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 -ÉËÅȭÓ -ÁÎÉÆÅÓÔÏ  

 

 

Welcome to Iggy SÍÁÌÌÓȭÓ 3ÅÃÒÅÔ 3ÐÏÔÓȠ !Î !ÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÒȭÓ 'ÕÉÄÅ ÔÏ 

Biking NYC. This bike guide is a guide for explorers. Adventurers. 

Or for people who wish to explore but rather just read about it in 

ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ Ï×Î ÈÏÍÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ 'Ï ÏÎ 

ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÓȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÆÉÎÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔÙ ÍÁÎÍÁÄÅ ÃÉÔÙ 

entrap you in the manmade hustle and bustle and brick and steel. 

)ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÓÕÃÃÕÍÂ to defeat to the concrete jungle. To 

mistaken quality of life with what supermarkets and restaurants 

are in your neighborhood instead of what beaches and coastlines 

are in biking distance. 

)ȭÍ Èere to tell you NYC is a vast deciduous rainforest. A jungle. 

Thick. Green. Dense. Once off the beaten path. But only for a few 

ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÅÔȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÉÎÄ 

chattering through dead brush. It brings a stillness to the 

environment that merges with your soul. 

A lot of exploring is intuition. But sometimes it helps to get a little 

push from someone giving you the list of places to check out. 
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(ÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÔÅÒȢ ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÒÁÉÌÓȢ %ÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÎ ÆÏÏÔ ÏÒ ÂÙ ÂÉËÅ ÁÎÄ 

later, hailing from woodsy beachy farmy spread-out eastern Long 

)ÓÌÁÎÄȟ ÂÙ ÃÁÒȟ )ȭÍ ÍÏÓÔ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÃÈȢ 

Outside. On some unknown trial blazed by unknown peoples or 

ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ (ÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȢ 3Ïȟ 

ÌÅÔȭÓ ÅØÐÌÏÒÅ ÔÈÅm together.  

(ÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÈÁÎÄÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÇÏ-tos collected over my 10 years living in 

Sunset Park, Brooklyn. For when I need something other than 

ÃÏÎÃÒÅÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÓÐÈÁÌÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÍÙ ÆÅÅÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÒÏËÅÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÒÉÄÅÓ ÁÎÄ 

destinations out based on duration and length. Into Fridays, 

3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙÓȟ ÁÎÄ 3ÕÎÄÁÙÓȢ .Ï×ȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ȬÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓȭ 

and venture out on any one of these treks on any day of the week. 

This is just a simple way in how I see these rides. Fridays, for me, 

are for shorter nighttime casual cruises decompressing after a 

long stressful week of work. Saturdays are for long meandering 

whole-day adventures where bringing snacks and lunch are 

necessary. And Sundays are mostly set aside for chores with a 

little adventure tacked on for good measure. 

All these rides are solid solo as well as with friends. Unless 

ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÎÏÔÅÄ ɉÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÙÏÕȟ "ÒÅÅÚÙ 0ÏÉÎÔȦɊȢ )ȭÍ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÏÎ 

the side of solo. I enjoy my time on two wheels to let my mind 

wander as I weave through the city streets and between the 

cattails and trees. It helps with work. With life. Playing out 

ÓÃÅÎÁÒÉÏÓȢ 3ÏÒÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȢ ! ÇÒÅÁÔ ÍÁÎÙ ȬÁ-ÈÁȦȭ 

ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÉÒÔÈÅÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÂÉËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÅÓÓÅÎÔÉÁÌȢ 4Ï ÍÙ 

being. Freeing. To just drop everything, go on an adventure, and 

let the rhythm of the road, the rhythm of the ride, guide my 

ÍÉÎÄȭÓ ÅÙÅ ÔÏ ÐÅÁÃÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ×ÈÙ )ȭÖÅ ÐÉÅÃÅÄ 

this collection together: to share what is most dear to me, and 

what has helped me through the stressors of life and the reality 

of life, with strangers who I think want to know these places exist 

ÂÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÁÎ ÏÐÔÉÏÎȢ 3ÈÁÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ Ï×Î 

personal private paradises. And for me, that private paradise is 

×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ×ÈÅÅÌÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÏÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÂÕÔÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÎÄȢ )ȭÖÅ 
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learned, so far, that it is very important to dip out and spend time 

with yourself and your thoughts. Let them run wild. And the 

adrenaline, the alertness required to safely traverse on two 

wheels, the energy, the all of it, just all of it, gets me to that place 

of firing on all cylinders. Add in some beers and the day is just 

ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȢ )ÄÅÁÌ ȬÁ-ÈÁȭ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÓÁÕÃÅȢ 

-ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ȬÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄȭ ÂÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ 

green splotches on the map. Or talking to my mother and family 

who grew up in Queens. Or by shooting the shit with people 

ÂÕÍÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÏÎ ÔÒÁÉÌÓȢ /Ò ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÒÏÁÄÓ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ 

straight no more, which is usually some desolate dusty dirty dead 

ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÃÅÁÎ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÔÁÇÎÁÔÉÎÇ ÃÒÅÅËȢ 3Ïȟ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ 

to just getting out there. FindinÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 

ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 'Ï ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔȢ 

Let this serve as a Manifesto, of sorts. To ditch the Ubers and Lyfts 

ÁÎÄ *ÕÎÏÓ ɉÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÔÈÉÎÇɊȟ ÄÉÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂ×ÁÙȟ ÄÉÔÃÈ ÊÕÓÔ 

staying inside all day, and get out there. Explore. Adventure. Bike. 

Lastly, and a bit narcissistic, but I figured I would be interested 

what bikes were used to explore in the crafting of such an 

!ÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÒȭÓ 'ÕÉÄÅ ÔÏ "ÉËÉÎÇ .9#Ȣ 3Ï ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÑÕÉÃË ÎÏÔÅÓ 

on the noble steeds that took me there:  
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2017 Surly Ogre:  

This is my baby. My main squeeze. I purchased this used in 2020. 

Already upgraded to the teeth. The perfect city bike in disguise. 

29 inches is amazing and makes all other bikes feel slow. 

Outfitted with a fancy Raceface wheelset that I later strapped 

with deadstock Schwalbe Marathon Plus MTBs (perfect for shitty 

city streets AND trails! All of my bikes are outfitted with 

-ÁÒÁÔÈÏÎ 0ÌÕÓȭÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÒÅ ÁÓ #ÉÔÉ "ÉËÅÓȢ !ÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ 

ÓÅÅÎ Á #ÉÔÉ "ÉËÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÆÌÁÔȩ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ #ÉÔÉ "ÉËÅÓ abandoned, 

burned, thrown in creeks, ÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÉÒÅÓȢ #ÁÎȭÔ 

recommend these enough!). A custom Conquer Bikepacking 

framebag an ex ordered from Asia for me. Wald big boy basket 

ÓÔÕÆÆÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÏÎȭÓ "ÉËÅÓ #ÈÅÓÔÓȢ 3ÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ ÆÌÁÔ 3ÁÌÓÁ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÂÁÒ 

with Origin 8 barends fastened on backwards, providing an 

angular Nitto Choco Bar style, but with a very long 65mm that 

your hands just slide into (I recommend doing this to all of your 

flatbars. Making your bike an instant upright or drop, depending 

on how you sit your thumbs in the grooves. This allows me to sit 
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back and take in the sights. Or drop in and race up a bridge. 

