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The Prolog ue 
 

I was like other children in Knaben Gruvor curious about reality and explored the nature 

and mechanics according to my capacity. I got my first bicycle when I was 7 years old. 

It was a DBS of the simple kind with 3 gears and had to cycle under the rod the first two 

years. The training started at the sports ground at Knaben Gruvor. Since then one or 

more bicycles have joined me as friends in life. Twelve years old I got my first job as a 

bike messenger at Søstrene Austad in Flekkefjord and made 2 kr. an hour plus an 

occasional orange as bonus. Tax free as far as I remember. No pension tax or points. 

 

The DBS bike was cleaned and fixed and even put on winter chains when necessary to 

do my job as a newspaper messenger. Mountains bikes with studded tires were not 

invented. In those days we struggled through reality with what we got like now. 

 

 
 

When I finished science high school in May 1971 18 years old the bike was parked in 

the basement. I was called for compulsory service in the Norwegian navy where cycling 

was not on the agenda, and started my technical career as a radio operator. Later on I 

completed an additional education as a Radio Officer at Oslo seamenôs school. It was 

interesting in the navy to travel along the Nowegian coast between Stavanger and 

Kirkenes with a trip to Bear Island and The Barents Sea, including Kap Kanin. Bed and 

board on a frigate plus 9 kr. a day was the reward for 10 months. 

 

Interest in geography came early in public school, even learnt the altitude of Mt. Everest 

(8848 m) when I was seven years old and what is more natural than travelling, sailing 

and biking around on the planet to look if the map is correct? Navigation eventually 

became a part of my active life as a Radio Officer, scientist, system developer, chief 

navigator, supervisor, cyclist and tourist.. 
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My first racing bicycle I bought in Barcelona in July 1974 and had a month to ride 

home before I was joining the Oslo seamen's school. A great holiday trip up through the 

Pyrenees, Andorra and down to Perpignan, Carcassone, Nimes, Narbonne, Sete, 

Montpellier, Marseilles, along the Riviera to Toulon, St. Tropez, Cannes, Monaco, San 

Remo and Savona where the ship I paid off 10 days earlier was anchored. I parked the 

bike at a kiosk on the beach and asked the keeper to look after it. Swam on board and 

made it for 17:00 dinner. Swam back ashore and the bike was still there with baggage. 

Then up the mountain towards Alessandria, over Po plain, up the valley on the old road 

to San Bernadino into Switzerland and Vaduz in Lichtenstein for lunch. I actually saw a 

Norwegian car there! Guess it was someone who were checking their bank connection. 

 

Visited some artist friends close to Wattvil whom I met in Greece the year before when 

I cycled on the island of Kos, and some other friends in Basel and Strasbourg. Then 

along the French German border up to Benelux to get a chip of Luxembourg, Belgium 

and the Netherlands to Cologne/Bonn, Dortmund, Hannover, Lubeck, Puttgarden, 

Copenhagen and Gothenburg where the bike and I was literally completely on the rim 

and had to borrow 50 kr. on welfare to take the train to Oslo and get in time for the 

semester at the seamen's school.  
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That was about 4,000 km and my first long ride on a bike in ten countries and 

eventually it has become quite a few rides. Bought a Gitane racing bike from Per 

Digerud in the spring of 1975 that I used while I was working in Associated Press and 

inbetween occasional sea trips from 1976 until the summer of 1979 when I sold it to 

move to Dordogne in France. 

 

 
 

Yala Peak, Langtang Himal, 5.520 m (18.110 ft) above sea level  

 

In January 1977 I paid off a ship in Japan and traveled via Hong Kong, Thailand and 

India to Nepal where I climbed what is still my highest mountain top, Yala Peak to the 

North of Kathmandu close to the border of Tibet. There was no technical climbing and 

hardly any snow on the top, only a bit of thin air. Three wonderful weeks in the 

mountains and returned to Kathmandu and visited my teacher Dudjom Rinpoche who I 

met in Berkeley in June 1976. I have since then visited the Himalayan mountain range 

in India and Nepal several times in 1978, 1979, 1985, 1992 and 2007 to study the 

development. Should have written a book about the experiences, but it is now deep 

down in my memory. April 25, 2015 the Nepalese village in Langtang next to Yala 

Peak, was exposed to a great 7,2 earthquake and a landslide that took the lives of many. 

 

Then a few years at sea and yoga retreat in Dordogne with little cycling, but resumed it 

again as a student in the period 1985-1990, as a relaxation and form construction 

between sedentary studies in Computer science, Mathematics and Astrophysics. Only a 

few small trips in the Oslo area. Many trips to the village Ski South of Oslo the two 

years I lived in a row house at Holmlia and in Maridalen the three years I lived in the 

student town at Kringsjå. Unfortunately, I couldn't afford to pay the fee for some 

competition rides, so it was with the training. The three years at the Institute of 

theoretical astrophysics was among the most rewarding of my life. Got to study "the 

hobby" among excellent professors and friendly fellow students! 

 

Once I accidentally ate lunch with Labour party veteran Find Lied on a satellite 

technology meeting in Os in 1987. He expressed his concern for Radio officers who 

were unemployed because of satellite technology and what could be done for them 

when I replied instantly: "You can start with paying my student loan!". 
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It was just a scholarship that barely matched a half month's salary offshore at Ugland 

Coflexip in the "golden age" before continuing education. Find Lied was a pleasant and 

easygoing guy with a lot of history and technology skills as the pioneer he was. 

 

Worked in Kongsberg Navigation and Spacetec and began to compete on a bicycle for 

the first time at the age of 42 years! It was not much people on the roads in Tromsø so I 

joined the ĂBicycle carouselñ, a form of tour ride and corporate sports. Soon found out 

that it was a good idea to wear a bicycle helmet. Tromsø is a pleasant town, but a little 

tough climate for a Southerner who likes sun, swimming and cycling. Spring was 

particularly long and summer maybe in July. 

 

 
 

A small trip to Boulder, Colorado in September 1991 after a GPS conference in 

Albuquerque in New Mexico. Rented a mountain bike and cycled up to Gold Hill, a 

small cowboy village in the mountains. 17 km up and down 1030 altitude meters gain. 

Great nature up and down through a valley and nice view over the landscape from the 

top. Also passed something that looked like a NOAA telescope, and visited an 

Astronomical Observatory at the University on the way down. Boulder is a beautiful 

city and also popular among Norwegian students. 

 

In 1995 I moved down to Olsvik near Bergen to help a small seismic company with 

navigation and joined Hordaekspressen, a fitness collective of senior cyclists. Bergen-

Voss cycled for the first time at 6.5 hours and got faster at last with 5 hours. Also took a 

time off on a bicycle trip from Bergen to Amsterdam via the ferry from Kristiansand to 

Hirtshals. In Denmark, I stopped a few days by Grenaa in brilliant sunshine. Cycled so 

on via Flensburg, Kiel, Hamburg, Bremerhaven, Groningen and over the dike to Den 

Helder. I cycled along the canals and came to Amsterdam at the same time as the Sail 

Festival with quite a number of Tall Race sailing ships. Had a good week there with 

friends from Nepal before I had to fly back to Bergen and out on new missions and 

further development of the navigation program. 
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1.1.1996 I moved back to Oslo where I mostly worked in various backyard companies 

in the computer industry, until I migrated to Spain in 2010. Membership in I.F. Frey 

was certainly a boost with well organized trainings and became among the best in my 

class. 14:17:22 on The Great Strength (Styrkeprøven) from Trondheim to Oslo (540 km) 

in 2000. The year before I crashed at Råholt along with two guys from Trondheim lying 

in the road 50 kms before the finish, got concussion and had to retire, so okay to ñraise 

the bitchò. Unfortunately, there are accidents in cycling. We also had a couple of 

training camps in Mallorca at Easter 1999 and 2000. 

 

In 2002 I joined the Frikransen cycling club which was more appropriate, training in 

the vicinity of my residence in the city centre. A lot of fun there and was more or less a 

permanent fixture in the Masters Cup until I cycled for more adventure tours and less 

competition. We also had an Easter training camp in Tuscany. In particular, Club 

Manager Tim Bennett is an inspirator that Ióm still in contact with. 

 

It must also be noted that we took a trip to Aalborg in Denmark and I won the Lady 

class in Northern Jutland around (250 km) a year. Then the photographer of the race 

saw that I had a moustache, and he realized that I was not a woman as indicated by my 

first name and didnôt show up for the prize ceremony! Otherwise, we were a few trips 

around in Norway with a great bunch! 

 

I was also Chairman of the Board in a small condominium in Welhavensgate in Oslo for 

about ten years that I could also have written a book about, but it has already been done  

in a Televison serial by the comedian Robert Stoltenberg, so passed that exercise for 

respect of private life. An interesting experience. 

 

Several years as a Board member and Chairman in the End consumers Cable network 

Federation gave a certain amount of insight into how commercial cable networks and 

telecommunications operators work against each other and the users in the battle for the 

most profitable customers by threading the bend and both ends of the cable around their 

neck. They exploit of course customersô ignorance and their lack of capacity to take 

advantage of Internet solutions. 

 

Now the mobile network takes off with their offerings and create a dependency to the 

cloud to increase traffic and billing. All will be on the net and those who are not online 

must reckon to apply for physical help to perform something bureaucratic. There is no 

difference between Norway and Spain in this respect. All in and all out, create 

additional work and revenue at people's expense. Online networks does of course not 

always work 100% and it can be some suspension by purchase orders when the 

validation hangs and goes into timeout. It easily leads to some additional attempts and is 

illusory to believe that a society will work only on payment cards and computers. We 

also need cash and manual solutions without being arrested for "non-payment" when the 

card system fails due to lack of network connection. It is not customary to give credit. 
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Costa del Sol 
 

 
 

A short Christmas and New Year holiday in 2000-2001 on Spanish Costa del Sol 

freshened up my existence. First week in Calahonda where we had a powerful storm 

that blew through Strait of Gibraltar and a few days of rain with not much outdoor life. 

Got to know a Norwegian-American Stock Exchange Broker Thomas from Minnesota 

and his lady. Weather cleared up and some bicycle tours in the surrounding area along 

the coast to Malaga and back in the mountains via Cartama, Coin, Monda, Oyen and 

Marbella. A couple of rides by the old main road were needed between Marbella and 

Fuengirola, but otherwise okay to ride a bike on local roads. 

 

The second week I stayed in Marbesa closer to Marbella and took a long trip to 

Gibraltar a nice day with over 20 ºC. I have seen so many James Bond movies etc. from 

Gibraltar that it was not difficult to recognize the rocks. Cycled across the border 

without being stopped. On my way back they asked for my passport which I didnôt 

have, showed the UCI bicycle card and that was okay, a cyclist is not dangerous! A trip 

to Ronda North of Marbella was also an experience, there is a famous bridge there. 

Some heavy wind that day. Puerto Banus was also a nice place with good lunch down at 

the sailing harbour. A lot of golf courses in Nueva Andalucia and relatively affordable 

apartments in a residential complex with security guards. 

 

New year's eve was celebrated in Marbella with a Dutch cyclist and his Cuban 

girlfriend. We went to the midnight mass in church and to a party in old town that bears 

the stamp of its Moorish past and is a tourist attraction in itself. In 1502 and 1525 the 

Moors were thrown out, and also other religious minorities were persecuted. The Jews 

were thrown out already in 1492. The political decisions were a bit more efficient than 

today's. Some Norwegians have settled on Costa del Sol, but didnôt see so much of 

them, only a bartender in Marbella. The stretch from Fuengirola to Torremolinos is said 

to be the most popular, while more affluent ones settle down in the Marbella area. Nice, 

but like the rest of mainland Spain a bit cold in the winter. 
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Isla de Margarita  
 

 
 
November 2001 I went to the island of Margarita off Venezuela coast to see how it went 

with some friends who created a yoga community there by Juangriego. It was just a few 

months after the tragic "9.11" Al Qaeda massacre in the United States and had to go 

through 3 security checks on stopover in Paris where we were 3 hours late on the flight 

to Caracas. Arrived Porlamar Airport eventually on Isla de Margarita the next day and 

checked in at the hotel in Playa El Agua, North East on the island. 

 

The next day, I cycled 190 km around the whole island, a bit more than planned, but 

after a cold autumn in Oslo, it was a great relief just to be able to cycle on bare roads. 

Got sunburned, but a masseuse fixed it with aloe vera oil on the beach next day. Nice 

island to ride on and a great beach with hot water and small waves. The beach bar 

manager was a Graduate of Economics and took pity on President Hugo Chavez who 

not exactly has led the country to any further development despite many well-educated 

people and oil revenue. 

