
Michael Fisette Annual Bicycle Ride Update:  Ride Starts Tomorrow 
 
Friday, June 17, 2016.  Tomorrow, I begin my ninth year of long-distance riding.  For those of 
you who are new to us, for the last 8 years I have ridden a solo bicycle expedition from 
Carnation, WA to Pawtucket, RI, which is where I grew up. These 8 years were all about my 
desire to pedal across the United States; to see, smell, and touch the land, and meet the 
people.  Rather than do it in one trip, I decided in 2008 (when I turned 50) to break it up in 
week-long annual segments. 
  
!ǎ ƛƴ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ LΩƭƭ Řƻ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ǳǇŘŀǘŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ  Having finished the cross-
country route in 2015, this year I will ride south from Rhode Island to Coast Guard Training 
Center Cape May, NJ, from which I graduated 40 years ago.  ¢ƘŜƴΣ LΩƭƭ ƘŜŀŘ ƴƻǊǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀǇŜ 
May to Philadelphia to fly home.  IŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ пом-mile itinerary, which is the most 
leisurely pace yet: 

1. Saturday, June 18:  Cumberland, RI ς New London, CT (72 miles) 
2. Sunday, June 19:  New London, CT ς Commack, NY (65 miles) 
3. Monday, June 20:  Commack, NY ς Jackson Heights, NY (42 miles) 
4. Tuesday, June 21:  Jackson Heights, NY ς Stafford Township, NJ (66 miles) 
5. Wednesday, June 22:  Stafford Township, NJ ς Atlantic City, NJ (48 miles) 
6. Thursday, June 23:  Atlantic City, NJ ς Cape May, NJ (46 miles) 
7. Friday, June 24:  Cape May, NJ ς Millville, NJ (46 miles) 
8. Saturday, June 25:  Millville, NJ ς Philadelphia, PA (46 miles) 

hƴ CǊƛŘŀȅΣ WǳƴŜ нпΣ LΩƭƭ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ŀ ǊŜŎǊǳƛǘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅ ŀǘ /ŀǇŜ aŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ   
 
CƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ōƛƪŜ ǊƛŘŜ ōƭƻƎǎΣ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǊŜŎŀǇΥ 
  
2008: Carnation, WA - Spokane, WA. I fell quite a bit short of my goal of reaching North 
Dakota.  This was one of those experiences where you learn how unprepared you really are. 
The Cascade Mountains kicked my butt, and I got beaten down by the heat and ran out of 
water at Stevens Pass. My right hand went numb because I compressed the ulnar nerve, was 
badly sunburned, and didn't eat for 3 days due to no appetite. I was doing 110 - 120 miles a 
day, which was way too much. 
  
2009: Spokane, WA - Whitefish, MT.  Once again, too many miles in a day. The first day was 110 
miles, and I was so tired I could hardly sit up straight to eat dinner that night. Guess it didn't 
help that I got up at 2 AM to drive from Carnation - Spokane, so I could start riding from 
Spokane at 8:00 AM. This leg too was cut short due to concern about pain in my left shin.  
  
2010: Whitefish, MT - Havre, MT. The train from Seattle - Whitefish left 5 hours late, and 
arrived 5 hours late. Instead of departing Whitefish at 8:00 AM, I found myself getting on the 
road at 1:30 PM, and terrified I was going to get caught going over the Rocky Mountains in the 
dark, without a headlight. Fortunately, I made it over the Rockies and arrived in East Glacier by 
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dusk.  Because of mechanical difficulties, I had to return home from Havre, MT, and not North 
Dakota.  hƘΣ ǿŀȅ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŜŀŎƘ Řŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ [ƻƻƪ ǳǇ άǎƭƻǿ ƭŜŀǊƴŜǊέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŎǘƛƻƴŀǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ 
ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜΦ  
  
2011: Havre, MT - Minot, ND.  Success!  I completed the entire planned course. Welcome to the 
middle of nowhere, home of the North Dakota oil boom.  Minot had just gone through a very 
bad flood, which wiped out much of the town.  Miles and miles and miles between towns. 
  