Highly, highly recommended. And cheap. $12 for the pair.). Old 

Man Mountain rear rack (came with the purchase) sometimes 

snapped with waterproof Ortliebs (perfect for metal detecting 

ÓÕÐÐÌÉÅÓȣÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÏÒÙɊȢ "ÒÏÏËÓ "φχ ÂÉÇ ÂÏÏÔÙ ÓÐÒÉÎÇÙ 

seat. Nose up. Light and Motion headlight (love this light). Cheap 

crappy Amazon taillights (if you recommend a good taillight, 

please write me). Cheap Amazon seat bag for tools and tubes. 2 

cheap Amazon floppy bottle holders in the cockpit (one for 

glasses, one for extra water/Dr. Pepper mixed with brandy). And 

two bottle cages on the front fork. A Specialized small water 

bottle cage (fits my JBL speaker perfectly!). And 1 King Cage Iris 

for my Kleen Kanteen usually filled with icy cold matcha water. 

)ȭÖÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÏÌÄ ÔÕÂÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÂÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÄ 

and hand-sewed vegetable tanned leather over it all, which is 

super comfortable if I forget my gloves, but with gloves the 

ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÐÁÄÄÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÄÒÅÁÍÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÂÉËÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÒÁÃÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÎ 

upright. A commuter and a trail bike. It truly reminds me of my 

first childhood BMX-style Royce Union Caldor special. It rips. On 

all terrain. And the 18 gears to get you there like an adult. 

!ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ )ȭÍ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ σȢ ) ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÇÅÁÒÓ 

ÓÉÎÃÅ )ȭÍ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÓȢ !ÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÃÁÒÇÏ 

ÓÐÁÃÅ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅ Á ÃÁÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȢ  

 

1988 Specialized Hard Rock: 

Purchased this in 2021 to replace my former commuter, a 1967 

Hercules. Just something to lock up and not worry about. A 

commuter through and through. Cheap Sunlite front rack with a 

ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ 7ÁÌÄ ÚÉÐÔÉÅÄ ÏÎȢ #ÈÕÎËÙ -ÁÒÁÔÈÏÎ -4" 0ÌÕÓȭÓȢ 3×ÅÅÐ 

back Origin 8 barends.  
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Cheapy adjustable rear rack. This one is barebones. It has real 

beater energy. Painted all the scratches with clear nail polish. Not 

exclusively a commuter. But it fits the role. And also does a fine 

job on trails if I decide to take it out over the Ogre. )ÔȭÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ 

straightforward than the sloping Ogre. And shorter. 26 inches. 

Which feels it. Going up bridges takes that much more to muster 

up. But with Origin 8 barends reversed, I still have that cozy and 

comfy upright feel if I want it. 

 

2006 Surly Cross Check: 

I purchased this in late 2021 after I got to thinking that my two 

big beefy bikes have been restricting my want (and need!) to go 

for some quick zips around the Verrazano loop, but not 

necessarily looking forward to schlepping my heavy ass beasts of 

bikes up and down 3 stories. Such is city life. So, I kept my eyes to 

the Craigslists and the eBays and the odd ball Facebook 

Marketplaces, which, after a few months, a mislabeled poorly 

photographed Cross Check popped up in the Bronx for $300. The 

guy, who turned out to be a young teen, even rode it over to my 

place one afternoon while I was working from home for a test 
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ride, and ultimately a purchase, seemed clueless. The bars were 

basically pointed to the heavens and the saddle nose was pointing 

to the ground. The whole thing seemed odd. He was really young. 

) ÆÅÅÌ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÉÇÈÌÙ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÉËÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÏÌÅÎ ÉÎ 0ÈÉÌÌÙ ÏÒ $# 

ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȢ /Ò ÔÈÅ ËÉÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× 

what he had. I might switch out the fork for a modern Cross Check 

fork to take advantage of extra braze-ons and eyelets. This fork is 

ÂÁÒÅÂÏÎÅÓȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÈÏÒÔȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅÂÁÒÓ 

bumped up a few inches. But, for $300, and for the sole purpose 

of spontaneously racing the Verrazano loop, I had to pull the 

ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÊÏÙȢ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÈÏ× ÑÕÉÃË ÒÏÁÄ ÂÉËÅÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅȢ 

My Ogre gets up to speed, being so heavy, but it takes a bit to get 

ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÒÉÓË ÈÅÁÄ×ÉÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ /ÇÒÅ ÓÔÁÌÌÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ 

ÔÈÅ #ÒÏÓÓ #ÈÅÃËȟ )ȭÍ ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅȢ Headwinds be damned. 

Perfect for the, oh my God I have to get out of this house 

immediately and get two wheels under me and chill out and just 

do the Verrazano loop after work, vibe. I threw on a cheapo 

3ÕÎÌÉÔÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÒÁÃË ÔÏ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ Á 2ÏÎȭÓ "ÉËÅÓ &ÁÎÎÙ ÆÕÌl of beers (or 

Á ÈÏÏÄÉÅȣÂÕÔȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÌȢ )ÔȭÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÂÅÅÒÓɊȢ 
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Honorable Mentions: 

 

 
 

2003 Cannondale F700 Fat Head: 

This bike was fun. Fast. Light. But uncomfortable. I put close to 

6,000 miles on this bad boy over 4 years. And did a lot of early 

adventures on it. This was the bike that made me realize 

ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎ ÂÉËÅÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎ ÂÉËÅÓ ÂÕÔ .Å× 9ÏÒË #ÉÔÙ 

bikes. Who likes riding and having to constantly look down at the 

road in front of you for obstacles? Big ass tires mean riding with 

confidence. This bike was nearly perfect besides the fact I always 

felt like I was being pushed too far forward. It was like I was 

always racing everywhere. No matter how hard I tried to make it 

more upright, I always, by the end of a ride, would have numb 

pinkies from leaning up over the damned thing for hours. But, boy 

was it quick. Light. Picking it up with 1 finger light. It was like a 

road mountain bike. I still have some Personal Records with this 

thing years later. The thing that made me feel good about getting 

rid of it: the guy I sold it to was seeking it out. He was elated test 

riding it. Bought it as a second for his twin for when his twin visits 

him from Germany. Had the Fatty Head Shok serviced by some 
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specialist in the middle of nowhere Upstate (he kept in touch and 

sent me the photos). So, it went to the perfect person. And made 

room for new bikes (to me) in my small 1 bedroom. But it was a 

weird bike. To be honest, the geometry was fairly close to the 

Ogre, but just on a smaller, 26-inch tire, scale. And that reach. 

4ÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÆÉØÅÄȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÅÎÄ 

was one piece attached to the Fatty Head Shok. Was fun while it 

lasted. And was free. I traded a Jamis Ventura Sport Comp even-

steven for this ride. I did my first beach rides on the sand along 

the coast on this sweet ride. But. It had to go. 

 

 

 
 

1969 Raleigh Sports: 

I found this bike within the first month of moving into the City, 

and the first week of my Urban Treasure Hunting job (basically 

1-800 Got Junk, but not 1-800 Got Junk), and it was all I needed. I 

was still nervous about biking in the CÉÔÙȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ 

properly lock up a bike (I used an old chain and lock I had found 

ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÂÕÔ ÏÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÊÏÂÓÉÔÅɊȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ 
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properly pass a left turning car (go slow, and then hook around it 

on its right side. Never go across the front. All blind spots!). And I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÌÁÉÎ ÏÌȭ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÒÉÄÅ Á ÂÉËÅ ÏÎ City streets 

shared with cars that bully you into parked cars. It is a frightening 

proposition. Most out-of-Cityers note this concern of tight traffic 

whenever I tell them I love biking in NYC. But, like everything 

ÅÌÓÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ Á ÂÉËÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȢ !ÎÄ 

alert. And this beat up junker was perfect for practicing the art of 

City Biking while commuting to work and getting my feet wet 

with some explorations and adventures on weekends. It also 

helped I drove a truck all day and made notes of cool places to 

route out and revisit on two wheels. It was a great first City Bike. 

Bombproof. Until I snapped the frame at the seam of the bottom 

bracket and downtube over near Marine Park when my pedal, 

taking a zippy turn, hit the remains of rebar sticking up from a 

destroyed park bench. The bike basically folded in on itself at the 

bottom bracket. It had to go. 

 

)ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÈÁÎÄÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÉËÅÓȟ ÎÏÔ ÈÏÎÏÒÁÂÌÅ ÏÒ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÁÂÌÅȢ 

All flipped to feed into and continue my addiction. Well, maybe 

that Flying Pigeon was mentionable. But I sold it to a production 

company making Uber Eats ads, and is probably rusting in a 

warehouse somewhere in New Jersey. 

 

A Note on Photos: 

The photos accompanying each destination are simple snippets 

of what I find is most interesting in these spots. My goal is to not 

ruin the mystique of the reader/biker/adventurer  discovering 

ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÓÐÏÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ Ï×ÎȢ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÇÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈ ÔÈÅ 

more picturesque and obvious views, but rather of things that 

you might miss.  
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Really Lastly: 

I included links to Strava Routes associated with each destination 

(click the coordinates!). Data is beautiful. And if I were reading 

ÔÈÉÓ 'ÕÉÄÅȟ )ȭÄ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁ× ÄÁÔÁȢ 4ÈÅ 

0ÒÉÍÁÒÙ $ÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÄ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ 

bed before sleep that people used to read books but now we 

thumb at our cell phones with the lights off and under the covers 

ÓÃÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÍÁÐÓȢ 2Á× ÄÁÔÁȢ 3Ïȟ ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢ )Æ 

ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔȢ 3ÏÒÒÙ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÂÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ ÐÁÐÅÒÂÁÃËȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔ 

difficult clicking those links with your fingers. So, go ahead and 

head over to www.smithpointpress.com/nycbikeguide and 

download the free PDF version with clickable links. Share with 

your friends. 

 

And, Strava Group: www .strava.com/clubs/NYCBikeGuide 

 

For Real; Really Lastly: 

Use this guide as a thumb-ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÄÖÉÓÅ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ 

ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÅÎÄȢ ) ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÉÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 

each entry is isolated depending on the day, time, and vibe. Other 

than that, thank you for reading this far. I hope you enjoy the 

Guide and your rides. 

 

  

http://www.smithpointpress.com/nycbikeguide
http://www.strava.com/clubs/NYCBikeGuide
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Fridays. 
 
 
Fridays are for after work head-clearing cruises. And sometimes 

ÆÏÒ ÃÈÏÒÅÓ ɉÓÅÅ Ȭ3ÕÎÄÁÙȭɊȢ "ÕÔ ÁÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÍÕÓÔȢ 5ÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ 

ÓÈÏÒÅÆÒÏÎÔ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ "ÒÏÏËÌÙÎȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐÙ ÉÎÄÕÓÔÒÉÁÌ ÅÄÇÅÓȟ 

some slowly gentrifying into condominiums, the rest remain as 

illegal dumping grounds for illegal construction projects littered 

across the five boros. 

)ȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÄÕÓËȢ .ÏÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÄÕÓËȢ "ÕÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÄÕÓËȢ 

Either leaving with plenty of sunshine on the clock. Or, if work 

keeps me too long, )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÄÕÓË ÔÏ ÓÅÔÔÌÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÎÉÇÈÔÔÉÍÅȟ 

avoiding the dreaded sun-in-drivers-eyes or just that lowlight 

ÇÒÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ×ÅÅË ÏÆ 

work and just blow through stop signs and red lights, let alone 

paying attention to bikers zipping along passenger-side. And, one 

ÏÆ ÍÙ ÂÉËÉÎÇ ÍÏÔÔÏÓȡ Ȭ4ÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÉÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȠ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÒÇÕÅ 

×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȭȟ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÒÉÎÇÓ ÔÒÕÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÊÏÂȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 

biker, to be aware of assholes in cars or dumbasses ÉÎ ÌÏÁÆÅÒÓȢ )ÔȭÓ 

your job ÔÏ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÓÁÆÅÔÙȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÁÃÈ 
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lifelong lessons on NYC right-of-way law and etiquette in the 3 

seconds of road raged anger. And, as my mother always says 

ÒÅÇÁÒÄÉÎÇ ÁÖÏÉÄÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÆÒÏÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȡ Ȭ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȦ 4ÈÅÙ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á 

ÇÕÎȦȭȢ /Òȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ case, a 2-ton death machine chasing you down. 

Or also a gun. 

Fridays are commonly reserved for cozy cruises through Boro 

Park, Midwood, Sheepshead Bay, once the sun goes down and all 

of the Hasidics are too busy Shaboting to drive their cars. 

Otherwise, and stereotypes do ring true here, the Orthodox Jews 

of Brooklyn are the scariest group of drivers to bike alongside. 

Ruthless, bold, and rude in their Honda Odesseys and Toyota 

Siennas. Cabbies, or Uberies, I guess they are now, in their used 

Toyota Camery ex-mom-mobiles are much easier, and kinder, to 

ÃÏÍÐÅÔÅ ×ÉÔÈȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÒÅÅ Hasidic driven minivans speeding 

to the next red light and boop off three delivery bikers on lazy 

side streets, alone, this year. After only seeing two in all my 10 

years of Brooklyn biking. 

