Jamies journal

Epilog: Sunday 7/28/02 10:50 a.m., Summit, NJ

Finally got a good night’s sleep last night, relative to the last seven days, at 

least - about seven hours. Could have slept longer but wanted to let Monique 

sleep in after what she’s gone through the last week. My shower last night felt 

so good - I finally got all the bike grease off me for the first time in a week. 

And after eating like a complete pig the last week (as many fellow riders can 

attest), I gained a whopping total of one-half pound on the trip. I guess the 

560 miles kind of offset it. Legs are pretty sore today, so I’m giving myself 

the day off. I think I’ve earned it. 

I miss the FANY ride already. It was a completely unique experience in every 

respect, one that I’ll never forget. There are so many things that made it 

special that it’s hard to list them all. But that never stopped me from trying 

before!

I think the thing that most made the FANY ride a memorable trip was the people. 

Cycling seems to attract decent, down-to-earth, just plain good people who 

happen to share a common passion for the sport. There was not a bad apple on the 

trip. Everyone had a lot of fun together, whether riding together, eating 

together, relaxing over beers after the day’s ride, playing some Bocce, 

sightseeing, etc. This camaraderie was reinforced by the fact that everyone was 

sharing common, sometimes grueling experiences on the rides each day. 

If anyone had any kind of problem, the other riders would bend over backwards to 

help. One of the riders from Colombia stayed up late for two hours one night 

working on one of the Ohio teachers’ bikes on a car bike rack under the light of 

a lantern, no doubt getting eaten alive by mosquitoes. And anyone who had a 

problem on the side of the road would nearly immediately get a helping hand. 

When I had my first flat and was completely clueless about how to get my rear 

tire off my bike, Thor interrupted his ride to change the tire and then the SAG 

crew (Ron, Rolle and Steven) finished up helping me put the chain back on (we 

were all learning together on that one, but Steven, who was about fifteen, was 

the one who figured it out)! When I was having trouble sleeping, two fellow 

riders (Michael from Houston and Chris) volunteered sleeping pills and ear 

plugs. And Tuesday, when I had my second flat after leaving the Knapp winery, 

Gary and John helped me change the tire and then they and Chris rode with me all 

the way to the bike store in Auburn (three miles out of their way) to get it 

fixed (it still had a slow leak and there was a lump in the tire). It was just 

really good to see everyone pull together. 

One additional benefit of being around so many experienced cyclists, at least 

for me, was the opportunity to learn about bikes from fellow riders. I feel much 

more confident about my bike now - and I can finally change a flat! 

Of course, a big part of the allure of a ride like the FANY one is the chance to 

ride through wide-open back roads with few cars and breath-taking scenery, and 

this trip did not disappoint in that category. Some of the scenery was 

absolutely spectacular, whether well-known sites or panoramic vistas from 

hilltops or beautiful rural scenes. In addition, the trip gave me the chance to 

visit many places I had never been before and had always wanted to see, such as 

Niagara Falls, the Finger Lakes, the Finger Lakes wineries, the Adirondacks, and 

Saratoga.

Last but not least, the trip was of course great exercise! There is no better 

way to get in shape than riding 560 miles of often very hilly terrain across a 

state. I can’t tell yet, but I think my riding probably improved a lot after the 

trip. And it was a tremendous feeling of accomplishment to ride across New York 

State, an achievement I will carry with me for the rest of my life. 

Overall, I cannot recommend this trip highly enough. It’s by far the best $200 I 

ever spent. I can’t wait to do it again. I just hope we alumni of these early 

rides get preferential treatment when word gets out and Karen has to use a 

lottery to choose people for the ride!

Saturday, July 20, 10:42 p.m. Niagara Falls, NY

Got to Niagara Falls after going last ten miles backwards. There was no station 

announcement on the train - we had to figure it out for ourselves. Also at the 

club car they were out of my first two choices (a turkey wrap and a salad), so 

it was either a ham and cheese sandwich, a hamburger or hot dog. I chose the ham 

& cheese. Not bad actually! Guess I was pretty famished. Had that, trail mix, 

water and a big cookie. Three hours later, had another ham & cheese and a bag of 

nuts.  Once we arrived, people assembled bikes and rode in semi-darkness a couple of 

miles to the campsite. Met a lot of people - many older riders, but some younger 

ones too. One, Thor, from Boston, helped me put up my tent. Mine was the last 

one up - guess I’m a rookie. More tomorrow - gotta sleep.

P.S. Hudson beautiful on way up. Want to sail it some day.

Sunday, July 21, 7:15 p.m., Brockport, NY

Odometer, start of trip (7/21, 6:15 a.m.: 1,505)

End of day 1 (4:15 p.m.): 1,610

Ride time: 5:48:32 for 96.4 miles - we reset the trip meter after the Niagara 

Falls leg

Things to bring on next trip à Ear plugs; clothesline

Pulled into Brockport after logging 105 miles today (My first century)! Left 

around 6:30 a.m. after waking up around 4:30. Rode roughly five miles to Niagara 

Falls with Thor and Gary, a rider from Redondo Beach, CA. View is definitely 

better from Canada, but still an awesome sight. No one there at 7 a.m. except 

five Japanese tourists. There was a decent observation deck on the NY side which 

probably had good views, but appeared closed. Took pictures and hit the road. 

We rode about 16 miles up to Youngstown, home of Fort Niagara State Park. Looked 

like the park my brother Peter recently stayed at - big pool with cool water 

slides. The fort was an old French fort built to defend the fur trade, then 

taken away by the British, and, later, by the Americans after the Revolution. 

The British retook it during the War of 1812 and we got it back in the treaty 

ending the war. 

We hopped back on our bikes, rode another 20 miles to Olcott (just me and Thor 

by now, making good time). There we met a gentleman with no more than one tooth 

(plus or minus) who began to tell us how he loved Boston and "lost Rose there." 

