“Auuw, only 50 to 70km per day...”

That's what | thought when I first read the description
of the cycling planned for our tour of the West Coast.
Although | took up cycling as a form of relaxation,
quality time with my bike had somehow degenerated
into an almost daily blur of rides that were ever harder,
steeper, longer and ultimately somewhat unpleasant. It
took me four days of civilised riding at a sociable pace
in carefully measured doses to discover that nothing
falls off or down if a tortoise outruns you on the bike.
It was a pretty athletic tortoise, but still...

Seeing the big picture

The departure point of the West Coast tour is
Langebaan, an easy car journey down the R27
from Cape Town's airport. This edge of the
African continent has none of the lush in-your-
face green of the Garden Route, and behind
the vast cultivated farmlands the mountains
are more of a distant, hazy gateway to the
interior. You don’t have to elbow your way
through throngs of foreign tourists, and the
locals don't appear to care that you neither
earn, nor pay in Euros. They call the local
vegetation "Sandveld” and at | 20km an hour
in the car it looks like a monotonous grey
blur over some beige sand. Slow down a bit
to a cycling pace and you find an astonishing
variety of sturdy knee-high bushes and grasses
in subtle greys, greens and reds, often well-
armed with therns and barbs. At Ya.m. on the
first day of our tour | was dressed to ride, and
quite put out that ne one in town seemed all
that eager to serve me coffee, Yet...
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