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Introduction


My biking hobby started by accident in the year 1986, when my sister studied in Turku, and her bike had disappeared there. Because I had a little city bike in the cellar, which I hardly used, I promised to give it to her. I, however, wanted first to test its condition and rode a test ride by it from Helsinki to Turku.


During the journey to Turku riding a bike started to fascinate me and I made also an additional tour by the same little bike to Ahvenanmaa, which a work mate had recommended to me for a biking goal. At that time I didn’t even have a tent to stay the night, but I slept outdoors at campings and on the rocks in the forests. The weather was sunny all the time, so sleeping outdoors was not a problem.


When I had returned from Ahvenanmaa, I gave my city bike to my sister and bought a so-called training race bike in Turku, by which I rode with satisfaction back to Helsinki.


I made my first long biking trip outside Finland on the following summer in the year 1987 via Sweden, Denmark, Holland and Belgium to England. During that trip I didn’t realize that I should write down every evening the happenings of the day, a habit which I already had in the following summer on my journey to Italy and Monaco. As a result of this, I have now a pile of about a meter of hand-written journey diaries.


During many years, my acquaintances and the people that I had met on my biking trips encouraged me to write a book, when I told them, what had again happened on the journey. I thought that riding a bike would be much nicer than writing. Later, when I didn’t have working obstacles anymore, I started in the spring of the year 2017 to remove my stories from the raw material to the computer, and I noticed that writing was almost as fun as riding a bike, because when I was writing I lived through the events again, when I connected to the stories at he same time the photos that I had taken.


Because I had not a digital camera on my first journeys, I have scanned the photos of the first years of my journeys to the computer from slides and papers, and this is why the quality of them is not as good as in the later digital pictures. I have completed the pictures of the first years by the pictures that I have taken from the Internet, which have been available from the areas, through which I have ridden. Most of the pictures that I have taken from the Internet originate in the high quality pictures of the Pixabay, for which I want to express my gratitude to the makers of the system.


Every spring a longing arose in me to make another biking trip again, and so this gradually changed into a regular hobby, without a single exception, as it seems.


In the years 1988-2018 I have written 31 traveling stories, journey kilometers have been 919 – 5581 from the shortest to the longest, all together about 105 000 kilometers, measured by time the journeys have lasted for 17 – 68 days from the shortest to the longest.


Since the summer of the year 1988 the turning points of my biking trips have been:


1988 Italy and Monaco


1989 Budapest


1990 Santander and Pamplona in Spain


1991 Prague in Czechoslovakia via Sweden and Norway


1992 Bretagne in France


1993 England, Scotland and Ireland


1994 Croatia


1995 Italy


1996 Mo-i-Rana in Norway


1997 Germany via Sweden and Denmark


1998 Kajaani


1999 Torino in Italy


2000 Spain


2001 Berlin, return via Denmark and Sweden


2002 Rome


2003 Riding around Germany, ‘Tour de Allemand’


2004 Pohjanmaa


2005 Schwäbisch Hall in Germany


2006 Hamburg via Sweden and Denmark


2007 Lübeck via Sweden and Denmark


2008 Lappeenranta and Kaustinen


2009 Nordkapp in Norway


2010 Rovaniemi


2011 Milan in Italy, also a flight to Mallorca


2012 Worms in Germany


2013 Bratislava in Slovakia, also a flight to Rhodes


2014 Nancy in France


2015 Nice in France and a “cooling” trip to Sotkamo


2016 Rügen in Germany


2017 Austria


2018 Kittilä


2019 Ahvenanmaa and Lübeck


In my book I have above all concentrated on telling about the people that I have met, the happenings and the situations that I have met with on every journey, and only the photos for their part can tell about the sights, about which I don’t tell very much in the text. The photos of the towns and the people are, however, an essential element in making the descriptions of the situations complete. I think that especially meeting people makes the trips interesting, exciting and unique.