We were about to extend our condolences, but it turned out that Rose was his 

mother and that she really had gotten lost. The man had informed the police, who 

spontaneously had made up a song about "Rosie." As more and more officers joined 

in, their voices rose above the noise of the crowd, and sure enough, his mother 

heard them and came back to where her son was. 

Our riding was pretty consistently 20 m.p.h. + except when we hit winds. 

Averaged over 16 mph for the whole day. Thor did most of the pulling with me 

taking occasional turns. Ride was about as flat as I’ve ever seen - only a few 

small hills. Went through two energy bars plus two Slimfast bars for breakfast. 

I never thought I’d eat a Slimfast bar in my life since I’m 6 feet 3 inches and 

weigh about 160, but I have to say they’re pretty addictive, not to mention free 

- the company donated several boxes after Karen contacted them. Lunch was a big 

turkey sub and a home-made ice cream sandwich. Had lunch at a park in 

Lyndonville with three riders from Houston (Gary, Michael and David) plus two 

teachers from Ohio (Jill and one other - didn’t get her name). After lunch, at 

about mile 63, Thor set a blistering pace and I could barely keep up. We turned 

east and caught a tail wind in the nick of time. Hit some nasty gravel around 

mile 82 due to construction that seemed to last for at least a mile. After 

having our gray matter turned to jelly and most of our fillings dislodged, we 

ducked into a nearby McDonald’s to refill bottles. They gave me water and ice 

for free - can’t believe how nice people are here! Four customers recognized us 

as FANY riders and told us about a great detour around still more construction. 

At about mile 95 caught a second wind and started doing 20 + m.p.h. again. 

Finally we arrived at camp. First item on the agenda was a shower, which was a 

real experience - my first time in the portable, semi-private variety, basically 

a tent with a zipper where someone inserts a hose with a shower nozzle from 

outside. Mia, the young student/model/FANY assistant, held the hose. Had her set 

the water on cold - it felt great! Next was a big pasta dinner put on by the 

Brockport Fire Department Exempts - an organization benefiting the town’s local 

volunteer fire department. They were super nice, right down to the President’s 

grandson, who helped serve drinks and food with exemplary manners. Dinner was 

two big plates of pasta plus two ice creams, cake and a salad. After dinner, we 

sang happy birthday to Melissa, a young rider who had just graduated college and 

lived in NYC. As we left, we looked at one of the members’ chainsaw wood 

carvings of three firefighters from the World Trade Center attacks. 

Later, people relaxed and caught up outside the Houston contingent’s camper (one 

of their relatives was driving it for them - they really know how to travel!) 

The mood was brightened significantly by the free beer generously supplied by 

the good folks at the Saratoga Brewing Company (more about them later). 

Everyone’s very nice - there’s a real feeling of camaraderie. I set the tent up 

much faster today. Need earplugs though - woke up a lot last night - slept from 

about 11 p.m. to 4:30 a.m.

Monday, July 22, 9:30 p.m. Waterloo, NY

Distance: 86.6 miles

Ending odometer: 1,697

Ride time: 5:45:30
Rode 87 miles today, from Brockport to Waterloo (about five miles east of Lake 

Seneca). Not much rest last night - three to four hours of restless sleep at 

best. Up around 5 - 5:30. I had been wondering if my $30 tent from Target was 

water-proof, and that question was answered last night. It rained starting 

around 1:30 a.m. and by morning some pretty big puddles had appeared in the 

tent. Guess you get what you pay for! My departure was delayed due to the 

resulting mopping-up operation; didn’t hit the road much before 7:30 a.m. after 

a breakfast of two Slimfast bars, 1 ½ cups of orange juice (or something bearing 

a resemblance to it) and one chocolate chip cookie left over from last night. 

Last night I met Patti and Paula, who both grew up on the upper peninsula of 

Michigan. Patti was there with her daughter Jamie and granddaughter Justice. 

They’re very cool. We chatted for a while about the U.P., which I had visited 

last year and am going back to for vacation in a couple of weeks. 

Rode by myself today. Made one wrong turn early on that added 1.5 miles to the 

trip and then added another five miles at Lake Seneca by taking a detour to get 

to a beach where I could swim. Killer hill coming into Bloomfield at mile 45, 

but nice lemonade stand at the top. The kids were excited to get their first 

customer. I had a blue Kool-Aid (at least it wasn’t purple!) for 15¢ out of a 

dicey-looking mug straight out of Mom’s kitchen (couldn’t tell if it had been 

washed or not). As I was the first customer I was pretty sure it hadn’t been 

reused. I gave them 25¢ and told them to keep the change. What a guy I am! 

Actually, for 25¢ you got a drink and one of their drawings - I should have 

taken them up on it!

Not long after I arrived at Lake Canandaigua, the first of the Finger Lakes on 

our route. Seeing a couple of fellow riders, I decided to stop for a bit. I 

scrambled down the rocks on the shore and proceeded to make a great impression 

by falling into the lake! It turns out the riders were Paula and Carlo from CT, 

who were riding a tandem bike. We had a nice talk as we cooled our feet in the 

lake. Afterwards we had a gourmet lunch at a nearby Blimpies. Had a great 

12-inch turkey sub and smoothie! I assured Paula and Carlo that I would only eat 

half of the sub and save the rest for a snack later. Of course, I ended up 

eating the whole thing. This was the beginning of a theme for the week - 

convincing every other rider on the trip that I was a complete, unabashed pig! 

It’s amazing how hungry you get after riding an average of 80 miles a day. And 

despite my gluttony, I did not gain a pound the whole week (despite strict 

instructions from my wife to bulk up). Go figure. We were also joined at lunch 

by David, the recumbent bike rider, so all the "alternative bike" people were 

together (I was riding my trusty hybrid).

