which had a brilliant campsite by a
stream. Here we conversed with a man who
owned a vehicle that would aptly fit in within a
George Romero or John Carpenter flick. He was
a traveller who spent half his time in France and
the rest in North Africa. He gave us some useful
information about the desert and the current state
of affairs in Mauritania. This was vital as the team
was especially interested; the last leg of the
expedition was largely dependent on the route
traversing Mauritania.

The morning after we had a short ride into
Biarritz, the epitome of the French seaside. The
beach was beautiful and it was wonderful to see
the Atlantic coast for the first time on the
expedition. The campsite we stayed at in Biarritz
was a happening place and had lots of amenities
on site. This allowed the team to spend a relaxing
afternoon lounging in the sun. We were now at
the foot of the Pyrenees and everyone felt that
the ride was about to increase in difficulty.

The ride from Biarritz to Pamplona took two days,
but essentially was one on-going ride. The first
day started easily and we found ourselves riding
popular French routes along with many Sunday
cyclists to help maintain moral. However as we
approached the Spanish border the hills got



steeper and emptier. We left the mainstream
cycling crowd and continued climbing the
Pyrenees. From the border everyone entered into
a meditative state as all concentration was
delegated to the heavy task of getting through the
Pyrenees in two days with bikes weighing in
excess of 30kg. Towards the end of the day we
passed a mysterious Basque village where upon
consulting the locals we were led to the village
shop. The shop had an eerie vibe owing to its
vintage interior, but we managed to stock up on
amazing Spanish produce which we took with us
to camp in a layby off of the lazy country road
leading to the forest.

The next day we arose early and cycled uphill for
another 2 hours. The final section of ascension
was incredible as we started cycling into the
clouds. The mist that enraptured us gave a
euphoric sense of transformation as we finally hit
the downhill that we had been waiting for. It shot
us into yet another Basque village where we had
a quick lunch before hitting Pamplona; our
second rest day.

The rest day in Pamplona was a bit more
productive than the one in Bordeaux and the
team used the trip to purchase a percolator and a
few knives. We al so
and sampled Pamplonads
less captivating outside of San Fermin than we
had hoped.

Pamplona - Salamanca. 6 days, 550km.

The ride to Logrofio took its toll on the team as
the heat really started to kick in and we started
with a brutal hill climb (870m climb in 13km). The
rest of the day followed a sore combination of
rolling hills and intermittent head winds, which
caused the whole team to pass out within
moments of reaching the campsite.

Riding to Briviesca was the first time that the team
morale seemed to sink. The road was long,
straight and hot; the Navarran wind was torturous.
We slogged through the day without enjoyment.
Entering Briviesca however, we found a Pakistani
kebab house who were extremely
accommodating and really helped raise
everyoneods spirits.

The next day started heavy, with two steep hill
climb sections. Fortunately following the second
hill we hit a plateau and quickly rode into Burgos.
Arriving early in cities after an early start is a good
feeling; the siesta means that you can recuperate
whilst not wasting the day away. Following the
siesta we walked around town finding live music
happening al/l over the

annual festival. That evening we carried out some
much needed bicycle maintenance and found that
none of t he bi kebds
calibrated; leaving us one gear short of our full
guota of eight gears.

Having made the rather useful observation that
our gears were set up wrong in Burgos, we left
ready to power on to Palencia. That extra gear let
us push the pace up a bit more, and the change
in landscape meant that we were easily pushing
35km/h on the flats. Perhaps that was too quick
because we had our first major crash of the trip;
whilst slip-streaming Ed came a little too close to
the guy in front of him and came off his bike at
30km/h. Slight grazes patched up, we were on
our way again! The next day involved much the
same, flat terrain and surprisingly lots of cycling;
but the day after we arrived in Salamanca for a
well-deserved rest day.

Salamanca - Seville. 5 days, 528km.