2012: Minot, ND - St. Paul, MN. Talk about Nowhere, USA! The state tree in ND is the telephone 
pole. 100+ degrees every single day.  Thought this leg would never end, but then I got to see the 
Mississippi River and reached St. Cloud, MN.  CƛǊǎǘ Ŏƛǘȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ {ǇƻƪŀƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ƎƻƻŘ 
food in a very long time.  
  
2013: St. Paul, MN - Chicago.  Perfect weather (70's) every day.  Small towns were much closer 
together than in Montana and North Dakota.  Wisconsin was a beautiful (but hilly) state, and 
riding south along the bike path in to Chicago felt like a victory lap. 
  
2014:  Milwaukee, WI ς Buffalo, NY.  Another year with great weather.  Started out by taking 
the ferry across Lake Michigan to Muskegon, MI, and started pedaling from there.  Michigan 
was not the industrial state I expected; very rural and horrendous road conditions.  Spent 2½ 
days riding through Canada, which was very rural also.  First year to use Air B&B, on which 
people advertise rooms for rent in their houses.  First time to see Niagara Falls.  Some 
neighborhoods in Buffalo through which I rode have severe urban decay; abandoned houses 
literally falling down. 
 
2014:  Buffalo, NY ς Pawtucket, RI.  More great weather as I rode along the Erie Canal for 
almost 400 miles, then through Massachusetts and into Rhode Island.  For the most part, there 
was great food all along the route, and nice places to stay.  The economic decay from the closed 
factories was evident in many New York and Massachusetts towns.  After riding almost 3,000 
miles from Carnation, I had my first ride-ending mechanical breakdown in Schenectady,  
NY.  Guess I had the luck of the Irish because there was a repair shop 2.65 miles away. 

  



Michael Fisette 2016 Bicycle Ride Day 1:  Cumberland, RI - New London, CT 
 
Saturday, June 18, 2016.  LǘΩǎ ƴƻǿ пΥлл taΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƭƻǳƴƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘŜ ŀǘ ŀ .ϧ. ŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩƳ 
staying tonight in New London, CT.  LǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά¢ƘŜ .ƛƎ IƻǳǎŜΦέ  It certainly ranks right up there 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ LΩǾŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŘȅǎǎŜȅ ōŜƎŀƴ ƛƴ нллуΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ bŜǿ [ƻƴŘƻƴ 
appears to be a bit of a rough town.  I arrived at 2:50 PM. 

 
 
After spending yesterday with my parents, sister, brother, and brother-in-law, I woke this 
morning around 4:30 AM.  Like at home, the birds come alive around 4:00 AM this time of year, 
and it starts getting brighter shortly thereafter.  I hit the road at 5:17 AM, and took a picture of 
the beautiful sunrise ƻƴ !ōōƻǘǘ ±ŀƭƭŜȅ ƛƴ /ǳƳōŜǊƭŀƴŘΣ wLΣ ōȅ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

 
 
I had the roads pretty much to myself for the first hour or two, which is good because Rhode 
Island drivers have overtaken Boston drivers as the most aggressive.  (Forget New York City; 
they have nothing on Boston and Rhode Island.) 
 
I passed the Wyatt Federal Detention Center in Central Falls, RI.  My mother used to do prison 
ministry here.  ²Ŝ ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ of the 
alternative. 



 
 
Of course, most of the textile mills are still standing, and many looked operational (although 
ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ ǘŜȄǘƛƭŜǎ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

 



Coming into Pawtucket, RI, which is where I grew up, I saw city hall.  It also reminds me of the 
Los Angeles City Hall, which they used to show at the beginning of Dragnet. 

 
 
 
And then I passed the Old Slater Mil, also in Pawtucket on the bank of the Blackstone 
River.  This is where the industrial revolution began in 1793. 

 
 
 

   
 
   



Soon thereafter, I was in downtown Providence.  Urban legend has it that the old Industrial 
bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ .ŀƴƪ .ǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ǾŀŎŀƴǘΣ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ /ƭŀǊƪ YŜƴǘΩǎ 
Daily Planet building. 

 
 
 
I was pleasantly surprised to find that there was a bicycle path which started in Providence and 
went for around 20 miles. 

