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A huge assortment

of trails, a remote
atmosphere, and the
possibility of meeting
400-pound wild
animals make northern
Wisconsin an exciting
place for two-wheeled
explorers

By Ted Villaire

N NORTHERN
WISCONSIN'S
CHEQUAMEGON
NATIONAL FOREST,

the mosquitoes can be
fierce in their search for
blood. But once you understand
the transaction—a bit of blood
and a few itchy spots in return for
basking in the great beauty and
remote feel of the North Woods—
the skeeters can be tolerated.

A thimble-full of blood
seemed a minor sacrifice for a
weekend spent enjoying what is
widely regarded as the best col-
lection of mountain biking trails
in the Midwest. Chequamegon
(pronounced “sha-wa-maghan”)
National Forest contains nearly
one million acres of rolling glacial
terrain punctuated by rocky out-
croppings, dramatic ravines, and
hills blanketed with maple, oak,
and pine. Dozens of backwoods
ponds, lakes, and wetlands provide

homes for wildlife such as beavers,
loons and bald eagles.

‘Who knew this swath of the
Great North Woods would be
crisscrossed with mountain bike
trails? Given that Chequamegon’s
mountain bike trails are spread out
rather widely within the forest,
it's essential to get your hands on
the excellent maps offered by the
Chequamegon Area Mountain Bike
Association.

A Slippery Start

My first ride followed a series
of looping and squiggling cross-
country ski trails near Drummond,
a town of 500 residents that was
founded on the production of
boards and sawdust. This wide, out-
and-back ride took me over gently
undulating terrain and through
dense groves of pine and maple.

My pace was slowed by the
many pine tree roots bulging up
from the riding surface. It was still
early morning and a light drizzle the
night before made the roots wet and
slippery. The dampness slowed me
dowm, but invigorated the mosquitoes:
they seemed more plentiful and faster
than the day before as I floundered
over the slick tree roots. More than
once my tires slipped out from under
me, dropping me to the ground, with
mosquitoes there waiting to start
slurping.

At the trail’s halfway point, T
arrived at a picnic area on one of
the many small backwoods lakes







