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Laggtime [Twasonice for MH
iefractured his coccyx
attempting a45m skijump
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“The bears are always hungry when they wake
up,” says Tony, staring through his binoculars
at a big, hulking shape moving just behind the
treeline. Without shifting his gaze, he gestures

" toaphotograph propped up on one of the

cabin's shelves: “Look what happened this

time last year.” The picture, taken in front of
this self same cabin, shdws a young black hear
hungrily tearing one of Tony's boots to shreds.
Welcome to Alaska —the Last Frontier
. State.Tobe precise, welcome to Tony's place,
s __the‘ Kenny Creek Lodge: a small wooden

building more than an hour’s hike fromthe
nearest road, where the only way in or out
(other than bear back) is snowmabile.

This is the second morning of our
snowmobile 'safari' —a high speed,
almost cinematic journey through the deep
powderfields and echoing white forests
of Mid-Alaska - to the base of the highest
mountain on the entire continent, the
maijestic Mount McKinley.

The over-sized, almost extraterrestrial
scenery out here, combined with my
faceless, helmeted companions, and
the enormous low sun, have all contributed
to a powerful feeling of speeding across
the surface of another planet. | don’t think
that | could feel further from my desk back
on planet earth if 1 tried.

Our journey had begun the previous morning in
Anchorage, Alaska's biggest city, where | was
tasked with helping Chris Maynard - owner of
Alaska Snow Safaris and our guide for the next
three days - to load our state-of-the-art rides
onto the back of his flat-top trailer.

“We don't call therm snowmobiles here -
that’s how you can spot a real Alaskan,” he
says. “Everyone has one, and everyone calls
it a snow-machine.” :

Later that morning, | begin to appreciate
why every Alaskan has one of these things.
After a 90-minute drive north of the city -
and some brief instructions from Chris —we
unload our machines in an isolated car park
and clatter off down anuneven pathinto the

_unknown. A few minutes Iq'ter,f‘ we're spat out ;
. into ahuge white snow meadow and Chris »
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¥ Full power
| High-pedormance
1 snowtnobileswill beat
| mostsiockcassing
| 0-60mphdiagrace

It'saman’sworld
Approximately 88
of theworld's active
snowmaobilersaremale

,;zu

UKtoAnchorage

Flight: Approx, T3hrs

L d 4
What? A 200-mile snewmobile odyssey through
the heart of Alaska, America's wildest state

Where? The Denali State Park, home of Mount

Truewilderness E; o T . McKinley: the tallest mountain in North America

Thestate of Alaskais 586,400
© squaremiles of largely Why? The sensc of freedom as you speed over a

wildnerness. |f New York City had y e RSt ? frozen world at the tip of the western world

the same population density, ; ]
nnﬁ;plgpeoplenwgzmge When? November-April, when the powderis deep

livingin Manhattan = LT : and reliable — and the bears are (hapefully) asleep

How? Visit blacktomato.co.uk. Anall-inclusive
5-day irip costs from £1,799 per person, including
flights, transfers, aday’s skiing and a three-day
snowmobile trip, guide and meals included. For
mare on the Anchorage region visit anchorage.net




SNOW RIDERS

¥ cochet through the fresh powder. feel_ g
spare rib sandwich and pepper fries | hadf fop
lunch eagerly bouncing inside my stomach. __
The challenge of riding a snow-machine is , i
different - and considerably harder—than '
| had anticipated. It's nothing like riding a
guad bike through British woodland, as | had
naively assumed. It's more like a high speed
compound of motocross and windsurfing, with
the exaggerated distribution of bodyweight
all-important as you swing and carve your way
through the snow. I
llearn this lesson the hard way, withinafew
miles of setting off. Overconfident, | attack '
~ asmall hili at speed - and an angle —and am
unceremoniously dumped onto my backside
‘as my ride shoots out from underneath me.
Itraces down the incline on its own, where it
finally stops, growllngqu:etly toitself—almost