 
  



Gypsy moths have done a number on the trees in Rhode Island and Connecticut.  I remember 
ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ улΩǎκŜŀǊƭȅ флΩǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΦ  On many trees, the foliage 
has been totally eaten. 

     
 
I figured today would be the toughest of the eight.  It was 75 miles, but had 2,267 feet of 
climbing.  ¢ƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ тлΩǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ рр ǿƘŜƴ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ  I had 
pretty bad leg cramps at Groton, CT, with about 10 miles to go.  I bought some PowerAde, 
which I think helped a bit.  I stopped at a convenience store to buy a strawberry shortcake ice 
cream bar, and could barely walk to the cashier.  I rested outside for a bit, and found a Hilton 
hotel a few miles up the road.  They had tables and chairs with umbrellas set up outside, so I sat 
there for around 30 minutes and fell asleep.   

 
 
Once I got back on the road, I arrived at The Big House for a nice shower and relaxation time.   
 



¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ CƻƻŘ ŀǘ άhƴ ǘƘŜ ²ŀǘŜǊŦǊƻƴǘΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ is a few blocks away.  Ironic, because 
ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ƛǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎŜǎǎ Ǉŀǎǘŀ LΩǾŜ ŜŀǘŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ 
 
I have reservations tomorrow morning for the 8:00 AM ferry to Orient Point, NY, which is the 
easternmost point on Long Island.  I hope to catch the 7:00 AM ferry instead. 

  



Michael Fisette 2016 Bicycle Ride Day 2 Orient, NY - Commack, NY 
 

Day 2:  Orient, NY ς Commack, NY.   I managed to catch the 7:00 AM ferry from New London, CT 
ς Orient, NY this morning.  The crossing took around 1 hour.  There were a couple of nice 
lighthouses along the way. 

   
 
Eastern Long Island was exactly as I imagined it would be.  It reminded me of the Rhode Island 
coastal towns.  The roads were in great shape for most of the day, and there was a nice wide 
shoulder on which to ride.  ¢ƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΤ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŎƭƻǳŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΣ ƭƻǿ тлΩǎ ŀƴŘ 
no humidity.  There was vineyard after vineyard along the road for the first 25 miles of so.  If 
the busineǎǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǾƛƴŜȅŀǊŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ƴǳǊǎŜǊȅ ƻǊ ǊƻŀŘǎƛŘŜ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ 

     



 
   
Either the priest at this Mattituck church is really good, or the wall street hedge fund managers, 
with beach houses, are repenting for their sins.  The parking lot was full, so they were parking 
on the street too.  Not something you see too much of anymore at Catholic churches. 

 
 
Later in the day, I found this nice shaded area behind a fire station in East Shoreham, which was 
a nice place to take a break. 

 
 



 
When L ǊƻŘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 9ŀǎǘ {ƘƻǊŜƘŀƳΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ bƛŎƻƭŀ ¢ŜǎƭŀΩǎ ƭŀōƻǊŀǘƻǊȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘŜ 
of the road.  I remember watching a TV show about him.  He worked with Thomas Edison, then 
went off on his own to perfect alternating current (AC) electricity.  He was quite the visionary 
and inventor.  Unfortunately, his lab now looks run down. 

    

 



 
I got off course by a few miles, and of course it was in a hilly area.  I lost internet reception, so I 
could not use the map on my iPhone.  When I stopped to ask for directions, I noticed my rear 
wheel was not moving freely.  As a matter of fact, it was hardly moving at all.  This explained 
why the last few miles seemed so tough.  Sure enough, I broke a spoke.  I let out the rear brake, 
so the wheel would not rub.  TƘŜ ōǊŀƪŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΤ LΩƳ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ 
forward than I am with stopping.  ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ά!ǊƻǳƴŘ aŜέ ŀǇǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƛtƘƻƴŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
find two bicycle shops within 2.5 miles.  The first one I called was closed, but the second was 
open, and closing in 1 hour.  I rode to the bike shop where the owner, Rob, was able to find a 
replacement spoke that fit, take the wheel apart, and get me back on the road again in around 
45 minutes.  Rob was a lifesaver. 

