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ALVA ï Light-footed and fast  

ALVA, that's me. The best and fastest velomobile ever built. And there will never be a better 

one. Daniel Fenn created me in a moment of enlightenment. Decades of experience and the 

most ingenious ideas have become reality in me. No other velomobile has more beautiful cur-

ves than I do. Form follows function in the highest perfection. 

However, Daniel was not equally talented when it came to naming me. He christened me Al-

pha. I think that's a phonetic misunderstanding. My name is ALVA, which is Nordic and me-

ans elf. And is there anything more elfin than me? Light-footed and fast, with a blue glittery 

dress. 

 

ALVA, that's me. The best and fastest velomobile ever built. 

On a magical day, February 2, 2020, I saw the light of day. Back then, I was still a small, shy 

velomobile. But with Joggl, my world changed quickly. Joggl was hooked and promised me 

he would never leave me. He did everything for me: new tie rods, a new rear swing arm, and 

new shock absorbers. And he also gave me a beautiful blue glittery dress. The most beautiful 

wrap a velomobile has ever seen. 

Joggl was incredibly fast. Thanks to me, of course. For Joggl, it could never go fast enough. It 

was always a bit like flying. That was also the case on that fateful afternoon. We raced across 

the plain at 50 or 60 miles per hour between golden yellow cornfields and fiery red poppies. 

The whole world belonged to us. But not for long. Then a huge tractor came along. ñNo prob-

lem,ò said Joggl, ñthe road is wide enough.ò But not if the giant tractor stubbornly stays in the 

middle. The huge wheels rushed towards us. I shouted, ñStop, Joggl, you're a man of death.ò 

Then Joggl wrenched the steering wheel around. We flew across the meadow. But there's a 

stream down there. Quick-witted, Joggl steered back onto the road. But we were clearly going 

too fast for this maneuver. We crashed onto the hard asphalt and slid a few more meters. I did 
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my best to protect Joggl, but my blue glittery dress suffered quite a bit. Well, the main thing is 

that we're both still alive. 

And life goes on. There are new velomobiles (not better ones!) and Joggl naturally had to ha-

ve the latest model. For professional reasons, of course. At least he made sure I got a nice 

place. He told me that DYNAMIK is nice and less hectic. In return, you get to see a little mo-

re of the big wide world. We'll see. 

1 At home with DYNAMIK 

Joggl was right. DYNANIK is less hectic. At DYNAMIK, it's not only cozy but also elegant. 

You live in high society here. And that suits me perfectly. For example, you'll find a venerab-

le FATEBA long bike from 1990 here. The old thing always has a lot to tell. Apparently, it's 

been to the south of France, Italy, and even Cyprus. 

 

FATEBA Long Bike from 1990 near Genoa 

 

DYNANIK's long search for the perfect bike began with the Long Bike from Fateba. This was 

followed by a Streetmachine from HP. It was extremely comfortable but ï as became appa-

rent when crossing the Flüela Pass ï much too heavy. Next to the Streetmachine came a beau-

tiful recumbent tandem from RANS. Although RANS no longer exists, the tandem still runs 
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like new. It has been to Iceland, ridden down the Pacific coast from Seattle to San Francisco, 

and even been to Argentina, crossing the Andes. 

 

Recumbent tandem from RANS on the Gotthard Pass 

 

The next step toward the perfect bike was the Bacchetta Aero II. A gem of a recumbent bike 

and super light. DYNAMIK discovered that every gram counts going up a mountain. But 

what use are narrow racing tires in the desert sand, and DYNAMIK was determined to go to 

Morocco. That's why the Bacchetta Aero II now adorns a wall in DYNAMIK's living room. 

Others have a Picasso. And for Morocco, DYNAMIK chose a Bacchetta Giro 20. And he ac-

tually went there three times. Always on two wheels. 
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Bacchetta Giro 20 in the desert of Morocco 

 

If two wheels bring so much pleasure, then three wheels must bring even more. Two Scorpi-

ons (from HP) adorn the living room. They constantly tell stories of crossing Death Valley in 

the USA. It's enough to make you jealous. And once you've experienced the magic of three 

wheels, there's no turning back. 