Where were we? Are we? Going? Fridays. Ah, yes. Be it a 

ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÕÐÒÉÇÈÔ ÒÉÄÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ -ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎ "ÅÁÃÈȟ ÏÒȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ 

windy on the Atlantic side, to the Sheepshead Bay side, or to 

either side of Coney Island Creek (behind the Projects on the 

Island, or behind the Home Depot on the Mainland), Fridays are 

for shorter rides, 15-25 mile round-trippers, with a healthy 

dosing of beer breaks built in. All in the name of unwinding from 

the workweek and making it home with just enough umph to 

shower before bed. Or not. And just passing out in all the glory 

and the stink of a serene Friday night cruise. 
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1: Brighton Beach / Manhattan Beach 
40°34'36.6"N 73°56'39.1"W 

 

Brighton Beach. Manhattan Beach. And, really, Sheepshead Bay, 

is a Friday night staple. Road bike, 29er, 26er, any bike will do. As 

long as you have bags strapped and topped with beers. Or, better 

yet, take Ocean Parkway down to Ave Z, hang a right, pass the 

East streets, past West Street, to the West streets, and on the side 

of the Key Food is this Eastern European Beer tap, Beer Land. Do 

yourself the favor and top yourself off with a liter or two of 

Franziskaner or a Gaffel Kolsch or any other Austrian, German, 

Polish beer ÆÒÅÓÈ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÐȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÒÏÕÇÈ 

week out there. 

Then double back to Ocean to the end to Brighton Beach. Or take 

Brighton Beach Ave under the F if you want to experience some 

under-the-tracks crazy riding down to Manhattan Beach. If you 

take Ocean all the way down to Brighton Beach, then you can take 

the boardwalk down all the way. But maybe only if you have thick 

tires. The boardwalk is sometimes difficult to navigate between 

ÔÈÅ ÄÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÐÓ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÁÔÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÕÓÔÅÄ ÍÙ ÁÓÓ twice, on 

https://www.strava.com/activities/5414761303
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rainy nights, with no one around, even with chubby 29ers, eating 

shit when my tires fell into this dip between the slats, almost 

immediately to the left at Brighton when entering from Ocean. Be 

careful. 

)Æ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌËȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔ Òather happening. Busy. 

The Russians will be out in all weather. Bible groups chanting 

psalms, Russian folk song players, one guy with long black hair 

respectfully and not too loudly playing death metal to a small 

crowd, and many people walking this way and that or sitting on 

ÔÈÅ ÂÅÎÃÈÅÓ ÏÒ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ 4ÁÔÉÁÎÁȭÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÃÈÁÉÎ 

smoking down cigarettes. And at the end, when you take the left 

ÏÕÔ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÏØ ÔÒÕÃË ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÆÉÓÈ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 

back with a line doubled long and smiling customers waddling 

away with fish heads and tails popping out of the ends of brown 

paper scrolls. 

)ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌËȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÃÒÕÉÓÅȟ ÉÆ 

ÌÁÔÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÌÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏÄÇÅ ÔÈÅ 

wandering Russkies. But I usually will avoid the boardwalk. 
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Onward to Manhattan Beach. Swing around the road, dodge the 

double-ÐÁÒËÅÄ ÃÁÒÓȟ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÏÎÅ-

way, wrong way, but take it, cross the light at the main 

ÉÎÔÅÒÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÁÙ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ 

Friday night ÁÎÄ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ *Å×Ó ÌÉÖÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ 

ÒÏÁÄ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÅÄ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ 

Sheepshead Bay, so not much traffic coming at you. Feel free to 

cruise no hands in the middle of the street. Many people will be 

walking in the street. Take it to the end, or make a right at any 

ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÉÔ -ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎ "ÅÁÃÈȢ  

I had a short conversation with an old fat Russian man here once 

in the middle of a frigid February. Just shooting the shit. Me in my 

four layers up top and two layers down bottom. Him in a tight 

speedo. It had to be 10 degrees. We nodded and he walked to the 

ocean, slipped out of his tight one piece, and started swimming 

ÌÁÐÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ !ÎÙ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ *ÕÓÔ Á ÔÁÌÅȢ  

If the wind is blowing off the Atlantic, then just briefly take in the 

sights. Watch the middle-aged mothers do their cardio in Jane 

Fonda unison. Watch the fishermen fish. Watch the basketballers 

basketball. Watch the tennisers tennis. But then swing back 

around from which you cameȟ ÔÁËÅ ÁÎÙ ÒÏÁÄ ÎÏÒÔÈȟ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔȟ ȬÔÉÌ 

you hit Sheepshead Bay, and, I suggest, take the right to the end 

where Kingsboro Community locks you out to the true ending. 

Watch the boats bob in the bay. And the late-night fishing party 

boaters prepare their hooks with bait as they pass slowly through 

the marred sailboats. 

)Æ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÕÎÓÅÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÄ ÁÄÖÉÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÏÐ Á ÓÑÕÁÔ 

and watch the sun settle over the Bay. Pop a beer or two. And let 

the workweek fall off your shoulders and down in the stinking 

bay while watching everyone who walks, runs, bikes to the end 

touch the fence, then about-face back the other way. And watch 

the Eastern European men who park their fancy cars at the end, 

all get out, leaving their cars grumbling in place, and double kiss 

one another before acting all tough and cool again. 
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/Î ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ .ÅÐÔÕÎÅȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ "ÅÌÔ ÄÅÂÁÃÌÅȟ 

ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÁÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÎÁËÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ 

ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÇÈÔ ÒÏÁÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÎÅÁÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅÓ ÁÒÅ basically 

ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂ×ÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÔÏÕÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÅÁÔȢ 

 

 
 

This could be 3 separate trips. Or 15. Or 1. Just depends on where 

your tires hit dead-ends and when your mouth is dry for beers. 

Fridays are about finding new spots to post up and enjoy the 

quiet of night after a loud week of work in the city. 
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2: Coney Island 
40°34'18.0"N 73°59'17.3"W 

 

7ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÃÙ ÃÏÌÄȟ )ȭÌÌ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÓËÉÐ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ -ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎ "ÅÁÃÈ 

thing and take a right on the boardwalk at Brighton Beach 

ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ #ÏÎÅÙ )ÓÌÁÎÄȢ /Òȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÁÔÅ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ 

to park it and listen to the dark ocean. A lot of people walk along 

the boardwalk on Fridays. And I do my best avoiding people. Plus, 

) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅally allowed to ride your bike on the 

ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌËȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÎÉÃÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ 

anyway. Watch the stars. One of the only places you can really 

×ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÓȢ /ÕÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ !ÔÌÁÎÔÉÃȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌȢ ! ÎÉÃÅ ÒÅÓÅÔ ÔÏ 

start the weekend. 

Also, at 9pm on Friday nights in the summers, the Cyclones shoot 

off fireworks in the Atlantic. I suggest you watch from this little 

park right before the boardwalk off of Ocean, and near this fancy 

Russian restaurant to avoid all the people. 

Also, check the concert calendar and see if any good bands or 

artists are playing at the Coney Island Amphitheater. You can see 

right into the venue from the boardwalk. And can certainly hear 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6084432188
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the whole show up and down the whole thing. (I caught the 

Deftones a few years back for free ninety-nine like this). 