Planning the trip


The turning point of the journeys is nowadays mainly determined by the fact that I have received a personal invitation from a person that I have met earlier on my journeys. Often also a friend or a biker that I have met on the journey by accident has told me about interesting traveling resorts. Earlier I made my route plan with the help of paper maps, but later I have made it with Google Maps. Often I also find out, if there will be campings along my route, but I don’t care, if there weren’t any in some parts of my route. I never make any hotel-, ship- or other reservations beforehand, but I have still always found a place to stay the night somewhere, either at a camping, in a house, in a forest or elsewhere, and I have never been forced to ride or walk through the whole night.


When I finished working, my boss gave to me as a present a navigator, which I used on my journeys for a couple of summers. I, however, stopped to use it, because the navigator caused disturbances in the journey counter. Its small display also shined in the sunlight and its batteries had to be changed very often, especially in a rainy weather. Moreover, I made a better contact with the local people, when I had to ask them for help for the routes instead of pinching the navigator. A detailed list of the equipment and the preparations for a journey have been presented in the Appendix 1.
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A loaded bike, when I left to the return journey from Milan; the rucksack is still on the ground. Later the tent bag in the background was replaced by a big canoeing bag.


I have had three traffic accidents during 33 years, but I have always managed without a visit to a hospital. Once I had to change my bike into a new one, but the insurance company compensated all the expenses that were caused by that.


Text and personal pictures: Jussi Saarikoski


Other photos: Pixabay, unless otherwise stated




1988 Italy and Monaco: Finland – German – Switzerland – Italy – Monaco – France – German – Finland 18.6. - 28.7., duration 41 days Vantaa-Helsinki-Tarvemünde-Lübeck-Lüneburg-Uelzen-Celle-Hannover-Hameln-Kassel-Frankfurt-Darmstadt-Heidelberg-Freiburg-Basel-Olten-Luzern-Vizau-Sisikon-Flüelen-Altdorf-Alps-Andermatt-Airolo-Chiggiogna-Lugano-Milan-CairoMontenotte-Savona-SanRemo-MonteCarlo-Nice-Cannes-SaintTropez-Cavallion-Montelimar-Valence-Lyon-Dole-Nancy-Frouard-Luxemburg-Cologne-Wuppertal-Dortmund-Hamburg-Lÿbeck-Travemünde-Helsinki-Vantaa
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Departure, night under a bridge and Torsten


I rode off on a hot day in Vantaa. In Helsinki I, however, went to a bank to take some cash for the journey and in the market-place I bought from a familiar shopkeeper some little souvenirs, which I would give to the possible helpers that I would meet: things of reindeer-skin, decorated knives and streamers of Helsinki, Lapland and Finland. Some other bikers came to the ship, in addition to me. On the boat trip to Travemünde I made my bed on the upper deck to cover me from the wind, and I slept well until morning.


In Hannover nobody could tell, if there was a camping in the city, so finally I had to stay the night under a bridge on the banks of the river Leine. There I, however, had a good sleep without a tent.
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Hannover at night seen from under a bridge.
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The ancient city of Hannover.





Before Darmstadt I met Torsten, who was riding a bike and had a summer job in a hospital in Köln. He had come by train from Köln to Frankfurt and continued his trip by bike. It was due to him that I got a bigger back wheel in my bike in the repair shop, as Torsten thought I needed one, when I told him that I was going to cross the Alps. He gave me an injection needle he had got from the hospital. It was handy when I had to spray oil into the chains of the bike. We parted in Darmstadt, where Torsten lived with his parents. The journey through Germany took seven days in all. The weather was varying and I spent most nights in Germany in campings.



The first cross over the Alps in my life


In Switzerland in a camping surrounded by the Viznau mountains I saw something white on top of the mountains, which I thought was snow. In Sisikon I was quite sure it was snow, and in Flüelen I knew that it was really snow.


In Altdorf I stayed for a moment and rested, because I noticed that I had started to rise to the Alps. I felt for some reason that it was easier to ride, when I took the rucksack from the bike to my back.
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The rise to the Alps had started.