 
Crossing Death Valley 
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Three wheels ï when properly assembled ï can give unimaginable speed. With your own 

power, you can cover incredible distances and reach destinations that you would never reach 

with a normal bicycle. Anyone who has experienced this will never want to give it up. That's 

why we have velomobiles. DYNAMIK has the most beautiful of all velomobiles in its collec-

tion: an EVO R, better known as EVA. She has been almost everywhere in Europe and is 

therefor a bit conceited. Especially about her beauty. She is beautiful, but she is also dange-

rous. DYNAMIK almost met his maker on a mountain pass descent. A gust of wind at 70 

km/h was obviously too much. 

 

 
EVA at the southernmost point of Italy 

 

I'm much better. Maybe I'm not quite as pretty as EVA, but I'm much safer and also much 

faster. DYNAMIK will come to appreciate that. Admittedly, my blue glittery dress has a few 

nasty scratches, but that's not my fault. DYNAMIK says it's no big deal, but DYNAMIK's 

wife felt very sorry for me. Only women understand that. She was also the one who gave me 

the name ALVA. ALVA is Nordic and means elf. DYNAMIK's wife also found a picture of 

me and decorated my blue glittery dress. And now you can hardly see the damaged areas of 

my glittery dress anymore. 
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ALVA in the blue glittery dress 

2 I am becoming ĂLong Distanceñ-ready 

Dynamik is never satisfied. Now he has the best and fastest velomobile in the world, and now 

he's already starting to complain again. He thinks Ióm not suitable for long-distance riding. 

First, the gear system will be changed. He thinks that 2 x 64/36 in the front and 11 x 11-32 in 

the rear are not suitable for mountains. Now it's getting 56/34 in the front and 11-40 in the 

rear. He also doesn't like the 28-inch rear wheel. It should be 27.5 inches, because then you 

can mount wider tires. 

 

Replacing the front chainrings went very quickly, but removing the rear wheel was a minor 

tragedy. DYNAMIK didn't know that removing the wheel on a single-sided swing arm is ba-

sically a sophisticated IQ test. It was probably designed that way so that not too many people 

would ride around in a velomobile. To cut a long story short, DYNAMIK only just passed the 

test. 

 

Even the first step - loosening the axle bolt - is tricky. You have to tighten it, not loosen it. 

Then you carefully pull out the axle. And then it happens. There are lots of spacers lying on 

the ground. How many are there? That remains to be seen. In the end, there shouldn't be any 

left lying around. Now you have to reach between the spokes with one hand. But not just 

anywhere, only where the spokes are not so dense. With the other hand, you grab the cassette 

and everything is out. Or so you think! First, you have to let the air out of the tire. After at 

least half of your fingers are pinched and the other half are black as coal, the cassette tumbles 

out. The wheel also has the courtesy to slide out of the narrow wheel well, and two spacer 

sleeves are lying on the ground. One is marked with a ñplusò and one with a ñminus.ò You 

have to figure out for yourself that these markings are of vital importance. 
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Now it's time for the first attempt at reinstalling it. This time with a slightly wider tire. The 

wheel goes in easily, but after inflating it, it gets stuck. Apparently, 35 mm doesn't work. 

Everything out again and a new attempt with 32 mm. But that gets stuck too. At 28 inches, 

only a 25 mm wide tire will fit. But it needs 9 bar, and DYNAMIK doesn't like that. So every-

thing comes out again and we try again with a 27.5-inch wheel and GP 5000 tire. And now it 

works. The wheel turns and purrs. But what's that lying on the floor? A small black tooth. As 

an experienced velomobilist, the reader probably suspects what has flown out unnoticed: one 

of the three pawls that ensure that I can move forward. For DYNAMIK, enthusiasm had 

reached rock bottom. But giving up is not an option. Take everything apart again, carefully 

insert the pawl, and put everything back together. 

 

DYNAMIK has now removed and reinstalled the rear wheel and cassette at least 10 times, 

along with the 20 spacers, the two mysterious spacers marked ñplusò and ñminus,ò and the 

three pawls. You can't practice something like this often enough. At first, it took him three 

hours, and now he can do it in three minutes. I think that's a good prerequisite for a safe long-

distance ride. 

