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the summer, row 
Lake Dunmore or 
run the Trail Around 
Middlebury, 16 miles 
of singletrack that 
loop the town. In the 
winter, catch the 
bus to the college-

owned Middlebury 
Snow Bowl to race 
in Friday afternoon’s 
Ski Bum League. 
The college kids 
graduate and move 
away, but a surpris-
ing number of them 

MIDDLEBURY, 
VERMONT
THE BEST LITTLE HIPPIE 
TOWN IN AMERICA 
In Middlebury, you’re 
either a townie or a 
Middkid—one of the 
2,250 students who 
attend Middlebury 
College, the liberal-
arts school that 
makes this town of 
8,000 a crunchy 
utopia. The co-eds 
are the ones speak-
ing Chinese and 
Arabic or turning 
cow manure into 
natural gas. The 
locals live an equally 
charmed existence. 
They’re busy with 
the 37-mile Tour 
de Farms bike ride, 
which includes pit 
stops at 18 agricul-
tural spreads for 
donuts and apple 
cider, or sending the 
15-foot waterfall 

downtown in a 
kayak. You can get 
a three-bedroom 
house, complete 
with a chicken coop 
out back, for under 
$300,000, and jobs 
are relatively plenti-
ful. Woodchuck 
Hard Cider, for 
example, recently 
opened a new $30 
million headquar-
ters. Yet it remains 
very much a rural 
town—the closest 
city, Burlington, is an 
hour to the north—
which means you’re 
never farther than 
a couple of blocks 
from your next 
adventure. So pluck 
trout from the New 
Haven River or take 
a road ride over Mid-
dlebury Gap, a legs-
shredding mountain 
pass that gains 
1,800 feet right out 
of downtown. In 

boomerang. “When 
I graduated, I never 
expected to move 
back,” says Garrott 
Kuzzy, a 32-year-
old grad and 2010 
Olympian in nordic 
skiing. “But where 

else can you go log 
rolling, play pond 
hockey in the back 
of a maple farm, 
and then hear 
the Dalai Lama 
speak?” —MEGAN 
 MICHELSON

Dakota Five-O:
A mostly singletrack, 
48-mile jaunt that starts 
downtown on the Sunday 
of Labor Day weekend. 
Look for the bacon and 
PBR station around mile 
35. savoywinterchallenge.
com/dakotafiveo 

28 Below Fat Bike Race: 
Each March, come rain, 
snow, mud, or (just 
 maybe!) sunshine, this  
28-mile lollypop loop 
climbs 2,700 feet toward 
the Cement Ridge Fire 
Lookout on a groomed 
snowmobile trail. 

Gold Rush Gravel 
Grinder: 
What’s better than a long 
ride through the rolling 
Black Hills? An even longer 
one. Organizers say the 
210-miles option takes you 
“deeper into the darkness.” 
goldrushgravelgrinder.com 

SPEARFISH, SOUTH DAKOTA
The Black Hills around this town of 10,000 are the exception in pancake-flat South 
Dakota—there are cliff walls for cragging and streams teeming with browns just down 
the road. In town there’s an Old West vibe, but bikes are the preferred steeds. Locals 
can roll to the Cycle Farm for vegetables, partake in the weekly bar-hopping Poker 
Ride, or saddle up for one of these three awesome annual events. —S.P.

Middlebury 
cram session 

Middlebury’s 
Otter Creek 

Falls

Kodak 
courage in 
Vermont  

Vermont  
rock garden 

Vermont 
autumm  

Colorado 
wilderness 
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ANNAPOLIS, 
MARYLAND
THE SAILING CAPITAL  
OF THE UNIVERSE 
To see Annapolis 
shine, come on a 
Wednesday evening 
in the summer, 
when the weekly 
sailboat race draws 
more than 100 
boats to the harbor. 
After the race, the 
locals party like, 
well, sailors. You’ll 
find crews talking 
smack over the 
night’s race footage 
at the Boatyard Bar 
and Grill. But you 
don’t have to sail to 
get on the water: in 
the spring, kayakers 
and paddleboarders 
float Spa Creek. On 
land, runners tackle 
the three-mile trail 
to the old Navy radio 
transmission towers 
on Greenbury Point. 
With some 39,000 

residents, Annapolis 
is a manageable city. 
Downtown, you’ll 
run into midship-
men from the U.S. 
Naval Academy 
and students from 
St. John’s College 
discussing Kant at 
City Dock Coffee. 
While it’s not cheap, 
you can buy a home 
with bay views for 
under $400,000, 
and jobs—many in 
tourism and the mil-
itary—are plentiful. 
It can get touristy 
on peak weekends, 
but locals know 
to head for Wild 
Country Seafood, 
in an alley behind a 
maritime museum. 
They’ll share pic nic 
tables and tuck into 
platters of Mary land 
blue crab, freshly 
caught that morn - 
ing by the father-
son duo who run  
the joint. —M.M. 

ROCHESTER, MINNESOTA 
In 1978, six inches of rain in six hours produced a flood that decimated this southern 
Minnesota town of 111,000. But the resulting flood-control project, which took nearly 
20 years to complete and created a series of drainage channels through downtown, 
yielded ten miles of bike and pedestrian trails on the channel rims. Those trails are now 
the epicenter of an 85-mile paved city trail system that radiates out from the world-
renowned Mayo Clinic downtown to lakes, green spaces, concert venues, restaurants, 
and bars. Here’s the best way to navigate the spider web-like network. —S.P.