Leaving refreshed and rested, we cycled further
than originally intended, on to Plasencia and what
was one of gt Hags ritlimgifolodved.
We set a new team record of 160km with 1300m
of vertical climbing achieved that day. The
morning was fairly plain, up and down cycling

f ol | oumtdwe came taa shgrivbat gtéep incline. £aming
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the past several days gradual climbing. We stood
at the top of the Valee del Jerte at the top of the
world, looking at the most beautifully curvaceous
road leading down into the valley.

And then came the most perfect 10km of
descending ever, with straights letting you hit over
60km/h and corners spitting you out faster than
you entered. Exhilarating is the word when you
are hitting hairpins at 40km/h and having to brake
hard. It is an unforgettable feeling; the wind
rushing past your face, your bike straining against
the lateral forces but your tyres holding everything
in place. The ultimate result is that you and the
bike are one, you are the bike racing round
corners, and the bike is you, responding to your
every command.

Sleeping arrangements in Plasencia were less
than ideal, although surprisingly comfortable. The
team ended up sleeping on a bandstand in the
park surrounded by our
sawn our toothbrushes down, so we could all use
them normally, and all that extra weight gave our
arm muscles a much needed workout!

From Plasencia we cycled to Caceres, a beautiful
medieval town, and the next day we moved on to

gear s



pleasures of the municipal swimming pool and
were able to get ourselves feeling human again.
Unfortunately we could not find anywhere to stay
so ended up sleeping up in the park; to be
awoken rudely in the morning by the sprinkler
system turning on and nearly soaking us through.

It did get us off to an early start though, and we
ended up in Monesterio by mid-afternoon, where
we again managed to make it to the municipal
swimming pool and even managed to find a
Pelegrinos Hostel!

From Monasterio we cycled to Seville, where we
had another rest day. Some incredibly fun riding
was to be had again. We ended up on an
absolutely freshly tarmacked little country road.
Lots of climbing but lots of descending too.
However the final stretch into Seville was quite a
slog, with headwinds so strong that we had to
maintain pedaling down downhills to keep up
speed.

Seville - Gibraltar. 3 days, 280km.

From Seville we rode on to Puerto de Santa
Maria and slept in a campsite by the sea. A
strange feeling when we realised that the last
time we had seen the sea was all the way back in

11

Biarritz. We
crossed Spain!

realised that we had basically

The next day was in our mind the final days riding
in Europe, and boy was it a hard one. Quite a hilly
day, with one massive hill. An entertaining
moment was had seeing a British family come out
of their holiday home at the top of a great steep
hill looking at the group with sincere pity as we
powered up, dripping with sweat. Finally though
we arrived in Tarifa, the southernmost part of
Spain.

We made Terifa our base in the South of Spain
for a few days, but the day after arriving in Terifa
we ventured out to Gibraltar to complete the
European leg of the journey. An early morning hill
climb to some great views across the Straits of
Gibraltar to see Africa and the challenge ahead,
but a very enjoyable ride with the bikes left
unloaded. They literally flew up the hills all the
way to Gibraltar.

And so the European leg of the journey was
complete!
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Xii. Leaving Bordeaux.

12



xiii. Ed contemplating the journey so far in the Pyrenees before camping on the roadside.

13



Y
L X AT
he Pyrenees over.

Gl L

2 L’A‘ ‘\ ““ .".
xiv. Another tough climb in t

W Rl A R

14



xvii. The first crash of the expedition. Just some road rash.

xviii. We saw many ornate baroque cathedrals in Spain.
This cathedral in Salamanca was particularly wonderful.
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Xix. Ben above the Valee Del Jerte - the best decent of the trip.
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xxi. The end of the European leg. African adventures lie ahead.
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Day Date Destination Notes Dist. (km)
33 17/07 Tangiers Hotel

34 18/07 Asilah Hotel 50

35 19/07 Kenitra Hotel 170
36 20/07 Rabat Hotel 40

37 21/07 Rabat Hotel Rest day
38 22/07 Casablanca Hotel Bed bug Infestation 100
39 23/07 Casablanca Hotel Bed bug Infestation Rest day
40 24/07 Casablanca Hotel Bed hug Infestation Rest day
41 25/07 Settat Hotel 80