 

The next phase is testing on the test bench. DYNAMIK specially mistreated a skateboard and 

conjured up a VM test bench out of it. It's really ingenious. 

 

Velomobile test bench made from a skateboard 

 

The gearshift works better than before, claims DYNAMIK. The twist grip for the front gear-

shift has been replaced by a bar end shifter. The cockpit now looks much nicer. 
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My cockpit after the conversion 

 

The first big test ride takes us around Lake Neuchâtel. That's 110 km with a few climbs and 

corresponding descents. Everything is going well. But DYNAMIK is complaining again. Be-

cause of the draft. It was much better with EVA. But then you couldn't see anything when it 

rained. And the brakes! They do brake, but not when there's a 200 m steep descent. Luckily, 

there's a second pair of front wheels with cooling towers at home. 

 

The second test ride goes around Lake Geneva. That's 170 km, after all. Wheels with cooling 

towers and a windshield are installed. And as decoration, I even got racing pants. Not that it 

made me go particularly fast, but that's not my fault. DYNAMIK says the racing pants won't 

be mounted on long trips. He was extremely embarrassed that he had to use part of the soccer 

field when turning in St. Sulpice. Luckily, there wasn't a corner kick coming up. 

 

Everything is ready on my side for the next long trip. DYNAMIK still needs to train a little 

more, I think. He wants to go somewhere far away, but he won't tell me where. I will pass on 

his diary entries to you, just like EVA did. 
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3 Off to the cradle of democracy 

Yes, two weeks ago, everything was 

still fine. DYNAMIK had every-

thing nicely prepared. At the last 

minute, he decided against the 

narrow tires (CCS) and chose the 

CCU tires, which are more suitable 

for traveling. Now I even know 

where we're going: ñTo the cradle of 

democracyò is the motto. So we'll be 

cycling around the Aegean Sea to 

Smyrna and visiting all the famous 

sites of antiquity. We will visit the 

Oracle of Delphi. (Maybe DYNA-

MIK should do that before the trip.) 

We will pay a visit to Leonidas and 

his 300 loyal followers at Thermo-

pylae. Then we will rush past Thes-

saloniki and meet Caesar at Philippi. 

ñSee you at Philippi,ò he said. Then 

we'll continue on to Troy. The siege 

should be over by then, because 

Odysseus is already near Syracuse. 

EVA told me. She was there with 

DYNAMIK last year and saw the 

cyclops Polyphemus, or at least the 

rocks he threw at Odysseus. 

 

We won't miss out on the Trojan Horse, and then we'll be in Smyrna (or Izmir). From there, 

we'll take the ship back to Athens, the cradle of democracy. Democracy isn't that simple. 

DYNAMIK explained everything to me in great detail, and I'll explain it to you as best I can. 

But not now. As promised, I grabbed DYNAMIK's diary pages, and here's the first one: 

 

Martigny, 13.5.24 

In beautiful weather, we rode from Lake Neuchâtel over a few hills to Lake Geneva and then 

along the Rhone to Martigny. I feel that I haven't trained enough. The mountains seem steeper 

and more difficult than usual. I'm also constantly worrying. Will everything be okay? Do I 

have the right spare parts with me? But that's always the case on the first day of a long trip. 

We arrive safely in Martigny. Unfortunately, the beautiful romantic main square with its old 

plane trees is no longer there. It has been modernized, but this has not improved it. On the 

contrary. 
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Short break in Lutry on Lake Geneva 

 

 

The banalized main square of Martigny  



 

 

11 

4 Martigny ï Varese 

Today I had my first 

big appearance: we 

visited the shop in 

Visp that conjured up 

the beautiful picture 

of me. But DY-

NAMIK will probably 

tell you about that in 

his diary entry. I'd 

rather explain de-

mocracy to you. After 

all, we want to visit 

the cradle of de-

mocracy in Athens. 

