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Crossing the border was a snap.  One of the benefits of Lithuania's membership in the European Union was the 
elimination of border posts and that long, agonizing wait which once characterized the border between Poland 
and Lithuania.  Passports were checked and rechecked, vehicles searched, travelers questioned, and all of this 
took time as more arrivals would line up waiting for the earlier ones to be processed.  Now as joint members of 
the EU, crossing the border was as simple as crossing from North to South Carolina.  One could hardly tell any 
difference, well, except for the roads. 
 
Riding on the roads in Poland could be an adventure, but for the most part they all met a minimal standard of 
pavement quality.  There were a few roads which hadn't had any attention or maintenance in quite some time, 
but those were generally short stretches of little used roads in remote areas.  Even then, it was usually possible 
to find a relatively smooth track through the potholes even if one had to use both sides of the road to do it.   
 
Much of Lithuania is farm country.  Spread between the gray villages of ancient buildings with half-hipped 
roofs are vast areas of open land used primarily for agriculture.  Potatoes appeared to occupy the lion's share of 
farmland judging from the loads piled in the back of the many large passing trucks, but there were also 
occasional fields of corn, wheat and what I think was barley.  Lithuania farmland offers a beautifully bucolic 
view if one can take a look, but a cyclist on a Lithuanian road is much too busy to be admiring the 
scenery.  Perhaps due to the large volume of heavy farm machinery which uses them, the roads have very 
uneven surfaces.  The bumps are like one continuous rumble strip across the entire width of the roadway and 
can go on for miles.  The pothole filling asphalt patches on the road surface have smaller hole filling patches of 
their own, and just when you think the pavement can't get any worse.....it goes away completely leaving a 
collection of sand and loose, cobblestone sized rocks.  Literally bouncing along these roads, the cyclist must 
focus all attention to what is immediately in front of the wheel to avoid being thrown from the bike.  To 
maintain control, the bars must be gripped so tight that the forearms hurt long before the legs tire or saddle 



soreness begins.  Also grit the teeth to avoid the risk of inadvertently biting off a good chunk of tongue when 
you hit the next hidden pothole.  
 

 
 
This is all very bruising to the bike, in particular the wheels.  Taking a break to give my jaws and forearms a 
minute to recover, I leaned my bike against a convenient bridge railing.  It was then I noticed a particularly 
disturbing crack deep in the rubber of the rear tire, running across the tread of the tire to the middle of the 
sidewall, probably caused by jagged edges on some of the rocks I had been riding over.  Running my finger 
along the tire, I felt an unsettling series of odd bumps along a good portion of the tire's circumference, as if the 
rubber was wearing away.  For the next four days I feared hearing that pistol shot sound indicating my rear tire 
had finally burst, transforming me from a self-sufficient bicycle traveler into a desperate hitchhiker. 
 
Thankfully, that sound never came. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