Mayo Civic Center: 
Bands play all summer 
long in the green space 
along the Zumbro River 
out back. 

Quarry  
Hill Nature  
Center: A 320-
acre preserve 
with five miles 
of hiking trails 
through woods 
and meadows.

Silver Lake: Home 
to the Rochester 
Rowing Club—and 
thousands of 
Canada geese.

Mayowood Mansion: 
The former home of  
a Mayo Clinic cofouner 
is open for tours four 
days a week.

Zzest Café and Bar: 
A neighborhood bistro 
with a patio on the 
Zumbro River.

Annapolis 
digs 

Chesapeake 
Bay rush  
hour 

Annapolis 
SUP session

Annapolis  
al fresco

City Dock 
Coffee, 

Annapolis

Full sail in 
Annapolis 
harbor 

Maryland  
blue crab
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BAR HARBOR, 
MAINE
STICK OUT THE  
WINTER !! IT

,
S  

WORTH IT 
From June to Au-
gust, Bar Harbor’s 
population swells, 
with docked cruise 
ships on the water, 
some two million 
visitors pour-
ing into Acadia 
National Park, and 
second-home own-
ers summering in 
beachside cottages. 
But come January, 
the only folks eating 
fried pickles and 
clam chowder at 
the Thirsty Whale 
Tavern are the 2,500 
hardy year-round 
locals, who wouldn’t 
want to be any-
place else. Perched 
on Mount Desert 
Island, the town is 
right next door to 
Acadia’s 127 miles 

of hiking trails and 
1,533-foot Cadil-
lac Mountain, the 
highest peak on the 
Atlantic seaboard. 
The summit offers 
an ocean panorama 
of lighthouses and 
humpback whales. 
Get onto the water 
in a sailboat or kayak 
and you’ll be joined 
by seals, porpoises, 
and osprey. Bar 
Harbor’s vacation 
status does have its 
downsides. Home 
prices are about 
60 percent higher 
than elsewhere in 
Maine—$176,000, 
with plenty of list-
ings cracking seven 
figures—and many 
of the jobs are 
seasonal, like work-
ing on lobster boats 
or for the National 
Park Service. Local 
Eli Simon, who 
owns Bar Harbor’s 
Atlantic Climbing 

School, says stick -
ing it out full-time is 
worth it. He starts 
his day at Morning 
Glory Bakery, and in 
a matter of minutes 
he’s in Acadia, 
climbing cliffs hang-
ing over the ocean. 
For Simon’s 31st 
birthday, he planned 
a multi-sport expe-
dition that involved 
loading bikes onto 
a canoe, paddling 
down a creek, then 
biking to a three-
pitch climb. After 
lunch on a clifftop, 
he continued with 
a trail run and an 
ocean paddle, end-
ing eight hours later 
at a potluck dinner 
with friends. “Few 
places on the planet 
offer as many activi-
ties in such a small 
area,” he says. “The 
people who live here 
year-round know it’s 
a gift.” —M.M.

LAKE PLACID, NEW YORK 
Site of the 1932 and 1980 Winter Games, Lake Placid still feels 
like an Olympic village. It’s tiny—population 2,500—but it’s an 
amazing place for all kinds of athletes to call home. Just ask 
29-year-old U.S. Ski Team member and two-time Olympian 
Andrew Weibrecht, a Lake Placid native. He walked us through 
his favorite spots. —M.M. 

Morning: 
My day 
starts with 
coffee and 
breakfast at 
the Olym-
pic Training 
Center, then 
a workout. I 
train in the 
basement of 
the former 
Olympic ice 
rink, which 
has every-
thing I need, 
from free 
weights to 
physio balls. 
If I’ve got a 
day off, I get 
eggs Bene-

dict at the 
Breakfast 
Club on Main 
Street.
Midday:  
On Satur-
days, I’ll go 
out on my 
mountain 
bike. I can 
put together 
a two-hour 
ride on Log-
ger’s Loop 
right in town, 
or I’ll head to 
Whiteface 
Mountain for 
something 
longer. For 
lunch I’ll 
grab a hot 

eggplant 
sandwich 
from Saranac 
Sourdough.
Afternoon:  
I like to spend 
the day on 
my boat, fish-
ing for bass 
or pike on 
Saranac Lake. 
You’re never 
that far from 
town, but you 
feel like you’re 
deep in the 
wilderness. 
Evening:  
In the sum-
mer, I’ll hit  
up the free 
concerts on 

the band-
stand on 
Main Street. 
I’ll end the 
day at the 
Cottage, a 
lakeside res-
taurant that’s 
part of the 
Mirror Lake 
Inn, which 
my parents 
have owned 
since the 
1970s. I’ll sit 
on the deck 
with tacos 
and a beer 
while the sun 
sets over the 
Adir ondacks’ 
Great Range.

Acadia 
National 
Park 

Acadia 
National 
Park

Scaling 
Acadia’s 

cliffs 

Making a clip 
above the 

Atlantic 

Morning Glory 
Bakery,  

Bar Harbor 

Fuel at 
Morning 

Glory 