 

Athens and the surrounding area is quite hilly, almost mountainous. So it was rather unsuitab-

le for the creation of a large empire with a great king. It was simply not profitable enough. A 

bit like Switzerland. There were a few minor ñprincesò and a middle class, the hoplites. The 

hoplites were small farmers and also provided the fighting force for the many wars. They also 

had to buy their own heavy armor. The new colonies in Asia Minor (in the 7th century) gave 

rise to a lucrative trade in wine and olives. Growing grain was no longer profitable. So the 

large landowners tried to compensate themselves by driving the small farmers into debt bon-

dage. Some of them were also sold as slaves. This was extremely impractical, as it meant that 

the country now lacked military strength. Solon was called in to resolve this unfortunate situa-

tion. He realized that the only way to rebuild military strength was to return the ñstolenò land 

to the middle class (i.e., the hoplites), granting them certain rights but also imposing certain 

duties. And so democracy was born. Obviously not for noble reasons. A bit like Switzerland's 

neutrality: it wasn't invented by the Swiss for noble reasons, but was decreed by the major 

players at the Congress of Vienna in 1815. Switzerland thus formed a buffer between the war-

ring parties. 

So much for the origins of democracy. It may be a bit simplified, but I just don't understand it 

any better. What happened next will come later. It's still a long way to Athens. For now, you 

can find the latest diary entry from DYNAMIK. 

 

Varese 14.5.24 

In fantastic weather, I rode along the Rhone to Brig today. I made a stop in Visp to show AL-

VA to the company that created the lovely picture on ALVA. One of the employees was al-

ready standing at the door and said enthusiastically: ñThat's so cool. I've never seen anything 

like it. It's just so cool.ò She was absolutely thrilled. 

In Brig, the BLS initially refused to take me. They said it was against the rules. All my expla-

nations that the regional road near Varzo was blocked and that I was not allowed to use the 

SS 30 (Strada Statale) with its 3 km long tunnel with my velomobile were to no avail. Thus I 

simply pushed ALVA onto the train and the train departed. Perhaps it wasn't entirely against 

the rules after all. In any case, the train attendant was very friendly and even refunded me 12 



 

 

12 

francs because, as of January 1, 2024, tandems (and by this token also velomobiles) no longer 

have to pay for two bikes. 

From Domodossola, I continued along the Tosa through a wild valley to Intra on Lake Mag-

giore, then took the ferry to the other side of the lake and finally to Varese. Unfortunately, the 

beautiful weather from the north did not come with me to the south. 

 

Between Salgesch and Sust, where the Rhone is still quite wild  
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5 Varese ï Bergamo 

Today we had our baptism of 

fire, or rather our ñbaptism of 

water.ò It poured all day long. 

DYNAMIK didn't find it very 

funny. Going uphill was fine, but 

going downhill at high speed in a 

downpour is a bit challenging. It 

gets funny when entire 

roundabouts are filled with brown 

sludge or when heavy trucks 

whip up waves of water in front 

of them. But we made it, and I 

have a place of honor at the Hotel 

Capello d'Oro in Bergamo. It 

wasn't half as bad. We are still 

well on our way to the cradle of 

democracy. 

 

As I said, Solon introduced a number of changes around 600 BC. He wrote everything down 

on tablets and placed them in the main square so that everyone could read them. Then he 

disappeared for 10 years. I would have done the same in his place. Because what he laid down 

in the constitution was no small matter. The maximum size of land ownership was restricted. 

Enslaved farmers were bought back to freedom. And much more. Today, someone like Solon 

would be shot on the spot. That's just the way it is in our modern times. 

The new constitution proved to be quite effective. The division according to income was not 

so bad. There were the very rich (pentakosiomedymnoi), the moderately rich (hippeis), the 

less rich (zeugites), and the not rich at all (thetes). Each group was represented in the govern-

ment to a greater or lesser extent, some more than others. Everyone was involved, even in 

war. For example, the thetes provided the rowing crew for the warships, so it was practical to 

involve them. 

However, this order was abolished 50 years later by the tyranny of Peisistratos and his sons, 

and it was not until 50 years later (around 510 BC) that democracy was reintroduced by 

Cleisthenes. And Cleisthenes had done his job very well. But more on that later. It's still a 

long way to Athens. So back to the diary of DYNAMIK. 