 

 
 

If you trek along the entirety of the boardwalk, reaching the 

barbed wire end, locking the public out of Sea Gate, then take the 

ramp down, follow alongside the fence, follow alongside the 

sharks with sunglasses, cutting across the Island to the other side 

and then dip between the dunes on the Creek side wherever you 

see a cutout you can sneak into.  

Garbage everywhere. My kind of place. The more garbage there 

ÉÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔȢ 0ÅÁÃÅÆÕÌȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 

mind a little, or a lot of ÔÒÁÓÈȢ !Ó ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ )ȭÍ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÍÙ 

thoughts. And beers. 

"ÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÅÆÙ ÔÉÒÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÄÅȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÕÎȢ !ÎÄ ÓÁÆÅ 

along the boardwalk. 

If you bring a lock, lock up along a fence somewhere, and take a 

walk into Sea Gate past the fence, and kick around at the jetty 

made from Superstorm Sandy debris that the City piled up into 

ÔÈÅ ÍÁËÅÓÈÉÆÔ ÊÅÔÔÉÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÄÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ× ÏÕÔ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ 

Staten Island, the Verrazano, is beautiful. Sometimes a fog blows 
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in off the harbor and sets the scene for a noir city skyline type 

deal. 

Make your way around the bend and out of Coney Island, proper, 

cross over the Cropsey Bridge, over Coney Island creek, and then 

cut across traffic, or bike on the wrong side of the sidewalk across 

the bridge, and hook a left into the Home Depot and snake around 

to the back near the Self Storage Center and through the cut in the 

fence. Take the trail around the edge of the Home Depot and catch 

the view on this side of the creek. I prefer this side to the Coney 

Island side. My affinity for Home Depot, maybe, working 4 years 

in undergrad. The Orange still running through me? Perhaps? Or 

ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÎÏÏËÓ ÁÎÄ 

homeless person firepits and benches lining along the shoreline. 

0ÌÕÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÉÍÅ )ȭve ever seen a Swan egg was in the woods 

ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÈÕÇÅȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÉÎ 

store for some fine bird and duck watching hidden behind the 

Tree of Heavens littering the shorefront. If you visit on Sunday 

ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ Óurprised by a group death-training German 

Shepherds. 
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You used to be able to cut through the woods right to the baseball 

ÆÉÅÌÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÁÒ 

overgrown for a few years now. When they cut it down, my friend 

and I found these Mexicans building a shanty and BBQing the fish 

ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏØÉÃ ÓÅ×ÁÇÅ ÃÒÅÅËȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÈÅÙ 

let it get overgrown.  

Another time, this guy pumping the flooded HD parking lot out, 

got to talking to me, this skinny ex-crackhead, self-proclaimed, 

went on to sing African American style Harlem Gospel in the 

ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒË ÆÌÏÏÄÅÄ ÌÏÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Ȭ0ÒÁÉÓÅ ÈÉÍ 

ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅȟȭ ÔÈÅ ÓËÉÅÓ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ) ÒÁÎȟ ÏÒ ÒÏÄÅȟ ÆÏÒ ÃÏÖÅÒ 

under the Lumber Yard with this tall lanky BMXer doing wheelies 

and bunny hops as the stinky creek rained over the land. 

/Î ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÕÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓȟ ÂÁÃËÔÒÁÃË 

out and around the Home Depot on the other side, past the 

baseball fields, or hang out in the baseball fields. I do that 

sometimes. Riding my bike in circles from first to second to third 

to home, and then racing out onto the bike path and to the real 

park, Calvert Vaux Park, and along the crushed rock trail along 

the creek, through the weeds overgrown over the path, and then 

ÄÉÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÔÏÕÔÓ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅÅËȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÐÏÔ 

some beached old wooden ships and this makeshift submarine 

ÓÏÍÅ ÄÕÄÅ ÂÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ χπÓȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÌÄ-

timer told me one time around a fire he already had going. 

I like this route. Usually pausing by the creek behind the Home 

Depot. Or along the real park on my way home from Coney Island, 

or Manhattan Beach, or anywhere, really, and then swing around 

ÈÏÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ 6ÅÒÒÁÚÁÎÏ ÂÉËÅ ÐÁÔÈȢ !ÎÄȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÕÃËÙȟ the 

wind will just push you home. Just watch out for the rats darting 

ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȢ )ȭÖÅ ÒÕÎ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÆÅ×Ȣ )ÔȭÓ ÇÒÏÓÓȟ ÂÕÔ 

ÔÈÅÙ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÉÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

water or to the woods. And watch out for the Chinese fishermen 

swinging their long rods. Their hooks bending over the bike path 
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ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÓÔ ÏÕÔȢ 9ÅÌÐ ÏÕÔ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÓÓȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ 

ÐÁÙ ÎÏ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÉËÅ ÂÅÌÌÓȢ ! ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ .Å× 9ÏÒËÅÒȟ Ȱ9ÏȦȱ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ 

does the trick. But, again, better to be loud and safe than quiet 

and dead (or with a fishing hook in your mouth). 

 

 
 

Last tidbit here, ditch the full Verrazano loop and jump off at the 

17th Ave pedestrian bridge, carrying your bike up over the Belt 

for a great view of the Bridge and the traffic. And of the site where 

the Son of Sam killed those two young lovers back in the 70s. Take 

it through the park to 17th Ave, and zig zag through the 

"ÅÎÓÏÎÈÕÒÓÔ Ⱦ "ÁÔÈ "ÅÁÃÈ ÇÒÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÏÍÅȢ )Æ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ 

restorations and reopened the bridge. 
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3: Bay Ridge Verrazano Loop 
40°36'37.7"N 74°02'11.6"W 

 

 

4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÁÎ ÁÄÄÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔÅÎÄ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËÅÎÄ ÏÆ 

ÒÉÄÅÓȢ "ÕÔȟ ÌÉËÅ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÄÅÓȟ ) ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ÓÔÒÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ȬÓÐÏÔÓȭ 

that take me from place to place to avoid having to check maps. 

/Òȟ ÉÆ )ȭÍ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÏÒ ÓÏ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ Ô×Ï ×ÈÅÅÌÓȢ 

)ȭÌÌ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÄÁÙÌÉÇÈÔȟ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÉÔÔÅÒ ÃÏÌÄȢ 

/ÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄȢ ! 3ÕÎÄÁÙ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÐÅÅÄ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÓ 

always fun. But get out before 9am. Before the 5Kers clog up the 

bike path. Or little kids zooming in and out of the bike lane with 

ÎÏ ÒÅÇÁÒÄȢ /Ò ÏÌÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ "ÕÔ ÆÏÒ &ÒÉÄÁÙ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ 

swinging by after a cruise down to Brighton/Manhattan beaches. 

Usually stopping at the secret spot behind the Home Depot. Then 

on my way along the Belt to the Verrazano Loop along the 

.ÁÒÒÏ×ÓȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÁÔÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ×ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÍ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÏÄÇÉÎÇ ÒÁÔÓ 

running from the roadside to the jettison rocks failing to keep the 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6147910328
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Atlantic at bay; the salty stinky ocean slapping up over the railing 

ÁÓ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÄÏÄÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÌÁÓÈ-zone and the rats.  