 
 
¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ LΩƳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜ pit of a motel.  I made a reservation 3 months ago, and sure 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΦ  I was none too pleased, as I was pretty much out of gas for the 
day.  The parking lot was mostly empty, so who knows what the big deal was.  The wife calls the 
husband to come to reception to figure it out.  Amazingly, he finds me a room.  It is an absolute 
dump and reeks of cigarettes, but it has to be home for tonight.   Check out the classy price list 
on the reception window: 

 



 
L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ  This is 
normal, and my appetite usually returns on day 3. 
 
Tomorrow, I was hoping to sleep in as it will be just a 42-mile ride.  However, the cigarette 
smell will probably force me out early.  Tomorrow, I ride to the Big Apple.  hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ LΩƳ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǿƛƴƎ ōȅ CƭǳǎƘƛƴƎ aŜŀŘƻǿǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ мфсп ²ƻǊƭŘΩǎ CŀƛǊΦ 
  



Michael Fisette 2016 Bicycle Ride Day 3:  Commack, NY - Queens, NY 
 

Day 3:  Commack, NY ς Queens, NY.    
 
Last night, I woke up every 15 minutes or so smelling cigarette smoke.  While I planned to sleep 
in today because I had fewer miles to ride, I awoke at 6:30 and was on the road at 7:21.   
 
L ŀǘŜ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ {ŀƭΩǎ wƛǎǘƻǊŀƴǘŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ-mile walk from the dump in which I 
was staying.  The waiters were really friendly.  One told me he was a volunteer EMT, and was 
working to become a policeman.  When I told him where I was staying, he said that was 
ά{ŜŎǘƛƻƴ уέ ƘƻǳǎƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ άƎƻ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎŀƭƭΣέ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ L 
was talking about.  I had an antipasto, one meatball, one sausage and a glass of Chianti, 
because my appetite was still absent.  I hardly touched the antipasto, and drank less than half 
the wine, but I did manage to eat the sausage and meatball.  Great sauce!  As I was leaving, 
another waiter brought me a glass of Limomcello, which I had to drink to be polite. 
 
!ŦǘŜǊ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƛŎŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ YŜǊōŜǊΩǎ CŀǊƳ ƛƴ /ƻƭŘ 
Springs Harbor.  Still craving just protein, I ordered plain chicken salad and a cup of 
coffee.  Turned out to be just right. 

 
 
I rode through some hilly, yet bucolic country, which surprisingly was just 25 miles outside of 
New York City.  The houses were very large and on large properties.  This picture was taken in 
Laurel Hollow. 



 
 
Around 11:15 AM, and I had a craving for pizza.  Yes, the appetite is coming back, right on 
schedule.  Wǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅΤ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘŀǎǘƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ ǇƛȊȊŀΗ 

 
 
My Google Maps soon thereafter seemed to route me onto a freeway.  L ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ 
this mistake in the past, but after studying the map, I edged down the on-ramp.  It looked too 
dicey, so I knew there had to be a mistake.  Just as I was turning around, a NYC police car 
stopped to ask if I needed help.  He directed me to a road running parallel to the freeway, and 
told me there was a bike path nearby called the Brooklyn-Queens Greenway.  I soon found the 



path, and averted a freeway disaster.  On the path, I weƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
in Kansas anymore. 

 
 
Somehow, I kept losing my way on the trail, and found myself on busy roads.  I took this picture 
of row houses, which is quintessential Queens. 

 
 



As I was making my way through the streets of Queens, a couple of things became 
apparent.  One was how it was so different just a few blocks away.  One area seemed very 
ǊƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ LΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǾŜƭǘŜ ǘŀǊƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǎǇŀƴŘŜȄ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ 
blocks away, it felt much safer. 

 
 
Another thing I observed was two people, each pushing ice cream carts down the sidewalk and 
ringing their bells.  It never ceases to amaze me how everyone finds their niche in life, and how 
ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΧ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ   I sure have a lot of respect for someone who makes a 
ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŜŀƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǊǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎΦ  Reminds me of the old days (before my 
time) when produce sellers used to push carts through city streets. 
 
