One that almost got away'

LAST week, The
Recorder carried
Ross Pearce’s 'final’
arficle on his travels
in Bolivia - he is now
back home in
Bridgend.

However, it turns out
that the international e-
mail gremlins were af
work, and one of his
despatches vanished inre
the ether.

Criginally sent on
Seprember 16, here is
Russ' account of his visit
to the largest salt lake in
the world:

HIS week

has been

quite mixed
in terms of success
and enjoyment.

We started off in the
town of Coroico at the
end of the “World's Most
Dangerous Road’. From
there, we ook a bus back
to La Paz along the road

and the view was more
terrifying from the front
sedats than it had been on
the bikes.

I guess that's becanse
when we were on the
bikes, we wene concen-
trating more on staying
upright than on admiring
the view! We also had a
harsh reminder of the
dangers of the road when
a lorry crashed not far in
front of us and delayed us
for an hour or s0.

Fortunately for the
lorry driver he crashed
into the cliff, rather than
plunging over the
precipice.

Back in La Paz, the
British Embassy were
busy letting us down. The
replacement passport we
were waiting for didn't
wrrive until lunchtime on
Friday. We sat around all
momin from 9am, which
put our plans back some-
what. Stll, traveling is all
aboul remaining flexible
with your plans!

From La Paz, we took
an overnight bus 1o the
town of Uyuni, purpor-
edly the coldest place in
Bolivia. Forunately at
the bus slation we man-
aged to find a stall sclling
blankets at a reasonable
price. The bus jourmney
was very cold and at
times the windows ratiled
open, leaving a layer of
ice on the inside.

The cold night brought
one rewand as we stopped
at around lam for a com-
fort break. The sky was
s0 clear that the whole of
the Milky Way was luid
out before us as we
looked up to the heavens.

Uyuni is the starting
point for a tour of one of
Bolivia's most famous
sights, the Salar de
Uyuni, the largest salt
lake in the world. We
were taken in a jeep for
the day around and across
the lake.

There was a train
graveyard where we saw

the eene rusting locomo-
tives left over from the
heyday of mining in the
area, Then we were taken
to a mining village and
bought souvenirs, llamas
carved from salt!

A shon drive over the
lake 100k us 1o the last
remaining salt hotel,
where everything, even
the beds, are made from
salt! Then it was an hour
or 50 across the surreal
landscape, where a sea of
white salt met the crystal
blue sky and the horizon
was shrouded in heal

That brought us to the
Isal del Pescadores, an
island in the middle of
the salt lake where giant
cacti grow. The tallest
was 12m high, and at a
growth rate of just lcm
per year, that makes it
1,200 years old.

From Uyuni, we had &
nightmare bus journey 1o
Potosi, the highest city in
the world at 4,100m
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above sea level. Instead
of taking six hours and
depositing us at our hotel,
it was a long, arduous
and freezing cold 12
hours!

When we finally
arrived we were in no
moaod to risk visiting the
dangerous silver mines,
That was a shame
because, as we pet older,
we are more aware of the
nsks of visiting these
places, and | feel brave
enough right now!

Instead, we got straight
on another bus 1o Sucre,
the official capital of
Bolivia. This was a won-
derful city with lots of
well-mauntained colonial
buildings. We visited an
old church which is now
used as a girls” school
and, after climbing up to

the highest bell tower, we
were rewarded by o
tremendous view over the
whole city.

Down in the depths,
we were also able (o
descend into the crypt.
but the lower catacombs
are now off limits.

From Sucre, we Mew
back 1o Santa Cruz.
Despite having to travel
via La Paz, it still saved
us 20 hours on a bus and
was far more comfon-
able.

In the wet season it is
necessary 1o fly from city
1o city because many of
the roads are impassable.
I guess local Mights are 1
Bolivians what a return
train ticket is from
Bridgend to London!