Staten Island looks hilly. But no one would ever know. Not until 

ÔÈÅÙ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÉËÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÅØÐÁÎÓÅȢ /Òȟ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄȟ 

if you wake up early enough on Marathon Day, you can act like 

ÙÏÕ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÉËÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅȟ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 

entire Marathon Route via bike because, like everything else in 

this City, no one gives a fuck. Especially if you wake up at 5am to 

ride the 26.2 miles or whatever it is those crazy people run. Just 

ÇÅÔ ÏÎ Á ÂÉËÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÉÅÒȢ 

 

 
 

) ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÍÙ 3ÔÒÁÖÁ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÒÏÄÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ 

ÐÁÔÈ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ρυπ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ψ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÒÅÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÒÉÄÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ Á 

peaceful go-to. If the wind is with you. If the wind is against you, 

it could be a whirling twirling nightmare. 

Notable spots include the beginning, or the end. And the middle. 

However which way you ride it. By the new Target and the old 

+ÏÈÌÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÏ ) ËÅÅÐ ÐÅÄÁÌÉÎÇ onward to the 

pedestrian bridge over the Belt at 17th Ave. This is a landmark for 
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me. We would drive to New Jersey as kids from Long Island to 

visit my grandfather and I always remembered this circular stout 

walking bridge right before the Bridge. It was a weird feeling the 

first time walking over it. Or, rather, schlepping my bike up over 

the pedestrian bridge. Where, later in life, I learned, on the 

mainland side, where the NYU Ambulance is always parked 

waiting for the next emergency as the EMTs chain-smoke 

cigarettes and gulp down Big Gulps and extra-large coffees, is 

where the Son of Sam murdered two young unsuspecting lovers 

ÉÎ Á ÃÁÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ 

now you know. 

My other go-to spot here is at the end at the pier where you got 

this great view of lower Manhattan floating on the harbor. All 

lights. And fishermen. Always fishermen. Everywhere. But if you 

ÈÏÏË Á ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÓÔÅÒ ÕÐ /×ÌȭÓ (ÅÁÄ 0ÁÒËȟ ÌÁÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ 

ÌÏÏÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÌÌÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÌÁÔÅ-night spot to polish your last brews 

off. And, a keen eye will treat you to the opening sequence of The 

Sopranos, when Tony drives from Bensonhurst to Newark, 

swinging around the Water Treatment Plant, that, if the wind is 

ÂÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÓÐÏt. 
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4: DUMBO 
40°41'58.5"N 73°59'56.7"W 

 

 

DUMBO. Or, the silliest acronym, because everything is acronyms 

in the real estate world, I guess. Fast talkers. Down Under the 

Manhattan Bridge Overpass. Cool. Cool name. DUMBO. Not 

Dumbo. DUMBO. Although LES is much easier to type out. 

This is a good one for a chilly night. Maybe frozen. As the years 

pass and as the City further cleans up the DUMBO waterfront, this 

ÁÒÅÁ ÉÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄȟ ÎÏ×ȟ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÃÙ ÃÏÌÄȢ (ÏÔÅÌÓ 

dotting the shoreline. Building out new piers. Mooring old 

seafaring sailboats revived as expensive cocktail checklist 

hoÔÓÐÏÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÉÌÌÅÎÎÉÁÌÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ #ÏÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÃÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÅÍÐÔÉÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÐÉÅÒȟ ÅÁÃÈ ×ÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÎÏÏË 

ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÒÅÔÅ ÊÕÎÇÌÅÓ ÊÅÔÔÉÓÏÎÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

harbor, all to yourself. Or, maybe catch another wandering Friday 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6396411282
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night soul all bundled up. Or watch the beach volleyballers 

volleyball, the basketballers basketball, the futbolers futbol. 

%ÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ×Ȣ )ÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅȢ 7ÈÉÃÈ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÃÒÏ×ÄÓȢ 4ÏÕÒÉÓÔÓȢ 3Ïȟ 

again, the colder the better. Enjoy the solitude as you watch the 

busy cars hustle across the harbor along the purple FDR. 

 

 
 

DUMBO rides pair well with a pass-through quiet sleepy gritty 

industrial Red Hook. I honestly only come out this way if I do a 

Red Hook Friday Coffee Run. Bring thick tires. Red Hook roads 

are ÕÎÆÏÒÇÉÖÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ËÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȢ 

-ÁÉÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏÌ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÎÏÏËÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÉØÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÊÕÓÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÌÌ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÎ $5-"/ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ "ÕÔ ×ÉÌÌ 

Ä×ÅÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÅØÐÌÏÒÅ ÉÎ 2ÅÄ (ÏÏËȢ "ÕÔȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ 

ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 3ÏȢ (ÅÒÅȭÓ $5-"/Ȣ 
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5: Red Hook 
40°40'49.1"N 74°01'02.8"W 

 

 

Red Hook Fridays used to be a once a monther. Or bi-monthly. Bi-

monthly in the sense of every other month. Not twice a month. I 

love how bi-monthly means two things. But two things that could 

drastically ruin the financials of a business if mistaken. 

Used to be. Used to be because Fairway buckled and got bought 

out by Food Bazaar, but Food Bazaar basically kept the Fairway 

ÌÁÙÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÔÒÉÂÕÔÏÒÓȢ /Ò ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÆÁÎÃÙ 

ÆÏÒÅÉÇÎ ÓÔÕÆÆȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÓÃÒÁÔÃÈȢ "ÕÔȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

know, Fairway was known for its great selection. Expensive 

ÓÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ ! ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÅÌÓÅȢ 

Like keeping the barrels and barrels of fresh roasted coffee, 

ground to order. And cheap. Relatively speaking. Coffee prices are 

ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÕÐȢ )ÔȭÓ ÄÕÍÂ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅ &ÏÌÇÅÒÓȢ !ÎÄ ) ÅÎÊÏÙ 

https://www.strava.com/activities/5750814880
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a percolated cup of coffee. None of this Mister Coffee paper filter 

bullshit. It has to be a metal filter. As to not soak up the luscious 

coffee oils that make a black cup of coffee like a fine piping hot 

liquor.  

I digress.  

5ÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ× Á 3ÕÎÄÁÙ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÒÉÄÅ Ⱦ ÃÈÏÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ 

Food Bazaar is too cheap to have a Coffee Grinder on the spot 

anytime after 6pm. You must catch him before his shift ends. 

4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÒÅ-grind some bags for you. But it might not be the 1 of 

the 40 or so barrels of beans they have that you want. Or in the 

grind you want. #13 for my sweet sweet Farberware Percolator. 

I like to see the rainbow sheen of coffee oil when tilting my brew 

in the morning sunlight, looking like the Exxon-Valdez. A 

beautiful disaster.  