 

Bergamo, 15.5.24 

Now I'm sitting warm and dry in the Torquato Tasso café. The journey from Varese to Ber-

gamo was less comfortable. At times, it rained so hard that the oncoming trucks almost drow-

ned me with their torrent of water. Every time, I had to close my eyes for a moment and make 

sure not to breathe. But we made it, and ALVA has found a nice spot. 
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Box seat at the Hotel Capello d Oro 

It's beautiful here in Bergamo's Citta Alta. I visited the cathedral (Santa Maria Maggiore) 

and now I'm going to look for a good place to have dinner. 

 

Cathedral of Bergamo 
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Santa Maria Maggiore 

  



 

 

16 

6 Bergamo ï Verona 

When elves travel, the 

heavens smile. We set 

off for Lake Iseo in glo-

rious weather. The 

scenery couldn't be more 

beautiful. Only the road 

could be a little flatter, 

says DYNAMIK. And so 

Lake Iseo was cancelled. 

We turn right onto the 

plain and then head full 

throttle towards Verona. 

I know I shouldn't be 

telling you this. So let's 

change the subject. 

 

As mentioned, Cleisthenes did a good job. He introduced the Council of 500 and the popular 

assembly. The power of the archons, who had previously ruled everything, was drastically 

curtailed. Offices were distributed by lottery. This meant that everyone had a chance to obtain 

an office. Regardless of their background. And regardless of whether they were suitable for 

the job or not. As a result, there was no nepotism and no corruption, at least less than before. 

Cleisthenes also introduced a special feature: ostracism. This allowed unpopular individuals 

to be sent into exile. If someone annoyed too many people, perhaps by seizing too much 

power and using it maliciously, they could be got rid of through ostracism. It worked like this: 

every citizen wrote the name of the person who annoyed them the most on a pottery shard. 

Anyone who received more than 5,000 votes had to disappear for five years. Pretty practical, 

right? 

Incidentally, there was something similar in the Valais (a county of Switzerland). The ĂMaz-

zenspielñ. A mask was set up in the village square. Anyone who thought that the person re-

presented by this mask should be driven out hammered a nail into it. This also obliged them to 

take part in the expulsion. Finally, the mask was hung on the house of this unpopular person. 

Depending on the number of nails, this person knew what was bound to happen. Unfor-

tunately, this custom was banned around 1500 AD. 

We laugh about it today. But don't we still use the same methods? A shitstorm on the internet 

and a person is finished. It's the digital version of the ostracism. Only a little nastier. But now 

to the diary page of DYNAMIK. 

 

Verona 16.5.24 

ALVA impressed the receptionists at the hotel in Bergamo so much that they insisted on ta-

king photos. They said they could use them for advertising. As a thank you, I was given a bag 

full of provisions. Rain was actually forecast for today. To my great surprise, however, the 

sky remained dry. So I had a wonderful ride through rural northern Italy, along the southern 

shore of Lake Garda and finally to Verona. Here, too, ALVA has a place of honor. The lady at 

the reception desk was afraid that something might happen to ALVA and took ALVA inside. 

When I finally set off for dinner, there was a cloudburst of the kind you rarely see. For-

tunately, it didn't come earlier while I was still on the road. 
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At the southern end of Lake Garda 

 

 

Verona with its characteristic Scaliger battlements 
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A downpour and all the guests flee  

7 Verona ï Padua 

The reception area of 

the Hotel Toscanelli in 

Padua's old town is 

cozy. DYNAMIK is 

chatting with Zina and 

Denis in the comfortab-

le armchairs next to 

him. They invited him 

and will be pampering 

him all evening. Why 

him and not me, I don't 

know. After all, I drove 

600 km to get here. 