. ed bowls and up onto high ridges,
" ‘from where we can see hundreds of miles

, N WE CU |
of beautiful, pristine white wilderness. The OUR ENGI NES s )
steeper gradients are hard to conquer at first I_I KE pRESSI NG A oL
- gravity consistently trying to punish us for G' ANT MUTE BUTTON

ourdisrespect, butwe soon learn how to throw
our bodies to the uphill side to compensate,
simultaneously being as fearless as possible My confidence and competence enthe
withthe throttle. When we cut ourengines, it's  600cc snow machine have grown considerably 5 =
like pressing a giant mute button onthe whole  during the first day - along with an odd egg- around the window, the shadowy form breaks
world. The silence is so absolute, so complete, shaped lump on my right knee. The unique, cover, crashing out of the trees. Somebody
that you can almost hearit, otherworldy scenery out here on the freezing lets out a low whistle, it's an enormous moose

western edge of the United States, shaken

up through a snowy visor at up to 80mph, isa

heady cocktail, and I'm enjoying every drop.

Sadly, 1 soon soberup -ironically over a beer




ADVENTURE"

' Alaskan guide
| Chris Maynard
. leads theway
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SNOW RIDERS
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The S'pencz_r_Gl'a;'Ier:
accessiblein winter
ohly by snowmobile

g :’.'. -

L

<A ride through, posse like, on our powerful,
snorting metal steeds.

After stopping at the Kenny Creek Lodge for
another pint of Alaskan Ale with Tony {the plural
of moose ismoose it turns out), we pick up
Chris’s 4x4 and head south again, for our

| final day inthe saddle.

On cur third morning, we ride out south of
! Anchorage, near Alaska’'s biggest skiresort,
Alyeska. Accompanied by Chris's right hand
| man, John McGinnis, our objective forthe day is
| the magnificent Spencer Glacier—animmense

cathedral of ice only accessible during the

‘ winter by snow machine. The journey takes us
l across completely different terrain, beneath

MY FOREARMS ARE
THROBBINGAFTER
THREE DAYS OF SOLID
SNOWMOBILING

anold railway bridge and across a partially
thawed river, under the watchful eye of
ahulking bald eagle in the branches of a naked
tree. I'm becoming increasingly self-assured
with my machine - particularly with using my
bodyweight as a riding tool, to the extent that
| even manage to pull off a decent jump.
We race across the tundra, relishing every
second, until we reach the vast, dazzlingly
beautiful glacier. We dismount and wander
through its luminescent blue chambers,
a stunning end to an unforgettable trip.

My body — particularly my forearms,
shoulders and thighs —are throbbing after

107 MEN'S HEAITU NOVWEMOFD 7000

three full days of riding, but it’s only as we hit
the town in Anchorage that night (where the bar
snacks appear to be pickled turkey gizzards)
that { realise how much | already miss the
great white outdoors, and the homely welcome
of Kenny Creek Lodge. | make myselftwo
promises right there and then: firstly, that I'm
not going eat the bar snacks. And secondly,
like the moose (plural) and the boot-loving
bear, it's only a matter of time before | make
another visit to Alaska, When Chris finally
drops us back at our hotelin his 4x4, I notice
his number plate for the firsttime. “I'd rather
be snow machining” it says. Sowould|. EB

SIDE-HILLING

MOVEYOURBODYHIGHER
o hillis ever straight up: the
vill be all over the place and
¢ not careful, it ll throw you
aight back down. As you attack the
. lean your body to the uphill
ar as you can (above).

TAME THE BEAST

As the hill gets steeper, nail the
throttle. Momentum s your friend:
it's what's keeping gravity from
giabbing you by the seat of your
pants. Getas much weightas you
can over the handlebars

HEAD FORHOME
When you're ready to turninto
adownward curve, swing your

- weight back to the centre and rear of

the machine, letting off the throttfe
slightly as you go around the apex.

: 4 PLUMP ITDOWN

"On your way back down, pump

. the brake gently (above) rather than
L locking it - otherwise your rear end
L canstart fishtailing, which can get

nasty.” A satisfied whoop is normal,

ILLUSTRATION JASON PICKERSGILL AT ACUTE GRAPHICS
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