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oving XXC Magazine HQ to Michigan has not really bee n that
different for me. A home office is a home office, and for the most
part the winter here is the same as it is in Pennsylvania: cold and
snowy. And cold, did I mention cold? Often during my work week, I
opt for the local gym, or the basement for time on the trainer. On
the weekends most folks around here head for the XC ski trails. I
enjoy a good ski every now and then, but my lack of ability makes
it less than fun. So that leaves winter riding, which I really don't
enjoy. No, it's not frigophobia, I just hate riding my bike in the
winter. Until I do it.

So far this winter I have had a handful of rides. A couple were a bit
painful, a couple were amazing, and all were fun, even the painful
ones.

One of my first rides this winter had me doing a short 10 mile loop
of singletrack in fresh, tire-gripping snow, surfing over the snow
grinning from ear to ear. The next attempt at this same ride
brought deeper snow, and quickly turned into a 5 mile ride/hike,
where I not only lost the trail, but nearly got lost on the grounds of
a college campus's wooded trail system. Both of those rides rocked,
just for different reasons. One because it was just damn fun, the
other because, although I was lost on the snow covered trails, I
knew I was not LOST. The sky was bright blue, the sun was
shining, I had my camera and the new found knowledge that I
personally shouldn't be going off on any epic winter adventures
alone and without a GPS!

I've also had my fair share of psycho winter riding luck on the
Michigan gravel roads. One ride, I hammered out 35 miles on snow
covered dirt, cursing myself for ever doubting the joys of winter
riding. The next week I did the same loop, cursing myself for
thinking 10 degrees was warm enough for a ride, and praying that
my aching fingers and toes would survive. When I returned, I sat
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in a chair, trying to warm my toes, and vowed that I would never

ride in the winter again. I think you and I both know that wasa lie. I
may be picky about what conditions I ride in, but there are joys to
be had on two wheels no matter the season. The first step is just
getting outside -- it's easier said than done. Unfortunately, more
often than not I choose to stay indoors, bitch about the weather and
drive my family crazy.

I will say working on XXC #10 has sure helped to change that
complacency and helped in the motivation and inspiration
department. Or at least made me feel WAY more guilty about
choosing not to venture outdoors!

In this issue you will experience first time bike camping at the Trans
North Georgia, venture to Brazil for some stage racing, and talk
“hundies” with multiple NUE series champion Jeff Schalk. We also
talk to 35-39 age group Solo World Champion Jason McAvoy about
something so many of us attempt to do -- train and race with a full
time job and family. You will read about the inspiration that one
rider found in the spirit of the late Mike Janelle, and no doubt
become inspired yourself. There are tips for aspiring race
photographers, and we embrace the cold and snow head on with an
in depth look at riding and racing in the snow on “fat bikes,” as well
as a humorous look at one of the largest mountain bike races in the
world -- Michigan's Iceman Cometh.

Much of what you will read in this issue is about trying new things,
going new places, being creative and pushing yourself out of your
mental and physical comfort zone. I hope you enjoy. Now I need to
go make some weekend plans. After all, there's a heat wave coming -
32 degrees!

Jason Mahokey
XXC Magazine
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What do you believe a bicycle can do for you?

We believe a bicycle can lead you to adventure. Explore. Take a chance.
Find out what’s down that road, over the hill, and around the bend.

B Photo by Gnat Push your limits. Experience. SALSACYCLES.COM
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9:00 PM - Ten hours of travel lands me at Mulberry
Gap Mountain Bike Get Away. The venue is well
organized, the people are nice, and my packing
situation got some much-needed assistance. With my
bike ready, | crawl into the back of the Suby for a
great night'’s sleep. Life is good.

9:05 PM - Panic sets in. | am not ready! Did they put
my bike on the trailer? Did | tighten my skewer all the
way? | forget how to pack my bags! What if they
forget to wake me up? One minor mechanical would
make this entire trip worthless. “OK, just breathe,
relax and have fun, try to sleep.”

