
IT WAS MID-JULY AND MY GIRLFRIEND, 
Sarah, and I awoke outside Denali 
National Park to clear blue skies 
and crisp, cool air. Having just 

completed the construction of our 
round-the-world, o!-road capable, 
overland camper two months earlier, 
we decided to test it out with a 
circumnavigation of North America, 
highlighted with a month of travel 
around Alaska. We had little to no 
plan—which was the plan.

We rolled into Alaska on the ALCAN 
Highway, ready for adventure with 
mountain bikes, whitewater kayaks, 
and a surf kayak tethered atop our rig. 
Inside, we stashed some basic climbing 
gear, a slackline, and a kiteboard, along 
with everything else we needed to live 
on the road. We were “overlanding,” a 
term used for vehicle-based, self-reliant 
adventure travel. 

We randomly decided to cover Alaska 
in a clockwise fashion, which made our 
"rst stop Wrangell-St. Elias National 
Park and the Kennecott Mines. #e 
unpaved drive into the park on 
McCarthy Road felt remote, with little 
in the way of civilization and an 
abundance of thick forest. We found a 
quality roadside camping spot over-
looking the Chitina River about halfway 
from the main highway on our drive in, 
which allowed us to roll into McCarthy 
early the next morning for a full day of 
exploring America’s largest national 
park. We wandered the impressive 
decaying mining site, nestled on a 
remote mountainside, and hiked out 
and onto the Root Glacier, a massive 
$ow of ice descending from the steep 
mountains above. Crampons might 
have come in handy, but our hiking 
shoes worked just "ne. We "nished o! 
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Bryon and Sarah north of the Arctic 
Circle on the Dalton Highway along 
the trans-Alaska pipeline.
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the day with some cold brews at the 
Golden Saloon, the only bar in the town 
of McCarthy at the park entrance.

After a quick visit to Valdez, we headed 
up to Anchorage to resupply and do some 
basic camper repairs—including 
weatherproo!ng our vehicle’s roof in the 
Lowe’s parking lot—before heading down 
to the Kenai. Our !rst stop on the road 
south was some adrenaline-packed 
action in Girdwood, hiking and mountain 
biking in an amphitheater of hanging 
glaciers. We returned to our vehicle each 
night to refuel on fresh cooked local food 
and wind down for the evening enjoying a 
movie on our laptop, snuggled up in the 
back of our cozy camper.

Just down the road at the Alaska 
Wildlife Conservation Center, we met 
massive animals without fear of injury.  
A bull moose fed along the fence, which 
allowed us to get so close we could feel 
his breath. 

Seward gave us the opportunity to 
catch up with some other overland 
traveler friends at Exit Glacier, complete 
with parking lot BBQ and longboarding at 
sunset. Alas, we couldn’t stay long, as the 
promise of surf lured us to Homer, and 
the amazing people and water culture 
kept us for nearly a week. After saying 
goodbye to our new Homer friends, we 
swept into Hope to enjoy a few beers at 
the 119-year-old Seaview Cafe & Bar, and 
found some magical camping along the 
Turnagain Arm. How can you go wrong 
with waterfront camping on a sandy 
beach with friends, including a spectacu-
lar sunset from the blu"s over the water 
while enjoying cold craft brews from your 
own roadside fridge?

One of the top bucket list overland 

travel routes in the world is the Dalton 
Highway. With close to 1,000 miles 
round-trip, of varying road conditions 
through extremely remote wilderness, the 
drive through the Brooks Range delivers 
awe-inspiring views and unique arctic 
wildlife. We enjoyed this part of the trip, 
because at the end of the road, we found 
Deadhorse, and well...Deadhorse doesn’t 
have much to o"er unless you’re in the oil 
industry. Prices are high; no alcohol is 
allowed; the people are tough and the 
roads are rough. #e only way to truly get 
to the “end of the road”—that being the 
oil rigs on the Arctic Ocean—is to take 

the Arctic Ocean shuttle. #e shuttle 
picked us up in town, drove through the 
security checkpoints on the road out to 
the oil !elds and dropped us o" along the 
shore of the Arctic Ocean, for a few 
minutes of soaking in the landscape, 
towering oil rigs and a chance to dip our 
toes into the water. I thought I’d get as 
much of my vehicle as possible to the 
“end of the road,” so I talked the shuttle 
driver into allowing me to bring my dirty 
spare tire along and roll it into the Arctic 
Ocean. I’ve always !gured that the 
journey truly begins once you’ve reached 
the end of the road. 

I thought I’d get as much 
of my vehicle as possible 
to the “end of the road,” 
so I talked the shuttle 
driver into allowing me 
to bring my dirty spare 
tire along and roll it into 
the Arctic Ocean.”

[TOP] Sarah cooks fresh salmon at a beach 
camp outside Hope. [LEFT] Sunset family 
paddle near Homer. [RIGHT] The author dips 
his spare wheel into the ocean.
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