)Æ )ȭÍ ÉÎ Á ÐÉÎÃÈȟ )ȭÌÌ ÇÒÁÂ Á ÐÒÅ-ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÁÇȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÉËÅ 

you can convince someone to do it for you. Because after 6pm, 

ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÖÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÎÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ ÔÁÒÐÁÕÌÉÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÁÄȢ 

To see. So I try not to go on Friday nights anymore. 

 

 
 

)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÏ 2ÅÄ (ÏÏË ÏÎ Friday nights now just for the quiet ride and 

the quiet views along the busy harbor. Beyond Lady Liberty, 
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casting her watchful gaze over you, sitting on the sinking pier that 

this security guard this one time, paid by the FedEx or UPS or 

whatever it is that bought all this land and knocked down all the 

rotting soggy warehouses blown out by Superstorm Sandy, but 

were forced to keep up this one wall because the tired old people 

of Red Hook have nothing better to do than to complain about 

ÌÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ own. Anyway, this security guard told me 

that these divers came by this one time to look at the pilings 

under the pier and he told me they were rotted out and it was 

only a matter of time before the whole thing just fell right on into 

the harbor. And that ×ÁÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÅÓÐÁÓÓȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ 

ÍÅ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÁÔ 3ÏÔÈÅÂÙȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÆÁÍÏÕÓ 

people would tip him for just for opening the door. Hundreds of 

dollars. And how he asked Samuel L. Jackson to yell at him like 

how Samuel L. Jackson would yell at you. And he said, after some 

convincing, Samuel L. Jackson yelled at him like how you think 

how Samuel L. Jackson would yell at you. 

"ÕÔȟ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȢ 0ÅÁÃÅÆÕÌȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÆÉÒÓÔ ÍÏÖÅÄ 

here 10 years ago, there was a large campsite slash camper-van 

village down this way. And I think Bike Kill happens down here, 

now. 

Just bike in and out of the one-way dead ends. Try to avoid any of 

the campers still hanging on parked out in their Winnebagos. 

Some real Heisenberg vibes going. 

Unless you hook around the Ikea Plaza and go down this dark 

ÄÅÁÄ ÅÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÓ Á ÄÅÁÄ ÅÎÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ 

end by default, gated off by this NYPD repo warehouse, with 

hundreds of seized illegal motorbikes piled in heaps on the other 

side of the armed and barbed gates. Right outside the gates is this 

little parking lot strip in front of the harbor, a great view of 

Brooklyn Federal across the Gowanus Bay (wave to Ghislaine and 

2Ȣ+ÅÌÌÙɊȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÌÁÒ ÐÁÎÅÌÅÄ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÏÒ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ 

filling  ÕÐ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÓÐÏÔÓȢ &ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 

streaming with lines terminating in a bunch of RVs seemingly 
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ÃÏÍÐÅÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃÉÔÙȢ 5ÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÃÌÕÎËÙ 

African Safari looking beast of a thing with Utah plates plugged 

ÉÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÅÁÔȢ 7ÅÉÒÄȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ "ÒÏÏËÌÙÎȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ 

Chunky tires will serve you well, here, with these broken-ass 

cobbled together cobble stoned streets. Or, be a loser and ride on 

ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÌËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÏÌȭ ÂÁÂÙȢ 

 

 
 

There are a couple of real parks and piers all along the Red Hook 

waterfront. You can find those on maps easily. Or even pass them 

ÁÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÎÏÏÐÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 2ÉÄÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȢ ,ÏÏË ÆÏÒ 

the real secret isolated dark dusty garbage filled spot. True 

isolation. Crack a beer there. 
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6: Gerritsen Beach 
40°35'12.7"N 73°55'07.2"W 

 

 

My ex-wife lived in Gerritsen Beach before I knew biking in the 

#ÉÔÙȢ )ȭÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÍÙ ςππς 4ÏÙÏÔÁ #ÏÒÏÌÌÁ ÔÈÅ τπ ÏÒ υπ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÕÔ 

east after grad school ended at 9pm, or after a late-night shift 

when I still worked at the Shirley Home Depot. Parking up on the 

sidewalks, like you do, down on those tight beachy one-ways in 

Gerritsen. 

She lived in the only Mastic-looking house in the beautiful beach 

community. The houses are right on top of the road. The place 

was owned by some Mastoid, too, that my ex found on Craigslist 

and found out her family knew their family sort of Mastic inbred 

thing. Who knows? Who cares? But even now, to this day, when I 

ride past ÔÈÁÔ ÏÌÄ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÇÁÒÂÁÇÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ 

garbage house. Even more so. The last time I rode past, the patio 

little balcony that they had jetting out from the master bedroom, 

it either fell off or they ripped it off due to no code for such a thing, 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6453298298
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and you can very clearly see the ghost of an outline of the former 

balcony. Weeds as tall as the bottoms of the windows. Someone 

could be living inside. Squatting. Or not.  

But this is a rarity. The rest of the place is beautiful. And kind of 

like how I feel a Brooklynized Irish Amsterdam would look. 

Everyone has a dock with a boat or a jet ski. Everyone also seems 

to have a Hummer or a quad. I remember the first time I came 

down here, there were quads and dirt bikes buzzing in and out of 

traffic, jumping the curb and burying into the dunes into marshy 

Marine Park. 

 

 
 

-Ù ÅØȭÓ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒ ×ÁÒÎÅÄ ÕÓ Á ×ÅÅË ÂÅÆÏÒÅ (ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÙÅÁÒȟ 

to not travel into the City unless we planned to stay in the City 

because all the busses stop running after 5pm. Gerritsen Beach, 

ÈÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ×ÌÅÓÓ ȬÍÙ ÄÁÄ ÉÓ Á ÃÏÐȭ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙ ×ÈÏ 

do whatever they want. It was common to get contact high on a 

baked-out bus shooting us home down the one-way boulevard. 

The neighbor told us 3 years prior these lawless kids tried tipping 

Á ÂÕÓ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÓÅÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÕÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÄÕÓËȢ 
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And it was true. We had to hoof it from the B at Kings Highway. 

Before Uber. And the taxi stand was a mile long line, practically. 

I once got caught guzzling down Natty Lights at the end of the 

Boulevard with my good friend by two cops who looked to be 18 

or 19. It was the first time I was questioned by a cop younger than 

me and when they approached us, they looked too innocent and 

ÙÏÕÎÇȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÈÁÖÅ ÙÅÔȢ "ÕÔ ÈÁÄ ÇÕÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ 

to do. Their pimples and greased back jet black hair. Their 

uniforms too heavy for them to handle. It looked like Halloween. 

)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÒÅÁÌȢ ) ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉeve they had deep voices, 

they looked so tiny. They just told us to behave, and that it was 

okay to drink, just as long as we cleaned up. They asked us if we 

ÓÍÏËÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÌÉÅÄȟ ȰÏÎÌÙ ÃÉÇÁrÓȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÖÅ 

off. This was the only time I kind of almost sort of got caught in 

ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÒÅÁÌ ÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ ,ÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ 

us what to do? 

Also, playing into, all these guys are cops and firemen. Gerrittsen 

Beach Fire Dept, spelled with two Ts, for some reason, is the only 

Volunteer Fire Dept in the City. The only non-playing gig. Because 

everyone down here is a cop or a fireman anyway. Or is married 

to a cop or a fireman. Or is the kid of a cop or a fireman. 