9:10 PM- | don't think | ate enough for dinner. | need a
bowl of cereal. Now. The camp is dead quiet, but |
can’t help it, I've got to make some noise and get
some cereal.

OK, now I'm ready. Got to get to sleep.

How the hell did | get here?

In the fall of 2009, after years of mediocre dabbling in various
outdoor activities, | began to contemplate combining a constant
need to be in the great outdoors with my growing desire to do an
unsupported big mileage event. Because | couldn’t fathom doing it
on foot, and lacked bike-packing experience, | pushed the thoughts
aside and decided to play it safe by sticking with cross country and
endurance events.

Then in July 2010 | caught up with a friend who had a great deal of
experience with multi-day rides and bikepacking/ultra endurance
events. We agreed that, someday, we would pair up for some
unsupported trail together.

Mere weeks later Trans North Georgia began to get some modest
publicity on the Internet. As soon as | read about it, | knew | wanted
to do it. This is it! | called my friend and proposed the TNGA idea.
She was in! | had four weeks to prepare for something | didn't know
how to prepare for.

The Start: Day One

A small group gathered at what appeared to be a random spot on
Highway 28, but was actually the Georgia/South Carolina border
and the start line for the 2010 Trans North Georgia Mountain Bike
Adventure, a self-supported mountain bike race from the Georgia/
South Carolina border to the Georgia/Alabama border. Just ahead
were gravel grinders and miles of trail leading through the
Chatahoochee and Cohutta wilderness areas and -- 350 miles later -
- the Alabama border.

| eyed up the different pack set ups with a twinge of jealousy. My
attempts to use modern packing means had failed, and | was
resigned to the dreaded "bikepacker with the pannier rack that's
going to fall apart” status. I'm sure | had the heaviest set up there.
I'd streamlined and brought as little as possible; why was my stuff
so bulky?

Since | wasn’t using hotels or formal rest stops as some racers were,
my full sleep gear was on board. My sleep gear education instructed
me to bring a bivy and sleeping bag -- that's it. If | would have
actually been able to sleep in the bivy bag, my first bikepack ultra
might have gone a bit better. A trial run in a torrential downpour
(and a huge fear of creepy crawlies) revealed that | couldn’t leave a
bivy open, and as a result | almost suffocated with it zipped. So this
time, | brought with me a bivy tent -- small and light as they come,
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but a tent nonetheless -- and extra gear. Then there's the CamelBak
issue; | am short, which means | use a small frame with room for
only one bottle. Without a formal bikepack set up | had very few
options for water. The CamelBak had to stay.

In the end, | was loaded down with the bivy tent, sleeping bag, a 50
oz. CamelBack and a weather proof bag strapped to a rack filled
with dry clothes, lights, instant coffee packs, snacks, tools and a
SPOT Tracker.

My plan was to average 70 miles a day for a finish in well under five
days, with the last day being a bit shorter. By comparison, leader
hopefuls were aiming for an ungodly 36 hours. There were not a lot
of rules to this unsupported event, but racers were required to carry
a SPOT Tracker and finish in less than nine days.

“Self-arranged support” was allowed but was to be utilized in
certain locations only. Without knowing the area well it was hard for
me to plan ahead. Since | wasn't using (or wanting) any formal
support, | used Google Earth and some maps to plan my ride and to
get an idea of resources that might be available. | then tried to
estimate when | would arrive at those locations. Although this was
sketchy planning, it was the best | could do.

As the group took off, my head was reeling with all that could
happen in 330 miles. “"What will it be like to reach Alabama? Will |
reach Alabama?”

My brand new odometer quit working almost immediately. It was an
unmarked course and | was navigating with cue sheets and crude
maps -- the odometer was pretty important. Since | chose to forgo
any GPS option, this meant that | needed to keep riders in sight. |
realized that might not happen, and suspected navigation could
become a big fallback. Luckily, | fell into a group and, as we paced
back and forth, we kept an eye out for each other. It was reassuring
to have company, not only for the navigation help, but to share
some of the awesome forest scenery and mountain overlooks along
the route.