I passed David on his recumbent about five miles from Geneva (on Seneca Lake), 

then he passed me on a downhill. I was just getting ready to give chase, as 

getting passed by a recumbent is too big a challenge to pass up, when I noticed 

my rear tire was flat. I got out my tire levers and spare tube, but basically 

had no clue how to get the tire off. Luckily Mia showed up within about 10 

minutes and summoned help. Before the SAG wagon could get there, Thor showed up 

- what a sight for sore eyes! He changed the tube in what seemed like two 

minutes and got back on his bike and whizzed off. By this time the SAG wagon had 

showed up with Ron, Rolle and Steven (all relatives of the Houston gang), and 

collectively we figured out how to remount the wheel (it’s a little tricky the 

first time doing it because of the chain). After we got it back on only to find 

out the chain was crossed, finally, Steven, who’s all of about 15, figured it 

out. Those guys totally saved my butt! I think I can change it myself now.

Soon after, I got to Geneva, found a Ramada Inn, bought some postcards, mailed 

one, changed in the bathroom and looked for a place to swim on the lake. Found a 

beach about three miles off the route. Waded out 150 feet and the water was 

still three feet deep (and 81º)! (Normally the water is in the mid-70s this time 

of year). Still, the water felt good on a very hot day, though by then you could 

tell a storm was blowing in. I continued on the trip, passing by Lock 4 on the 

Erie Canal (see picture), then made it to camp on Oak Island at the Waterloo 

Community Center. Had a big BBQ chicken dinner with a beer and a Yellow 

Lightning - a local Mountain Dew knock-off. Legs felt stiff getting up from 

dinner. Had a major storm during dinner, and people decided to sleep in the gym. 

Set up the tent inside anyway to let it dry. Very hot today - felt like it got 

into the 90s. One person was sick with what I was told was heat stroke - later 

turned out that it was Melissa. 

Tuesday, July 23, 11:40 p.m. Marcellus, NY

Distance: 71.8 miles

Odometer: 1,769

Ride time: 5:29:31
Very late arrival/long day. Feel somewhat delirious due to lack of sleep and 

exertion. Only slept four to five hours last night. Left late (around 8 a.m.) 

because had to use the bathroom and also wasn’t in a hurry because I wanted to 

see nearby wineries that opened at 10 and 10:30. Although it was a long day, it 

was the most memorable one yet. 

Breakfast was three Slimfast bars. Started ride from Oak Island by somehow 

getting off of 96S, getting onto God knows what road, and ending up back at 

Seneca Lake. Didn’t feel like doubling back, and the road ended at 96A, so took 

96A to 336 east, which got me back on track, adding six miles to the trip. While 

on 96A, I could see a hellacious storm to the northeast of me (i.e., where I 

would have been if I had stayed on the route). Around mile 26 started hitting 

wineries around Lake Cayuga. The first one I visited was the Swedish Hill Winery 

and Vineyard. Sampled about seven wines with Jim and Mary, a couple from 

Washington State. The raspberry wine was delicious. [I later came back with my 

wife Monique on my birthday and bought a few bottles of this wine, along with 

several others]. It rained heavily while we were inside, passing over by the 

time we were done. As it turned out, almost everyone else got soaked on Rte. 96 

or while I was in the first two wineries. I later ran into many people who were 

drenched to the bone and couldn’t believe I was dry! 

The next stop was Goose Watch Wine, on a hill overlooking Lake Cayuga. I thought 

I was the last rider due to my detour, but while I was there, Paula, Pat and two 

companions pulled up, then Jim and Mary from WA, then Thor, then Karen! The pear 

wine was good there, plus the champagne. Definitely worth a return trip! It 

started raining again while we were there. I left in the rain because I wanted 

to get a sense of what it was like to ride in it. As I left, the rest of the 

group was deciding what to do. I wanted to go to Knapp Winery, where there was 

supposed to be a good view and a great lunch. In the pouring rain, after 

climbing a monster hill, I ran into Chris, John and Gary going the opposite way. 

I convinced them to turn around and come with me to Knapp. They were chilled to 

the bone and their cue sheets had been ruined by the rain. We decided to eat 

first and then taste, but Chris and I had two quick glasses while they kindly 

made two copies of my cue sheet and map. (We had an excellent Riesling and a 

glass of Kat Knapp, a sweet wine). Then we ate, around 11 a.m. We were pretty 

much pouring tea and soup into John and Gary, who seemed to be the closest to 

hypothermia. It started pouring again, so we decided to order desserts and have 

more tea. By the time we were done, our lunch had stretched to 2 ½ hours. It was 

great! Lunch was:

1. A big cup of tea

2. A big bowl of black bean soup with pork (excellent)

3. A glass of dry Riesling, the same one Chris and I had tasted before lunch.

4. A turkey sandwich on a roll with melted cheese

5. Warm blackberry pie a la mode

6. More tea

Finally it stopped raining and we took off for Seneca Falls, which was reputed 

to have a great women’s history museum. Coming out of the Knapp parking lot, I 

got a flat - the second one in two days! Luckily (or so I thought) I had patched 

my inner tube from the day before the previous night. Gary and John generously 

helped me put it on. Unfortunately, after changing the tube, the tire was 

lopsided, with a flat spot on it that caused a big bump every time the tire 

rotated. Also, it deflated every ten miles or so, so I had to keep pumping it. 

Needless to say, I was less than thrilled about this. Nonetheless, we made 

Seneca Falls about 12 miles later. 

The first thing we saw at the edge of town was a big sculpture of Susan B. 

Anthony shaking hands with Elisabeth Cady Stanton, one of the early leaders of 

the women’s rights movement, a chance meeting in 1851 that changed the course of 

women’s history in the U.S. (See the following web site: 

http://www.hws.edu/news/speakers/transcripts/aubdedication.asp). We were taking 

a few pictures when three people walked over, and one asked if we would like to 

meet the sculptor! His name was Ted Aub, taught at nearby Hobart College and 

lived in Geneva (NY, not Switzerland). He was a good guy and posed for some 

pictures with us. Next we rode over to look for the women’s museum and ran 

across Women’s Rights National Historical Park, which houses the remains of the 

chapel where the U.S. women’s rights movement held its first national conference 

in the mid-1800s. (See http://www.nps.gov/wori/). It took them 70 years after 

that conference to get the 19th Amendment passed, giving women the right to 

vote. We decided to blow off the museum as it was 5 p.m. and still had over 30 

miles to ride (not to mention that we couldn’t find the museum anyway - maybe it 

was the Historical Park). 