In Wassen the water of the river changed into steam, which rose over the road. I took off my shirt and had a free shower on the road. Later I washed my feet in the stream of the Alps which ran downwards. The water of the stream was ice-cold. In Göschen I met the first Italian man with his straw hat. He greeted me in a friendly way waving his hat and I got a very positive first impression of Italians.


I had to walk with my load almost five kilometers, and finally I was in Andermatt. After Altdorf the road had been under repair almost all the time. Then I had to find the right way to the pass of St. Gotthard. There were dark clouds in the sky, and it was cold. I had to wear a sweater. The clouds covered the mountain tops in front of us. I advised an Italian motorist to find the motor way to Italy, but when he got the information he slammed the door of his car and didn’t say anything. My positive idea of Italians was a little weakened. Then I saw the warning sign HALT and an explanation:”If you hear somebody shouting: halt, stop and obey; otherwise you may be shot, because this is a military area.”


I saw Lapland’s plants beside the road and I wasn’t sure, if I already was on the top, but I had the energy to ride again, because the road changed into a more gentle sloping. I had to ride inside a cloud. A pond of water and snow covered both sides of the road. It was the middle of the night, when I got on the top. On the top, on bot sides of the road, there was an embankment of snow, which was about a meter high. Inside the cloud I saw only a few meters in front of me. Then started the way downwards. It was fierce at first, for I rode faster and faster without noticing, and nothing happened when I tried to slow down. Fortunately I could stop in a little valley and I could rest my hands. I had no lights in my bike, and that is why I could see only the white middle-line of the road in the dark. I tried to ride in the middle of the road. Fortunately there was no other traffic on the road. When I got out of the cloud, there were little houses down there, which looked like match boxes, and twinkled in the night light. I tried to slow down for 30 kilometers. The wind was cold, but I was wearing all my rain clothes over my sweater.


Gradually the steep road got more even, but I couldn’t anymore see the road properly, because the white middle line of the road ended. The chains of the bike stuck at some point, and I had to mend them. Then I saw the lights of Airolo railway station at the end of a little by-way. I rode along the by-way to the station in a good mood, and the train official whistled when he heard that I had ridden down the Alps with all my equipment in the middle of the night. He knew that the way to the nearest camping would be about 20 kilometers ahead. I rode all the way down there by a nice road down.


I knocked on the window of the camping office, when I saw a baker who was working inside. He let me in. The name of the place was Chiggiogna. I had a hot shower in the night, I ate and slept peacefully, as the excitement of the successful ride down went off. In the morning the sun was shining and behind me I saw the snowy tops of the mountains. I had ridden between them in the night.


I rode in a slow speed from the by-way of the camping place to the wider road, and in the bend the bike stopped as if I had crashed into a wall. The other of the screws of the front rack had loosened, and the plastic front part of the bike had stuck between the spokes. I was terrified when I realized that if this had happened when was riding down in the night, I would have laid unconscious on the asphalt, for I didn’t use a helmet then.


I rode down to Biasca. At the garage of Bellinzona I got a new screw in my bike. When I left the Chiggiona camping, the people looked very Italian. They spoke mainly only Italian, they understood German and just a little English. The wind blew in the southern side of the Alps from the sun, that is, against me, but the road down was not steep. I spent the following night in the camping of Lago di Lugano. In the neighborhood of Chiasso the road was quite narrow and in the daytime the road was all the time full of trucks. The policeman didn’t understand, when I asked in German and in English for a camping. I didn’t know where I would stay the night, if I didn’t find a camping.
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The snowy tops of the Alps in the summer.






A surprise in Milan


I already approached the center of Milan at about 18 o’clock in the evening, and stopped to think where I would stay the night. When I had stopped, after a couple of minutes there came a man to me and asked where I was going. He opened his bag, showed a police helmet and said that I could trust him. He told me not to go to the camping of Milan, because there lived drug addicts. He proposed that I would stay the night outside Milan, in Pavia, where I could go to the yard of some farmhouse. I promised to take his advise, bur however asked him to tell me the way to the famous cathedral of Milan, which I would still visit in the evening. The police said it was quite near us.


