The Great Big FANY Ride 2001

1. Travel Day 

Five of us met in Rhinecliff to take Amtrak to Niagara Falls. The total to be 

cycled is 500 miles in 7 days across the state of NY. The train ride was long - 

7.5 hours. There were 16 cyclists on board & we were trying to guess who the 

other 11 were. 

We arrive late, it's dark & we ride 2 miles to the Niagara Falls High School 

where we meet with others in our group. There's a total of 41 on the first FANY 

ride, ranging from age 9 to 67. We pitch our tents and rest for our 90 mile day 

tomorrow, but there's a noisy factory of some sort nearby to keep us from a 

quiet slumber. Earplugs were on the "things to bring" list... 

Day 1 (90 miles- Niagara Falls to LeRoy)

It starts out raining lightly around 6:30 a.m., but the early risers are already 

packed & ready to go, so our gear is dry. Many decide first to grab breakfast in 

town near Niagara Falls, about 5 miles away. The roads are empty at this hour. 

It's misty at the falls, which are so loud you can hear them about mile before 

you arrive. It's not so bad riding in the light rain. We do about 95 miles total 

(with the trip to the falls) under cloudy skies, but it only rains a bit in the 

morning. 

Our first hill is about 80 miles into the ride! Nothing but flat stretches of 

road and fields of cabbage, corn, wheat. We cycle along the Erie Canal through a 

bunch of small towns: Lockport, Gasport, Middleport, Medina, Albion, Elba (onion 

capital of the world), to LeRoy (Jello capital of the world), where we camp 

behind the Community Center and swim in the pool. Local musicians play big band 

music for us after dinner. 

People are tired. It's windy on the flat stretches. We get to know some of the 

other cyclists a bit. There's a woman with her 9 & 11 year old boys who actually 

cycled 64 miles on mountain bikes before the sag wagon picked them up. Four 

people crashed on railroad tracks, one woman breaking her thumb and wrist. Her 

trip is over already. 

We have a traveling bicycle repair shop with us at camp tonight, "Gears to You." 

It's quite an operation and the group kept him busy with repairs, cleanings, 

etc. Another big selling point of this trip is the free Saranac beer & soda 

available to us each night at the campsites... 

Day 2 (85 miles - LeRoy to Waterloo)

Sleeping last night was better, but there was an idling train nearby all night. 

Some of us were up by 5:15 and out by 6:00. The early birds have established 

themselves. 

Today was incredibly hot and humid, apparently one of the hottest days of the 

year. We passed signs that said 95-97 degrees. The road was so hot that oil 

bubbles popped under your bike tires. Still pretty flat riding through mostly 

farmlands to the Finger Lake area through Canandagua, Gorham, Geneva to 

Waterloo, Home of Memorial Day.. 

A couple of wrong turns can easily add 10 to 15 extra miles onto a long day, as 

many of us have already learned. Local people are incredibly helpful, friendly 

and interested to know where we're going. Sometimes it's hard to believe we're 

still in NY. In a small town called Stanley, refreshments (twinkies) were 

provided by two elderly women at the firehouse. One of the locals told me "Lady, 

we have no store, no pay phone, we JUST got a pop machine, and nobody lives here 

but old people." We also passed a lot of homes that were part of the underground 

railroad. Someone talked about trap doors and secret floors in one of the 

buildings they were in. One wrong turn took a group past a cluster of Mennonites 

(look like Amish), working in the fields. The children turned & ran away when 

asked for directions. 

Many were totally drained tonight by the day's heat and mileage. Tonight there 

was a little league game going on to lull us to sleep...

Day 3 (Waterloo to Marcellus - 65 miles)

Our first hilly day! Almost everyone was up early today, maybe finally realizing 

you need to get the mileage in before the heat sets in. What a head wind leaving 

today. It was very discouraging for those already a bit sore starting out this 

way. You had to pace line. We rode around Cayuga Lake, past tons of wineries, 

had some great views of the lake, the sunrise, and a newly paved road with a 

great downhill. It was one of those special moments that reinforces your love of 

cycling. A lot of folks did the wine tours, and some got a head start to 

Skaneateles to swim in the lake. 

It poured today and we're sleeping in the gym at the high school in Marcellus 

because of severe thunderstorm warnings. The snores will echo off the walls 

tonight and now the ear plugs on the "things to bring" list make a lot of sense. 

By now we're getting to know each other; who snores, who gets up to pee, who 

likes big breakfasts, who hates mornings, who's the last in at night. We have a 

nice group, with the oldest riders probably among the strongest. Auggie is 67 

years old & cycled from Binghamton to Niagara. He's riding 500 miles with us & 

then back to Binghamton, for a total of about 950 miles. Plus he's carrying his 

gear on an ancient Schwinn. What a role model, teaching me to roll my leftover 

pancakes up in the diner's place mat to eat 20 miles down the road. 

Day 4 (Marcellus to Sherburne - 65 miles)

It ended up not raining, so the humidity is still with us. We left Marcellus 

with a climb. The hills are with us now. Seems like all the towns are in 

valleys, descending into them and climbing out of them. We rode around Ostic 

Lake, through Amber, Tullyl, Fabius, New Woodstock, Georgetown, Smyrna, to 

Sherburne. Reports of a wandering cow on the route circulated tonight. Nothing 

but farms and villages, lots of mean dogs chasing us, making us ride faster. 