I had gotten the address of a bike shop in Auburn, about 15 miles away, so we 

headed toward it, me pumping my tire every few minutes. A few dreary miles on 

Rt. 5/20 (high traffic) then some beautiful back road miles past farms and 

rolling hills. Had some good sprints with John. Finally we got to Auburn and got 

directions to the bike store - of course it was on the other side of town. Thank 

God for McDonald’s when you need to use a bathroom quick! This one had tables 

inside racing cars - the kids would have loved it. 

At first I thought the bike shop was on our way and only later realized it was a 

couple of miles off our route as Rt. 5 finally split off from 20 (the latter was 

the official route, the former was where the bike store was). My traveling 

companions, to their immense credit, decided to stay with me. Around 7 p.m., 

after some high traffic miles on Rte. 5 (seemed like I-95) we made it to Mike’s 

Bike Store and Mike fixed my bike up. You should’ve seen the smile on my face 

once he got it fixed! Like a kid with a new bike for his birthday! Total charge: 

$17. Even better, he told us about a short cut to Marcellus. Thank God, because 

it would have taken us 19 miles if we had gotten back on the FANY route, and we 

had no desire to do battle with 18-wheelers again on Rte. 5. His route was a 

straight line to Marcellus. Chris wrote down the directions. (Turned out to be 

about ten miles). Mike said there would be one "hellacious" hill on the way. 

By the time we were ready to leave Mike’s, we were very conscious that we didn’t 

have much more daylight to work with (it was almost 8 by now). There was no way 

I was getting on the Sag Wagon, though, and I volunteered that the only way 

anyone was putting me on it was in a wood box. Everyone seemed to be up for 

pushing ahead. We hit the road, going over hills that got progressively bigger 

until we got to one huge one that I thought had to be the one. Our little group 

was starting to run out of gas, and so we were all happy to cross what we 

thought was the last big hill, only to have our hopes dashed when we saw a huge 

one up ahead. Chris had to get off and walk as she didn’t have a granny gear. 

Gary and John made it up OK. Beautiful views of the sunset and surrounding area 

from up there. However, the group was not entirely certain that we were heading 

the right way, and our legs were in no condition to ride extra miles due to a 

wrong turn. We all huddled around the pretty sketchy map we had, and decided to 

keep going east, where we thought Marcellus was. After a couple more miles, we 

had no idea if we were on course or not, and morale was starting to sag. 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, we climbed a hill and saw "Welcome 

to Marcellus." I have never been so happy to see a sign in my life! We crested a 

small hill and saw another mondo hill ahead of us. Our hearts dropped. However, 

luckily a guy we asked for directions told us the school (Marcellus H.S., where 

we were staying that night) was in the valley, so we didn’t have to ride up it. 

Yay! 

We rolled into camp a little past 9 p.m., and immediately went for dinner at 

Brian’s Creekside Inn, across the street. It was 9:30 by the time we got there, 

and immediately ran into Karen and Jenny, who had been out twice to look for us 

(of course, they couldn’t find us since we had taken the short cut). They were 

very happy to see us. Then we ordered quickly (place closed at ten) and got the 

Italian Plate, the pasta equivalent of the Fisherman’s Platter. I have never 

seen a plate piled so high with pasta before - there must have been at least 

five pounds of food there. Gary and I polished ours off and Chris and John came 

close. Combined with splitting a half-carafe of wine, I actually slept for five 

hours! A record on this trip! Marcellus High is a real trip down memory lane - 

showers six to a room, open toilets (no stall), etc. Slept in the gym - too 

tired last night to put up the tent.

Wednesday, July 24, 10:40 p.m. Rome, NY

Having trouble thinking, I’m so tired. Four rides down, three to go. 

Miles: 76.4

Odom: 1,845

Ride time: 5:34:22

Max speed: 41.0

Got on road at 7:30 a.m. after breakfast of three Slimfast bars - had two 

additional energy bars on road. Slept only five hours (12:30 - 5:30) with 

interruptions, but felt better than before. Washed jersey in sink in morning 

because it was too disgusting to wear. It was still wet when I got outside, and 

chilly. Beautiful day today after yesterday’s rain. Sun felt really good in the 

morning with my wet jersey! Called Monique at about the eight mile mark 

overlooking a beautiful valley. At about mile 16 stopped at a Hess station to 

use the bathroom and get Gatorade. Saw interesting articles in USA Today on 1) a 

guy from Mendham, NJ who used mountain biking to help recover from sexual abuse 

by a priest, and 2) a guy who tried out the Col de Madeline ride from the Tour 

de France. Took him three hours (with assistance) versus one hour 20 minutes for 

Lance. Sat at the station reading until a woman rider from Westchester rolled in 

to eat her breakfast. Four other bikers rolled in plus Jenny with a rider who 

had been sick (Chuck). Everyone wanted to know who I was waiting for (no one)! 

After getting back on the road, started hitting mega hills - I think two or 

three even bigger than yesterday. Passed Pat, Paula and Wayne on a hill. Came 

back down some to get a better view of the countryside and maybe show off a 

little (they didn’t seem too impressed). Made it to the Jamesville Citgo and 

took a "nature break" in their "bathroom" (a tree behind the station). No 

Gatorade. Started getting hungry. Looked for Brueggers Bagels in Manlius, but 

didn’t see it (luckily, as it turned out). 