 

My friends had just purchased a land area and started on rebuilding the existing 

premises and planning new ones. Good climate and relatively inexpensive, but 

unfortunately the tropical paradise called Tashigar Norte eventually was disturbed by a 

lot of burglary and direct violence against the residents. It still functions with necessary 

security because of the unstable situation in the country. Ironically, Hugo Chavez was 

visiting Prime Minister Kjell Magne Bondevik in Norway at the same time to get advice 

on how the oil industry should get nationalized in the best Norwegian spirit, and Statoil 

at least did not earn anything on it. Venezuela has some of the world's largest oil 

reserves, but doesn't look like the whole population gets any advantage of it. 

 

Also got tested updating of computer virus control on a slow line. 20 minutes took it 

and the next day, there was a powerful rain storm, a tree fell over the telephone line and 

took a few days before we were online again. It was supposedly the first storm they had 

for twenty years and is hardly due to any climate change since it was not the only time. 

After three weeks in Paradise I went back to the Norwegian freezer and spike tyres. 
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Australia  
 

 
 
In December 2002 I went on Christmas and New Year's holiday to Australia, "the lost 

continent" where I haven't been before. Prosperity and well-being characterise the 

world's best country to live in. Not only have they good welfare, but also relatively "free 

education" at university level and a good climate that far surpasses the Norwegian. The 

forest fire was on when I arrived Sydney, but when I opened the suitcase Norwegian 

weather gods came out and it rained for three days. Stayed four days on Bondi Beach 

outside the town and biked a bit in the neighborhood. 

 

Then off to Surfers Paradise South of Brisbane where I spent a week. Was some 

cycling there too, including a 150 km ride in the Hinterland and Mulwullumbah with a 

short visit at the foot of Mt. Warning which is the first mountain top Capt. James Cook 

saw when he arrived in the country in the 1700 's. 

 

Then I went a couple of weeks to Namgyal Gar by Bermagui South of Sydney where we 

had a yoga retreat and celebrated the new year there with my friends. Finished off with 

a couple of weeks in Sydney which is really a comfortable and beautiful city with many 

attractions. Pedaling a route in Centennial Park where they had time trials in the 

Olympics and where one could safely work out. Otherwise there was a Maritime 

Museum in Darling Harbour and the famous Opera House that was worth a visit. Nice 

to ride a bike and walk around in the city, sit down in an appropriate place and eat lunch 

and dinner. Friendly people and a place you may well settle down. 



 

11 

 

La Marmotte  
 

 
 
On behalf of Frikransen cycling club I participated in La Marmotte 5. July 2003, with 

my 89 kg and completed at 10:26:06. 340 in class M50-59 among 651 and 2926 total 

among 4533 completing participants. What is called the world's toughest cycle tourist 

race has everything that can be imagined of ingredients; 174 km road, 5,500 m altitude 

gain, 4 mountain passes, tunnels with and without light, good and bad roads, broken 

pavement and gravel. Punctures and also unfortunately some front collisions that 

supposedly took the lives of three cyclists according to a Dutchman. Fantastic weather 

with sunshine all day long and around 10 ºC on the passes, 25 ºC down in the valley so 

it led to some foolhardy and fast execution where Bart Dekker, the best man had 

6:02:00 (29 km/h) which is on pro level. 

 

The start in Le Bourg d ' Oisans was a formidable experience and the bus from l 'Alpe 

Huez hardly parked in time, but we got on the bikes and into a start field of several 

hundred metres with thousands of cyclists before I crossed the start mat about 7:30 am. 

 

I took a long drag the first flat 10 km in a quarter of an hour and drove past hundreds of 

cyclists before the pond by Verney. Then in moderate speed up to Col de la Croix de 

Fer (37.5 km and 3210 m above sea level) that was passed in about 2 hours. The first 

downhill was nice and clear, cycled controlled, but down to St. Jean de Maurienne (67 

km 546 metres above sea level) I saw much hazardious cycling, a bloody biker with 

shock in his eyes was wrapped in a gold folio in the ditch and a couple of motor bikers 

looked after him while the ambulance came screaming up a little further down the 

valley. The motor cyclists were excellent in their execution in the field and quick to 

assist or provide assistance for those who had problems with the body or the vehicle. 
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Then about 14 km pace driving again and some nice drags and overtaking up to St. 

Michel de Maurienne (81 km 712 m). The slopes up to Col du Telegraphe D902 (57.5 

km 1570 m above sea level) went relatively smoothly and Valloire (97.5 km 1430 m 

above sea level) was passed in about 5 hours (20 km/h) in accordance with the schedule. 

Then it really started to feel in the body up to Col du Galibier (114.5 km 2642 m above 

sea level) 17 km and an average gradient of 7% with a piece of 14% just before the top. 

It took a couple of hours and since I did not live in a Hill House in Homansbyen in Oslo 

(40 m above sea level) I took a little stop and some drinks and food on top to make sure 

that the body was in order before riding downhill that went smoothly. Here also some 

oncoming traffic and supposedly a biker who died later in the day in a rather stupid and 

daring right turn maneuver on the left side of a box car. 

 

The journey went in strong head wind controlled down the valley D1901 to the start 

point in Le Bourg d ' Oisans (160 km 719 m above sea level) that was done away in an 

hour with some good drags. A lot of car traffic and cyclists who blocked the road, but 

better to survive than get a few minutes ahead. Then the famous ground-up to l ' Alpe 

Huez, was relatively fast up the first bend, but then it went like with the environment 

only slower and slower. The farther up I came the more people sat in the bends and 

rested. Some puke was also in the road so it was obvious that somebody surpassed 

themselves. "¿Bueno con agua?" like a pair of smiling latino girls asked encouraging, 

but 6 km before the finish I just had get off the bike and walk for a kilometer, eat and 

drink to get the strength to get around. Then a small threshold of a few meters, enough 

to get the wheels rolling again in tempo piano until it was a kilometer left and flat 

terrain into the alpine town. Suddenly went very fast and rode like a rocket into the 

finish (174 km 1880 m above sea level) while the church bells were ringing and the 

people applauding. A fantastic experience even though the last 14 km took almost 2 

hours. Marco Patani has the record in 38 minutes... 

 

Tour de France stage nr. 8 from 13. July 2003 went from Sallanches into the La 

Marmotte trail at St. Jean and over Col du Telegraphe and Col du Galibier to l ' Alpe 

Huez. It was exciting to see how raw the pros are! A half old passionate recreational 

individual like me can only bow in reverence of what level the pros and the sport of 

cycling in Europe is, both when it comes to achievements and ability to carry out events 

where the local population is participating.  
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You will never really avoid accidents and only a Tour de France and other major pro 

rides get car traffic stopped for a few hours. The mountain walls and cliffs we can not 

do anything about until they erode or explode. 

 

 
 

Studio in Le Chavanu in the heart of  l ' Alpe Huez can be recommended for reservation, 

so it is just to hang on. Any Frikranser and cyclists with respect for themselves and 

their surroundings should implement such a wonderful ride that is an experience for life. 

 

Styrkeprøven (540 km) and  Jotunheimen rundt (430 km) with a few hundred cyclists 

over some small Norwegian hilltops are just asocial Sunday trips in comparison! 

 

A la prochaine! Vive la France! 
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Cycling around Lhasa in Tibet  
 

 
 

The Phantom from Flekkefjord made a trip around the planet in the fall of 2007 by plane 

and bike to find a suitable place to retire. Started with a week in Agra and Varanasi in 

North India and three weeks in Kathmandu in Nepal which was not so bike friendly. 

Did three trips in the surrounding area around Kathmandu, but then I read in the paper  

that a cyclist had been run over by three trucks on the triple so I packed the bike. 

 

It took three weeks to get the Tibet permit from the Chinese Embassy in Kathmandu 

when they had a week's vacation during the Sun Festival. The same time it supposedly 

was martial law in Lhasa while Dalai Lama received his award from U.S. Congress 17. 

October in addition to the 5 year Chinese People's Congress, but who could know? Was 

nothing in the newspaper Agder about it. 

 

Landed eventually at Lhasa Airport (3500 m) in Tibet Saturday 27. October and thought 

it would be much checking of the bike bag as usual, but was actually waved past by a 

female custom officer, while all the other ones were held back. Strangely, every place 

has their system like Norwegian Homeland Security and you get literally high on being 

in Lhasa. 

 

Tried to find an ATM cash machine that first night, but buzzing my way in a queue there 

was someone who said: "It must be a Bønpo" and realized that I had ended up going 

against the queue around the Jokhang Temple. According to the Buddhist tradition you 

shall walk around with the shoulder to the right towards the temple. The Pre Buddhist 

Bønpoes goes in the opposite direction in accordance with their tradition and that will 

easily make a traffic jam. Turned diplomatic and went a few rounds along with a few 

thousand Tibetans and it was quite an experience. Found a cash machine on a corner 

back to the hotel and it worked.  
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Flora hotel was situated in a Muslim part of the city. For several centuries, there have 

been a few thousand Muslims in Lhasa without problems. They are often butchers and 

Buddhists also eat the meat. 

 

 
 

There are hundreds of kilometers of flat roads as well as some hills in Tibet, so 

something for every taste. The altitude is an issue for most the first few days, but 

experienced no notable problems, took it easy and built up the blood. Clear air, and in 

this altitude less air resistance and less Oxygen. Maybe Oxygen bottles will be just as 

popular as water bottles in a Tour de Tibet? It is also possible that the blood becomes so 

thick that one cannot start without being classified as doped. 

 

Sunday 28. October: 40 km, 60 m altitude gain and two punctures. That is literally quite 

flat! Put on 32 mm cross tires that seem to fit better to the pavement in Lhasa city centre 

that is similar to that in Oslo, Norway. Outside of the old town a combination of 

Chinese shopping centres and souvenir shops, with some original bars and restaurants in 

between, all with signs both in Chinese and Tibetan. The Potala Palace is a revelation 

to ride in front of. Pollution rules are not as strict as in Europe and United States, but 

not much traffic, and a coal power plant pollutes Western part of the city. 

 

Monday 29. October: 58.5 km, 271 m altitude gain, a small round in North Eastern part 

of Lhasa Valley, inclusive a small mountain pass (Drak Yerpa) 3888 metres above sea 

level where a bus with pilgrims threw small flags on me or the pass? It's not what you 

experience on bicycle training in Norway. A fantastic nature and probably some natives 

who was wondering what kind of alien came cycling. An old viking in Tibet? Changlam 

nyingma vikingpa! Pøke rangsem! Live a free Tibet! 

 

Tuesday 30. October: 62.5 km, 208 m altitude gain, a little ride halfway to the airport 

and back, a lot of wind with sand and traffic with exhaust and turned long way before I 

got to the tunnel to the airport. Some nice drags in the tail wind on the way back. Good 

food at Snowlion restaurant in the evening and found my regular place in front of the 

Mt. Kailash painting.  
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Wednesday, 31. October: 400 m swimming in Lhasa Spa is also an interesting 

experience, the buoyancy in the water is the same as at sea level. Good lunch with an 

acquaintance and local sightseeing without the bike. 

 

Thursday, 1. November: 16 km ride to Sera monastery North of the city, but when I see 

a Ticket Office in a monastery I donôt bother to go in. It is also said that some of the 

monasteries are used for retraining Tibetans, something ala the Norwegian Welfare 

courses to customize them to a labour market where there hardly is any. 8 km walk later 

to/from the Tibetan Museum who really is suspicious and some of the strangest I have 

seen. Unfortunately it is just what the Tibetan culture is about to be, literally a museum? 

Started to get cold even in the afternoons, 16 ºC after a few days with over 20 ºC. Time 

for a cap and long pants. 

 

Friday 2. November: a bit chilly, so I thought I'd climb up on Bumpari (4150 m above 

sea level), a holy small mountain top in the vicinity. It also required a permit and maybe 

Chinese tourists going to Holmenkollen ski jump in Oslo needs one too? There were no 

police there when I cycled past the foot of the mountain on Monday, perhaps the way 

really was closed for single cyclists? It was actually the only place in 97 days around the 

planet where I was denied access. 

 

 
Samye the monastic city (© Naldjor) 

 

Saturday 3. November: Taxi to Lhasa airport 60 km from the hotel and rode 120 km 

to/from Zhalang ferry site at the Mindroling monastery that was a bit more than "a few 

kilometers" from the hotel, but kilometers are maybe a bit longer in Tibet than in 

Norway? Took a ferry between sand banks in Yarlung Tsangpo (Brahmaputra) river 

and jeep to/from Samye which is the first Buddhist temple which Guru Padmasambhava 

from Odiyana built in year 775 and maybe he was an old viking? Odi = Odin? Got to 

see the famous Ngadrama ("looks like me", i.e. Padmasambhava) statue. It was 

appearently destroyed during the cultural revolution and reconstructed. He was a bit 

golden in the skin, and perhaps the original has moved to Manhattan? Who knows, 

stunning scenery and not much traffic, just a lot of oncoming military vehicles on the 

way back. The last kilometers went in complete darkness and sharp awareness, 

ironically I almost crashed on a speed bump just before the airport hotel. It was a so-

called strong Saturday and an overwhelming experience. 
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Sunday 4. November: 60 km in the upper section of the Yarlung valley, West of the 

airport on the old road to Lhasa and towards Gyantse, again you're just stunned by the 

wide valleys and the high mountains. Spent the afternoon in the village at the airport, 

talking a bit with the local Tibetans, ate food and drank a little beer with them. Nice 

cultural integration. Lama la chø pa bul! (We offer to the lama!) Cheers! 