42 26/07 Settat Hotel Rest day
43 27/07 Marrakesh Hotel 170
44 28/07 Marrakesh Hotel Rest day
45 29/07 Marrakesh Hotel Rest day
46 30/07 Imintanoute Hotel 110
47 31/07 Agadir Hotel Beg Bug Infestation 140
48 01/08 Agadir Hotel Beg Bug Infestation Rest day
49 02/08 Agadir Hotel Beg Bug Infestation Rest day
50 03/08 Agadir Hotel Beg Bug Infestation Rest day
51 04/08 Tiznit Hotel 105
52 05/08 Sidi Ifni Hotel 80

53 06/08 Guelmin Hotel 60

54 07/08 Tan Tan Plage Hotel 160
55 08/08 Tarfaya Hotel 190
56 09/08 Laayoune Hotel Bed Bug Infestation 100
57 10/08 Laayoune Hotel Bed Bug Infestation Rest day
58 11/08 Laayoune Hotel Bed Bug Infestation Rest day
59 12/08 Laayone Plage Hotel 30

60 13/08 Cape Bjador Hotel 170
61 14/08 Petrol Station Camping on concrete 180
62 15/08 Dakhla Hotel 175
63 16/08 Dakhla Hotel Rest day
64 17/08 Birgandus Hotel 255
65 18/08 Gendarme Post Desert Camp 210
66 19/08 Gendarme Post Desert Camp 205
67 20/08 Nouakchott Hotel 110
68 21/08 Nouakchott Hotel Rest day
69 22/08 Gendarme Post Desert Camp 130
70 23/08 St Louis Hostel 100
71 24/08 Kebemer Hostel 110
72 25/08 Thies Campsite 90

73 26/08 Dakar Hotel 65

80 02/09 LONDON
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Africa Diary

The following diary entries for Africa were taken
from the expedition website www.paristodakar.org
which was updated as we travelled.

Update from Asilah

Yesterday we crossed the straits of Gibraltar via
the Algeciras - Tangiers Med crossing. Tangiers
med is a new port; a huge concrete platform and
not much el se. After
bikes loaded on the transfer coach to Tangiers
but only enough room on the coach for four of us.
Ed volunteered to take the next coach and we
were reunited an hour later at the Tangiers bus
station (read edge of six tributary, 4 laned
roundabout in the centre of town without any
order). It was hot and frenetic.

We regrouped and headed towards the old part of
town taking rooms in the hotel du Paris. Then we
explored the medina. Men sit paunched or stickly,
single rowed, facing out from the salons du the.
Beggars mutter on the floor, constricting the flow
of crowds. The city gets busy at dusk. Tangiers is
not beautiful. The smell of fish and sewage is
overpowering down some of the narrow alleys.

Today we cycled a short distance to Asilah. A
strong wind the whole way and a sudden gust
blew two of the team into the gravel on the side of
the road. Much smaller than Tangiers and much
more pleasant. It& still early but seems sleepy in
comparison. Whitewashed buildings, geometric
patterned tiling adorn over-round Arabic
doorways in the old town. A thick, Portugese built
defensive wall surrounds the old town.

Update from Marrakech

This update comes from Marrakech and its mystic
souks. We are staying in a beautiful riad south of
the main square 1 Place Jemaa El Fna i and the
souks. Eddés Mum, Sar a,
scoping out the riad in Marrakesh and hotel in
Settat, bartering for us and flying in with much
needed stocks of talc powder and cereal bars and
more. Many thanks for your help and generosity
and hope you enjoyed your trip.

We left the decaying art deco architecture and the
thin veil of grey cast from the thousands of two
stroke mobylettes of Casablanca after spending
three days there i longer than planned. After
establishing that there are no longer ferries
around the FCO red zone that is Mauritania and
that catching a lift on a container ship is not
possible after the practise was outlawed 10 years
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ago we had to get the train back to Rabat to get
Mauritanian visas to keep our options open. At
the Mauritanian embassy we met several
Europeans who had travelled the route through
Mauritania and they all said the convoys travelling
through were safe but the landscape was
monotonous and resembling a demolition site in
sections.