Finally made it to Chittenango after ascending a horrible hill out of Jamesville 

- construction, no shoulder, lots of traffic, steep - still, I won’t get off my 

bike until Albany! Had three cars following me at one point. At Chittenango, saw 

Melissa - early 20s, just graduated college, lives in NYC (Gramercy Park), just 

had a birthday Sunday. She’s originally from NJ - Bergen County. She was 

traveling with her cousin, known by everyone as "Cousin Karl." She was stretched 

out full-length on the pavement so I stopped to make sure she was OK (she was 

the one who almost had the heat stroke on Monday). She was, and recommended the 

luncheonette (Sharon’s) she was outside of for lunch. Took her advice. Cousin 

Karl and Ellen, Melissa’s other traveling companion, also gave it the thumbs up. 

Had:

1. A tuna sandwich

2. Macaroni salad - best I’ve ever had

3. Small onion rings

4. Iced tea

5. Strawberry shortcake with cream - also best I’ve ever had, on actual 

biscuits!

While there, Paula, Pat and Wayne joined me, plus two other riders - a woman 

from Westchester and a guy named Tom. Oh, the other thing about this place was 

the prices - sandwiches ranged from $1.50 to $2.50! My total bill was about 

$9.15. Also, no turkey sandwiches - weird. There was a phone booth in the 

restaurant - don’t see that much these days. Also, Pat pointed out a rack on the 

wall where locals have their own mugs - very cool. Great place overall but don’t 

see how they make money. 

After lunch, went with Pat, Paula and Wayne to Chittenango Landing Canal Boat 

Museum. I’d give it a two on a one to ten scale. Not that interesting. Paula and 

Pat decided to take a short-cut back, leaving me to ride with Wayne, a 

manufacturing engineer with a stent manufacturer from Westchester who was riding 

with panniers. I stopped for Gatorade before we left town but Wayne was a little 

ahead, didn’t see me and kept going. I didn’t think I would see him again but 

then he came back. So we rode together for a ways, until we ran into guess who - 

John, Chris and Gary walking up a big hill! We all yelled hello and started 

riding together (John said he was embarrassed I saw him walking up a hill - I 

had to pass him for old time’s sake). (6,000 vertical feet today, I found out 

later). We flew down some mega downhills, on one of which I clocked 41 m.p.h. We 

ran across Karen at the bottom, then John, Gary and I split off to try to make 

some time. We ran into Chris on the outskirts of town (after nearly being bitten 

by a big black dog), and the team rode together again! Got to Rome Catholic High 

School right at 6 p.m., in time for the PTA’s pasta dinner. Had two plates of 

pasta (they would only give me two meatballs), salad, three to four slices of 

bread, water and two slices of apple pie a la mode. Then played three rounds of 

Bocce (two with John Hackett, one with John from the train). Finally, I found a 

private shower (I think in a coach’s office) and washed up, then did much-needed 

laundry at school - thank God, because it was smelly! One of the guys from Texas 

- Michael - gave me two Tylenol P.M. to help me sleep.

P.S. Saw a raccoon in the middle of the road today.

P.P.S. Sleeping in gym again tonight - there was a girls’ hoops tournament going 

on when we arrived. Another high school - Rome Catholic High, much like the one 

last night. Tomorrow into the Adirondacks!

P.P.P.S. Also, random drunk NY guy asked for directions to Wal-Mart at the top 

of a hill and touched my arm - Aackk!

P.P.P.P.S. Random memory - saw a fawn all by itself in the middle of the road 

today. Stared at it for about half a minute before it ran off. 

Thursday, July 25, 9:30 p.m. Speculator, NY

Left 7 a.m., arrived 3 p.m.

72.1 miles

Ride time: 5:13:54

31.6 max mph

OD 1,918

Resorted to drugs two nights in a row now to sleep, plus ear plugs last night. 

Worked OK last night - got 5 ½ hours of sleep, would’ve gotten more if I hadn’t 

had to stay up until midnight to do laundry. Got earliest start in a few days, 

leaving at 7 a.m. My intent was to ride fast and get to Speculator in time to 

take the chair lift to the top of a nearby mountain. Had two Slimfast bars for 

breakfast and then a couple more on the road. Didn’t get lost in the first five 

miles for the first time in three days! (Only one wrong turn all day, which 

wasn’t my fault). Passed a couple of people initially (Chris and one other), 

then didn’t see anyone for maybe 20 miles. Passed Rich. Had to go to the 

bathroom behind the park at the town of Prospect - even though it was 9 a.m. the 

town was deserted - not a soul in sight. Kept going until a beautiful overlook 

at mile 21.5 - a hydro project which had resulted in a very pretty lake. Two 

miles up the road was Baileys Citgo, really more of a general store with outdoor 

dining facilities to boot. Bathrooms were not my favorite - two port-a-johns. 

The people who ran it were extremely nice. Showed me where things were, etc. Got 

a banana, PowerAde, and candles for the bike decorating contest. Also read the 

paper for an update on Lance, who was up by 5:21 over Beloki in the Tour de 

France. One of the women who worked there told me that 15 riders had gone 

through already and that the Texas guys were staying off-site tonight at a 

relative’s house. ("A warm bed and a hot meal" I think she said - sounded damn 

good!) I later found out that she had blabbed to someone else about my candles - 

what a gossip! 

Only a couple bad hills today - one of the riders told me that total climbs 

today were about 4,000 vertical feet versus 6,000 yesterday. More gradual 

climbing today, although we did gain a lot of elevation.

A mile and a half later I entered Adirondack Park. Caught up to and passed a 

group at the Ohio Deli, which was closed. At mile 36.77 stopped for another nice 

scenic view (stream with mountains in the background). Got a nice bug bite on my 

right arm for my trouble.

Pulled into the Bear Path Inn, a mom and pop (actually more like a grandmom and 

grandpop) restaurant around noon. Only person in sight was a hyperactive 

seven-year-old boy, hiding under a table making bizarre sounds. Finally his 

grandmother came. I sat at the bar and had a turkey sandwich and a salad and 

root beer (I had seen Thor, Michael and David - the latter two part of the Texas 

contingent - outside and they had recommended the root beer). 

Also, my rear tire had gone flat (again!) and I had reinflated it several miles 

back. It was holding the air for a few miles - slow leak - just like Tuesday. 

