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from the October 8, 2005 earthquake.
Thousands of school children were
crushed when their buildings collapsed.
Money raised would help to rebuild one
of the schools.

I had a few concerns regarding the
recent political activity, although I was
assured it would be a secure event with

police guards. The race organization
would look after us regarding trans-
portation, food and accommodation.
The countries represented were
Canada, U.S.A., Holland, Great
Britain, Denmark, New Zealand,
Australia, Germany and Pakistan. Not
only mountain bikers competed. The

Vol 3,1ss 3

PHOTO. Ahsan Mehmood

Tour of the Himalayas not only drew
mountain bikers but athletes from a
variety of disciplines, including a speed
skater with the one hour world record,
an Olympian road cyclist, national
cycling champions, adventure racers as
well as triathletes. The social aspect at
this event was awesome with ample
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time to meet these incredible athletes,
share stories and gain insight into their
sport and lifestyle in their countries.

My three Canadian teammates
were Jonathon Gormick and Chris Reid
from Team Masi-Adobe in Vancouver,
and young mountain bike talent,
Catherine Vipond from Ontario. Matt
Usborne, who had participated last year
and spoke well of the event, unfortu-
nately had to opt out. This was the first
time I had met my teammates and they
were a great bunch to be with.

After arriving in Islamabad, all the
athletes were to be shuttled by van to
our base location near the village of
Naran, 285 km away. The term
"Pakistan time" began to have meaning
when we had delays pretty consistently
from our scheduled agenda. This gave

more time to chat with the athletes.
While waiting for the vans to pick us
up, we caught the news about the
bombing in Rawalpindi that morning.
Rawalpindi was only 15 km away and
it was surreal to be so close to the inci-
dent.

Leaving the capital city was hec-
tic; the grid system was a mix of cars,
motorcycles, and bicycles crammed
into two lanes. It was interesting to note
that the motorcyclists wore helmets but
their passengers did not.

The drive got even more entertain-
ing as we passed through the many vil-
lages on the way to our destination. So
much colourful activity was happening
- men were peddling their goods, walk-
ing for transport, some were lounging -
masses of people - mostly men. Most
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were in Shalwar Kameez garb (long
shirt with baggy pants).

Our driver drove aggressively.
After honking the horn, he would drive
in the centre of the road to pass a slow-
er vehicle regardless of oncoming traf-
fic. The driver who honked his horn
first seemed to have priority and the
other respectfully moved over. [ was
wide-eyed as the van driver weaved in
and out of brightly painted trucks with
dangling ornaments, people walking
close to the sides of the road, animals
and multitudes of motorbikes. It was
crazy, sometimes scary but amazingly
the system worked and no accidents
occurred (that we saw!).

We turned onto the highway in the
direction of the earthquake's epicenter,
through the town of Balakot that had
been hit hard, with only 15% of the
40,000 people surviving. Beginning on
the ascending highway to the moun-
tains, remains of the damage from the
earthquake could be seen. What had
been a beautifully paved two lane high-
way had sections where debris from
landslides crumbled over the lanes
barely making one lane drivable.

We came upon shepherds moving
their herds of goats, yaks and donkeys
hundreds of kilometres from the moun-
tain to the warmer plains for the winter.
Looking almost rehearsed, a shepherd
would quickly scoot the herd to one
side of the road while the driver of our
van would barely touch the brake, leav-
ing just enough time for everyone to get
across. It was a rough, bumpy but
eventful long drive that took nine hours
to go 285 km.

When we arrived at our motel in
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