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Belmar's Chris Childers 

By Haley Behre 

Six-thousand-five-hundred miles. Eleven cities. Five months. And one leg. 

This was the journey Chris Childers, 24, took on his bike with three friends. 

Mr. Childers, of Belmar, had his left leg amputated in 2004, when he was 17 years old. He was driving home 
from the airport with his younger brother, Jake, when he fell asleep at the wheel and crashed into a tree. Mr. 
Childer’s leg was squashed and his femur broken, he said. The doctors were not able to save his leg, but they 
could save his knee. 

Now Mr. Childers has a prosthetic leg, but that has not stopped him from accomplishing everything he wants to 
do. 



“[That] experience leaned me to my passion with my bike,” Mr. Childers said of his alternative source of 
transportation, . 

Mr. Childers said he never got depressed about losing one leg. He just “jumped back into it and tried to do real 
things,” like biking, sailing and working. 

This led him to his cross-country bike ride, which his friend Ross Guberman, 33, of Asheville, NC, suggested in 
the spring of 2011. 

Mr. Childers was born in July 1987 to Roy Childers, of Belmar, and Fran Jenkins, of Spring Lake.  

While growing up, Mr. Childers lived with his mother in Cherry Hill and went to Bishop Eustace High School, 
which is a private school in Pennsauken.  

It was in his senior year of high school that he lost his leg in the car accident and had to miss three months of 
school. He graduated in 2005 on time.  

“I had to grow up quick,” Mr. Childers said.  

Then, Mr. Childers attended the University of Vermont, graduating in 2009 with a degree in environmental 
science. 

Mr. Childers decided to join Mr. Guberman on the cross-country bike tour last year. He thought it would be a 
good and inexpensive way to see the country, while searching for a place to live. 

“I had a lot of grand ideas about what it would mean to bike across the country and if I could do it with my 
[prosthetic] leg,” Mr. Childers said. But it was doable. 

Mr. Childers began his 6,500-mile bike ride in Portland, Oregon on Sept. 8, 2011 with his friends, Mr. 
Guberman and Christine Hill of Burlington, Vt. The three biked south to San Francisco, Calif., camping on the 
side of the road, where Ms. Hill and a German girl they met at a campground parted with Mr. Childers and Mr. 
Guberman.  

From there, Mr. Guberman and Mr. Childers biked by themselves to Alpine, Texas, where Brittany Langdon, 
22, of Burlington, VT, met up with them. At this point, Mr. Guberman parted ways and Ms. Langdon and Mr. 
Childers completed the second half of the trip to Florida themselves. 

Mr. Guberman said he enjoyed sharing the ride and experience with Mr. Childers, but going alone was freeing 
because he did not have to ask anyone anything.  

“There were no concerns beyond where to pitch a tent, where to stop to eat and how far to bike,” he said.  

Everyone should go on a trip that takes them out of their comfort zone, Mr. Guberman said. 

“That is when you start learning about yourself, when you don’t have total control over everything,” he said.  

Along the way, Mr. Childers and his friends created a schedule of biking about 50 miles each day, for six or 
seven days. Then they took one day off, stopping at various sites along the way, he added. 

In total, Mr. Childers visited 11 cities, including San Francisco, Las Vegas and New Orleans, over 30 breweries, 
several community bike shops and 17 national parks. 



“Even more than the cities, I liked being in nature. Seeing some of these iconic, very American landmarks 
really had a pretty profound impact on me,” Mr. Childers said, noting that his favorite natural landmark was the 
Redwoods in California. 

While traveling, Mr. Childers and his friend had several different sleeping arrangements — from sleeping on 
the side of the road to families’ houses to strangers’ backyards, he said.  

While on the Pacific Coast, Mr. Childers and his friends stayed the night at campgrounds or they would camp 
on the side of the road, he said. This is called “stealth camping” because it is in a place one is generally not 
allowed to camp but it is OK as long as no one sees, Mr. Childers said.  

They also found places to stay using the networking websites Warm Showers and CouchSurfing. The websites 
link travelers around the world with people who are willing to host travelers for free. While both generally offer 
the same services, the warm showers service is for bikers only.  

Mr. Childers stayed in 53 different homes using these services and has kept in touch with some of those people, 
he said. 

“We have this whole idea that strangers are not to be trusted and you have to be careful around them,” he said. 

But these people make themselves available and ask nothing in return, Mr. Childers said. 

One lady stuck out in Mr. Childers’ mind. 

He and Ms. Langdon stayed with one lady in Louisiana who has lived there almost her whole life. Mr. Childers 
said this lady “begs” any biker she sees to stay at her house. 

“It is really nice in this culture where you are trained to believe that those types of people do not exist, to meet 
them,” he said.  

Mr. Childers said he does not drive as much anymore. 

“I was in a car accident so I know that cars can be very dangerous if you are not using them properly...so if I 
can find an excuse not to use [a car], I don’t, ” he said, noting that not having a car, “awards him a lot more 
freedoms,” such as funding the cross-country bike trip.  

While the bike trip was a physical experience, Mr. Childers said he enjoys biking because it is “low impact” on 
his joints.  

There was only one problem with his leg the whole 6,500-mile journey. 

In New Orleans, Mr. Childers and his mother and brother were walking down the street, when he tripped over 
the curb and “fell out” of his leg. Mr. Childers fell on top of his leg, causing it to bruise for a week or so, he 
said.  

“It was ironic because 5,000 miles in and I had no problems, and walking around New Orleans I got injured,” 
Mr. Childers said.  

On the journey, Mr. Childers carried his belongings in pannier bags, which can be slung over one’s bicycle. In 
the bags, which hung off his front and rear rack of his bike, Mr. Childers carried only the bare essentials, 



including two shirts—one on his back and one in his pannier bag,— a bathing suite, a pair of bike shorts, socks, 
rain and snow gear, camping gear, bike repair supplies, first aid kid, toiletries, a book, water and food.  

The first week was the hardest, he said, because you had to get used to being tired, filthy, smelly, salty and achy 
without the luxury of showering or doing laundry daily. But it got easier. 

“Being broken down like that lets you know what level of comfort you actually need, which should not be 
confused with want,” Mr. Childers said. “You’d be surprised how much you can stand and how deep you can 
dig for some of those moral energy reserves.” 

Ms. Langdon said it is liberating to live a simple existence and be on a bike with no destination and no goal in 
sight except to see the country. 

The first week of her trip, which began on Dec. 6 in Alpine, Texas, they road down to Big Bend National Park, 
in Texas. Ms. Langdon’s body was getting used to the riding and her body was basically breaking down from 
being sweaty, dirty, cold and wet, she said.  

At Big Bend, Ms. Langdon laid in the middle of the road and thought, “what am I doing in West Texas?” One 
week later, “being on the road and pushing past that moment I realized why I came here,” she said.  

Mr. Childers agreed. “Looking at a globe, I always thought that biking around Europe or something is a small 
distance, but the U.S. is a big chunk of land and I went from one side to another,” he said.  

Ms. Langdon and Mr. Childers arrived in Sebring, Fla. on Feb. 16 — almost six months after beginning the 
trek. 

Currently, Mr. Childers is working at Friends of Belmar Harbor, here, as a sailing instructor. He also races in 
Metedeconk every Tuesday and in Lavallette every Sunday. He is thinking of moving to San Francisco, Calif. in 
the fall after the sailing season is done.  

	  