Back to the Bear Path - I sat at the bar, wolfed down my food and read the 

paper. Went back to the salad bar twice and loaded up with heaping plates of 

tuna salad, German potato salad, and cole slaw (all of which was excellent) 

until I was stuffed. The root beer was great - bottled especially for the Bear 

Path. Total bill for this feast -- $7.98! Bizarre incident with the little kid - 

he was coming toward me, not watching, as I was rounding a corner and body 

slammed me, his head hitting my legs. Luckily I’m not shorter or I would have 

been in serious pain! In the parking lot as I was leaving the restaurant, the 

kid wanted me to watch him jump a small rock on his bike for $1 - I told him I’d 

mail it to him.

On the road, passed a few riders on the way to the Piseco scenic loop. Overshot 

it by a couple of miles and doubled back. On the loop there was a nice view of 

the lake from the western side. Caught up with John (Albany, beard, met on 

train, Ben & Jerry’s jersey like mine), David (recumbent rider), Chuck and one 

other rider. Pumped up tire again, raced David a little. Finished loop, stopped 

at general store in Piseco to restock on PowerAde and get stuff for helmet. Got 

a really weird look from John when I bought shaving cream and sprinkles! He was 

trying to figure it out but I wanted it to be a surprise. As we rode into 

Speculator, lots of signs in yards welcoming FANY riders, including two people 

holding a banner. Apparently we made the local paper! Rolled into the camp site 

at Speculator Public Ballfield at 3 p.m. and, with John (Albany)’s help, spent 

two hours fixing my tire, finally finding the culprit behind the slow leak - a 

tiny fragment of wire that had penetrated the tire and had been puncturing the 

inner tubes. Had to change the tire twice because the first time it was 

lopsided. Then showered in a beautiful port-a-shower. Hot water ran out after 

one minute, so had a very invigorating shower. As I was finishing, found out 

from Paula and John Hackett that there was hot water, it had just been turned 

off in my shower! GRRR!!!

Also, before the shower two locals came up and were posing with the shower hose 

and then wanted a picture of my FANY t-shirt, which I had just received, and 

asked me to pose for them! I guess people there don’t get cable TV or something. 

I had 20 minutes to eat dinner before the helmet contest, so I wolfed down a 

huge rib dinner with a baked potato, roll and cole slaw with lemonade plus two 

cookies and a brownie sundae. I sat with Chris, Tom and an interesting older 

couple - an ex-engineer for Morrison Knudsen and his wife. Then I got the 

anniversary cake helmet ready for the contest (shaving cream, sprinkles and 

candles) and with Cousin Karl’s generous offer of help, got it lit and GUESS 

WHAT? I WON!!! Free FANY ride next year! Yippee!!! I think it might be because I 

offered the judges a blatant bribe of a free slice of the cake if they voted for 

me!

After that, I played a pick-up Bocce game with Cousin Karl, Albany John, and the 

big FANY helper guy (Tony?). Earlier we got our hot pink FANY t-shirts and took 

a group photo. Then I got the tent set up, wrote in the diary, took a couple 

"sleepy time" pills, put in the ear plugs, and actually fell asleep around 10 

p.m., then woke up at 2:20 a.m. and couldn’t sleep again. Thought I heard a bear 

at the tent (Chris and Mia had planted the idea) but it was only the wind. Got 

tent set up in record time - amazing what fading light and mosquitoes can do for 

motivation.

Friday, July 26, 9:30 p.m., Schuylerville, NY

Left 8:15 a.m., arrived 6:30 p.m.

Distance 85.5 miles

Riding time: 5:27:31

Max speed: 38.5 mph

Average speed: 15.6 mph

Odometer: 2,004

Woke up at 2:20 a.m. after taking "Sleepy Time" from Chris. Couldn’t sleep much 

thereafter. Finally threw in the towel around 5 a.m. and went to sit in a 

bathroom stall and write some more. Quickly got booted out of my luxurious 

set-up as people came in to do their morning business. Decided to pack up and 

finish writing at a local diner (first real breakfast of trip). My helmet was 

still dripping wet after its bath the night before. As I put my stuff on the SAG 

wagon, made arrangements to meet Chris and Ellen for breakfast. Sat with the 

older couple John and I had played Bocce with (first game). Had three blueberry 

pancakes with butter, plus a large OJ and two cups of coffee. Total cost: $6, 

and delicious! After the rest of the gang excused themselves, I sat at the bar 

and had one more cup of coffee, finished my diary for the day before, and talked 

with the waitresses a little - looked like a family-run place (name was the 

Sunrise Diner). It was jammed at 6 a.m. when we got there - we got a lot of 

stares from locals). They said there had been an article in the paper on the 

FANY trip, so I went to the convenience store up the street and got it. Nice to 

see we got some local publicity - some nice quotes from Karen displaying 

exemplary P.R. skills ("All the riders have been e-mailing me saying they are 

especially looking forward to the Adirondack section of the trip.") Sure, I bet 

you said that in Niagara Falls and the Finger Lakes, too! 

Called Monique, and then back to the Sunrise Diner to use the restroom. Finally 

hit the road around 8:15 a.m. Definitely the last one on the road today. Weather 

was cool and overcast. Thought about the long-sleeve jersey but didn’t want the 

extra weight/hassle. Planned to ride hard to warm up instead. 

Mostly downhills, some uphills over the first 25 miles. Averaged over 20 m.p.h. 

over the first hour. Only thing slowing me down was a slight headwind. Some nice 

views on the way. Passed four riders early on and then nobody for a long time. 

Was feeling pumped up to have a good hard ride all the way to Saratoga. Then 

another flat (fourth in five days)! It’s amazing how quickly you can go from 

euphoria to survival mode on one of these trips. The flat was a slow leak and 

had enough air for me to make it over a slightly scary 0.6 mile bridge, with a 

very low railing and cross-winds, to Stewarts in Northville - what an oasis in 

the desert! They had air, picnic tables, restrooms - everything I needed. 