Morocco is an excellent surfing location and so
we took the opportunity, firstly in Rabat at the surf
school Mohammed VI set up, then in Casablanca

minimalist lesson in French with Ed translating,

Wnéxpectgdo rest wday. hReagivirfgi & e

we hit Rabatds | ess t han
Casablanca we graduated (at our own
recommendation) to smaller boards and
attempted to surf Casabl a

Everyone got slammed a few times with boards
pirouetting in the air while one of us was
somewhere underwater tumbling in the wash.
Wedbre making progress
surf school in Dakar on an island owned by the
rapper AKON.

Between Casablanca and Marrakesh we spent a
day in Settat: Itbds a
else we have stayed and coupled with the
Ramadam eating habits of Moroccans we
struggled to find
have worried though because Cafe Titanic was
open! I donot know why
was a good marketing association for a small cafe
in an untouristy Moroccan town either.

We took a rest day i
feeling too well. So Ed6 s mu m

people packed into a Peugeot 206, Moroccan
style (three in the front and three in the back) to
Kasbah Boulaouane. After being pulled over by a
policeman wh o didnot

passenger overcrowding, we arrived at this
spectacular but crumbling kasbah perched above

an arid-red valley.
ned us for this secti

Cycling from Settat to Marrakesh was our longest
distance yet i 171km. The road was fast and hot.
We stopped for lunch by a derelict cafe and petrol
station. The attendant was delighted for the
company and gave us a bag of refrigerated
cactus fruit and expertly cut them open for us. He
then came out with melon and offered us coffee.
Ther ebds guite a few

everyone in the country has been very friendly.

n

Update from Laayoune

Greetings from Laayoune in Western Sahara/
Greater Morocco/ disputed territory. Despite the
title it is peaceful and very little has changed from
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the rest of Morocco with the exception of UN land
cruisers sitting idly in the carpark of the four star
hotel and Moroccan military personnel in olive
green suits whizz around comically on mobylettes
everywhere.

Since the last update in Marrakech we have been
through Agadir, Tiznit, Sidi Ifni, Guelmin, Tan Tan
Plage and Tarfaya. The desert properly started
after leaving Guelmin. Plains of sand, hills bulging
on the horizon sometimes, other times the plain
continues  indeterminably.  Greying  shrubs
struggling for life sometimes populate the sand.
Most of the time it is not soft sand dunes although
there were some between Tan Tan Plage and
Tarfaya.

The weather is unexpectedly cool and overcast at
times, especially close to the coast. The hottest
section was in the Anti-Atlas mountains between
Marrakech and Agadir, hitting 48 degrees celsius.
In the desert it rarely goes above 30 degrees
celsius, and we set off at 5 in the morning so all
the riding is done in very cool weather. We often
set off with jumpers on in the morning! The daily
distances have been increasing as the prevailing
wind is behind us and the road in the desert is
flat. We cycled Agadir to Laayoune in six days.

One of the nicest places we have stayed so far is
Sidi Ifni. A quiet seaside town with cubed
whitewashed buildings with blue weathered metal
shutters. The beach squares up to the Atlantic
and takes a beating from powerful waves. Our
surfing technique
of the waves but we learnt some life lessons
about persevering. The main problem was we
always got washed back to the shore before we
got to the region before the waves broke. In
sur fing jargon
finished the day watching the sun go down on the
Atlantic from the hotel roof terrace.

Leaving Sidi Ifni we got involved with some
impromptu goat herding. At the top of a climb we
sat down to watch some locals at work loading
goats into lorries and Chris showed he had some
natural flare, helping pen the goats in one place
while the locals wheelbarrowed the goats into the
transport.

In Guelmin we met Mohammed who owned a
shop in Camden as well as Guelmin. He was in
Morocco for Ramadam as it was easier to fast
around others adhering to Ramadan. He served
us mint tea above his shop and his cousin gave
us some advice about travelling through
Mauritania. We also picked up our Tuareg
headscarfs which saved us later on when the
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wind whipped up sand over the plains. We went
to an oasis and met some nomadic tribesmen
selling jewellery in the oasis during Ramadan. Not
long now and we should be in Dakhla, the capital
of Western Sahara in a few days!