 

Monday 5. November: Flying to Beijing in the afternoon/evening. Massive mountain 

ranges all the way to the plain before Chengdu so here is more to explore. Alaska, Rocky 

Mountains, Jotunheimen, Pyrenees and Alps are wane in comparison. Beijing was, 

however, a disappointment, dense fog and smog, so didn't bother even to pack out the 

bike to look at popular sights in the city the next day. Booked a flight to Hawaii. The 

Olympic participants the following year, also got to taste a bit of the bad air and heavy 

rain. Maybe they should put the bike races to Tibet? Time trial in the Yarlung valley, 

and long race Gyantse-Lhasa? There at least the air is clean, but thin ... 

 

A long week and only 360 km cycling in Tibet is hardly enough to get acclimatised and 

full of red blood cells, but it was what time and temperature allowed this time. 

Himalayan Mountain Bikes arranges some nice trips, but you have to be early with 

booking at least two months in advance to avoid having to wait in Kathmandu on the 

various permits you need in rural areas. The best times to ride a bike is normally March-

May, September-October, when it otherwise easily gets too cold or hot and wet. In the 

summer of 2007 there was an abnormally long monsoon and even flooding in the Lhasa 

Valley where people waded deep in water. The Tibetans also notice the climate changes 

and a campaign is underway to take care of the forest, irrigate the water and cultivate 

the Earth in a reasonable manner so those who are dependent on the major rivers get 

their share to the extent the Chinese Government follow up their demands. 

 

I can not say so much about the political situation, but the youth seems to integrate as in 

other parts of the world regardless of the past. Tibet is becoming a secular society 

without any other religions than Capitalist Communism, the two systems of whatever 

that is. Sheraton has already built a hotel and there will likely be a Casino Presidente in 

Lhasa also to the extent it has any significance for the natural state. The Norwegian-

Tibetan University cooperation works well and is the way to go, using intelligent youth 

to get a thorough and good education in Norway. The Tibetan community will hopefully 

lift itself out of Chinese dictatorship and all citizens get a passport once they have found 

their place in a free society, or what is called a democracy. 

 

Tibet has an enormous potential as a tourist country with beautiful mountains and 

valleys. The infrastructure needs to be developed with more hotels and hostels. The 

Chinese have naturally control over how many foreigners are coming and going, a la the 

Bhutanese model so it doesn't get too many bums like in Nepal and Norway. Experience 

also most Chinese as friendly people and one should at least praise them for creating 

roads that are relatively good to ride on. It may not cost so much to invite H.H. Dalai 

Lama to meet his old hometown? It will not only make an extraordinary person happy 

before he dies, but also be a gesture that will be well received all over the planet and 

give the Chinese Government a better reputation which  they may need instead of hiding 

reality for their inhabitants. Human rights for all! 
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Cycling i n USA and on Cuba 
 
Hawaii is a paradise for cyclists and took about 24 hours to fly from Tibet via Beijing in 

China and Kansai airport in Japan to Honolulu where there was plenty of parts for a 

TREK 5500 bike. The bike was repaired the first day with a new crank and chainring for 

only US$ 270. Took some time to get a hotel room, but eventually got a penthouse for a 

regular room rate at the Waikiki Marina on the 40th floor, about 120 metres above sea 

level. It's possible to find out on Internet where there are free rooms and wireless 

networks are available over most of the place. 

 

Had some trouble getting through the immigration due to lack of a return ticket. It was 

not something I had thought about. Which way should I return when I came from Japan 

and was halfway around the Earth to Norway? They talked on the phone with my 

cousin Erling in California to confirm our relativeship as we normally do. Eventually, 

they also found out in a Defense Department (DoD) database that I had given a lecture 

on a GPS application in Albuquerque in 1991 as a ñhighly qualified navigation 

engineerò.  The attitude changed and got arranged with a 6-month visa to US$ 430. I'm 

in a way a Norwegian-American and an old Viking, and managed to keep my temper 

without going berserk. After all, we rediscovered America. What do we need a visa for? 

 

8. November I took an afternoon ride to Pearl Harbour to see the memorials, first place 

USS Arizona Memorial Visitor Center and USS Bowfin Submarine Museum & Park 

where the bombing of Pearl Harbour 7. December 1941 was presented in a multimedia 

show, see www.arizonamemorial.org and www.bowfin.org. Interesting for an ex-marine 

and radio operator from KNM Narvik. Cycled back on Nimmitz Rd., which is not so 

busy and okay to cycle approximately 30 km to/from Waikiki along with the motorists. 

http://www.bowfin.org/


 

19 

 

9. November, rounded Eastern cape of Oahu at Makapulu where it is pleasent to ride a 

bike on route 72 to route 61 Kailu back over Pali pass (300 m). 60 km, 900 m altitude 

gain, moderate hills and temperature, around 25 ºC all the way. A bicycle field in most 

of the roads and not much traffic, so nice to ride a bike, even in some small tunnels. 

 

10. November, time for a long trip to North Shore. I eventually found the way through 

Pearl City over the hill to Haleiwa and Waialula. There was no high season for surfing 

and just some surfers who grilled and drank beer while they waited for a wave? On the 

ride home I cycled by USS Missouri, an old battleship of World War II. It is located 

right next to USS Arizona, which was sunk during the attack on Pearl Harbour.  I met 

by chance some of the last survivors a few weeks later in Tucson, Arizona. 120 km 

to/from on RV. 99, a good day's session and deserved a better dinner in a cosy restaurant 

down by the Marina not far from the hotel. 

 

 
 

Waikiki Beach towards Diamond Head seen from the beach at Waikiki Marina 

 

Sunday 11. November rest day on Waikiki Beach, beautiful with nice views and perfect 

temperature for swimming. Swam on a coral reef, but was just a scratch. The location is 

similar to Las Vistas beach in Los Cristianos, but somewhat a warmer climate and 

absolutely no calima as it is very far away from the nearest desert.  

 

If you wish to settle in the longer term, the prices in 2015 in a simple and affordable 

apartment in Honolulu is about US $ 1,000 per month and up. 
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The cost of living is otherwise about half of Norway so one can have a good life for 

approximately 20,000 kr. a month like in Spain. www.honolulu.com. Unfortunately, the 

US $ exchange rate turns in step with the oil price so reality is as usual insecure. 

 

 
 

12. November, flying over to Maui. Maui Beach Hotel in Kahului reasonably ok. 

 

 
 

13. November 120 km to/from Haleakala Crater edge (summit 3085 m above sea level) 

that is about 5% steady incline in 5 hours up and down in 1.5 hours. Some traffic on the 

highway towards the mountain, but then some great roads with nice view and little 

traffic. Good strength training. Saw some Tibetan prayer flags in a turn on the road, so 

maybe someone with common interests? 
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I was pretty "spaced" at the summit of the crater edge, and saw "the clear light" over 

Space City, a community of telescopes in the 3,000 m range. Maui and Hawaii the Big 

Island, is like La Palma and Tenerife among the best observation spots of outer space 

on our planet. An older man in the parking lot congratulated me with the effort and said 

he barely managed to walk a mile, so I told him: "Anything helps" as the diplomat I am. 

 

14. November: 50 km out to the Kahawaloa cliffs (300 m) and back, a small tour of the 

Wailuku/Kahulu. Nice rest and a good lunch at the local restaurant Mexico. 

 

15. November: 60 km 1117 m altitude gain around the Western half of the island: 

Lahaina, Kapalua etc. Wild and beautiful on North side. Maui is definitely an island for 

cycling and other sporting activities, apart from the winter sports, not as populated and 

busy as Oahu. 

 

 
 

16. November: Flying over to Big Island, the triathlon birthplace, where I exchanged a 

RCI week at Wyndham Kona Hawaiian Resort, a new paradise in the eyes of triathletes. 

 

17. November: About 100 km megatour from Kailua to Mauna Kea (4200 m) and 

natural to walk most of the last 11 km with an average gradient of 17% and got to the 

top plateau just before sunset. Got to hitchhike back to Kailua-Kona with some 

Christian Koreans, one of which had been Ambassador to Oslo, a four-year period in 

the last half of the 1990s, so the world is not great when one is born in Flekkefjord. He 

also knew who the preacher Hans Nilsen Hauge was, who partly caused that my great-

grandfather and his brother built the first prayer house in Flekkefjord around 1850.  

 

18. November: A day of rest in Kailua-Kona, a relaxing and beautiful place. 
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19. November: 30 km ride to/from Kealakekua before the bike was put on full Bike 

Works service. New chain and cassette, bearings in the rear wheel etc. Bike as good as 

new with clever mechanics. Nice staff. Frikransen windbreaker jacket given away as a 

bonus and got a Bike Works bicycle shirt I have used much in Norway and on Tenerife. 

 

 
 

21. November: 80 km to/from lunch at Anaehoomalu Bay North of Kailua-Kona along 

Queen Káahumanu Hwy which is a part of the Ironman World Championship trail, 

naturally suitable for tempo gigante. Aloha! Swept past other cyclists like lightning. 

 

 
 

Kealakeuka Bay 
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21 november: 50 km sightseeing (about 1000 m altitude gain) to/from the Puuhonua o 

Honaunau National Historical Park and the Kealakeuka Bay where the great Captain 

James Cook ended his days over a stupid dispute about a rowboat!  

 

November 22: 30 km along the Ali Drive and up Palani Rd. ground against Kaleoa 600 

m above sea level and cross-connection to the airport and back with a little sightseeing 

on the coast. The bike was packed and ready for departure to California with sadness in 

the heart. Thanksgiving. ... 

 

 
 

23. November, flying to Los Angeles to visit cousin Erling in Ventura.  

24. November, a car ride to Santa Barbara to visit Pema Tenzing Rinpoche who I know 

from India since 1978. Nice reunion and a great assembly.  

25. November, road trip to Simi Valley to go to the Ragtime Musical with my cousin 

and Music Director Gary who stood for the music. 

 

26. November, cycling on RV. 33 from Ventura to Ojai where my grand uncle Tore 

Netland was Postmaster in the 1930 's. Back on RV. 150 to Santa Paula and down to 

Ventura. About 50 km in fine mountains and bicycle friendly. Share the Road! Had a 

pickup truck in front of me before Camp Bartlett that lost a plastic garbage can that 

popped up in the way 30 metres in front of me, but was lucky there too. It happens  

Tour of California is running in this area. Family dinner at a great restaurant in Ventura 

harbor at night. 
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27. November the usual tourist trip to Mailbu with newburned grass, on to Center of 

Self Realization in Santa Monica, a trip to and lunch at Venice Beach, sightseeing in 

Beverly Hills and a promenade on the streets in Hollywood. Sushi dinner in L.A. city 

centre. Surprisingly fresh air and little exhaust. Something has happened since I was 

berthing with a ship in Long Beach in 1974 and we went on a trip in Disneyland in 

Anaheim. ñGovernatorò Arnold Schwarzenegger has cleaned up what he could. 
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28. November: 30 km cycling to Live Oak Acres, RV. 50 on North side of Lake Casitas 

and down to Carpinteria and Punta back RV. 101 to Ventura. Nice mountain and 

bicycle friendly there too. Share the road! 

 

 
 

"Reverend" Inge Bjart on the pulpit in Solvang (Photo: Erling Dugan) 

 

29. November: car trip to the "Danish village" Solvang Northwest of Santa Barbara.  In 

Santa Ynez nearby American Indians have a casino and in Solvang we met some other 

Southerners from Norway that invited us to a Christmas party in Newbury Park, 

Thousand Oaks. Solvang is also a Centre for cheese and wine tasting in between all the 

souvenir shops. 

 

30. November: a bit cold and windy, took a walk, dinner in the evening in Camarillo. 

 

1. December: Christmas party with Sons of Norway in Newbury Park, looks like most 

Norwegian expats have moved from Brooklyn to California and was almost like a 

Christmas dinner in Oslo where a Professor emeritus from the Lutheran College sat at 

our table and told jokes ... 
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2. December: Took an evening train from Oxnard to L.A. and night train to Williams in 

Arizona. Had dinner in the restaurant with a couple where the lady had been afraid of 

fly ing and took the train back to Chicago. 

 

 
 

3. December: an unforgettable day on the cowboy train with a singing liar of a cowboy 

from Williams to Grand Canyon Village in Arizona and walked one afternoon on the 

Southern rim where there was ice on the trails down the ravine. Nice view, but not 

really as impressive as the overwhelming Tibet. Good dinner and spent the night at El 

Tovar, an over hundred year old wooden hotel reminiscent of a Norwegian Mountain 

hotel. Sat in the bar with a wealthy American couple from Panama who had parked 

their sailing yacht in San Diego and was on vacation. 