Soon after I arrived, Jim, Mary (the WA couple), Chris and Jenny all rolled up. 

Helped Chris inflate her tire and then went about changing my flat. First one I 

changed all by myself! Not that hard after you’ve done it a couple of times. 

Then patched up the inner tube and removed the cause of the flat (three small, 

sharp stones), and got back on the road, trying to catch Chris. Passed Jim, Mary 

and Tom, John and Gary, but no sign of Chris. Finally caught up with her before 

the Water Wheel, and we stopped for a bit. The Water Wheel is an old-time 

country general store with penny candy and a bathroom across the street (a 

port-a-john up the hill behind some bushes). They were selling 32-oz. Gatorade 

for 99¢ but I had to wait while the cashier finished chatting with a couple of 

ladies (when in Rome…), then hit the road again, riding hard, eating power bars 

roughly every half hour. Decided to hold off on lunch until Saratoga - wanted to 

make sure my bike got fixed. Finally made it after another hour of very hard 

riding. Pulled into the store - no one in sight. Finally someone came - an 

employee named Brian - who didn’t seem to be having a great day. I had to carry 

my bike upstairs to get it fixed despite legs that felt pretty dead. Brian put a 

new Kevlar tire on the rear wheel and re-lubed the chain (which needed it). I 

got a couple of new tubes and felt as good as new. Hopefully this will do it. 

Chris had rolled in by now so I stuck around with her and we went to the Old 

Saratoga Brewing Co. together. Had a hard time finding it and were receiving 

conflicting directions. One guy told us to turn around just as we spotted a beer 

truck parked at a building in the opposite direction! I thought that was the Old 

Saratoga building, but when we went in the front door the building was deserted. 

So I rode down a block and we found a building that said "Mendocino Brewing." 

Figured this must be it. Went in a front door with doors on either side as we 

entered, and stairs straight ahead. Both doors were locked and no one responded 

to our knocks, so we headed upstairs and went into an office area. Again no one 

was there, so we walked around the floor, and just as we were starting to think 

we had entered a Twilight Zone-like ghost town and that we would never find 

anyone who knew where the Old Saratoga Brewing Co. was, we found someone who 

took us downstairs and opened the door to the tasting room for us. We joined one 

other FANY rider, and shortly thereafter a posse of riders showed up, bringing 

us up to about ten in total. Unfortunately, contrary to what we were told at the 

bike shop, there was no food there other than popcorn and three flavors of beef 

jerky (regular, peppered and teriyaki). I figured that between that, the beer 

and my remaining Gatorade I could probably make it to Schuylerville. Thor came 

in last and the rest of the crew departed. Thor and I snapped a photo together. 

Colleen, who appeared to run marketing, or at least the tasting room, was 

incredibly cool. She gave us all free beer AND free pint glasses - let me have 

two! And best of all they won’t collect water in the dishwasher so Monique will 

be happy and I can have a glass I don’t have to refill during every meal! I 

thanked her profusely and set out to find a gift shop. 

Tonight is the first night of "Hats Off" in Saratoga, a celebration that kicks 

off track season. So the streets were pretty jammed. Managed to navigate them to 

find a good store, found some cool presents, and left for Schuylerville, taking 

the scenic route. Stopped by the Saratoga Racetrack, which was pretty crowded 

since a race was underway. Couldn’t find a good photo op, so hit the road.

Went through some stunningly beautiful countryside - lots of horse farms, 

wildflowers, rolling hills - and finally arrived at the Saratoga Battle Monument 

(see photos), which commemorates what the sign says was the decisive battle of 

the Revolutionary War. Not a soul in sight at this massive monument (looks like 

a somewhat shorter Washington Monument). A little eerie. Used the port-a-john 

there and got back on the bike for the home stretch. Finally rolled into base 

camp and was informed that I had received the "Mona" award for being the last 

one into camp. They call it the Mona award after the woman last year who would 

ride until 8 or 9 at night, sometimes with the SAG van behind her illuminating 

the way with its headlights, but would not give up. A woman after my own heart!

Had another huge dinner after clocking 85.5 miles today - 499 total so far! Had 

four pieces of lasagna plus salad, lemonade, water and three desserts - 

delicious! Everyone on the trip thinks I’m a total glutton - they’d be shocked 

if they saw what I eat at home. After dinner, took a shower, shaved, washed a 

jersey for tomorrow, called Monique, and wrote in my diary. Only place I could 

find with lights was the library as they turned the lights off in the gym for 

riders who wanted to get to bed early. As we’re staying at an elementary school, 

I look kind of silly right now with my 6’ 3" stuffed into a chair about 12 

inches off the ground. I may sleep here tonight as it may rain and there are 

mosquitoes in the gym. TTFN!

P.S. Passed Moan and Groan Road today - most appropriate road name yet on the 

FANY ride!

Saturday 7/27/02 10:15 p.m., Summit, NJ (After completing ride to Albany, NY)

Rode 61.5 miles today.

Ride time: 4:13:22

30.7 max speed

14.5 avg speed

Final odometer setting for FANY trip: 2065 (vs. 1505 at start of trip). 560 

total miles for trip (mileage was increased due to optional side trips and wrong 

turns).

Slept in the library of the elementary school at Schuylerville last night. Got a 

big fan going and created a virtual wind tunnel. Got to sleep around 11:30 or 12 

after finishing my diary entry for the day. Woke up several times, as usual. 

Finally woke up at 5:30, packed things and left around 6:45 a.m., intending to 

ride hard in order to do the self-guided Saratoga battlefield tour and still 

meet my family for lunch at noon in Albany. Breakfast consisted of three 

Slimfast bars, then ate a bar roughly every half hour on road, including two gel 

packs, which weren’t bad (first time I’d tried them), but a little hard to eat 

while riding due to the need to squeeze them. Guess I need to get better at 

riding with no hands. I liked the tangerine double-caffeine better than the 

plain. No Gatorade on ride today, just water.

