Across the Gobi Desert

As editor of American magazine Cycle World, David Edwards has ridden all over
the globe. But nothing prepared him for an ultra-rugged fly-ride in Mongolia

Theride

Name: David Edwards

Age at time of trip: 46

Bike: Battered BMW F650

Length of trip: 10 days

Bike travel tip: Before tackling an off-road

The Gobiis no place to learn sand-riding
technigue. Likewise, a dust storm is not the
best time to realise that dirt riders wear
goggles for good reason. Finally, buy all the
protective gear you can - you wi/l fall down.

tour anywhere, dirt bike experience is a must.

Eight best bike travel guides
As chosen by Judy Kennedy of

WhitehorsePress.com, specialist
motorcycle book seller and publisher
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his was not what I had in mind,
not at all. Actually, I had few
preconceptions when I signed
on for a ten-day bike tour of
Mongolia, but I didn’t expect to bed down
for the night in a pup tent in the Middle
Gobi, in the middle of freakin’ nowhere, in
a rainstorm. No showers, no toilets and
nothing but a thin foam pad between my
ample ass and the cold, hard ground. This
after an all-day off-road ride, the last 50
miles in a stinging, sideways downpour.

It would get worse.

Next morning, after breakfast served off
the back of our ex-Russian Army 6x6 chase
truck, we saddled up for another 200-mile
trail ride. But 20 miles in, disaster. Ed
Davis, a Texan pharmacist with little
dirt bike experience, got it all wrong in

a downhill rut, launching himself over the
bars and onto his head. With a concussion
and several broken ribs, Ed was done, his
Mongolian adventure finished.

A couple of hours later, four more of us
were on the ground. The previous day’s
rains had turned a low-lying section of
trail into a snot-slick mudfield. The
clinging sludge jammed itself between
tyres and low front fenders, effectively
locking wheels and putting us down. I was
the only injury, tweaking an ankle.

It would get worse.

Towards the end of the day, Roger Hunt,
the best dirt rider of our group, overcooked
a corner and low-sided hard, knocking
himself out and snapping a collarbone.
He’d join Ed in the lead jeep. Good news
out of all this was that with two people in
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