 

4. December: Shuttle to Flagstaff, Phoenix and Tucson in beautiful nature which I have 

seen many times in cowboy movies and felt at home in many ways. Checked in at 

legendary Hotel Arizona in downtown Tucson. 

 

5. December, East on E. Broadway Blvd. to a 9 km roundtrail in Saguaro National Park 

East (US $ 5) and on to Mountain Cave in South-East on recommendation of some local 

cyclists, about 90 km that day. Later in the evening, met some of the last survivors from 

USS Arizona. A 92-year-old admiral and others had a seminar at Hotel Arizona and had 

some drinks with them which later became my regular friends in the hotel bar. 
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6. December, a good trial up El Tanque Verde Rd and E. Catalina Hwy. to Mount 

Lemmon (2.792 meters above sea level) and about 2000 m altitude gain, about 5% 

incline all the way. A lot of side winds on the flat top so turned 5 km before the actual 

vertex and wheeled controlled downhill. About 100 km that day. Generally pleasent to 

ride a bike in the Tucson area. They also host a cycletourist Tour of Tucson which 

should have been fun to attend. 

 

7. December 30 km to Old Tucson Studios (www.oldtucson.com) in the Western 

direction where the ñHigh Chaparralò TV cowboy series were recorded in 1966-1971, 

which the oldest of us remember. Arrived just in time for a performance of dancing 

girls, the kind we found on the saloon in the good old days. A couple of hours there and 

then rode a few kilometres away to the Desert Museum where they had many reptiles in 

the beiges and a couple of bears that had siesta. Impressive facility that probably has 

cost some tens of millions of dollars to develop. 

 

8-9 December: Yoga seminar in Synchronicity Center with friends from Nepal and Tibet 

in the tradition of Kunzang Dechen Lingpa, one of our time's premier Dzogchen 

masters. 

 

10. December: flying from Tucson to Mexico City via Phoenix as I didn't take the 

chance to ride a bike through the drug bands in Mexico. Immediately got a ticket from 

Mexico City to Cuba and had an hour to get on board the plane. Flew via Cacun to 

Havana where I arrived late at night and took in at Hotel Triton. The bike came the next 

night ... 
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11. December: a day without bicycle and I walked around in the harbour and in the 

Centre of Havana. They also have a Jesus Christ statue ala the one in Rio de Janeiro on 

the other side of the Bay, of a bit less dimension. A pedestrian street from the docks and 

up to the place of Capitol City Hall is home to the famous La Floridita bar, where 

Ernest Hemingway trimmed his liver and is left sitting as a bronze statue. It was 

supposedly where the daiquiri was invented. 

 

 
 

12. December: Bicycle in Cuba is a project that is set up by Kristiansands Cykleklubb 

and rode to Playa Baracoa to greet them, a few kilometers from Hotel Triton West of 

Havana City Centre. Rode down to port Mariel and around on the highway where there 

was little traffic and good space to ride a bike back to the hotel. About 100 km. 

 

13. December: rode South over a hill  and found a boulevard East to the airport and 

drove through a college campus and down toward the coast in the hope of getting to the 

peninsula North of the city center. Ended up East just a few kilometers from the hotel. It 

tells that one cannot just ride a bike after the Sun and sea breeze, but then it started 

raining after a 40 km trip, so it matched. 

 

14. December: a small trip to Playa Baracoa again to greet the Southerners, but they 

were out and cycled so had some good pace drags on the way back. 
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15. December: Vuelta Noruega was arranged, but I did not find the starting point ñpara 

la izquerdoò (down there to the left), and came right up in the race after a few 

kilometers on the main road via Mariel. Rode along with some youngsters on the 

highway and back to the hotel again, a good day's 100 km workout in 30 ºC. Got  thirsty 

and took a city tour in the centre of town with some Australian girlfriends. 

 

 
 

A happy Herardo with my old and his "new" carbon fiber bicycle 

 

16. December: Cycled down to Playa Baracoa again and donated my 7.5 years old 

TREK 5500 to a half old veteran who had never cycled in two new tires before. It was 

naturally later overpainted as the U.S. Postal Service was not so popular in Cuba.  

 

Went to Montego Bay in Jamaica in the evening, and stayed there a week. A car trip to 

a beautiful Negril Beach along with the Australian girls. Impressed with a jump from 

the ten meter cliff and had a cold Coronita at sunset. Jamaica has unfortunately evolved 

into a place with a lot of arrogant street vendors so you have to look after your wallet. 

There are also some friendly and humorous people and like the host of Bobsleigh Bar 

where I had lunch said when a young boy flew past chased by a somewhat older with a 

smoking gun: "Now you understand why we have such fast sprinters in Jamaica!"  

 

One guy invited me on a sight-seeing by car if I paid the gas and then some. The first 

visit about 10:00 am in the morning was at The Strip, a whorehouse, but not especially 

interesting. Then there was a trip up a River Valley to look at a "sacred" source, a beer 

in a somewhat primitive bar that really was interesting. Real Jamaican crap! 
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Christmas Eve I went to Nassau and Paradise Island in the Bahamas. I found Atlantis 

Hotel & Casino next to RCI Sunrise Beach Hotel where I stayed over the new year. 

Wonderful to be a beach bum a couple of days and get a tan on the whole body, good 

recovery for cyclists. The beach bar with bartender and birdwatcher Tony was a 

delightful place inbetween the swimming. He knew a few Norwegian officers from the 

cruise fleet, which used to enjoy themselves on the beach in their spare time. 

 

A lot of nice cabin cruisers down in the Marina, but as one of the sailors said: "We sail 

only in good weather in the interests of the owners and passengers", by other words 

ñhighball tripsò. So what, had to fly back from Nassau to Gardermoen via London and 

get into the Norwegian prison camp again. 

 

It was that world tour, a bit depressing to walk through the snow in Slottsparken in Oslo 

on the way home to my apartment in the afternoon of 5. January 2008, but of course 

nice to meet old friends in Dagligstuen and Palace Grill. I do not think I have been that 

slim (85 kg) since I came to Norway from Spain in 1974 (78 kg) and is on the same 

level again after a few years in Spain. 

 

The purpose of the tour was to visit distant places with good climate and find a place to 

retire. Liked Hawaii best, but Tenerife is more convenient with respect to travel to and 

from Norway. 

 

Two weeks on Tenerife Christmas and New Year 2008/9 freshened up memories and 

held out another good year in the Norwegian freeze box, interrupted by a four-week 

bicycle tour in Iran. 
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Cycling in Iran in the summer of 2009  
 

 
 

From upper left: Espen Brouwer, Inge Bjart Torkildsen, Helge Robertsen, Bjørn 

Myhrvold, Lasse Efskind, Kaja Kierulf, Kaja Efskind, Janne Kristin Kjøllesdal og Asle 

Terje Johansen. (©Photo: Even Aarethun, Lærdal Sport &  Recreation) 

 

A tour with a group of 9 Norwegian riders in Iran 13.6-6.7 2009 was very interesting, 

but a bit much of media coverage like if it was a long time since they had some foreign 

cyclists visiting. Was even a segment on BBC World about "Vikings in Iran" so they 

clearly used our presence for what it was worth, but we also got some positive 

experiences among a welcoming population. Does not hurt to be diplomatic. 

 

We landed in Tehran on a Friday night, while there was as an election of the "new" 

president, only with candidates who slipped through the so-called Guardian Committee 

of Ayatollahs which is the only Election Committee they have in Iran. It's effective in 

relation to the mess they have in Norway. Incumbent President Ahmadinejad was re-

elected. A little fuss in the evening with burning car tires and demonstrations as a part 

all over the country the four weeks we were there, with a retinue of security guards, 

police in front and ambulance in behind so it was like a Tour de Iran in miniature! 

 

Sunday 14. June was the first bike day and we were driven in a minibus 60 km West of 

Tehran to get away from the worst traffic. About twenty Iranian cyclists met us, both 

boys and girls and we did about 70 km road to Qazvin city where we had the first of 

many sports conferences with local athletes, not just cyclists, but also martial arts 

practitioners. 
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Old fighters like Iranians known the martial arts in all variations you can imagine, the 

most popular sport besides soccer. It could come in handy in the home and during 

demonstrations. Some women use sports as one of the few areas they can assert 

themselves. The women are also in majority among the university students, but must of 

course have to get a permission from their immediate male guardian if they want to use 

the education to something sensible. 

 

 
 

Monday we biked about 200 km mostly down by the river from the height of Qazvin 

through some valleys that got more fertile the closer we got to Rasht by Caspian Sea. 

We had time to take a shower in a hotel before we were taken to a beach hotel further 

West. The reason was a planned demonstration in Rasht which we were supposed to be 

protected against, but we did meet the mayor who said that we were brave who came for 

a visit in a foreign country. The beach hotel was a good choice, I really wanted to visit 

the Caspian Sea that is salt and has a surface 28 m below the world's ocean level, a 

geographical hot spot. The only other foreigner in this hotel was a Russian that we had 

no contact with. 

 

Tuesday we went about 200 km via Astara at Azerbaijan border to Ardabil. Great to 

cycle in the tailwind along the sea and after Astara it was over a hill of about 2000 m 

above sea level, the only decent mountain ascent of about 30 km length we had on the 

tour. The field was of course a bit scattered, with light ones in front and heavyweights 

ranking behind. Some of the support crew sat down in the car, they were not obliged to 

ride a bike all the way. Unfortunately we had an accident before Astara where one of 

our rides got hurt with bruises and had to sit in the car, while Asle Tornado rode on with 

a broken little finger. He is a pain therapist and advise you should do without pain relief 

medications if pain is manageable. Someone takes a pill for everything and it's close to 

becoming a drug addict. 
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In Ardabil, we were living in a kind of sports hotel on a hill by a lake with excellent 

views of a mountain that was not Ararat, but the Sabalan mountains 4800 m above sea 

level 41 km from Ardabil. It is an inactive volcano with a beautiful lake near the top. It 

is said that the name Ardabil comes from "Zoroaster Artavil" which is a "holy place". 

Northern Iran is said to be the most beautiful part of the country with summer 

temperatures that also fits cold Norwegians. President Ahmadinejad has been the 

Governor of the Ardabil province and is a popular man in what he did to improve much 

of the infrastructure. 

 

The next day, we cycled to Zanjan further South and made more than 100 km to 

Duzduzan where we had lunch and sat in the car afterwards. We had a steep downhill 

with fine asphalt where Espen and I drove close to 100 km/h just before lunch. On the 

road to Zanjan, we were faced with a terrible hailstorm that definitely had not been 

something to cycle in. In fact the only day with bad weather on the entire trip, besides 

smog between Qom and Tehran the last bike day, otherwise hardly a raindrop. Nice to 

get into a great hotel that had a wireless network in the room so we could get updated on 

Facebook and Internet. 

 

 
 

Zoroaster (about 1,700 years BC.) the first Theist, creator of a dualistic religion? 

 

The trip out from Zanjan went by a mosque a few kilometers South of the city and we 

were tourists for an hour before we found a great way up a small hill and rolled down on 

the other side towards Hamadan, Sufipoet Omar Khayamós birthplace. Every time I was 

interviewed on TV about why I was in Iran, I always replied that I was particularly 

interested in Zoroaster with his God Ahuramazda and the Sufis with Omar Khayam 

which I read already in the 1970 's. By the way I got a collection of poems by him from 

one of our Iranian cyclists who was a teacher and had contact with him a couple of 

years after the trip. 

 

On the road to Hamadan we were driven by Ali Sadr caves which is among the world's 

biggest and accessible for tourists with small rowing boats that were paddled around in 

the underground waterways. We also went a few steps up and down in the cave. A great 

experience.  
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On the way in to the city itself we also saw a U.S. radar station on a mountain which 

was built while they were friends. It is supposedly still in operation and they have 

figured out how to maintain it, skilled engineers like Iranians are. 

 

 
 

Arak next city target and had some nice downhills where we actually cycled all the way, 

about 150 km, only interrupted by a few delegations who handed out food and drinks in 

a Tour de France feedzone style. Young children would even like to have our 

autographs, TV celebrities as we were and it's not exactly something we experience in 

Norway where we hardly have TV coverage of Master championships. We made 

obviously a few  friends on the road and symbolized perhaps a hope of freedom and joy 

in the fact that Iranians also have friends outside the country despite the Islamic 

Republic. For some a symbol of mismanagement, among other political and religious 

fundamentalists the perfect system that does not exist. Freedom under responsibility! 

Think by yourself, it's not likely someone else does it for you! The thoughts are free. ...  