 

The topic is, of course, democracy in the broader sense. Have computers and the Internet 

promoted democracy or rather endangered it? For DYNAMIK, the answer is clear. Thanks to 

PCs, even small engineering firms have been able to take on large projects. In the past, this 

was reserved for very large engineering firms. Thanks to PCs and the Internet, DYNAMIK 

has taken on projects in South Korea and Shanghai. Thus, the PC has reduced the dominance 

of large firms and given small firms the same opportunities. Zina has a completely different 

opinion. Public opinion is controlled without the public being aware of it. The Internet (espe-

cially with smartphones) has not kept its promise. It's the lie of freedom. Well, we women 

probably have a better understanding of this. Men know what Pandora's box is, but they don't 

notice when they open one. DYNAMIK will probably experience this firsthand before the end 

of this trip. And that will come soon enough. Now let's take a look at DYNAMIK's diary pa-

ge. 
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Padua, 17.5.24 

Today was a very special day: I was invited to lunch at Jolanda's house in Vicenza. I met Jo-

landa five years ago on a trip to Corfu, thanks to EVA. She hadn't forgotten me and invited 

me to lunch. I had to work hard all morning to get there on time. I couldn't figure out why it 

was taking so long to get there. But I still arrived in time for a wonderful pasta with pesto and 

an excellent wine. 

Before continuing on to Padua, I took off the front wheels and was shocked to discover that 

the clamp on one of the drum brakes had come off. This, of course, causes the brakes to enga-

ge slightly, enough to make riding unpleasant. But now everything is fine again and ALVA is 

flying across the plain. 

Halfway to Padua, I stopped at a gas station. Not for gas, of course. The pretty lady at the gas 

station asked if she could take a picture of ALVA. Just for fun, I said, ñPor un calice di vino, 

si.ò She promptly ran inside and came back with a glass of white wine, olives, and potato 

chips. I definitely have to do that more often.  

 

Photography permitted (por un calice di vino) 

At around five o'clock, I arrive in Padua, one of the most beautiful cities in northern Italy. 

The old town is a gem. Imposing palaces and magnificent churches and cathedrals line the 

streets. With its arcades and narrow alleyways, everything seems incredibly romantic. Here, 

in the oldest part of Padua, is the Hotel Toscanelli. 

In Padua, Denis and Zina (long-time friends from my distant working days) invited me to a 

fantastic dinner in a beautiful restaurant. It's almost unbelievable how many wonderful things 

you can experience on a velomobile trip. 
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Beautiful historic city center of Padua 

 

 

After dinner, take a stroll under the arcades.  



 

 

21 

8 The Greek adventure begins 

If only DYNAMIK had 

listened to me. But the-

re was no persuading 

him to make the small 

detour via Delphi. We 

could have asked Py-

thia whether we should 

actually go to Thessa-

loniki. Then none of 

this would have happe-

ned. But let's get back 

to the motto of our trip. 

The cradle of de-

mocracy. 

The new democratic 

order brought Athens a 

tremendous upswing, 

both economically and 

culturally. 

 

This was the period that saw the rise of the Acropolis, the tragedies of Sophocles, the come-

dies of Aristophanes, the sculptures of Phidias, and, not to forget, the great philosophers 

Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle. All of them emerged during this period. Political stability, legal 

certainty, and the involvement of all sections of the population in government affairs un-

leashed enormous creative energy. Government offices were open to everyone, but they were 

controlled. Arbitrariness, nepotism, and corruption were virtually impossible under this sys-

tem. These were idyllic conditions. But they did not last forever. 

 

Amfissa, 20.5.24 

On Saturday, I set off early from Padua because I didn't want to miss the boat under any cir-

cumstances. Unfortunately, the boats no longer depart from Venice harbor but from Fusine. 

So I had to turn around and quickly cycle the 20 km to Fusine. But where exactly is Fusine 

and the ferry port? I just had enough time to buy a ticket and get on the ship in time. But the 

ticket was printed incorrectly. That really put my nerves to the test. Fortunately, they were 

able to sort it out internally. Now there was the question of the cabin. Of course, I hadn't ma-

de a reservation. I didn't even know which ship I would be taking. The staff at the reception 

desk were very friendly and offered me a cabin for ú200. That was a little too expensive for 

me. After all, you can also sleep on a sofa. I chose a nice corner and ordered coffee and cake 

for the time being. The longer I thought about sleeping on a sofa, the less appealing the idea 

became. So, back to the reception desk. Would they still have a cabin available? Of course 

they did, and now it only cost ú140. For a night and a half, that's not too bad. 
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We sail past Corfu 

After a leisurely journey of almost two days, we were unloaded in Patras at 2 a.m. ALVA was 

meticulously inspected by the harbor police. Every nook and cranny was vacuumed with a 

kind of vacuum cleaner, presumably to detect any traces of cocaine. After half an hour, every-

thing was in order and we were allowed to enter Greece. No one tells us that velomobiles 

might possibly be banned in Greece. If that were the case, the harbour police would certainly 

have told me. But more on that later. 