I went on walking with my bike like the police had advised me towards the cathedral, until I thought I heard somebody speaking Finnish in the street. There were four women walking in front of me and I hurried after them, but no, they were speaking Italian. Perhaps I was so tired I had listened to my own illusions and wishes. But then I thought I heard Finnish again. I greeted the women in Finnish and they turned immediately. They were Salme, Eija and Sirkka, who spoke Finnish, and Sara who spoke Italian. They used both the languages in turns, because Sara didn’t understand Finnish. They were going to have pizza and asked if I had come by bike from Finland, and proposed that I would take the bike to the hall of Salme’s apartment and go with them to have supper.


They invited me to stay the night with Salme and Enrico in the center quite near the cathedral. Of course I accepted the invitation. When the others went to have pizza, Salme took me to her home with my bike. When I had taken my bike and the equipment in, we also went to the restaurant. Sirkka, who was returning to Finland, stated that she hadn’t met any other Finns in the city during her two weeks’ visit. We talked in the restaurant for many hours. I told e.g. about my working place on Töölöntullinkatu in Helsinki. Then Sara who couldn’t speak Finnish said fluently: “Toolontulinkatu”. I was surprised that an Italian person could immediately repeat a street name that I had only casually mentioned. It was the only street in Helsinki that Sara remembered, because she had once been Eija’s quest in Finland. Eija’s father lived by Töölöntullinkatu. Sara thought the name of the street was so funny that she remembered it.


On the following morning we had breakfast in Salme’s and Enrico’s daughter Maija’s bar, which was situated nearby, by the street.


I stayed in Milan as Salme’s and Enrico’s quest for two nights and I got acquainted with Milan's sightseeings. The Duomo of Milan was quite near, and so was the fashion street, where the latest fashion creations of Italy were photographed.
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I could leave the bike to Salme’s and Enrico’s hall.
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My new friends in Milan.





When I left Milano Salme made me a huge packet of snack.


After the strange experiences in Milan, I felt that my trip was highly successful, although I wasn’t yet in the middle of my journey. In Pavia I stayed in the shed of a garage because of the rain, when a man speaking Italian came to ask me to come in. He explained me things in Italian for a long time and I spoke Finnish, and we understood each other very well.


When I continued my journey in Tortona, I was scared, when I saw a burning tire of a car, on top of which there was a burning carriage of a baby, and only black metal parts were left. I rode past in a great speed, like all the cars.
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I also visited also the roof of the cathedral in Milan.
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A view over Milan from the roof of the Duomo.






I got acquainted with Pino and Rosetta


I had stopped to eat my snack in the little market place of Acqui Terme, when an Italian biker, Pino, came to ask if I had ridden over the Alps. He asked me to come to the park, where ten people were sitting at a long table, covered with a white tablecloth. They were saying good-bye to Pino’s rider friend, who was going to ride over the Alps to Norway. This friend had been given a golden necklace by the mayor of Montenotte, to be taken to the king of Norway, Olav. The Italian television had been there in the morning. These people left to Montenotte and Pino asked me to ride more slowly and stay the night at his home.


The supper with Pino and Rosetta was great: a light snack to start with, then thin slices of meat as a starter, mushrooms, a spicy soup, a salad, warm slices of roast beef, as a dessert, cheese and fruit on a tray, a glass of strong wine, coffee, beer and white wine from the year 1985. We tried to watch on television an interview of Pino´s rider friend, which had been made in the morning in Acqui Terme, but but they promised to show it later.


On the following day after breakfast Pino cleaned my bike with petrol and oiled the chains of the bike. He suggested that I should check the gear in some bicycle garage.
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Pino and Rosetta.
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Pino and Rosetta’s dog Red.





In Savona, where Pino had been born, I saw the Mediterranean for the first time.