 

From Arak we were taken to Khomeyn, the birthplace of the famous or infamous 

Ayatollah by that name. Here he studied in a Theological Institute run by his 

grandfather. We actually received a diploma that confirmed our visit and it can come in 

handy if one would search a retirement job in a mosque. Then some mess with a map 

reading as the Olympic Committee had decided that we were going to meet a delegation 

a few tens of kilometers before Esfahan. We found our way eventually, back on the 

bikes and were pretty hot and thirsty when we got some small snacks and drinks from a 

crowd of new friends. Bicycled into Esfahan which is one of the major cities in Iran and 

got a bit crowded when we approached the city centre so we were finally driven to the 

hotel in the car rather than getting run over. 



 

35 

 

 
 

In Esfahan, we had our first rest day because we were not there just to exercise a bit, but 

increase the cultural understanding of this ancient country of Aryans that supposedly 

came from South Siberia just like the Vikings so maybe we are actually relatives? Here 

we also visited a hospital and while doctors greeted the patients we other boys went to 

the nursing sisters home (thatôs a joke..). A couple of teenage girls had split their legs 

when they fell out from the balcony. Some say they jumped to avoid marriage, and got 

the feeling that something uncultural is going on here. Forced marriage is hardly better 

than a regular marriage? Relatively well equipped hospitals and it seems that health care 

is in order with clever doctors, but an unusual number of traffic victims so we obviously 

needed all the protection along the road we could get. 

 

 
 

Monar Jonban the shaking minarets 
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We had a funny guide and retired engineer who took us by some mosques and other 

cultural centres. He obviously had a program ready on the clock, was a bit impatient and 

said all the time: "The more dynamic you are the more you will see!" We were also 

down in a driedup riverbed as they naturally had dammed up the river to save water 

which is not flowing freely in a parched Iran. A small mosque that was built shortly 

after year 1316 to cover the grave of Amu Abdollah Soqla, a hermit. The two minarets 

were built later on by the architect Sheikh Baha'i and ornamented up throughout the 

ages. One of the great attractions in Esfahan. The guide stood and shook in one tower 

and then the other shook more or less synchronously. I guess it's what we call the 

propagation of energy in physics? He was perhaps a structural engineer? 

 

 
 

The master sits and plays drums for keeping the fitness ritual in time 

 

We were also at a martial arts centre with some age-old rituals and impressive powers 

some of the students demonstrated. We also had a little stroll around on our own in the 

vicinity of the hotel to get a taste of the area's folk life. A lot of nice smiling and 

friendly people, but behind the friendliness there seems to hide an impending cruelty to 

those who stand out slightly from the adopted standard. It's a phenomenon we have also 

in Norway where not everyone is as tolerant and the rule of law is on shaky ground 

according to some lawyers. We don't execute people like the Iranians and the Chinese 

do, but freeze them out and bother them with laws and rules when they differ from the 

Norwegian standard, whatever that is. Looks like Norwegians adds a ñspecial loveò at 

immigrants and emigrants. We donôt need to hire a ñmoral policeò in Norway. They 

work for freeé 
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The Mulla in Abadeh and me in flower brotherhood for peace 

 

 
 

It went well with both bikes and passengers 

 

The next day was the big day. We rode first in relatively comfortable pace down to 

Abadeh where we were served lunch together with the mullah. Then we were on the 

historic place Pasargadae where Cyrus the Great had been buried. The King of Kings. 

Xerxes called by Greeks who fought against him. Then we were driven down to 

Persepolis by Marv Dasht for accommodation. 
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Today's Persepolis by Marv Dasht 

 

Next morning a great tour among the ruins of Persepolis with a good guide from Shiraz. 

Alexander from Macedonia (not called Great here, of course) was visiting and ravaging 

on his trip. He destroyed large parts of what was the ceremonial capital of the 

Achaemenid Empire about 550-330 B.C. It was mainly built by Darius the great who 

was the father of Cyrus who finalised what his father had started. The ruins are well 

described by scientists and also had some great tablets with an old Persian cuneiform 

font similar to Sumerian. 

 

After the guided tour we biked about 70 km to Shiraz with a group of new Iranian 

cyclists and here we were stopped by a populous delegation at the ancient city gate, 

complete with TV interviews again. I saw it later and looked like a mad professor with 

my spiky white hair and talked about my cultural interests with Fargo accent as if I 

came from Dakota or Minnesota. 
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Natural philosopher Inge Bjart by carpe pool in Shiraz (© Photo: Lasse Efskind) 

 

Shiraz is also one of the major cities in Iran, a beautiful city that carried the mark of 

much culture and seemed as if they had a great time there before the Islamic revolution 

in 1979 which set the country back. Now it is not even allowed to dance there and when 

Asle T. did a joik as a cultural fixture on tonight's dinner, the host was afraid that he was 

going to start dancing when he waved his hands! We met by the way a lawyer girl from 

Notodden in Norway who was travelling with around ten people from Europe, New 

Zealand and United States, some of the few international tourists we met in Iran. In 

Shiraz, it was again a sports conference and we got handed a collection of poems by 

Hafez, one of the major poets in Iran. The mullah accompanied us to the plane we took 

to Kish Island and we got candy which Lasse called "mullahsweets" on the journey. 

Noticed that we along the sightseeing tour was shown many bathrooms and reception 

rooms that were not in use, but now history. Says maybe a little about the cultural shift? 
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Kitch Island is a more appropriate name for a free-trade zone that would like to become 

a business centre and showcase ala Dubai, but then the mullah has to soften up the 

moral standards a bit to attract people from the West. It is alleged to be the third most 

visited site by Westerner people in the Middle East after Dubai and Sharm El Sheik. 

 

 
 

Separate beaches for men and women is something that belongs to the middle ages. In 

addition, it doesnôt work with a computer and mobile network that is constantly 

crashing and some places are kept closed in the siesta of the system administrator. If 

they absolutely should monitor people it can be done automatically. You do not have to 

stand behind their backs. We visited a water park a day with a dolphin show, but not 

that impressive compared to what I've seen elsewhere. At all seems like Kish Island is 

an artificial construction without much content. One evening we visited some ruins of 

the underground city of Kariz and had dinner there which was a more cool experience. 
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A nice touch was a Medical Department of Shiraz University that settled here. Talked 

with three female students among which one had to pull back from the United States to 

Iran to study. They were also a bit desperate to be assigned only a 2 Mbps Internet line 

to the mainland. Gets a little crowded on the data bits. We also met a nice guide couple 

who took us out in a pleasure boat to dive and snorkel at a reef where we likely could 

swim naked without anyone being bothered unless the mullah had us in the binoculars. 

Integration is one thing, but limits on what can be accepted by the cultural differences if 

you want to attract wealthy foreigners. The only that reportedly have moved to the 

island are some German abstainers and vegetarians who don't brew alcoholic beer. 

Shopping centers were full of American brands and one can wonder where they come 

from? Made in China? 

 

The official program was a "highball tour" of about 60 km around the island with a 

handful of local cyclists in 45 ºC and high humidity that made us very thirsty. We 

survived and ate as usual a lot of kebab. Generous of the government to spend  this trip 

on us, there will hardly be any immigration of Norwegians to the place, but who knows? 

 

 
 

Yasd - 10 km out of the city in all four directions 

 

We left Kish Island and flew back to Esfahan where we had been a few days before and 

spent the night at the same hotel. Early the next morning we cycled towards Yasd with 

lunch after well over 100 km in about 40 ºC, but dry. After lunch we rode towards 

Ardakan and when it got extra hot we took a seat in the car and drove into Yasd which 

was a hub on the Silk Road and trading centre near the desert South of Tehran. Was 

particularly impressed by the wind towers that you see to the right at the cross road on 

the image. Here they have used the laws of thermodynamics with the wind cooling 

effect against the wind and run out hot air in the other direction, supplemented by cool 

running water in the basement. All based on experience. Empirical science in practice. 

 

We also visited a horse farm and a hospital and some cultural centres in the city. Then 

one of  us took photos of a butcher, the butcher got angry and later was accosted by the 

security guard that we called Ăthe shadowñ who called somebody, hopefully not to get 

him arrested. It's not so easy for photo tourists to know the local customs, but also no 

reason to punish someone who reacts to the touristsó ignorance. We all have our system. 
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A day of rest in Yasd and then cycling back North the same way we came South and 

went as far as luncheon before we sat in the car on the rest of the way to Ardestan, a 

cosy little village. We all spent the night in the municipality's guest apartment, 

somewhat cramped after we had been spoiled by two-three people on each of our hotel 

rooms. The Mayor bought us ice cream in the Park and we got to mingle freely with 

local people in the evening. An elderly gentleman told me that "We canó t even think 

freely!", but got the impression that most Iranians express themselves freely and like to 

discuss. As long as they are not making noise during demonstrations they are left in 

peace by the police, like in the "democratic" Norway and similar countries. 

 

 
 

On top of the ruins after an approximately 5,000 year-old civilization in Kashan 

 

The next day the trip went to Kashan South of the Holy City of Qom and here it was also 

some sightseeing in the afternoon and evening. One visit to remains of an about 5,000 

year-old civilization on a hill in the city. We also dropped  by some great palaces and 

parks, including a very stately house that was sold and the owners moved to the United 

States. In the evening, we were involved in a wedding party at the hotel where it was a 

bit of distrubance as some of them did not like to be taken pictures of, but it calmed 

down and we were received friendly. 

 

 
 

Interesting. Similar to a Native American Dreamcatcher and a Tibetan namkha 



 

43 

 

 
 

Abyaneh ï mountain village 

 

Then came a day with a small blunder. We thought we were going to Qom, but after 

about 60 km cycling in that direction, we got a phone call that it was the day after so 

here was someone who had trouble reading the Iranian calendar. Ok, we cycled back 

the way we came and was run up the mountain to Abyaneh village in about 2000 m 

above sea level that literally was a highlight and great compromise due to a socalled 

misunderstanding. Here we got to see how natural and ordinary people lived simply in a 

mountain village. The mountain hotel had the character of international visits so maybe 

some nuclear physicists were staying there once in a while? 
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On the way up and pedaling down again we namely passed the well known nuclear 

power plant in Natanz we constantly see on TV when there is any talk about the 

enrichment of Uranium in Iran. It was well guarded with manned air defence artillery 

so here the zionists should not feel overzealous if they try to attack them with airplanes 

and rockets. You can also ask them why Iranians are not allowed to exploit nuclear 

power. That's not to say that they make nukes like Israel and the neighbors in the North 

and East do? President Obama and Security Council of the United Nations has finally 

gotten a deal with them again so we'll see what is being implemented. 

 

 
 

Qom mosque Hazrate Masume 

 

On the way to the sacred city of Qom we got lunch at something resembling an 

American Way Inn and even got a hamburger there! We had to park the bikes and drive 

into the city itself in the car as we looked a bit obscene in our bicycle suits. We were 

photographed by a TV team and looked at the story later in the evening at the TV in the 

hotel resception. We looked a bit fat on a wide screen TV even after around 2,000 km 

on the bike the last few weeks. It could be caused by kebab for breakfast, kebab for 

lunch and kebab for dinner? 

 

The contrasts in the Holy City reminded of a gust from the middle ages. Reportedly 

50,000 priests and theology students in a city of about 1. million inhabitants! It should 

give a good coverage to the extent that it has some importance for the natural state. It 

was emphasized that women can also study theology, but may not be ordained as priests 

like in Norway 50 years ago too. We are not so far ahead of Iran. 

 

Fatema Mæ'sume, sister of Imam ' Ali ibn Musa Rida (789-816 A.C.) is buried in the 

mosque we visited. The city is the largest institution of Shi'a Muslims in the world and 

therefore, the subject to a flood of pilgrims. Frightening to see how men and women are 

separated in mosques and darkly dressed women looking at us "infidels" as if we came 

from an alien planet. It was, however, interesting to drop into a mirror glass mosque that 

reflected images in all directions and it's really a good symbol of the universe's 

characteristic in which everything is reflected in everything if that's the meaning. They 

also have a space centre in the vicinity and know about making and launching rockets. 
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Hundreds of shador dressed women in their own compartment in the mosque 

 

The last bike day was plagued by smog and difficult for some of us to breathe properly 

with snot in the sinuses. We took to reason and packed the bikes at the Airport South of 

Tehran and was rushed to the Olympic Academy where we started. The men relaxed by 

the swimming pool and next day a last sightseeing and shopping tour downtown. 

 

The Iranian women's national team in some martial arts, think it was taikwando lived at 

the Academy at the same time as us. A week after they crashed with a plane on their 

way to Armenia. Tragic. There were many disabled war injured athletes at the Academy 

so we got the impression that they take good care of their injured people through sports. 

 

We got a good deal of gifts along the way and much more than we could carry on the 

plane so our excellent driver Magic was given the task to dispose most of the gifts as a 

bonus for an excellent effort. In spite of the politically unstable situation we had a great 

stay, were well protected against internal conflicts as is customary for guests in the East. 