Update from Dakhla

Having been held up in Laayoune for a few days
due to illness, we have arrived in Dakhla,
covering a massive 520km in three days.

Our first day® ride took us from Laayoune to
Boujdour. Our routine of getting up at 4 in the
morning also has the advantage of us arriving at
our destinations early in the afternoons even with
obscene distances to cover. The fact that we had
an insane tailwind may also have helped slightly i
at times we were being pushed along at 25km/h
without pedalling!

Between Boujdour and Dakhla there are no major
towns so we set off the next day planning to ride
as far as we could and then camp out in the wild.
After a day of riding we arrived at a truck stop
where we were given a warm welcome and
invited to camp on the forecourt.

It was here where we met a friendly camel looking
out from his pen as well as seeing three goats
being slaughtered and skinned by extremely
skilled hands within a matter of minutes. The rest
of the evening was spent in the truck stop tucking
into a delicious and wholesome meal.

JRe (ngxt o aming ; afer 53, qsomewhal

uncomfortable night& sleep on the concrete tloor
i Ed and Dan were reduced to taking turns on
one inflatable mattress as one punctured i we set
off. This day® ride was the easiest with the clear

deﬂigadiqn gfapﬁkhla beckoning ahead of us.

Riding through the desert up to this point has
been an interesting experience. It is true that the
landscape does not vary very much, indeed it
only really changed for a while at the end of the
second day and on the ride into Dakhla, but that
is not to say that the landscape is necessarily
boring. There is a beauty to its bleakness,
something quite awe-inspiring that is a mental
challenge to ride when you see the road you are
travelling along fade into the distance with no
visible end, yet is intensely satisfying when you
get into the fAzoned and
along for kilometres on end without stopping,
without thinking.

And then of course there are your fair share of
spectacular moments; cliffs jutting into the sea,
vast expanses of Sahara being lit up by the
morning sun, the surprising rock formations just



before the truck stop and the almost paradisiacal
approach into Dakhla along a road spanning
across the peninsula over a gigantic plain of sand
before turning along the lagoon with vast white
beaches populated by the local kite surfers being
gently lapped by waves.

Our arrival in Dakhla is quite a momentous
occasion and, although no one in the team can
quite believe it, it is the last major town before
Mauritania and the end of our journey in Morocco
as we know it. Beyond us lie 350km of mostly
uninhabitable desert to the border with
Mauritania.  Afterwards though, the lush
Savannah should creep steadily into our sights
and the Sahara will be well and truly dealt with.
Chris expects

Update from Rosso

We headed back up the Dakhla peninsular into a
strong head wind reducing our progress to a slow
crawl. As we had already cycled this section we
felt it was just to hitch a lift to the roundabout
where we turned off for Dakhla. So at the police
checkpoint on the outskirts of Dakhla we hussled
a lift in one of the ubiquitous Renault 21 estates,
hauled the bikes on the roof, and rejoined our
route.

Obviously now the wind was behind us we
rocketed through more barren desert. We
managed 265km in one day and rested up in a
Moroccan installed road-stop town called
Birgandus with not much but a petrol station,
hotel and police station. We cooked sardines and
rice in the room, Shamoon went to the garage to
try and get another sheared pannier rack bolt out
of his frame to no avail, wires and a jubliee clip
will have to hold it for the time being.

The next day we had 80km to Guerguerat, the
last Moroccan town before the minefield
separating Western Sahara and Mauritania.
There was plenty of traffic heading down,
including Porsches and Range Rovers allaying
our fears that Mauritania was some bandit
country where we would be stripped of our bikes
and equipment or worse still taken hostage by
terrorists. The border controldi dndét t a
but no-one seemed to know how to transfer
Dirhams to Mauritanian Ouguiya. It turned out
that in no mandés | and
with you. 100 Dirhams got you 3400 Ouguiya, the
standard rate offered by everyone.