Monaco and Monte Carlo


In front of Monte Carlo’s Casino I wanted to watch for a moment, what kind of people went in. On the door of the casino there was written: Shorts forbidden. There was a young couple, and the woman got in, but the man who was wearing shorts, didn’t get in, whereas old, fat men wearing shorts walked freely in. The annoyed doorman of the Casino didn’t like my behavior , when I, laughing, wrote what I had noticed in my traveling diary, on a bench in front of the Casino. He suggested that I should immediately ride back to France on my bike.



A crash in France


At 9 o’clock in the evening in the little town of Mandelieu, a Parisian Gerhard crashed on me with his car on the pedestrian crossing in the corner of Leo Brun street corner. The front wheel was bent, and my elbow was bleeding. Gerhard didn’t want to call the police, but he called, however, an ambulance. The ambulance men wondered what I had applied to my elbow, as there had appeared so much white foam, and it was dropping on the asphalt, too. I haven’t yet found the truth about this, although I have asked about it several times when visiting the health center and the doctor. Would it be possible that the white foam had been some kind of a reaction against the shock? The ambulance man called the police, and when I asked the policemen, if they spoke English, the young policeman answered “yes” and the old policeman said “no”, and so after that we spoke only French, and I couldn’t join the conversation.


Gerhard promised me to stay the night at his mother’s home, which situated a hundred meters from the place of the crash. He was spending his holiday there. He took me to the concrete cellar of the house, with no windows, and offered that I could stay the night there. I at once refused his ‘friendly’ offer. I asked him to write shortly on paper in French, what had happened. So I set up my tent in the park nearby, and stuck Gerhard’s notice at the door of the tent, so that the possible passers-by could understand, why I had set up the tent without permission in the park.


In the morning Gerhard took me and my bike to a bike garage in Cannes. The repair man promised to fix the front wheel before 7 o’clock in the evening. After walking on the beach I went back to the garage at 6.55. The man shouted that he had said at 7 o’clock. I went out and returned after five minutes. Strange enough, the expression on his face turned friendlier, when he found out that I was from Finland and not from the USA. The French regarded tourists from USA as proud. I paid the bill, and I got the compensation later from the insurance company.


I had ridden about five kilometers from the garage, when my front tire broke out. When I opened the tire, I saw that the repairman had made a long cut in the inner tire, so that the tire would break out after some time. I had some time earlier read about a trick like this, and now I found out it was true. At the same time I also understood the expression on the repairman’s face, when he heard that I was from Finland, as he couldn’t confess the trick he had made with my tire.



Professor Jorma Palo


Before I rode to Saint-Raphael I had to stay the night in my own camping on the hill, covered by the trees. Later, when I stopped to have a meal on a stone wall in Saint-Raphael, a man shouted to me in Finnish, if I had come by bike from Finland, as he had noticed a little Finnish flag waving in the back of my bike. He was the superior doctor Jorma Palo from HYKS, who was himself an eager biker. He asked me to chat for a while on the beach, and was sorry that he couldn’t offer me anywhere to stay the night, because he was staying with his wife in a caravan in the camping. He asked me, where my helmet was. I said that I hadn’t bought a helmet, because they cost at least 100 German marks. “Don’t you think your brains are worth a hundred German marks?” I was assured by his words, and on the journey back I bought a helmet in Köln.


In Saint-Tropez I watched for a long time, when a street-magician made tricks for the audience. He entertained and bluffed the audience with a cardboard doll, which seemed to dance on the carpet with the music. When I looked at it further away, I noticed that his assistant, who was standing 20 meters from the magician, drew a thin plastic line in accordance with the music. The line was stuck in the doll, and it couldn’t be seen at all from a short distance, as the magician was standing in the shade of the wall.


I didn’t see any celebrities on the streets of Saint Tropez.
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Parades for the tourists in Monte Carlo and Saint Tropez.





I spent the night alone a little before Le Lavandou on top of a little hill. I left the Mediterranean in Hyeres and rode on to the Sea-Alps in France.



Meeting Jacques in a pouring rain


I had to ride past the center of Nancy, because the rain started to pour and I tried to find a camping as quickly as possible. At the garage a friendly woman motorist promised to guide me to a camping. I could ride after her for ten kilometers in the rain, but then I got tired and the woman drove away.