None of us were attacked or harassed for being disbelievers. The people followed us on 

TV and some even came on the street and greeted us friendly. Sad that the people 

should feel so trapped and be exposed to sanctions from other countries. A difficult 

governance. That issue has the most of us that are exposed to manipulating bureaucratic 

nationalists, also in Norway; "the world's best country to live in". 

 

This was the way to be allowed to ride a bike around 2,100 km in this historically 

interesting country that was once one of the world's greatest powers and who still are 

seemingly trying to become one with their Aryan pride. There is freedom of religion in 

the country, you just have to accept that it is an Islamic Republic. In 1971 Shah 

Mohammad RezǕ ShǕh Pahlavi celebrated the countryós 2,500-year-old tradition as a 

monarchy. Strange how it changes from one dictatorship to another. We just have to put 

an end to the "radical" practice of executing different thinkers. Any religion or political 

sect that does not respect human rights needs to be corrected. No one has sole rights to 

the "absolute truth" or right to manipulate other people. Hopefully Iran will develop in a 

positive direction with more transparency in the contact with the West and the people 

get the freedom they need for self development without official control disease. 
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Interlude  
 

 
 

Winters got pretty long and tired of the Norwegian cold, humid climate and frozen 

bones. After 25 years of mixed effort to reintegrate into Norway I sold the apartment 

and moved South to a warmer climate. At the same time an interesting history in the 

study of bureaucratic routines that shows how nationalistic both Norway and Spain are. 

Donôt know how many different people are being kept at work to arrange my public 

papers due to some political decisions to keep them busy. 

 

Write therefore a bit about what thoughts you have around the process so that you know 

what you are heading for. One should acquire a health and accident insurance regardless 

of or in addition to the public, so you can count on a faster processing at the nearest 

hospital. All are experts in their system so here one must integrate with reality. Had a  

good experience with this when I fractured my tigh bone 26. September 2014. 

 

The move; Office furniture went first to local bike shop Raske Sykler in exchange for 

super service on my TREK 5.5 Madone racer. An African couple got a glass table and a 

couple of bamboo chairs for 500 kr. They were apparently having a family increase and 

didn`t have much money. Many Norwegians move abroad to survive on their pension, 

while foreigners move in. Norwegians move out to keep warm, while Africans with hot 

girls move to Norway to cool down as part of the global warming? Heat the meat? 

 

Spaniaposten came with a piece of information about a unique Norwegian 61-day rule 

that gives double tax if you stay more than 61 days in Norway instead of 182 days 

earlier for Norwegians living abroad. It implicates that resourceful expatriates to an 

even greater degree stay abroad to avoid Norwegian problems. Some Government 

members have a touch of nationalism. Norwegian social taxes for vacation in Norway? 

 

Then the national insurance scheme, those who have more than 30 years of residence 

time in Norway can bring their social security rights to foreign countries when they 

become senior citizens?   
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It is generous rather than taking away all rights reserved for them. Here I need 

clarifications from established emigrants that have gone through the process. It's 

probably wiser than to be processed by a Norwegian Welfare Agency (NAV) and not 

even the Auditor General approves their accounts. 

 

"The beach is located under the bridge stones", by other words, the old must come 

down, the students said in Paris in 1968. Then it is about time that people can move 

freely in Europe and settle where appropriate, or must we tear up the bridge stones in 

Karl Johans gate in Oslo to find the beach front? 

 

The monthly payment of common costs in the housing cooperative was terminated, but 

the housing administration was quick to send out Giro money transfer slips even if I 

moved 1. September. Donôt they talk with each other in those departments either? 

 

Operations Manager Roy Narvestad was on TV and helped the Minister of Finance 

with a new residence tax that will ensure a more equitable redistribution of square 

meters. It keeps the measuring and adjustment system in work so that it gets a little 

more and something less wealthy until all the Norwegians have moved out of the 

country before they get skinned. 

 

The Gospel Center retrieved a wall section and an interesting coincidence that they 

came for a gift from one who's grown up in the Southern Bible belt. A helpful and 

friendly brother drove the small load of remains to his house in Flekkefjord a sunny 

Monday so it could get distributed in the family. Wonderous what one can fit into a 

Statoil trailer, assets collected over 25 years, and it is a lot and long time even for a 

minimalist. The apartment cleaned and handed over to a clever young and friendly 

couple who rebuilt the kitchen and sold the flat due to family increase with good profit 

four years later. 

 

Went to an annual check at the regular doctor, and the blood and urine was as fresh as 

last year since I have not heard anything. Also bought the book "The desert Sur" about 

the Norwegian homeless colony in Brooklyn, as it can be good to know what you go for 

if you are on various beaches or ports. The Lord gives and the Lord takes, but I am 

ready. Met later a retired Finnish living on the beach in Las Palmas so who knows? 

 

The caveman from Homansbyen moved to Dagligstuen at Hotel Continental 1. 

September in the afternoon and waited among friends before a long night on the train 

Southwards towards a new phase in an adventurous life. 

 

Arrived our family home and stayed there in the pending settlement of the sale of my 

flat. Flight booked and space reserved at the Albir Garden Sports & Recreation for 4 

weeks. Spain is in focus again. 94% coverage on hotels in Benidorm further South and it 

cost again to be a poor millionaire, but maybe the increasing revenue drips on a climate 

refugee? Anyway better to be fresh and warm without sinus infections and common 

cold and frozen toes like on a bicycle in the polar regions. 

 

Uncertainty spread in connection with the pension reform, are we going to get fooled  

again? In 1992 the Government found out that this we cannot afford; We cut the tops, 

and reduce the pension points. In my case: in 1991 I made 282 400 kr. and got 7.02 

points. In 1992 415 0000 kr. and got 6.82 points.  
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One suddenly gets 0.2 points less than the previous year by earning 132 600 kr. more! 

This is nothing else than public fraud. We enter into a savings agreement with the State 

early in the career, and then they change the conditions along the way. The last is to 

reduce the payouts with 0.75% a year in relation to the pay increase. The result is the 

greatest folk robbery in Norway's history since Notraship when they ripped off the war 

sailors serving with their lives at stake during World War II.  

 

One can obviously not base one`s existence on unstable Governments. Is euthanasia the 

solution for all those who get older than the expected lifelength? Understand that young 

people are not interested in paying more taxes to extend the life expectancy of 

pensioners. Perhaps the solution is to put Government employees on the street so that 

the administration is becoming more cost effective rather than trying to send "treasure 

hunters" on bonustrips abroad to look for hidden fortunes at taxpayersó cost? 

 

Fun flea market with auction a Saturday in the garage at the plant under Vollen in 

Flekkefjord. Many immigrants got the pleasure of buying used furniture and other 

everyday objects, while the natives got rid of them.  

 

New Nokia N97 mini mobile phone received from Expert as a replacement for the old 

N95 which hung after two years of use and it must be said to be an extraordinary and 

rare good service! It was unfortunately not much of quality on the new Nokia so gave it 

eventually away to a beggar in Playa de las Americas in February 2011, 

 

A new bank account was created in Flekkefjord Sparebank, which may be more 

profitable than a bank account in a central commercial bank who lives by fees. The 

Norwegian Mapping Authority should also get some notes on using three weeks against 

the "normal" five days on confirming the registration as a condition for the payment of 

the sale of the apartment.  

 

 
 

Kirkehamn on the Island Hidra South of Flekkefjord 
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"The Spaniard" on Costa Blanca 
 

 
 

The seaside promenade of Ablir towards Altea 

 

 
 

Don Juan Biart del Toro, aka The bull from Fjotland has landed in Alicante and found a 

corral in Albir Garden Resort. The bike was mounted and tested 26 km around Albir 

with lunch at the beach promenade in Altea. Understand why Norwegians settle down 

here. A small stretch on the sofa and a tour of the city, met some nurses from Stavanger 

on their way home that were on a week seminar to study nursing homes in the area. It is 

excellent that six Norwegian municipalities takes the retirees quality of life seriously 

rather than trying to pack them into the freezer. Albir and Altea is handicap friendly and 

good places for old bones. One of the most popular places for Norwegians in Spain. 
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A Sunday ride in the beautiful mountain 30 km up to Benimantell in a winding river 

valley, and 20 km almost directly downhill via La Nucia. Resting on the couch and 

walking the seafront promenade. A Monday on the beach among fat and gossipping 

women from the West Coast of Norway that charges up to the evening with ice cold 

champagne. 3 hours in the Sun enough to become slightly red under the bicycle suit. 

Norwegian Spanish tapas ala chef's special for late lunch. A guy with a Progress Party 

(FrP) T-shirt walked by. Labor Party (AP) believes the last investigations regarding the 

city of Osloós planned nursing home in Altea provides a base for mistrust. A local 

election campaign among expat pensioners? No reaction, hardly anyone who knows 

about the case. 

 

Tuesday tour 24 km up N-332 to Benissa and back again on a busy road with annoying 

speed bumps that almost made the GPS receiver jump off. 

 

An acquaintance sends 146 pages of dialog with the Norwegian Internal Revenue 

Service over 5 years and had to go to court finally to get a "tax exemption" which in 

short means that even if one moves from Norway one doesnôt necessarily avoid paying 

tax to that country, even if you have no work or residence there. It costs to be a 

Norwegian citizen like it was some kind of holy cow. It is natural to pay tax where you 

live and work, rather than to the country you came from. 

 

The local FrPs compare the Norwegian authorities with organized crime, but it is left to 

see whether there will be any difference when they come in the Government's position. 

Old habits in the bureaucracy are painful to flip and it takes time to change the 

processes according to the unpredictable changes that come and go each year. There is 

always another rule to kill before making a new one.... 

 

 
 

A wonderful long ride, first with over 30 km pace to El Campello and about 100 km in 

the mountains freshens up in the shape and only after a week in Spain you feel how 

your health and mood is strengthened. A good dinner with meatballs at La Bella 

Italiana fi lls up the protein store. 
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The Norwegian tax authorities repelied after only a week with a "notification of 

registered movement" that can be appealed within 3 weeks. What is there to complain 

about? The notification is granted. A circular received with instructions in the maze. 

General tax liability as a resident will stop after the third tax year of having taken 

permanent residence abroad. 

 

One cannot stay more than 61 days in Norway in a tax year, i.e. the earliest date one is  

considered moved taxwise is 1.1.2014 in my case. It seems somewhat strange that 

notably rejected asylum seekers get paid and free travel to be forcibly removed from 

Norway, while we who move voluntarily will have to pay for it three years? Is it lack of 

Norwegians in Norway? One cannot even move saved fortune without having to pay 

taxes. You get refunded the double tax in the Ăquarantaene periodñ for three years by 

presenting the so-called "residencia fiscal" from the Spanish authorities and that is no 

joke, but an annual ĂCanossa gangñ as described, typically takes a year at first attempt. 

 

 
 

The notorious Altea rehabilitation home project by Oslo city. 

 

Editor Kim from Spaniaposten was gracious enough to take me on site inspection to the 

infamous land on which Oslo City intended to build a rehabilitation home for the needy. 

The total failure of the project has cost Oslo's inhabitants 35 million kroner without a 

single grip on the spade! Near the site is a highway and new access roads to be built to 

connect the local roads. The plot is located on Molar height North East of Altea with 

nice views of the mountains, but none of the sea. It is also difficult to activate and 

integrate residents in the cityscape as Bærum has managed with their home downtown. 

 



 

52 

 

Finally Oslo City stopped their project rather than wasting more money. The leftist 

politician Erling Folkvord eventually wrote a book about corruption in Oslo City where 

the case was duly described. 11. September 2013 they finally got the go-ahead to build 

on the plot, and then the neighbors complained about fear of a lot of people in a 

relatively uninhabited area. Case closed? 

 

A Saturday tour in varied terrain along North East Coast got natural opiates to bubble in 

the body. A lot of nice villaes along the way, reminds a bit about Cote d 'Azur. A great 

dinner at Restaurante Els Artistes at Church place in Altea in the evening gave a hint of 

a good place to fill up protein stores. Altea is an international art city with its Facultad 

del Bellas Artes. 

 

 
 

Many great yachts in Alicante Marina 

 

A pace tour to the Marina in Alicante revealed prosperity and well-being. A couple of 

Norwegians at neighboring table for lunch at Coyote Bar. Everyone has an aunt in 

Alicante? A spacious yacht with room for a couple of bikes (racer and time trial) is the 

ideal location. Then you can both sail and ride a bike after the Sun ... the question is 

only in which port to register the boat? Isla de San Borondón? 

Alcohol tax in Norway is being increased again, it means that Norwegian tourists here 

drink more to get rich before they leave for home again to pay four times more for a 

glass of beer. Fun with a set of charming teenage girls with complete control waiting for 

the airport bus at 04:00, an experience that makes life enjoyable. 
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Cycling has stabilized at 3-4 trips and around 300 km a week which is the level I was on 

during the summer, ten years ago, supplemented with some competitions so who knows, 

maybe the battle power will come back to a Norwegian bull on Spanish cycling tours? 

