
Long Way Round 
 

(Kazakhstan River Crossing on the Road of Bones) 

 
 

On the opposite bank stood the three 

lumber trucks, their drivers arguing about 

whether or not to cross the river.  We 

watched them shouting and waving their 

arms at each other.  Then one of them 

jumped into an articulated truck used for 

carrying lengths of timber.  He gunned the 

engine and the 30-ton truck lurched into 

the water.  The cab twisted in the water, 

looking as if it was going to be swept away.  Only the rear section, which was 

anchored on the bank, was preventing it from being washed downstream.  Just when 

we thought the driver was about to lose control, one of the truck drivers on the far side 

dragged the logging truck out of the river using a steel length of cable linking the two 

trucks.  That lumber truck was stronger and heavier than either of ours, yet it had been 

tossed around in the river like a feather in the wind.  The implication was clear. 

 

[…] 

 

The river level had dropped by about 3 feet overnight, so our bank was now too high 

to breach from the river.  We set to work with the spades and pickaxes, chipping away 

at the Road of Bones to construct a gentler slope.  I loved being caught in a situation 

where there was no option but to solve the problem.  It pulled everyone together really 

tight.  We all did our bit.  There were no arguments or fights or disagreements; it was 

all done efficiently. 

 

[…] 

 

Then it was our turn.  Vladimir engaged the lowest gear and the Kamaz dipped into 

the river, crawled through the water and climbed the far riverbank like a tortoise 

slowly but surely hauling itself up a rock.  The Warrior was pulled through on a cable, 

David shouting with alarm as the back end slipped away and the current threatened to 

sweep the car downstream 

 

[…] 

 

David eased the Furgon into the water, while I stood on the riverbank.  I could hardly 

watch, I was so scared something might go wrong.  Foot by foot, he edged the van 

forward, his knuckles white he was gripping the steering wheel so hard.  And then he 

climbed the far bank.  He had made it.  I screamed with delighted relief.  