L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ мфсп ²ƻǊƭŘΩǎ CŀƛǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǎphere is still standing.  I was 6 years 
old when my family went, and we stayed in a basement in Queens, just like I am tonight.  That 
ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŜǾŜǊΣ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘΩǎ CŀƛǊ ǿŀǎ 
futuristic.  Amazingly, admission was $2 for adults and $1 for children.  {ǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 
ƛƴŦƭŀǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜǉǳƛǾŀƭŜƴǘ ǘƻ ϷмрΦнс ŀƴŘ ϷтΦсоΣ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ  There sure 
ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ŘŜŀƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ  Disney  
 
Flushing Meadows Corona Park is now a run down, litter-strewn area.  I found it very 
depressing.  Most of the pools are empty, and the observatory towers are now a ruin.  Space 
park, however, is still there. 



  

   
 
L ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƛǊ.b. ƘƻƳŜ ŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩƳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ мΥпр taΤ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ пс 
miles.  LǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƛŎŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǎǇƛŎ Ψƴ 
span.  The aroma of curry drifts through the house, making me hungry.  LǘΩǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ŦƻƻŘ 
again tonight, right around the corner, and then a good nighǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ 
 
¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ LΩƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ т ƳƛƭŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ aŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ уΥлл !a ŦŜǊǊȅ ŦǊƻƳ 9Φ орǘƘ {ǘ 
& FDR Drive, which will take me to Atlantic Highlands, NJ.  CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ср ƳƛƭŜǎ ǘƻ 
Manahawkin, NJ.  This will be a long day and it will probably be late afternoon before I arrive. 



Michael Fisette 2016 Bicycle Ride Day 4:  Queens, NY - Stafford Township, NJ (72 miles) 

 
Day 4:  Queens, NY ς Stafford Township, NJ (72 miles) 
 
My basement apartment in Queens was fantastic.  It was a little warm, because they had a 
portable air conditioner, but did not vent it outside.  So the cold air coming out the top was 
negated by the warm air coming out the back.  Other than that, all was well.  They had several 
fans in the apartment.  For dinner, I had chicken parmesan, pasta, chicken noodle soup and a 
glass of Chianti.  I was the only person in the Queens restaurant, but it was delicious.  They gave 
me a 20% discount if I paid with cash.  ό¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŜŎƻƴƻƳȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 
captured in the GDP figures, and the behavior that excessive taxation causes.)  I went to bed 
around 7:45 PM, and awoke at 5:10 AM, so I could catch the 7:00 AM ferry to Atlantic Heights, 
NJ from Manhattan. 
 
It was a 6.5 mile ride to the ferry dock, so I headed out at 5:37 AM.  I figured it best to leave 
before there were too many cars on the road.  I rode across the Queensboro Bridge to 
Manhattan, as it has bicycle and pedestrian lanes.  Even at this early hour, the bridge was 
packed with cars, and there were lots of bicyclists and joggers.  It was a bit demoralizing when 
this runner passed me going uphill on the bridge. 

 
 
I made it to Manhattan, and rode a way south on second avenue.  It was disconcerting with all 
the aggressive drivers and traffic volume, along with trucks blocking the right lane for deliveries 
and garbage pickup, forcing me into traffic.  Nevertheless, I made it to the ferry terminal around 
6:30 AM.  There were lots of people sacked out for the night on benches, and dried vomit on 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩd have to sit.  /ŀƴΩǘ ōŜŀǘ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ /ƛǘȅΗ  It started to sprinkle, and 
the skies looked threatening.  The ticket booth was closed, and the ferry was supposed to 
depart at 7:00 AM.  At 6:50 AM, I asked someone where you buy tickets if the booth is closed. 
He told me to buy them on the ferry; glad I asked.  The ferry arrived at 6:55 AM, and there 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ŘƻȊŜƴ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎΦ  The crew was very helpful with telling me where 
to keep my bicycle and trailer.  On the way to Atlantic Highlands, NJ, we passed Manhattan, the 



Statue of Liberty, and Governors Island.  Governors Island is a 172-acre island right off 
Manhattan, accessible by ferry.  It was a defensive position dating back to the Revolutionary 
War, and served as a major Coast Guard base from 1966 ς 1996.