What do you do at two in the morning in Patras? ALVA has a good headlight, so I rode the 15 

km to the small ferry port to cross the Gulf of Corinth. And sure enough, at 5:30 a ferry arri-

ved to take a few trucks and me across. Now the Greek adventure could begin. 

 

Frühmorgens dem Golf von Korinth entlang 
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The drive along the Gulf of Corinth is beautiful. Steep cliffs alternate with romantic bays. I 

had no idea that it was good fortune that made me set off so early. It was pleasantly cool. The 

last few kilometers in the late afternoon from Itea to Amfissa were torture. I decided to skip 

the detour to Delphi with an additional 300 meters of elevation gain. 35 degrees is just too 

much. Fortunately, there was a nice old hotel in Amfissa with a room available. The town 

itself is pretty but not exciting. 

 

Romantic road along the Gulf of Corinth 

 

 

Amfissa is still in the plain, but tomorrow it will be mountainous. 
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9 O Xeinó angellein é 

Go, tell the Spartans, thou who 

passest by,  

That here obedient to their laws 

we lie. 

 

 

Yes, the story of Thermopylae. 

DYNAMIK explained it to me 

briefly. Back then, the sea was a 

lit tle higher and the whole area 

was a swamp. Only a small strip 

between the sea and the moun-

tains was passable. And Leonidas 

blocked it with his 300 loyal 

followers. And with this sacrifice, 

they stopped the Persians. With-

out these 300, Persia would pro-

bably have advanced to the Atlan-

tic. And Western culture would 

never have come into being. And 

once again, history seems to be 

repeating itself. 

 

 

Karabomulos, 21.5.24 

Today was a bit daunting for me. Not because of Darius or Xerxes, but because of the two 

passes between Amfissa and Thermopylae. However, with an early start and cool tempera-

tures, it wasn't as bad as I had feared. During a late breakfast in a pretty trattoria called 

ñPliatsikaò just before the top of the pass, I was greeted by the police. They admired ALVA 

and gave me two meters of official barrier tape to tie to the back. That way, ALVA would be 

more visible. So I did that. But none of the police officers made any suggestion that velomobi-

les might be banned in Greece. On the contrary, they congratulated me on my beautiful and 

environmentally friendly vehicle and wished me good luck. 
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ALVA with an official ñflagò 

 

 

The first pass is done. It's steep here, but also beautiful. 
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Down there by the Gulf of Malia lie the Thermopylae 

 

Around three o'clock, I reached the monument to Leonidas. Many visitors wanted to have 

their picture taken with ALVA and Leonidas. Leonidas didn't mind, but said that the stupid 

ribbon at the back of ALVA had to go. I agreed. 

 

 

Go, tell the Spartans, thou who passest by é 
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View from the cockpit: Along the Gulf of Malia at Agora Marina 

 

Now I have the worst mountains behind me. ALVA is flying over the plain around the Gulf of 

Malia again. In Karabomulos, I found is a nice hotel and a cozy trattoria, but here they only 

understand Greek. I have learned ancient Greek but that doesnôt help much. First, I pointed 

to an empty water bottle and then to the plate at the next table. And that's how I ended up ha-

ving a good dinner after all. 