As seen from a bike seat Spain is a country where the road network is much better 

organized and maintained than it ever has been in Norway which in many ways is 

emerging as an isolated country with its own laws and rules that have not been 

completely reconciled with the rest of the planet.  

 

Meeting Norwegians who have lived here a few years and some make a life in the 

restaurant business, or within the so-called free professions as a lawyer, artist, agent and 

writer. A common feature is that they have got tired of the Norwegian climate and 

bureaucracy. It's mostly nice that people have time to sit down and talk a bit about their 

life and what causes them to move here to a warmer climate that naturally is a little 

more comfortable. Also some bitches around looking for trouble, in the right place? 

All of a sudden you sit there and talk to a retired Director and pioneer in offshore 

seismic, in the next round a respectable old lady who is interested in Norse mythology 

and Oriental philosophy. Later in the afternoon calling in a scam broker from Vika 

Atrium to "help me" me with my economy. Lotto is a more secure investment. 

 

 
 

Wednesday 13 October 2010, I had a walk in and around Castell de Guadalest, a well-

known place for all tourists in the area. The day began with a chain break in lóAlfas del 

Pi and wheeled down to Marco Polo in Benidorm who removed a link in the chain and 

made a temporary solution. Then I could get over to Bici Club that had a chain for an 

assigned cartridge. Fast service by a good mechanic. Then we headed up the CV 70 to 

La Nucia where I went over to Callosa d'en Sarrià and the old CV-755 road up to 

Embalse del Guadalest. 

 

Since I am interested in power plants, it was natural to look a bit on the dam and the 

reservoir. A rustic way of a few kilometers was nice to ride around on, and took some 

pictures of the wild and beautiful nature and villages, including the cliffs of Guadalest. 
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Cycled through Beniarda in siesta time, and got a hamburger from a gracious staff in 

Benimantell before sightseeing in Guadalest village itself which was interesting. A bit 

impractical with bike shoes on a brick surface, a problem you often encounter as a 

cyclist if you do not use mountain bike shoes that are also made for walking. Anyway 

worth the trip and rounded down the old road and Callosa d'en Sarria with high speed 

and great excitement to Altea and the Beach Road to Albir. 

 

 
 

Penthouse in Castell de Guadalest 

 

Guadalest is a small village of 16 km², about 200 inhabitants and is situated in the 

province of Valencia, about 20 km North West of Albir, Altea and l'Alfas del Pi, where 

several thousand Northern European climate refugees are living. The city was originally 

a strategically located fort dating back to year 745 with a lot of activity when the Morish 

occupied the area. In year 1644 a powerful earthquake destroyed large parts of the city 

and what was left standing, became a bit of an attraction. Over the years, the town was 

partially built up again and is now a bit overwhelmed by museums and souvenir shops 

as normal for historical sites, but worth a visit. 
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End of the road (Fin de carretera) 

 

Had some nice drags on the bike along the coast and Northwest of Denia a Friday and 

thought of riding the bike all the way to Valencia, but then the coastal road by Les 

Deveses came to a dead end which was good as it is not always a good idea to be 

overconfident. A trip back over Col de Rate and the mountains to Callosa d'en Sarria 

and Albir was tough enough. 134.5 km in varied terrain and a bit of rain that day. 
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A litt le night life one must have and like many others found Heart Break as the hottest 

night spot in Albir, with live music around midnight a few times a week. A little mixed 

environment with some tough MC guys straying around and martial arts security 

guards. It turned out that part of Hells Angels were drug traffickers and the place was 

eventually closed due to these assholes.  

 

One night a bunch from MC Mallorca pops up after coming over with the ferry for a 

long weekend and they were really nice although they looked a bit tough. The captain of 

the team is even a police officer and a very nice man. Bad is good! 

Same night, a language teacher from Santa Cruz de La Palma that has grown up in the 

San Sebastian street where I used to stay when I was visiting there. These are such 

manifestations  of coincidences that are fun, it only takes a bit of integration. 
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A favorite tour is to ride a bike down to Mutxamel and up the slopes to Xixona where 

there is a slack serpentine to Puerto de las Callasqueta at 1024 m. Then a bit hilly 

terrain to Benifallim and Penaguila up to Aitana Safari on top of the pass at 1020 m.      

I had lunch at the Canibal restaurant which was not eaten up by an occasional rude 

monkey that steals food. Then a nice curving way down to Sella and Finestrat back to 

Albir. A total of 140 km in about 6 hours. 

 

A relaxing rest day with a stroll in the sunshine in Albir and Altea with inline cola and 

coffee breaks, was even in a shopping centre and bought a new wallet, after spending 12 

years to wear out the old one, which was bought at the same place in Playa de las 

Americas in Tenerife as the day before it was stolen near Banana Gardens. 

 

 
 

About 100 km in the mountain to Castell de Castell's was nice and also investigated a 

few kilometers on a mountain trail over to Guadalest, but it was better suited for 

mountain bikes and rode back down to the paved main road back to Albir via Tarbena 

and Callosa. 
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After four weeks at Albir Garden I rented an apartment in Edificio Albir Playa closer to 

the beach and Heart Break. Great to have some friends of friends who have something 

for lease before they sell it. Fair enough in a trial period. 

 

Engineer Aage H. turned on gas and power so I go both light and warm water. Not 

much life on TV, lacked a coax cable, but have my own PC. Found a remote control and 

userôs manual for a Service Control, but no satellite receiver. Probably integrated in a 

private subscription. My DVB-T PC decoder was able to scan 6 TV and 2 radio channels 

from the Digital  ground network. Ok enough for me, didnôt moved here to watch 

Norwegian TV. Internet access can be arranged via WiFi in cafees and restaurants until 

Vodafone mobile subscription is working. 

 

Extended the radius of action for bicycle tours and rounded off the week with a round-

trip to Santa Pola a few kilometers from Torrevieja where some Norwegians are living. 

On Tuesday, 26. October a delete form was sent to the Oslo Tax office to discontinue 

the sole-entity company and begin the tax move. The case was handeled 1. November 

and that was fast without any pile up, so they understand the problem of collecting 

vouchers and communicate with an expat? Let's cut out regular mail service and use 

Internet. It might take some time to get real answers, but one saves phone spending. ... 

Met a Norwegian who has worked here for 23 years, the first 11 "illegally" without 

anyone caring about it so there is a lot you can do without being noticed. That was in 

the past. Now homeland security has taken its grip on Spain also with strict control. 

Norwegians speak a bit strange, but will not be branded as terrorists by that reason... 

It is supposedly colder than normal here now at the end of October, which could be due 

to a negative North Atlantic Oscillation (NAO) that makes Europe colder, but 23 ºC 

during the day is not to despise when it is snowing in Norway. Gota fria is the name of 

a markedly low pressure with cold air in the middle, which move at their own pace and 

cause heavy rainfall, especially in the fall. It is also because of microclimate here. The 

mountains are located as an arc around the bay and creates some warm wind effects and 

makes it warmer than it normally should be. The wind from  Sahara in South makes it 

even hotter. Calima we call it in Canary Islands and sand in the air can be somewhat 

troublesome for the sinuses. 

 

A visit to puncture a finger lump at a local Norwegian medical doctor's office in Albir 

cost ú 60, a straightforward price for five minutes of work, but was not of any help. The 

doctor discusses with Norwegian and Spanish authorities to bring about a unification of 

operations like the Dutch do. Add costly operations out to tender and remove health 

queues where they occur by moving patients wherever there is capacity and often less 

expensive than the usual public offer. EU adaptation with a free flow of operations? 

Many health food and health centres here as a major market for older people and it 

might eventually also include retired cyclists? 

 

A fun Friday night with a Spanish standup comedian at Heart Break. Did not 

understand everything he said, but it was something about cyclists who only drink, eat, 

bike and sleep. What kind of life is that? Well, you have to be a cyclist to understand the 

cyclist. The after bike on the couch is gold for the integration in the relaxed natural 

state. As the eminent Norwegian TV2 commentator Johan Kaggestad says: "You donôt 

necessarily live longer as a cyclist, but you have a better life!" 
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Saturday evening's Haloween party hardly gave any new answers to questions about 

integration. Norwegians and Spaniards integrate in festive surroundings and you learn a 

little of the language. I feel like a sailor ashore that is waiting for a boat which never 

comes. Maybe it already has gone and it is perfectly fine to sail on oneôs own according 

to the Sun and the wind. Enough is enough... 

 

Lease clarified with the hosts, 400 ú per month is perfectly fine for two rooms, 

bathroom and kitchen. The purchase of an apartment is a somewhat uncertain 

investment in the economic situation of Europe and the rest of the world. It might be 

that we all have to move to an agricultural community with bamboo huts in Matto 

Grosso when the finance capital collapses? Pyramid game over? 

 

 
 

The Spanish Navy represented by a submarine and sailing ship in Torrevieja 

A time trial with the bike on 197 km to/from Torrevieja which is the other major 

Norwegian settlement in Costa Blanca.  Had lunch and some Norwegian welfare clients 

by a neighbor table spoke about their friendly relations to the Welfare Agency (NAV). 

Flat and boring terrain around the "Salt Lake City" Torrevieja, not as beautiful and wild 

terrain as in Alfaz del Pi/Albir/Altea 100 kilometers further North.  



 

60 

 

 
 

Casa Cultural ï Alfaz del Pi 

 

A week of fiesta in Alfaz del Pi and also a small siesta for Norwegian singer Jørn Hoel 

who lights up in existence with his appearance at Casa Cultural a Friday night. Old 

friends gather around the dinner table and in pirate bars (penyas) that is allowed a few 

days. It is not just what one finds legal in Norway. It is basically a religious festival that 

culminates with a Jesus Christ figure being carried around in the streets the last evening 

and ends with a tribute of good success. Turn things upside down a week's time and let 

the population free! 

 

At the same time it is being discussed  to what extent one can monitor people in Norway 

on behalf of American and other foreign governments.  
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Moraira Club Nautico 

 

A relaxing recognization tour in Calpe and Moraira that are among the most beautiful 

villages on the coast Northeast of Altea and is characterized by prosperity and well-

being with many great villas. 

 

The next day a powerful North Westerly wind that was good training heading against in 

the mountains and wonderful in the tail on the way back from Gorga. The waiter in 

Benimantell asked in Norwegian if I would like to have lamb chops for lunch and it 

matched fine after a few hours of toil. Then another day with rain and took a rest. Looks 

like they have seasons here as well, under 20 ºC is winter. Strong West wind can be 

troublesome, sometimes full storm at Gibraltar. 



 

62 

 

 
 

Jesus Christ of good success 

 

Five-day fiesta in Alfaz del Pi and their Jesus figure is consistent and impressive to see 

how the city's strongest men carry the figure a couple of hours through the city's streets, 

some kind of penance? Tonight all sins are forgiven, Ave Maria! And it's nice, then you 

can start all over again? A smiling Alcalde (Mayor) walks past after this year's Virgin. 

Impressive to see how some resident expatriates and other "foreigners" follows the 

procession in humility in their understanding and compassion for the local population 

and respect for the tradition. We have much to learn from the Spanish, about time we 

could get Norwegians in any Norwegian village to make a procession of priests, 

mayors, virgins and pirate bars and let them integrate in their natural state for a few 

days whether they are Catholics, Protestants, Orthodox, Jews, Sufis, Muslims, 

Buddhists, Bohemians, free thinkers, cyclists, athletes or whatever they call themselves 

 

Anyone and everyone can become religious in critical times and Spaniards li ke so many 

others suffer under dubious financial dealings of politicians, contractors and others in 

the cameraderie whether it is by sheer incompetence or plain criminal activity. What is 

called Corruption in one country often is called Commission in another and is 

apparently no difference between Norway and Spain in this respect. Pickpockets and 

con artists everywhere. 
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China restaurant in the neighborhood in Albir, with an interesting Spanish galleon, a 

Norwegian flag and Kyan Yin, the Chinese bodhisattva of compassion and all traveler's 

protector. 

 

Chinese people can integrate their family businesses like restaurants anywhere in the 

world. In Albir like elsewhere they learn to attract Norwegians and other foreigners in a 

way that makes them regular customers. A foreigner is also able to learn a few words of 

the local dialect, then you get better service and more integrated by showing that you 

appreciate the local culture and their language. The Chinese are also good at keeping 

prices low so that they attract a loyal clientele of poor senior citizens. 
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Another curiosity in the neighborhood, the so-called Prime Meridian goes through 

Puerto Deportivo Marina and is therefore called the Marina Greenwich. 