The track thr ough no mands |

burnt out cars and TV sets. The track at best is
rock and at worst sand with tyre marks in it. No
signposts or guides but just other traffic to follow.

el ephant sé

After 4km you reach the Mauritanian border
control. Despite being tol d we6d need
away a couple of bricks of the infamous American
Legend cigarettes for a smooth border crossing

we had no problems with corruption or even being

held up. We got out passports stamped and were

on our way.

There is not much in Mauritania. The desert is
bleak and rocky with huts constructed from any
scrap available hugging the road. There are signs
advertising camel milk along the road but despite
trying and knocking on
anyone to serve us. Yle
anywhere. In the north of the country we saw the
wor |l dos l ongest train c
Mauritani abds only export .
whisking sand up turning the sky as yellow as the

floor. At the border we had met two English guys

who had travelled up from Nigeria on a 250cc
motorbike who had hitched on the train. They

were covered in black soot, looking like hardy
adventurers.
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First night in Maurit ani a we di dnot
Gendarme checkpoint so we half-heartedly hid
behind a bush and started cooking dinner of more
sardines and rice. We
didnot go to great
ourselves. It was dusk and we thought soon no-
one would be able to see us in the dark anyway
and we would be gone by early morning. Dinner
was nearly ready, Shamoon was jostling with the
tent and a car slowed down and pulled over. A
lone figure starts walking towards us. Turns out
heds from t he Gend&mme
onwards. We canot camp
continue on to the checkpoint, so we have to pack

our stuff up, postpone dinner and put the
saucepan in the car. He tails us the distance, we
cycle fast enjoying the special escort but also
conscious of not wanting to hold him up. We
finally arrive at the checkpoint and get to eat
dinner. They point to an area of indistinct sand
and say we should camp there.
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Next day, same routine. Early breakfast, and we
head out after stacking up on water from a petrol
dtafiod. We BdB &I day. A comfortable pace for an
uncomfortable amount of time. My hands and
bum start hurting. | have to shuffle about, adjust

Pl e My Yeat Arfgle sofertiRine thM®Kolit the day. f d
rip up and ducktape |lycr a
any more to my handlebars to make a larger area

for my hands to grip. Keep adjusting them. |
aplpréciat 'w]"lyt z?gﬁwgo:ée r?ﬁdhtt i'&‘nstall those
ludicrous looking butterfly bars on their bike now.
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We see some dunes in Mauritania and part of the
desert is a rich orange or even red colour. It gets
slightly hilly then flat again. Again we struggle to
get to the Gendarme station before dusk and they
prowl behind us and try and scoop us into the car
(another Renault 21 estate) and drive us there.
But we protest and through the language defying
beauty of numbers and standard units we explain
that with our projected average speed we will
reach the checkpoint just before sundown, and
they allow us to continue, driving on, waiting a
little ahead, then
is dangerous to warrant such attention but it
seems like national protocol.

The last day it gets greener, we feel it threatening
to rain, and we reach the border at Rosso. On
viewing your passport a guard opens some large
battered gates and lets you into the port of the
river crossing to Senegal. | was feeling slightly
feverish, an unfortunate place for it. People crowd
around, try and sell you unnecessary tickets for

25

the free ferry crossing. There is no information
desk. I f there was | 6m
by those who make their money from selling the
tickets. Out of ignorance, wanting to be left alone
and official looking people getting angry we buy
about 500 kg of baggage allowance for the ferry
across the River Senegal. (After it transpired the

service was free and we

cost so I|ittle and got

painful.
repeat Updgte fropdakare a | |y donot

As the title suggests we have all arrived safely
and soundly in Dakar. We are presently packing
for the flight home tomorrow and preparing for a
night of celebration! We will compile some photos
and have a full rundown of the past fortnights
exploits up in a few days! Remember to keep
following as we will be sifting through thousands
of digi thumbnails, dozens of 35 rolls and hours of
video footage in preparation for an exhibition
towards the end of the year!
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xxiv. A container ship in the port of Algeciras.

xxv. Cycling through a street market in Morocco.
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