  

 
 
There was a slew of people at the Atlantic Highlands ferry terminal, waiting to make the daily 
commute to Manhattan.  Right outside the ferry terminal, I saw a man backing up his car to 
parallel park.  The lady behind him was screaming bloody murder out her window, because she 
was being inconvenienced.  Welcome to New Jersey!  Pretty much the only significant hill of the 
day was right when I got off the ferry.  Apparently, they named it Atlantic Highlands for a 
reason.  The New Jersey Coast was a beautiful place to ride.  For the first 10 ς 15 miles, I rode 
right along the ocean. 



  
 
This was a nice shot looking north towards New York City.  You can see the weather was a little 
dicey. 

 
 
The houses along the Jersey shore (this one in Long Branch) were nothing short of 
mansions.  This is also the area that got hit by tropical storm Sandy. 

 



 
Just a couple of miles from the ferry terminal, I hit some sort of pothole, which was pretty 
jarring.  Sure enough, it caused a flat (pinch flat) in my rear tire.  A policeman stopped to ask if I 
needed help.  Fifteen minutes later, I was back on the road; no big deal, just an 
inconvenience.  A couple of miles down the road, however, I once again had that feeling that 
ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊ ǿƘŜŜƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŦǊeely.  Sure enough, another broken spoke.  It was just 8:30 AM, 
ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜ ǎƘƻǇ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ млΥлл !aΦ  I loosened the rear brake again, 
and moved forward with a wobbly wheel.  I could probably ride quite a distance like that, but 
the rear wheel loses its structural integrity when all the spokes are not equally supporting my 
big behind. 
 
A little after 9:00 AM, I stumbled upon an open bicycle shop.  The gentleman who runs it was in 
Ƙƛǎ тлΩǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ άƻƻǇǎέ ŀƴŘ άƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǇŀǊǘ Ǝƻέ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎŜŀǊǎ ŀǇŀǊǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀǊ ǿƘŜŜƭΦ  L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǊƳ ŦǳȊȊƛŜǎ 
that this was going to turn out well, but he got me all fixed up and on my way.  LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ L 
purchased extra spokes two days ago.  He charged me just $20 (better known as a double-
sawbuck in the northeast) for what was probably 45 minutes of labor.  I insisted he charge me 
ƳƻǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ L ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ Ϸр όƻǊ ŀ άŦƛƴέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǿƛǎŜ-
guy country). 

 
 
LǘΩǎ ƴƛŎŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŀǇǇŜǘƛǘŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΦ  I stopped for a 
small pizza and salad for lunch in Brick, NJ around 12:30.  As usual, a good part of the pizza 
landed on my clothes (anybody who has ever eaten with me will understand).   IŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ 
of me before I started riding the bike. 



 
 
Google Maps is usually very good, with the exception of the few times it put me on 
freeways.  Today, it put me on dead-end streets twice.  The second time, a water utility truck 
with two guys in it pulled up to the side of my bike, and asked me if I knew the street I was on 
turned into a dead-end a way down.  That saved me a couple of bonus miles.  Also with Google 
Maps, when you select bicycle as the method of transportation, it tries to keep you off the 
busiest roads, often times routing me through neighborhoods and trails.  Today it put me on an 
unpaved trail.  I like to stay off unpaved trails, but I got on it (that is, right after I sat on a bench 
to finish my two pieces of uneaten pepperoni pizza).  After a couple of miles, the trail dead-
ended and I found myself riding on a path through the woods in Bayville. 

 



I soon came to a parking lot and asked a couple of guys how to get back on the main road.  It 
was at this point that it started raining hard.  I rode a few more miles until the sky opened 
up.  It was pouring and hailing.  L ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜ ǊƛŘŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘōƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛƴ 
such a situation, and it said to pull in for a slice of pepperoni pizza, which I did.  Ken, the pizzeria 
owner in Lanoka Harbor, and I had a nice talk about bike riding and how he one rode up to the 
area where New York, Pennsylvania and New Jersey intersect.  He made it a point to come out 
from behind the counter to pose for the photo.  It was a great slice, and just $2.00.  Food is so 
much cheaper on the east coast. 

 
 
I was starting to get cold because I was wet and the pizzeria had the air conditioning running, so 
I figured it best to hit the road.  It felt good going back outside to the warm air.  I could see 
lightning up ahead, but fortunately that moved out to sea before I got there.  This was my last 
stop of the day, so I powered on to Manahawkin, where I am staying for the night in another 
AirBNB rental.  
 