 

It was Aryans and Arabs who in their time put the navigation in system with the 

coordinate systems and is the origin of 360 degree network etc. The Prime Merdian in 

their time went through the Giza pyramid at Cairo 120 degrees from a Maya pyramid in 

one direction around the Earth and Angkor Wat in the other. One can wonder how they 

knew at the time that the Earth was spherical, but I guess it's a part of the history that 

disappeared during the Inquisition in which also the Spaniards were very active. It was 

not Columbus who rediscovered America. He went first to Iceland to retrieve the map 

and the rest is history. 

 

In 1851, the British decided that the Prime Meridian should go through the Royal 

Observatory in Greenwich and in 1884 two-thirds of the world's navigators used this 

definition as the primary reference in their maps. Again a story that shows how the 

majority power sets the habits and one coordinate system is enough? The British were at 

that time one of the world's great powers that took most and provoked their colonies in 

the Middle East and elsewhere. They made themselves the new physicists and 

mathematicians and who knows how much of the credit actually belongs to the Middle 

Eastern astronomers and navigators? 

 

November ends with 3-4 ºC colder than normal and some rain. The Spanish mainland 

can definitely not measure up to the climate in Hawaii, but then it was "the green card" 

then. Paradise is naturally difficult to settle in. The Pearly Gate is tight even after 

Barack Obama became president. 
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Since I missed a few days of cycling because of the rain I had the opportunity to talk to 

some people and their relationship to Norwegian authorities that is full of mixed 

feelings. Some feel really mistreated and have cut the ties that can be cut with the 

Norwegian authorities and is left only with a Norwegian passport and a possible 

Norwegian pension, but not sure whether they get it under a future control, whether it is 

socalled Bourgeois or Socialist. Some find that it takes two years to respond to a case 

and then it suddenly  becomes a proposal for settlement by regular mail and two-week 

response time limit while the person is out of town. When will the Government rule 

modern technology and send an e-mail or communicate completely through Internet 

instead of what is just appropriate to themselves? Some of us travel a bit and can't 

exactly hire a mailbox opener in our absence. 

 

At the same time the Ăbrown shirtsñ stand forward in Norway with wishes of a 

Bourgeois wedding and a Socialist funeral. What is the difference? Starts to get difficult 

to take Norwegian politicians and authorities seriously. Norwegian welfare is 

characterized by giving with one hand and strike with the other. Healthy people work 

themselves to death to keep the sick alive. Those who need it should, of course, get 

help, but when the Prime Minister says: "Work according to ability, receive according 

to need!"  it sounds like "Arbeit macht frei!". (Work makes free) 

 

Telecommunications companies and mobile phone manufacturers are going on track  

with their authorities as con artists. The setting on the mobile phone is likely set so it 

has a tendency to call by itself or connecting the company's mobile data network 

without having asked for any roaming. "Novices" make mistakes and need some skills 

to prevent Internet access is done via the mobile data network instead of the available 

wireless networks. The consequence of mobile abuse is that people only go for Skype 

and ip phone solutions without mobile networks. Has improved a bit in recent years ... 

 

At the end of my stay on Costa Blanca, I got to know that Professor Johan Galtung had 

residence in Alfaz del Pi since 1969 and know well the integration there. At the 

beginning of December 2010 he received a peace prize by the South Korean 

Government for his work on the North-South conflict in Korea. Spaniaposten did an 

interview with him in the spring of 2009. 

 

Again I met a Norwegian International oil worker and  navigator an evening that was so 

sick of the Norwegian authorities that he simply moved away from Norway. It goes 

without saying that people who work with their life at stake is not interested in 60% tax? 

When oil production in Norway is significantly reduced in a few years we might just be 

left with empty heads in an overpriced and cold country that can barely run their own 

gas stations. Then there might be a migration to South and Central American banana 

republics in order to survive on the pension if there is any? 

 

 Los vikingos vamos en America latino? 

 

40 bicycle trips and about 3000 kilometers in 3 months is the status before leaving for a 

Christmas and New Year visit in Norway. The temperature goes down in Spain and up 

in Norway or vice versa depending on the pressure over Iceland that oscillate. Hopefully 

the Spaniards get some warm wind from South and a still-green Christmas. 

 

FELIZ NAVIDAD!  
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Tenerife 
 

The first time in Tenerife was at Easter 1975 when I wanted to test my ability to handle 

thin air by climbing Pico del Teide (3718 m). Bought a bike in Santa Cruz and cycled 

up from Costa Del Silencio one afternoon to a recreational place before El Retimar 

where I slept at night. Next morning I biked to Parador des las Cañadas and happened 

to have breakfast with an astronomer at the café there. He said it was in order that I 

could observe with a student and stay at one of the telescopes during the night. 

 

Cycled up the old road to a parking lot at approximately 2800 m and climbed the rest on 

foot via Refugio where some Spanish students were about to make pea soup. They said: 

"Do your trip to El Teide and when you come back down the soup is finished!". I went 

smoothly up and down without difficulty breathing and sat down an hour eating with 

them and discussed philosophy in a simple language level. Cycled to the telescopes at 

Izaña, met an astronomy candidate there and we should observe the planet Saturn at 

night. Unfortunately, there was too much seeing in the atmosphere so the observation 

was cancelled. It was before they had equipment to correct atmospheric disturbances. 

 

Fair enough, next day I cycled down to La Laguna and up to the Mercedez forest on the 

Northern part of the island and got to see a wild and beautiful nature. Afterwards down 

to Puerto de la Cruz for lunch and over to Valle Arriba by Santiago del Teide where I 

spent the night in a field.  
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In the morning I was awakened by three Canary dogs that sniffed at me. Good morning, 

I said and got out of the sleeping bag and on the bike. Down the West Coast hill past 

Playa de las Americas and Los Cristianos which was not as populated as today, only a 

few hotels. Back to the El Chapparell in Costa del Silencio and Norway a couple of 

days later. 

 

Christmas and new year's weekend 2010/11 35 years later was done in the snowy old 

country. It took some time to get down to Spain again. Gardermoen airport was 

bragging about how clever they were to clean the runway, while in reality the plane 

from Oslo to Stavanger back to Oslo was too late for the plane to Tenerife. I also missed 

a solar eclipse at the time which I could have seen from above the clouds if en route. It 

was however a pleasant evening at Dagligstuen in Oslo and a simple accomodation at 

Gardermoen Airport Hotel. You can't blame anyone for snowing? 

 

Norwegian Shuttle detour next day via Las Palmas and with Binter Canarias to Tenerife 

Sur and the vacation condo Regency Club Tenerife in Torviscas Alto into an apartment 

of excellent quality. A couple of years ago I was there last time and after a few days of 

cycling I saw a considerably improvement on some of the roads, new asphalt, 

considerably more roundabouts and the highway on the West Coast hill is being 

extended from Adeje to Santiago del Teide as a part of the old dream of driving directly 

to Puerto de la Cruz to the North rather than via TF-1 on the East Coast. 

 

After a few weeks in Regency Club, I rented a simple OBOS similar apartment at 

CrisSol in the Centre of Los Cristianos, the city I like best in here in Tenerife.  

 

 
 

Los Cristianos, where some of the first forced Christians were detained in the 1600 's. 

 

Took a ride Tuesday 18. January 2011 to Restaurant Paradores, Cañadas del Teide, 

which is a must every time you are in these parts. Caught up with a pair of Spaniards 

before Chio who were on their way to Orotava on the North side of the island. Was 

passed by a couple of Radio Shack Pro cyclists halfway to Boca Tauce on the crater 

edge, but they were in a hurry and met them again in Café Parador, after about 60 km 

up to 2156 m above sea level. Then 50 km downhill via Vilaflor to Los Cristianos. 
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Ruta del Teide Parador 

 

19. January 2011: National police station took only a couple of hours to arrange the 

paper and bank payment to get a NIE (Número de Identidad de Extranjero) in the 

immigration registry. Later, it was reduced to the size of a small business card. 

 

20. January: Norwegian Welfare (NAV) information meeting in the Seamen's Church in 

Los Cristianos, mainly for senior citizens who commute between Norway and the 

EEA/EU countries. Rights and duties all the way, the programmed informers didn't 

understand what sailor's pension is, it is handled by a former Directorate that is reduced 

to an Office in a different agency than NAV. Coordination not necessary for me. 

 

Check E121 and E106 forms. The Government agencies are still working with and 

against eachother, here it is the tax administration and HELFO/NAV that has problems 

with interoperability. Earlier, it was indicated that the federal pension can be taken out 

anywhere in the world, now the signal is that potential retirees will need to apply at least 

a year before they plan to take it out, preferably before they leave. Those who already 

live in Spain must as part of the EEA/EU adaptation apply through Social Securidad 

locally directly to Norway for security's sake? What about those of us that is not a 

member of the local Securidad Social and have a separate private insurance? Why 

should we sign into something we don't really need? 
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One can take a year long holiday abroad, but not more than a year if one still wants to 

be a member of the Norwegian Welfare system and not be branded as a tourist, that is. 

Nomads are discriminated by Norwegian in the same line as Chinese authorities who 

want to pack the people into an A4 format and a "permanent residence" so it is easier to 

handle them.  

 

It was also stated that all have to pay 15% withholding tax, is it a desire or legally 

required? At all nothing was clarified at this meeting, but it's obviously more control 

through the EU/EEA adaptation or is it the Norwegian authorities that are training the 

European? The goal is a common administration in Brussels so the lucky ones and 

politically correct managers can get a pay increase on international criterias? It doesnôt 

harm pale face bureaucrats to get a trip to Tenerife to inform sun burnt expats. 

 

The next step in the integration process is to obtain a Spanish bank account. With the 

required Passport and NIE, print out of the current status in a relevant Norwegian bank 

and final tax settlement, as well as e-mail and a mobile phone number. Banca Marcha 

was my choice in Los Cristianos as recommended by other resident expatriates. Then 

subscribed Vodafone with mobile phone, SMS and mobile data at 39.9 ú a month.  



 

70 

 

Fax is sent and waiting for authorization, took a couple of days and then it was fine. 532 

kbps mobile and unlimited surfing plus "roaming" in Europe is not at all bad. Telenor 

mobile naturally terminated. 

 

A night of Tuesday with lightning and thunder plus snow in Teide crater was hefty 

commented in the media as if it were some sensation. The same has happened at Easter 

as part of the natural variety and doesnôt snow on the beach at the sea surface.  

 

A conversation with a couple who have lived here a few years reveals that it takes some 

time to get into the system. The Spanish authorities may have gone with the Norwegian 

in the doctrine that like to emerge as the world's best, but it is interesting to study the 

integration process. Talked with some Scottish girls who have lived here a few years 

without any notable problems. Maybe a little easier to come from an EU country that is 

not so different as Norway? Some also say that it is wiser to move to Sweden or 

Denmark first and Spain afterwards. A bit strange? In retrospect, it turned out not 

profitable to move to Sweden and get double taxed as some senior citizens experienced. 

 

Took a climb to Vilaflor, a beautiful village 1400 m above sea level, 22 km in 2 hours 

and not bad for someone who bikes like a horse according a local police officer in 

Arona. It's got to be taken as a compliment when I apparently then have become 

slimmer than the Bull from Fjotland? 

 

The Norwegian tax office could not write the street address in their system so then it 

will maybe be a little difficult to get letters from them? They asked me to send a new 

letter with a request to correct the error they themselves had done, but eventually 

appealed to reason and had an email dialogue with them. It's max three address lines 

and a certain number of letters in each line that is the challenge. Then, it can be a bit 

difficult to pack Latin addresses to any postal service, but we do try to make them 

understand. One can also not extend the lines so they donôt fit in the envelope window. 

A lot of work for nothing. Jallah Jallah.  

 

 
 

Standard training on the West Coast, 66 km, altitude gain 1400 metres. 
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It takes some time to get a lease contract from a friend of a friend of a friend who owns 

the apartment so that one can sign up to become a permanent resident in the 

municipality and eventually become a tax resident. Things take time also in Spain, it's 

not just Norway that is mañana. It should really be the same where you live, as long as 

you have a fixed email address and can correspond with the tax administration and other 

entities via Internet. 

 

 
 

Masca ï wild and beautiful mountain area in North West of Tenerife 

 

5.5 km and 800 m altitude gain with some hefty hills, an average 13% incline with 

individual segments on 19% down/up to/from Buenavista on the coast, popular among 

professional climbing specialists like Alberto Contador. Cycled a few times "down" and 

back the main road at the North coast via El Tanque. 

 

Fantastic and mysterious nature that is also popular among tour walkers. Tenerife is a 

colorful island with all the climate zones in line with Hawaii that is about 500 metres 

higher. 

 

Good training and natural beauty is really a good therapy to face the challenges in real 

life. One cannot rely on the Government or someone else to sort out the mess, especially 

not conspiration illuminaties. Presence of alertness is the way to go. None of us can 

exceed the laws of nature and natural variations in real life, be it cosmic radiation, 

earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, tidal waves, or other natural phenomenas.  

 


































































































































































































































































































































