Day one included 65 miles, the bulk of the climbing, and two
mechanicals (a broken chain, and yes the pannier rack was already a
liability). | made a crude dinner and set up camp for my first night in
the forest.

So far, it was an awesome route and | was not doubting for one
second this was the right event for me! Even though | was slow-
moving and gear-inept, | was loving the whole experience. Little did
I know a few more bikepacking lessons were soon to come.

Day Two

Day two's first lesson was that | do not do early starts well. | put on
my still-damp ride gear (the same gear | would use every day), and
began the task of packing in morning darkness. As the sun peeked
out, | got a glimpse of my chain -- holy crap! It got put through the
derailleur wrong in the hurried fix, and there was no time to
evaluate the zip tie fix on the rack. | headed off to alert my riding
buddies that | needed a few minutes, but everyone was gone!

Bumbling through turns with cue sheets and no odometer was a bit
stressful . . . OK, that is a lie. It was downright stressful as crap. If
anything could make me freak out during this ride, this was it.
Complete panic set in as | creeped forward, searching for telltale
bike tracks. After a bumpy descent off the mountain, we regrouped
but | was sidelined with now a third mechanical -- rear flat. Ugh! In
my frustration, | continued to blame the sunrise rush. As | worked on
fixing my tire, the other riders were anxious to go so we split up,
each having a partner. | know there is a bike shop en route, and |
decided it would be worth the stop for some permanent fix ups. Per
the rules, this was permitted public business support and was the
only support | ended up using along the course (other than stopping
to buy food). >>>
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We regrouped again for a dark forest climb and then to find a primo
camp site. That night we were not as rushed and not nearly as cold.
There was time to build a sweet fire, have a lurid crotch and body
odor talk and discuss the morning start time. Although | was
grateful for regrouping, the incredibly early start time was too
much. We settled on starting just 15 minutes later, which seemed
much better.

Then it began . .. howling. First in the distance, then nearer. No one
seemed worried, so | acted brave. Someone mumbles “turkeys,” and
we all agree for the sake of sleep. | crossed my fingers that my food
wouldn't be trashed in the morning, and went to asleep, grateful for
the false security of the critter proof bivy tent all zipped up around
me.

Day Three

The next morning, there we were; bombing straight down the
mountainside in the dark and freezing cold morning. Please sun,
come out soon. Roast us. Anything but this cold wind in now three
day old damp clothes. We were still discussing the previous night's
howling. It had to be owls, we decided. Better than some of the
alternatives.

We completed another 70-ish miles, getting lots of sweet trail. With
the the initial section of the Pinhoti complete we were nearing the
2/3 point. We could have gone off route to use Mulberry Gap
resources, but it didn't seem necessary. We would carry on with
what we had, opting instead for a full-on stop at the city of Dalton
as we passed through the valley between wilderness ridges the
next day.

Day Four

The route was just flowing together at this point. Landmarks kept
matching the cue sheets. The creeks were noticeably dwindling as
we crossed the state. The heat of the day came, bringing miles of
endless trails, second-guessed intersections, and at times, nothing
more than bent grass as indications to where those before us might
have gone. Our CamelBaks were running low, but we had to just
keep moving. After a long stretch of trail miles, all | had for
sustenance was three gels and one Starbucks Via packet in my
remaining bit of water. It would be a few hours before we reached
the mecca of Dalton, the only real city on the entire route.

There were no awards. There
were no formal photos. There
was no post-event dinner or keg
to tell stories around. We all did
it for our own self-fulfillment.
For our own personal memory
banks. To savor the freedom
of days on the trail.