Legs were feeling tired today. Made it to Saratoga Battlefield at 7:22, 

intending to leave by 8:30 at latest. 

It was a great time to be there - virtually no one there except a few people on 

foot, as they don’t open the tour loop to cars until 9 a.m. Tour consists of 

around nine stops with a few monuments and odds and sods thrown in. I left 

around 8:40, so the whole tour took about an hour and twenty minutes. The tour 

was well worth it - some of the most spectacular scenery on the whole trip. 

Tried to take pictures, but they inevitably don’t do it full justice. Saratoga, 

at least according to the town’s P.R. department, was the turning point of the 

Revolutionary War, as the British won an initial battle on September 19, 1777 

and then were routed by the Americans on October 7, leading to a retreat on 

October 8 and a surrender nine days later on October 17 after the Americans laid 

siege to the British. Interestingly, Benedict Arnold was actually a hero at 

Saratoga, leading several critical charges. If he had died there (he was shot in 

the leg), his place in history would have been reversed 180 degrees. The victory 

gave the Americans credibility in Europe, leading countries such as France to 

join the American cause. For more information on the battle, see the following 

website: http://battle1777.saratoga.org/.

While on the tour loop, ran into a gang of FANY riders (Thor, the Houston guys 

and the Ohio teachers). Almost ran into them literally as I nearly lost control 

of my bike and swerved toward Thor. I really thought I was going to fall and 

still don’t know how I didn’t. It would have really been a bummer to fall on the 

last day of the trip. They went on ahead as they were doing an abbreviated 

version of the tour. 

Left park headed South on Route 4, encountering what seemed like stiff 

headwinds. (Any breeze at that point would have seemed like a stiff headwind!) 

Got passed by a non-FANY rider, which of course was totally unacceptable. I 

caught a drag off him for a couple of miles until the bridge at Stillwater. He 

was a big guy and was kicking up a nice slipstream - I went from about 14-15 mph 

to about 18-20 following him. Passed Chris and the woman rider from Pound Ridge, 

NY, then Melissa and Cousin Karl, riding with Ellen. I rode with Ellen a while 

until we got to a water station set up by the Valley Falls Volunteer Fire 

Department at mile 22.5 (my mile 32 since I had done the optional loop). It was 

an overcast day, so I only needed about half a bottle of water, but stopped to 

meet the firemen and take a picture. The mayor of the town was there handing out 

water. They said that Lance Armstrong had just been by, so we informed them that 

we’d probably pass him in a few minutes. Very nice guys! Caught up with Thor and 

the TX/OH contingent at the stop, but since I was time-constrained had to push 

on ahead of them.

About seven miles past Valley Falls, we were only 14.5 miles from the VT border. 

Would have liked to have gone over to truly say I had crossed the state, but 

didn’t have the time. Around mile 38 (my mile 47.5), got onto the Uncle Sam bike 

path, which was nice but ended up in kind of a scary part of Albany (abandoned 

buildings, etc.). Passed three FANY riders going the other way (turned out they 

were going back for Pat and Paula). Crossed Hudson on the Troy Green Island 

Bridge. Directions grew a little murky on the other side, but managed to make it 

to the Mohawk-Hudson Hike Bike Trail, which runs along the Hudson River and 

would take us nearly all the way to our final destination at the Firefighters’ 

Memorial. When I got there, though, there was an orange plastic fence across the 

trail. I figured whatever it was supposed to protect us from would be no 

challenge for me on my hybrid bike (the only one on the tour, incidentally), so 

I lifted it over and went on my way. A mile later, I figured out why the fence 

had been there - the trail ended and turned into the back yard of a townhouse 

development. The side trip wasn’t a total loss, however, as the desolate trail 

provided a great opportunity for a nature break. 

At this point I was starting to get worried, as I only had 45 minutes left and 

zero confidence that I knew where I was. I backtracked over the orange fence and 

decided to head down the hill on a broken-down asphalt road - the only other 

possible route without continuing to backtrack. I immediately saw a FANY sign 

and my spirits lifted. At this point I only had seven miles to go and I knew I 

was in good shape. Nice views of Hudson from path. Toward the end of the bike 

path, there was a detour around construction and then a sign suggesting that 

riders walk their bikes for the next 300 feet. Hah! As I turned a corner, I 

could see why - there was a small pond crossing the trail, roughly 100 feet 

wide, that had accumulated from a recent rain storm. I figured that wasn’t 

enough to stop me, so lifted up my feet to avoid getting them wet and plowed 

through. I had just enough momentum to make it to the other side. Didn’t want to 

end the tour with soaking wet feet!

Now in downtown Albany, couldn’t follow the cue sheet directions, but it didn’t 

matter as I could see the State Capitol looming large at the top of a large hill 

(last one of the trip)! Made it to the top and rounded a corner to see the "Egg" 

and hear applause from the gathered FANY troops. What a great feeling! It also 

felt good not to be the last one. Made it in around 11:40 a.m. My wife and kids 

joined me about half an hour later. Great to see them and get big hugs and 

kisses. Alex and Lauren had made big signs for me, which was also a big lift. 

And our car got a flat as Monique was parking, a fitting end to my trip! (No 

flats on my bike today, guess the new tire worked).

In hindsight, I wish I could have ridden with Gary, John and Chris in honor of 

our marathon day on Tuesday, easily the most memorable and rewarding day of the 

trip for me. Somehow I had it in my head that everyone would get a chance to say 

good-bye at the end of the trip. As it turned out, that wasn’t possible as 

people arrived at different times and left at different times. My kids were 

running on fumes when they arrived so we had to go get lunch right away. Luckily 

I at least saw John riding by while at the restaurant and Karen was kind enough 

to let me say good-bye to him on her cell phone. By the time I got back, 

everyone had gone, so I never had a chance to say good-bye properly to Chris or 

Gary. Saw Karen, gave her a big hug, and thanked her for a great trip. Parting 

truly is such sweet sorrow.