When the woman motorist had driven away, I got lost on the main road, and I stopped in the rain when a man with a sports suit approached me, and asked me in English, what I was looking for. “A camping.” “This is Frouard, a suburb of Nancy, and there isn’t a camping here, and there has never been one.” He looked at me in the eyes for a moment, and asked me then to come with him. We walked in the pouring rain to his home, about half a kilometer away. He showed a bed in his house, where I could sleep, and a refrigerator, where I could take food. He was sorry that he had an appointment with his girl friend, where he had promised to go. He promised to come back in the morning at about 10 o’clock and asked me to take care of the house. He was Jacques. I was surprised at the exceptional friendliness, and I slept excellently in a real bed.


Jacques came home in the morning at 10 o’clock, with Marcelle, as he had promised. During the day I also met Jacques’ son, Silvere. His hobby was football, and he also knew Ari Vatanen. The father, Jacques, was the coach of a veteran football-team.


In his working place, the metallurgy factory, there were recently fired 4500 employees. Jacques’ daughter, Agnes, was on a holiday in Sousse in Tunis. We, of course, exchanged our contact information, before I left.



A war veteran in Wuppertal


It was late, almost night, when I rode to Wuppertal, where the tire of my bike was broken. I was fixing the tire in the light of the street lamp, when an elderly man, Hugo, came to see me with his dog. He looked at me working for some time and asked then, where I came from. Then he asked me to come with him and took me to his working room, where he also had a bed. He told he was a war veteran, who had been a participant in burning Lapland in Finland, and he was very sorry for it.


After a while he brought me coffee, a pie and three bananas and dropped some coins in my rucksack, although I told him not to do that. He promised to wake me up at 8 o’clock in the morning, as I suggested to him. When he went away, I tried to open the door, but it had been locked from outside, although he hadn’t said so. However, he came at 8 o’clock, as he had promised, treated me with a breakfast and told me the way to Witten and Dortmund. Wuppertal seemed to be the only town in Europe, where the tram rails were in the air.
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An air rail in Wuppertal.






A crash in Hamburg


At the information desk in the railway station of Hamburg I got the information of the nearest camping by Kielerstrasse. I left all my packages in the camping in Kieler and left to see the city on an empty bike, when suddenly a car turned in front of me and I had to use both the front- and the back brake. I flew over the steering rod straight to the asphalt, hurting my head, but I had my helmet on, as doctor Palo had recommended. When I had exchanged a few words with the motorist, who was scared, I could ride on at once.


I didn’t, however, get a ticket to the boat at the travel-agency in Travemünde, for they said they boat was fully booked. So I still had to stay one night in the wood, for I didn’t have enough money to stay the night in the camping. The chemist had suggested that I should show the elbow, which I had hurt in the crash, in the health center, where the nurse said:”Doesn’t look good.” She cleaned the wounds and put a new bandage on the elbow.


I then rode to the beach on the sandy beach, I found a good hiding place for the night behind steep rock. Until late evening I heard the hollow sound of a drum from somewhere in the neighborhood, but I couldn’t figure what it was, and I slept peacefully the whole night.


In the morning I rode to the harbor in good time before the departure time of the ship, and I met Bergen, who was coming to Finland, too. He was working in a Japanese bank as programmer, and was intending to ride a bike for two weeks in Northern Finland and Lapland. On board I taught him Finnish to pass my time.


I taught him for example the following sentences:




	I want some oil for the mosquitoes.


	Have you got a proper reindeer stew?


	I want to have a sharp knife, if there are bears.


	I have seen a live reindeer at the zoo in Ranua.


	I want to talk to the leading doctor of the medical center.


	Are we going to get plenty of cloud-berries this year?





I assured that with these sentences you will manage very well in Lapland. Good questions are enough. You don’t have to understand the answers, for the Lappish people are understanding and not very talkative. Jürgen learned the sentences surprisingly fast, and he had an excellent talent to learn a Finnish intonation and stress that sounded completely genuine. This is how the journey went on very smoothly.


