f making a perfecet circle was simple, we
wouldn’t need a compass in geometry

ed to discover Pi, perfect, freehand-drawn
circles wouldn’t be the goal of aspiring
artists, and cyclists would have it a lot easi-

Nothing is more central to the sport of
cycling than The Spin, spinning the pedals
in a perfect round circle. There have been

aoraa of artinlas on daveloning tha narfant
COres OI arvicies on aeveiwoping tne perieci

spin, lots of coaches, numerous products
and, yet, when the dust clears, The Spin is
stlll just out of reach. Interestingly, spinning
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i ely from a mecha-
nistic point of view. ThlS misses much of the
point, though. Subconsciously, our desire to
improve our spin is a reflection of our quest
for perfection.

Cycling is one realm where perfection
seems attainable. Mastery can come to the

diligent—and sometimes the flagellant. The

: el
chief manifestation of this potential is The

Spin — the flag of excellence that Masters
carry to inspire others in their wake.
Who are these Masters of the Spin, who

appreciate both t

the intrinsic meaning of The Spin? They're
not pros, not Olympians; they’re not even
traditional cyclists. Instead, they are wide-

eved participants in the hottest new trend in
k/ rJa (58 }JL’LIJL 111 LT 1IULLODL 1ITYY LLTIu 111

the fitness club scene in LA and New York.
Invented by black belt martial artist and for-
mer Race Across America (RAAM) bicycle

racer Johnny G (short for Goldberg),
Spinning is a total body aerobic fitness pro-
gram that uses special single gear stationary
bikes, music and the instructor’s motiva-

tional cfforts to cke out the best workou
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best possible spin from the partlclpants
Living by the motto, “Let Go, Get Fit, Live

Life, Spin,” G’s athletes learn far, far more
than

than just how
burn fat. “In Spinning, as in hfe there w1ll
always be new hills to climb and new chal-
lenges to face. If you continue to spin and
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OPINNING, THE STU

Winning EDGE

and participate in one of his Spinning class-
es. “I think we can do some powerful things
her, Chris,”
thereafter and heading to the posh Loews
Hotcl on the beach in Santa Monica for one
of G’s classes, I kept remembering what I'd

ha aaid Tn T A ahantle
e saia. i1n oA Snoruy

bla ck Mercedes ior a support
vehicle. At thc following RAAM in 1987, he

had a less stellar performance and dropped
t]n Tforaxr naa (O waa hanlr 3n 1090 with

aCros8. U was pack i 170> Wil
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ange Rover support vehicle and a
swank-looking crew and placed 12th on the

tough LA to NY course. Since then, he’s

aamad hlaale halta i tvon diffanant e aots
earnieqa niack peuts in two aniierent martiai

arts disciplines and has become one of the
most sought out pcrsonal trainers in the

Hollywood jet set scene as well. He’s
e ny Rogers, Brook Shields, Dolly

trained Ko‘ﬂuy nOgers, Drook Siielas, voL
Parton and others, and has even appeared
on Geraldo. Even the New York Times has

annointed him. So I knew that a Johnny G
Shinnins Class woul e st s m sl s
uyuuuus wiass youlu pT 11U dlildll lJlUul,lL/
tion, whatever it was. But nothing prepared
me for what I experienced...

The fifteen or so of us rode beefy station-
o “Tohin S e bk s e
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ary “Johnny G Spinner” bikes, while G rode
an identical bike perched on a small stage
and facing us all. First we just spun and
warmed up a bit on our own, getting our

y. Things changed
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quickly, though, once G began the ten sec-
ond countdown that would begin the actual
class. With us all chiming in with the count-
down and picking up the pace on our bikes,
the low hum of spinning cranks and chains
took over the room. The lights were soon
cxtin igu ‘IS u:d aud music blared fi’uf] ‘p dl\"
ers in each corner of the mirrored r
Things were getting serious.

The next fifty minutes were a blur in a
swceat }udge We rode fast, we rode slow, we
pedaled in the saddle, we pedaled out of the

saddle, we did things I’'ve never seen done

before on a bike. Like pedaling no-hands

and holding our arms straight up until the
lack of blood made our arms scream. Or
doing forceful breathing exercises while
making different arm motions in the air in
front of us. Or spinning the cranks around
so fast that it seemed like a loss of concen-
tration just might have made the bike flip
over on top of us. Or listening to G say
things like “let the roof disappear overhead
and let your mind explode into the cosmos
above. Become one with your bike, with the
universe, with yourself. Defeat this hill and
you dbfbaL au of t}lb t,}laﬂc' 18€S8 in your 11{“!”

Betore the class was over, my quads were
blown and 1 was seeing stars, but I wasn’t
hallucinating or going hypoglycemic.
Instead I discovered my union with the cos-
mos, my small but significant spot in the
intertwining cycles of life. Yes, for a brief
moment, [ was [lluminated.

The lessons learned in that one class have
forever changed the way I ride my bike, not
to mention my view of my role in the uni-
verse. And I can vouch for two things about
G and hiS studentS' Ollb, I VC 1CVCr Sccn
any cyclist spin anywhere near as well as G
and his “non-cyclists” do; Two, I’'ve never
before met cyclists with such clear vision of

What Te ATT Moo
Wwnat it A Means.

So my query is this: Have the egos and
technology gone amuck in our sport separat-
ed The Rest Of Us from our inborn gifts to

waali nerfentinnm as wa mda A RS e
€alize PCLLUL,UUU as we ride our bikes in

this universe? 1'm not sure, but I, for one,
am riding fixcd gear and rollers a whole lot

these days ]ust in case. See ya on the
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