 

 

Dinner, ordered using sign language  
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10 Karabomulos ï Volos 

With Thermopylae, the issue of 

Greece was far from over for Dari-

us. But he had other problems to 

deal with. There were uprisings in 

Egypt, so he had to rush there and 

died there. This gave the Greeks a 

few years of peace. But his son Xer-

xes remembered his father's plans, 

assembled a huge army, and mar-

ched against the Greeks. The first 

battle took place at Marathon, where 

the Greeks were victorious, and 

since then the marathon race has 

existed. But Xerxes still had a huge 

fleet. He deployed it in the strait 

near Salamis. However, the Greeks 

were much more mobile with their 

battleships and sank practically the 

entire Persian fleet. A piquant detail 

that explains the high losses on the 

Persian side: the Persians could not 

swim. 

 

I don't know if that's exactly how it was, but that's how DYNAMIK explained it to me. Now 

back to DYNAMIK's diary. 

 

Bolos, 22.5.24 

The chapter with the mountains is not yet complete. Because I am not allowed to take the 

highway, and the small road climbs over several mountains. Luckily, ALVA is so light. Riding 

a light velomobile weighing 21 kg is much better than riding a 30 kg velomobile like EVA. 

Even when racing with the dogs. These beasts have annoyed me several times today. The fas-

ter ones can even reach 40 km/h. Luckily, I'm protected by a carbon shell. 

After the mountains, I reached the plain of Larisa. It's easier to make progress there. How-

ever, I didn't ride straight through the plain to Larisa, but took the coastal road to Volos 

instead. A beautiful stretch with a view of the deep blue sea. Volos is pretty. It reminds me a 

little of Port d'Hyeres in the south of France. 
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And even more mountains 

 

 

In the port of Volos  
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11 Volos ï Paralia 

DYNAMIK explained to me that 

Attic democracy was a model of 

success. It brought enormous 

prosperity to the citizens of 

Athens. And the victories 

against the Persians confirmed 

its validity. During this period, 

Athens grew to become the 

greatest naval power in the Me-

diterranean. To achieve this, it 

needed ships, lots of ships. But 

someone had to pay for them. 

That's where the allied poleis 

came in. And for them, the 

much-vaunted democracy did 

not apply, on the contrary. Taxes 

were collected with relentless 

harshness. After all, they had 

warships. But for ideological 

reasons, too, Attic democracy 

was viewed with scepticism in 

the surrounding area. When the 

Spartans struggled to suppress 

the Helot uprising, Athens sent 

8,000 soldiers to the Peloponne-

se. 

 

No sooner had the uprising been quelled than the Spartans hastily sent the 8,000 men back to 

Athens to prevent these modern ideas of democracy from spreading throughout the Pelopon-

nese. People remain the same, after all. But now back to today's Greece, where DYNAMIK 

enjoys life, or rather the landscape, to the fullest with a futuristic vehicle, namely me, and 

writes a diary entry every day. 

 

Paralia, 23.5.24 

As I write these lines, a ghostly glowing full moon rises from the sea. Almost transparent. It 

has also become a little cooler. Really pleasant. During the day, it was very hot at times. 

First, we climbed a mountain from Volos at a snail's pace and then descended at express 

speed into the Larisa plain. The Larisa plain is very wide and hot. Everything is golden yel-

low to brown in color. But you can make good progress. By noon, I had already covered al-

most 100 km. But now it's getting tough again. A car stops and the driver wants to help me 

read the map. But since he doesn't speak English and I don't speak Greek, he calls his wife. 

His wife is an English-teacher. And she explains to me how to get to the other side of the 

mountain range. There is still one mountain to cross before reaching the sea through a gigan-

tic gorge.  

On the other side of the mountain range, you arrive in what is essentially a Garden of Eden. 

Everything is green and has a wonderful scent. Grapes, figs, and many other things are 

grown here. At the moment, it is mainly the figs that you can smell. I buy a piece of cake from 



 

 

31 

a roadside stand. I have no idea what's in it. It is incredibly sweet and sticky. It will certainly 

give me a lot of energy. 

Towards the north (in the direction of Thessaloniki), the coast becomes increasingly touristy. 

A bit like the Côte d'Azur. Paralia is particularly beautiful. This is where I want to end the 

day ï after 160 km. 

 

 

Over the mountains again, then through a gorge to the sea 

 

 

Beaches and deep blue sea: Greece shows itself from its best side 
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Paralia is in holiday mood 

 

 

Here you can find everything your heart desires. 

  
















