When I got home 28.7. I wrote six letters to show my gratitude to people: to Pino and Rosetta in Cairo Montenotte, to Salme and Enrico in Milan, to Sara in Milan, to Jacques and Marcel in Frouard, to Torsten in Darmstadt and to Hugo in Wuppertal.


On 31.7. I made a cooling tour to my mother’s home in Pohjanmaa, so when I got home from there, the length of a summer’s bicycle trip was over 5000 kilometers.


There were some shortages I decided to remember when thinking of my following journey: I have to take with me many basin plugs for the laundry in the camping, a rope and clothes pegs for drying the laundry, bathing shoes for the shower, spokes for the bicycle, brake- and gear equipment, screws, more money and rye bread. If these had been with me already, my first long bicycle trip would have been perfect.




1989 Budapest: Finland – German – Czechoslovakia – Austria – Hungary – Austria – German – Finland 15.6. - 1.8., duration 47 days


Vantaa-Helsinki-Travemünde-Lübeck-Lauenburg-Lüneburg-Uelzen-Gifhorn-Schladen-Goslar-Göttingen-Hünfeld-Bamberg-Bayreuth-Weiden-Waidhaus-Stribro-Butov-Plzen-Ejpovice-Rocycany-Prague-Tabor-Wien-Mosonmagyarovar-Györ-Komarom-Esztergom-Budapest-Esztergom-Györ-Wien-Königstetten-Königsbrunn-Krems-Dürnstein-Ybbs-Grein-Asten-Wels-Hendorf-Salzburg-Seebrück-München-Augsburg-Wertingen-Kicklingen-Dillingen-Gaildorf-Heilbronn-Heidelberg-Darmstadt-Frankfurt-Giessen-Homberg-Beverungen-Hameln-Lauenau-Hannover-Hamburg-Lübeck-Travemünde-Helsinki-Vantaa
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Acquaintances in the harbor and the burning sun


When I had left home I found a new patching system for mending my bike tires at the Stockman’s department store. Rubber glue would not be needed at all. I bought it, although I doubted, if it would work.


Before I was on board in the harbor, somebody was shouting my name. The person who was shouting was an expert, who was familiar to me because of my trip in the previous summer, and worked in the Woodpecker’s advertisement agency. He was going to drive first to the film festival in Cannes and then to Budapest. When he heard that I was going to ride to Budapest, too, he came to shake hands with me. We didn’t agree about a meeting in Budapest, but I heard that also his company was going to stay the night in a camping in Budapest.


In Gifhorn I got lost on a motorway. My knees were burnt, too, although it was the first day of riding, and I had to take on my long riding trousers. Before Schladen my back tire was cracked under the old patch, and I had to take the first repair brake. I tested the new glue less system and it seemed to work. I had to stay the night by the road behind the trees, because I didn’t find a camping anywhere. The knees and arms that were burnt had to be applied by skin oil, before I could sleep.


The next day was sunny again, and after Goslar there was an uphill of 11 kilometers. I had to shelter my arms again, as the sun was burning. The ride downhill to Osterode was fierce. I was scared, because the speed was over 50 kilometers in an hour, and I had to put on the brake in the bad curves, but but I could, nevertheless, cross the steep Harz, which had been formed by the movements of the surface of the earth.





Trial to East-Germany


The ache in my foot that had started gradually, got stronger, although I had thought it had passed away. At the chemist’s they had recommended that I should go to the doctor, to get stronger medicines, but the receptionist at the health center didn’t know, if my travel insurance card would be valid as payment. However, the doctor arrived immediately, and I could pass the whole queue of patients, and I could use the insurance card as payment. When I had breakfast in the park I took the medicine and the pain in the foot gradually wet away, but at the same time I started to feel dizzy. In spite of the slight dizziness I could go on quite well. The school children in the park didn’t know, if I could ride the bike through East-Germany, and the assistants of the grocery shop didn’t know it either, so I left towards the boarder to try, if I was lucky.