Two mishaps today. I'm embarrassed to say I didn't tighten my rear quick release 

and my rear wheel popped off when I stood up to climb. My pedals locked, the 

wheel jammed into the frame and I fell, feet clipped, into the road, cracking my 

helmet in 3 places, but uninjured. Rule of thumb: always check your quick 

releases and always wear a helmet. 

Later, Karl from Staten Island broke his frame, so the rear wheel is no longer 

attached. He was riding in camp, his chain came off, he kept pedaling, the 

derailer flipped over, breaking the aluminum Specialized frame. We had a funeral 

for his bike. Another rule of thumb: stop pedaling when your chain jams. 

We stayed at the High School in Sherburne, where the local paper had a headline 

about 400 cyclists coming through town. There ended up only being 40 of us, and 

we joked about the discrepancy. Initially the organizers were thinking BIG, but 

I'm glad we had a small group, as it's easier to manage camp, showers and the 

sag wagon. 

Day 5 (Sherburne to Cobelskill - 80 hilly miles)

It started raining about 9:00 p.m. last night & continued until about 8:30 a.m. 

today. It poured for most of the night. Our tents are drenched, but our bikes 

are dry, under the overhang of the school. Two local women were kind enough to 

come in at 5:00 this morning to make us a great breakfast in the school 

cafeteria. We had a long, leisurely breakfast. They even wrapped oranges in 

little plastic bags to take on the road, complete with Gatorade. We all got a 

late start today, prolonging riding on the wet, hilly roads, but the clouds are 

better than the oppressive heat of the past few days. 

The days just keep getting better. It's about 20 degrees cooler now and we have 

fantastic views of the hills and clouds. There was about a 5 mile climb out of 

Sherburne, with an option to cut 7 miles off the day by taking another climb. It 

was the hilliest day by far, taking Rt. 80 to Cooperstown. One of our cyclists 

did 54 mph on a decent. It's kind of nice being on one road for such a long 

stretch, not worrying about making a wrong turn. Karl's bike was reassembled on 

a loaner frame in Cooperstown and he made up the mileage on the loaner frame. 

We camped tonight at the fairgrounds in Cobleskill. The local firefighters 

grilled for us and it was great. We all hit the tents early, only to be awaked 

by a train at 2:00 a.m. blowing through about 100 feet away from our campsite. 

It was like a scene from "My Cousin Vinny." Ear plugs wouldn't have mattered. 

The earth shook. 

Day 6 (Cobelskill to Valatia - 75 miles) 

Another great morning, cool and clear. We had numb fingers and long sleeved 

jerseys on to start. We rode into town for an early breakfast, where I noticed 

others rolling up their leftover pancakes. Today's route took us past many Civil 

War historical homes, under a covered bridge, through Gallupville and into 

Thatcher Park, which has gorgeous views of the mountains. After the scenic 

overlook there was a 5 mile downhill, then we navigated our way closer to 

Albany. The route had been perfect up until this point. 

There was only 7 miles of riding through Albany, but it was a long, awful 7 

miles, with tons of glass (there were several flats), potholes, trucks 

everywhere. We were near the port of Albany and a wrong turn took me and Gary, a 

6 foot 3 guy on a recumbent into the ghetto. Had I been alone, it would've been 

truly frightening. I was pelted with crab apples from a group hanging out in 

front of a WAGE office (Working to Achieve Gainful Employment). Lucky for me, 

not only were they unemployed, but they were lousy shots as well. (Editor's 

Note: Whew! That was definitely a wrong turn! Wanting to redeem Albany's 

somewhat tarnished image, the route for The Great Big FANY Ride 2002 is 

COMPLETELY changed from last year, and will end in a different part of Albany 

altogether, nowhere near a crab apple.)

We crossed the Hudson on the Dunn Memorial Bridge and worked our way back on 

rural roads to Valatia (Columbia County). We're staying on the lawn of a B&B in 

town, on the corner of a busy road. There's a swimming hole, but it's not 

sweltering today. 

The innkeeper played his fiddle for us tonight, and we all went to bed listening 

to drunken locals party and drive their Harley's up and down the street for most 

of the night. I had earplugs tonight, which didn't help much. 

Day 7 (Valatie to Millerton - 46 miles)

Lots of early risers today, although between the noise from the traffic and 

party, no one probably fell into a good sleep. Another cold morning, but a short 

cycling day to Millerton. The route is lovely, through Chatham, Ghent, Philmont, 

Hillsdale. It's good to be back on home turf, and I knew there'd be a 

port-a-potty waiting at the Hillsdale intersection. 

We rode to Bash Bish Park and some of us actually cycled up the hill to MA to 

say we truly rode from one end of the state to the other. In reality, with all 

our wrong turns, we probably did the distance one and a quarter times! Rode the 

Harlem Valley Rail Trail's most northern route and came down past Rudd Pond into 

Millertown. I actually felt a little sad knowing this adventure was ending, but 

we traded e-mail addresses with our new friends and went our separate ways. 

All in all the first FANY ride was a great success. The organizers need to make 

some cue sheet changes and cross the Hudson River some place other than Albany. 

The Rip Van Winkle bridge would provide a great alternate route to Millerton. 

Each night we had either dinner or some sort of entertainment available to us, 

and the locals were quite interested to hear about our trip (the distance seems 

so far to non-cyclists). Gary's recumbent was a major attraction, wherever we 

stopped.

I would definitely recommend doing this ride if the thought of sleeping in a 

tent doesn't deter you. We also lucked out with the weather, as we rode in very 

little rain.

- Tracey 8/5/01 