In Dalton, we had to load everything that we would need on our
backs because from there to the end (about 75 miles) the maps
were clear -- there was nothing even close to the route and, as we'd
seen, the creeks were darn dry. We would head out of Dalton to the
Pinhoti again, through Snake Creek, and across 3 more mountain
ridges; not much civilization, let alone creature comforts of food or
water.
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Packed up and with our bellies full, we began the ascent to Snake
Creek Gap. Having never been there, | was elated at the ridge
riding along the Snake. Even with a weighted bike, high
temperatures, and supplies bulging my CamelBak, | got a rush of
energy shifting through this, the hardest trail section by far. The
terrain was beautiful but challenging, and the heat had us dipping
into our water more often than we would have liked. With the
following day promising to have limited water supplies, we
descended the ridge after dark and continued on, so as to not
waste the water we had already hydrated with. We soon halted,
unsure of a missed turn; we deemed it fruitless to keep going and
call it a night.

Day Five

Our ritual of damp clothes, chilly riding, no coffee and hasty
packing began at the crack of dawn. That morning, there was a
brighter feeling to the start -- there is no way that this will NOT be
our last day out here! No matter what the terrain was like, what
water and food | had (or didn't have), or what might break on my
bike, there was no way that 50 miles would take me all day!

The day ensued with more single and double track riding. I'd
figured about 30 miles to finish, one last ridge climb, and a descent
to a railroad bed boogie to Alabama. | headed up the ridge,
nervous of navigation error and all alone as my TNGA cohort had
opted to head off route in search of water. Soon, | had no worries,
as | come upon a racer who had been plagued with flats and was
able to latch onto his wheel.

This ridge was a piece of cake and in an hour we were up, across
and on the way down. Once we got to the railbed, a church faucet
provided a welcome water dousing. Then | did my best to draft my
new best friend to the Alabama border. Just shy of the border, our
Mulberry Gap shuttle was there to cheer us on! This was exciting;
we knew everyone else had not only finished, but were already on
their way home because, well. . . there was nothing to wait for.

There were no awards. There were no formal photos. There was no
post-event dinner or keg to tell stories around. We all did it for our
own self-fulfillment. For our own personal memory banks. To savor
the freedom of days on the trail. After a two hour drive, we arrived
at Mulberry Gap around midnight, and there was Dave Muse;
original creator, route planner, director, and rider of the Inaugural
TNGA. Dave was on hand to congratulate us and hear our first
impressions of the route.

70 spots were allowed, 30 signed up, 17 started (3 women), and
when all is said and done, 12 finished (2 women, of which | was a
very happy 2nd). This route has the potential to become a classic
and | am so glad to have had the chance to experience it in its
grassroots beginnings. Overall, my follies as a first time bikepacker
helped me learn some valuable lessons for future attempts -- and |
am sure there will be some!

Thanks for everyone providing support for this event -- | mean,
thanks to everyone who provided non-supportive support for this
self-supported event! Thanks to Dave Muse for his work in
establishing the route, sponsors, race supporters, Mulberry Gap,
and the many experienced bikepackers that shared tips and advice.
Last but not least thanks to the ever-trusty Justin Pokrivka, who not
only makes sure | have what | need and know how to use the tools |
carry, but also encourages me to try new things regardless of the
likely mediocre outcomes!

Visit firstworks.com/tnga/

for full results and more information on the
Trans North Georgia Mountain Bike Adventure.
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At the heart of the Freeload system are the
patented mounting brackets and frame.

Add your choice of snap-fit deck to customize
the rack for your needs.

For 2010 we offer two deck options, and
accessories designed for bikepacking,
on and off-road touring.

This range will expand in the near future

to include panniers and softgoods,

ulftra fightweight mounting options for
bikepacking and endurance racing,

as well as new products for utility and work
situations...

Stay tuned!

Sports Deck

A little wider than the pannier deck,
and offering multiple siots to secure
your load. Ideal for lightweight
bikepacking trips.

..n_{

Pannier Deck

Afiat platform to allow top loads of
any shape or size.

10mm tubular rails accept virtually
all pannier mounting systems
today- with the added benefit of
adjustment giving heel clearance
on even the smallest bikes.

Side Supports

Add these to the pannier deck
and you have extra support for
larger panniers, options for
different height mounting, and
tons of possibilities for strapping
on more gear.

freeload
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