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A
t the age of 40 I undertook
a largely uninterrupted ride 
from Florida to Oregon, 5,000 
miles across America, about 

70% of it off-road. The TransAmerica Trail.
I shipped my own bike from the UK,

a pretty much standard 1993 Honda 
XR650L, and rode, mostly alone, through 

lens of my own camera as I tried to get
a shaky shot of me, the bike and the Pacific 
coast, the same old pangs nibbled away at 
the edges of what should have been an
all-enveloping blanket of elation. It’s a nasty 
little feeling – a twinge of guilt laced with
a lack of meaningful purpose – and I’d been 
hassled by the bastard all the way across.

I’d learned that the concept of tackling 
an overland bike trip as a panacea for 
melancholic mid-life stuff is full of bloody 
big holes. If you’re a miserable fucker, then 
fine. Just enjoy the view. If you’re a worrier, 
then just be prepared to worry about a 
different set of potential disasters than 
your usual. Don’t expect to laugh your tits 
off in a devil-may-care manner for weeks 
on end. The smiles may come weeks, 
months or even years afterwards.

There. A small tip for you. Got that off 
my chest. So what had I done? Ridden
a dirt bike across a continent. Enough to be 
getting on with.

In terms of big overland trips, my 
wobble across America (and I choose my 
terms carefully) had been thrown together 

Is there anything out there?
With the big Four-O looming, Russell Fisher told his pregnant partner he had to 
get something out of his sytem – and set off to ride off-road across America. Alone

the predominantly unseen backyard of 
America. From the winding levees of the 
south to the myriad ‘mile-marker’ tracks of 
the mid-west. Over the boulder-strewn 
continental divide of the Rockies and across 
scorched red deserts, until finally – via the 
green peaks and troughs of the great coastal 
range – the Pacific pulled me up short.

Great. I’d done it. Six weeks of banging
a fully-laden thumper off big rocks, dancing 
on the edge of my personal bike-skills 
envelope and dicing with dangerous 
comestibles such as refried beans, grits and 
corndogs, and I’d bloody well done it.

Er, but done what, exactly? Fulfilled
a lifetime’s ambition? Exorcised some 
demons? Forced a life-changing move on 
my lethargic lardy arse? Ummm… dunno. 
Digging back through my journal in an 
attempt to jump-start my memories of the 
trip, again and again I come across 
scribbled notes to self in various margins. 
“What’s this all about, then?” they say. 
And the snaps tell a similar story.

Standing there at journey’s end, 
grinning a little self-consciously into the 

Name: Russell Fisher
Age at time of trip: 40
Bike: 1993 Honda XR650L
Length of trip: two months
Bike travel tip: Slooooooooow down, it’s
not a race. Progress anxiety, it’s called, and if 
you’re not careful it will have you pinning the 
gas and hoovering up the miles like there’s
no tomorrow. Stop awhile. Shoot, as they
say Stateside, the ‘shit’.
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