The owners texted me that they would not be home when I arrived, but the key would be 
under the little Buddha statue by the front door.  I was to be careful not to let the two cats 
out.  Oh, and the husband forgot to feed the cats, so if I could take the half a can of soft food in 
the refrigerator and mix it with a spoonful of dry food, that would be appreciated.  When I got 
to the front door around 5:15 PM, I saw one loud and hungry cat looking out the window. 

 



 
²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘΦ  My legs are feeling good; the lactic acid in 
my quadriceps has finally been cleared out.  I make sure to drink lots of Gatorade fruit 
punch.  My room tonight is just fine, and I have a private bathroom.  ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ƳŜ 
breakfast in the morning.  LΩƭƭ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘomorrow morning, as I only have to ride around 50 miles 
to Atlantic City.  LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀ ŘƛǊŜŎǘ ǊƻǳǘŜ ōȅ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊƛŘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ DŀǊŘŜƴ 
State Turnpike.  Rather, I have to ride several miles to the west to cross the Mullica River. 
 
Tonight, I walked 2 miles round-trip to dinner.  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ aŀƴŜǊŀΩǎΦ  I 
had a bowl of chowder and chicken francaise.  The chowder was more of a bisque, but the 
chicken francaise and angel hair pasta were fantastic.  I ordered a glass of wine, but the waiter 
told me the restaurant is BYOB.  I asked if that was because the liquor license was so costly, and 
he replied that is the case.  I told him I heard stories of them costing $100,000; he replied that 
was on the very low end.  It really irks me that the Government does this to small business 
owners, whose profitability would be so much higher if they could serve liquor.  I understand 
ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǇǊƻŦƛǘ ƳŀǊƎƛƴ ƛƴ ŦƻƻŘΦ  ! ǘŀōƭŜ ŀŘƧŀŎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜ 
a glass of wine, so they insisted I take a glass from the bottle they brought with them.  See, 
people are usually pretty nice, even in New Jersey.  !ǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘΩǎ м-year 
anniversary, they were giving 15% off.  aȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ Ŏƻǎǘ Ϸмт ǿƛǘƘ ǘŀȄΧ ǳƴbelievably 
inexpensive!  I made sure to give an over-generous tip. 
 
¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΧ 
  



Michael Fisette 2016 Bicycle Ride Day 5:  Stafford Township, NJ - Atlantic City, NJ (51 miles) 
 

Day 5:  Stafford Township, NJ ς Atlantic City, NJ (51 miles) 
 
[ŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ accommodations were excellent.  The bed was comfy, it was quiet, and there was 
no cigarette smoke.  For what more could I ask?  I had to leave the bedroom door ajar, because 
the two cats wanted to visit me throughout the night.  I hope my cat, Sally, does not see this 
picture of the black cat rubbing on my foot.  She also wanted me to keep my arm around her in 
bed. 

 
 
I slept in until 7:40, which felt really good.  Greg, one of the homeowners, made me poached 
eggs over toast with diced onions and tomatoes.  It was a very good, fancy breakfast for 
me.  Greg is also a bicycle rider, so he gave me some tips on which roads to take to avoid 
traffic.   
 
I got on the road at 9:23 AM.  !ǎ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ǿǊƛǘŜ-up, I had to head inland to get 
to a non-freeway bridge to cross the waterway.  The wind was pretty strong out of the west, so 
I faced a headwind for half the day, until turning south and then back east towards Atlantic 
City.   The sun was very strong, and the sky was clear. 
 
Most of my day was spent riding through the area known as the Pine Barrens.  Greg was telling 
me the Pine Lands were first settled by the Hessians, after the Revolutionary War.  The Hessians 
were German soldiers hired by the British to fight against the American rebels.  Being as this 
area is still sparsely settled, they sure picked a good place to lay low.  The roads were very 
straight and went on for miles, with gentle hills.  ¢ƘŜ ǇƛƴŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ нлΩ ǘŀƭƭΤ ƻǳǊ 
Douglas Firs, Cedars and Hemlocks would laugh at such poor specimens. 