The official on the boarder claimed that there would be only a motorway behind the boarder, and he didn’t know, how to continue there by bike, but he still wanted to see my passport. Then he only wished me a good journey, and looked sorry, because he couldn’t let me cross the boarder by bike.



A garage with no knowledge of bike repair and a car crash


I rode on to Hünfeld, although it was already dark, as a woman that passed me gave me the right direction to a camping, which was situated about two kilometers from the town. The prize of the camping with shower was 7 DM, when I showed the c-card.


In the morning, at Hünfeld’s garage, I asked a man to remove a screw that had stuck in my broken riding shoe, but as he didn’t find a suitable screwdriver, he started to drill the shoe with a machine drill. I got worried, and tried to take the shoe from his hand, but he didn’t want to give it to me. He would have broken a special screw, and soon I would have been forced to ride without a shoe. So the shoe was left unrepaired.


I bought food at Aldi: cheese, tuna, a bar of chocolate and juice powder. I had noticed that Aldi, Lidl, Penny anf Plus were the cheapest groceries in Germany. I also tried to raise the saddle of the bike: this might also help in the foot ache. I also tried to sleep for a moment on the bench of a park, because of tiredness and ache.


The first rain drops were falling down, when I saw a car accident, which looked quite bad. It was on a steep hill. The front axle of the car had been broken in the accident. The police had thrown some white powder on the road, and two policemen were guiding the traffic in the place of the accident.
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On the border.
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Car crash.






Riding through a forbidden military area


When I had been riding for some kilometers, I saw a sign in front of me: “Militärischer bereich, unbefuges betreten verboten, Rock Quarry.” (Military area, trespass forbidden, Rock Quarry.) In spite of the sign, I had to ride on . I was scared and I rode in great speed to Oberweissenbrunn, where I heard the church bell boom seven times, when I arrived. Oberweissenbrunn was a holiday town where the camping cost 7 DM. When I arrived at the camping, an old man asked me to give my passport, and wrote carefully down all the information: where I came from, how and when I had come to Germany, where I was going etc. He was surprised, when I gave him the information. I washed all my laundry and also my meter of journey that I had by accident left in the pocket of my shirt. The meter was, however, working, although a couple of water drops were shining on the glass. At the camping all the people greeted each other.


I woke up early in the morning, already at 4:30, but the laundry wasn’t properly dry yet. It was full moon and the weather was quite warm. Only the ripple of the stream was heard behind the tent, and I decided to take a little nap. The road went still continuously uphill, and I had to ride more slowly because my foot was sore. The medicine that I had been prescribed by the doctor, and that I had been given by the chemist, didn’t take the pain away, but only made me feel dizzy.


In Schönau poppies were growing in the field, larks were singing loudly, and I was enjoying the peaceful summer, as the silent ride with the wind felt good. There were also several downhills, and my average speed was over 25 kilometers in an hour. There was not much traffic, and my sore foot felt quite good, for a change.



The Finns in Bamberg


At the market place in Bamberg, a young man from the Telephone station of Tampere knocked my back, as he noticed the Finnish flag behind my bike, and told me the way to the camping. He was collecting little stones to her wife, who had mineralogy as a hobby. He told me that it hadn’t rained in Bamberg for three weeks.


Before going to the camping, I visited the Roman-Catholic church in the town and the monastery, which were really beautiful.
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The beautiful Bamberg.





At the camping place I suddenly met Göran and Ritva from Porvoo. They gave me useful information about campings in Hungary and Czechoslovakia, where they were coming from, and they asked me to sometime visit them in Porvoo.


It rained a lot at night. I also visited the Doom in Bamberg and the impressive, beautiful rose garden there. As I rode on, I was pumping more air in my back tire, which was empty, when the pump was broken and the back tire was only half filled. I couldn’t ride the bike properly any more. The first biker I asked to stop hadn’t a pump with him. The other biker didn’t stop, when I shouted and waved to him. The third biker had no pump.
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