











MEMBER’S IN ACTION
MOUNTAIN BlKﬁ‘ TREKKING

Lem Morgan has‘just returned from a few days bike trekking in northern Thailand. He put
the following write—up together at very short notice (for which we are extremely grateful),
to introduce us tg the concept, and the pleasures, of bike trekking ......

We took our bikegs on the Tuesday overnight train to Chiang Mai, loaded them on to a four
wheel drive Toyota truck the next morning and got them ready to ride from the top of an
escarpment outside Mae Suai (60 kms south of Chiang Rai) at around noon. It was an
easy 40 km ride to Ban Huai Khrai, passing several hill tribe villages en route. A Lisu lad
had told our guide at Mai Suai that accommodation was prepared for us at his village.
That day was school’s sports day and we stopped at one small Ban and watched the relay
races. To our astonishment we were interviewed on a megaphone by a local
schoolteacher with better English than me (well | know | went to school in Wales). We
were given "Sangd Thip" to smooth our journey. At dusk we arrived at Huai Khrai, washed
under a bucket and strolled around before dinner made by Chai our guide. The night was
cold enough for three or four blankets.

Breakfast at 7 am, On the road within an hour, destination Ban Wawi, the Chinese KMT
Village. Another glorious day with a good track for cycling, but later we had to shelter from
the rain around affire in the covered market place. The rain did not relent and so at dusk
we put our low gears into action for overlooking the "Ching—U—Ling" tea plantations.
Shower gloriously hot, wonderfully situated over the Loo to facilitate simultaneous shit,
shower and shampco. With a bottle of Sang Thip and a few sodas we later shivered in the
mountain cold anl celebrated my birthday.

Heavy rain overnight made tracks from the resort impassable by bike. Our four wheel drive
supply wagon struggled through axle deep mud to negotiate the 15 km drop down to Ban
Mae Salak on thelriver Kok. A police boat took us to the Mae Kok River lodge at Ban
Thaton. A civilize; evening drinking beer around a camp fire, until it rained again at
midnight.

Leisurely breakfa t We took off for Fang, but regrettably missed the turn off 6 km outside
Thaton which would have taken us on the old road through Mae Ai. Instead we had a fast
25 km run to Fang on tarmac with a few too many vehicles for our liking.

We had to catch ﬁ1e train to Bangkok that Saturday evening and so we drove back to
Chiang Mai, stopping at chiang Dao Caves for a brief afternoon ride and straight on to the
6 pm sprinter. We will go further and take more time on the next run but we will do it again.

Contact me for C ﬁai's telephone number in Chiang Mai.

Lem Morgan
253-0191/9