)ÔȭÓ ÎÅÁÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÙȢ 2ÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄ ÉÎ 

the City. Besides maybe Soundview in the Bronx. 
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7: Prospect Park 
40°39'38.2"N 73°58'03.5"W 

 

 

Prospect Park Loops and Woods and Ponds and Streams. Like 

ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÅÒÅÎÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÁÌÓÏ ÓÕÐÅÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÂÉËÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ 

pedestrians get creamed, one way or another. I saw a biker 

barreling down once, flip head over handlebars, because he was 

ÃÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÆÁÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔ 

down. The kid who ran out onto the bike path was fine. The guy, 

and his ultralightweight BMC Time Machine, were both carted off 

in aÎ ÁÍÂÕÌÁÎÃÅȢ /ÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÏÌÄ ÂÏÓÓȭÓ ÓÏÎÓ ×ÁÓ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÃÏÌÄ 

running out onto the bike path. Broke his arm in two places. 

!ÖÏÉÄ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÏÏÐÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÃÏÓÔÓ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÈÅÁÄÁÃÈÅȢ 

'Ï ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ "ÅÓÔ ÏÎ Á ÃÏÌÄ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ 

plenty of room to navigate around the assholes and such. Only a 

ÆÅ× ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ËÅÅÐ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȢ 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6029952069
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)ÔȭÓ Á ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÒÉÄÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÏÐȢ 7ÉÔÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÈÉÌÌ ÔÏ ÃÌÉÍÂȟ ÁÎÄ Á ÇÏÏÄ 

×ÁÖÙ ÄÅÓÃÅÎÔȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÆÕÎ ÒÉÄÅȢ )ȭÍ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ σ ÌÁÐÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 

ÂÅÆÏÒÅ )ȭÍ ÔÏÏ ÂÏÒÅÄȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÎÔÕÒÅ ÏÆÆ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÁÔÈ ÃÕÔ ÉÎÔÏ 

the woods, turning my high-beams on, and just gunning it 

through the trails until I pop out somewhere where there is 

×ÁÔÅÒȢ )Ô ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓȢ /Ò ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÇ ÂÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ Á 

ÂÅÁÃÈ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ɉÅÖÅÎ ÏÎ 'ÏÏÇÌÅɊȢ /Ò ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏȢ 

!ÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÇÓ ÃÒÏÁËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢ "ÕÔ, being 

.9#ȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÁÔ ÍÁÔÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÒÏÓÓȟ ÏÒ 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÓÅÔ ÆÒÅÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÔÏÌÄ 

ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÕÍÐÉÎÇ 

ÏÆÆ ÕÎ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÐÅÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÐÏÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÅÉÒdo 

science experiment of biodiversity going on, combine with a 

healthy dose of pollutants probably running a direct line into the 

ÔÈÉÎÇ ÕÎÄÅÒÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ×Å ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÈÏÍÅÌÅÓÓ ÍÅÎ ×ÏÎȭÔ 

think twice to fish it out and cook it on the BBQ grills. That, or 

ÐÉÇÅÏÎÓȢ /Ò ÓÑÕÉÒÒÅÌÓȢ /Ò ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 

myth. 

I like ending this Friday night with a nice back and forth along 8th 

Ave, 7th Ave, and 6th Ave. Taking 5th Ave back down into Sunset 

Park, past Green-wood Cemetery. But ever since they repaved 4th 
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Ave, and tucked in a Protected Bike Lane, and the lesser grade of 

the hill up into Sunset Park on 4th compared to 5th, and the fact 

that you can get the best Torta in this City from a truck on 52nd 

and 4th, has me wavily coasting home on 4th Ave these days. 
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8: Sunset Park 
40°39'13.3"N 74°01'21.0"W 

 

 

Sunset. Gunset. Home to the Kesk Gat Koma Ribs crew, or at least 

)ȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÌÅÎÔÌÅÓÓ ÔÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÃÁÍÐÁÉÇÎÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÕÎ 

around here. I googled them once. Or Instagram Googled them, 

and I think they are 40-somethings all hanging onto their old 

tagging b-boy glory days. Like former High School Footballers. 

But in Brooklyn we have former graffiti taggers still tagging on 

their Friday Nights. 

My hometown. Or new hometown. For 10 years now. Or more. 

$ÅÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÎ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÅÄÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓȢ "ÕÔ 

ÉÔȭÓ ÈÏÍÅȢ &ÏÒ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÃÈÕÎk of time, now. 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6439529540


Iggy SÍÁÌÌÓȭÓ 3ÅÃÒÅÔ 3ÐÏÔÓȠ !Î !ÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÒȭÓ 'ÕÉÄÅ ÔÏ "ÉËÉÎÇ .9# 

39 
 

So, this is always a go-to. Or an ending to a Friday Night ride. 

Sitting along the waterfront. Downing the last of my beers before 

I call it a night. 

Checking the weather for tomorrows Saturday ride. Checking 

maps and racking my brain for ideas for a good Saturday ride. 

!ÎÄ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÙ ÃÕÒÓÉÎÇ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÏÏ ÄÒÕÎË ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ 

ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȟ ÁÓ ) 

sip on my beer, sit back, relax, and watch the City hum across the 

harbor with the back of the Sanitation Dept behind me. The Salt 

leaking out of the Salt House behind me. And many signs in front 

of me warning that sewage spills out right below me when there 

is overflow. My friend who grew up in Sunset told me, Ȭ)ÔȭÓ always 

overflowing.ȭ  

But people are always fishing. 
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)Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Ó×ÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÆÒÏÍ "ÁÙ 2ÉÄÇÅȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ 

/×ÌȭÓ (ÅÁÄ 0ÁÒËȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÌÏÎÇ ςnd Ave, where they are always doing 

construction, is where they train and house NYPD police dogs. It 

ÓÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÅÔ ÄÏÇȢ #ÏÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙȢ !ÎÄ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ 

ÌÏÃËÅÄȟ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ $/4 ÏÕÔÐÏÓÔȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ .90$ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÂÏÁÔ ÄÏÃËÓȢ )Æ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÁÌÌ ÕÎÌÏÃËÅÄȟ ÉÔȭÓ Îeat to bike through. Or, really, you can sneak in 

around back by the 59th Street Pier, which is really off of 58th 

Street. And maybe it is really the 58th 3ÔÒÅÅÔ 0ÉÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 

heard everyone call it the 59th Street Pier. If the 59th Street Pier 

isnȭÔ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 5. 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌ !ÓÓÅÍÂÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ 

diplomats or something all park down there on that wide long 

parking lot of a pier as they ferry the guests over to the UN over 

on 34th Street on the big little island. 

 

 
 

Or sneak into Bush Terminal Pier if they locked the gates. You can 

easily hop the fence or sneak your bike in, depending on how far 

of either way the last people pushed open or pushed closed the 
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opening. There are tons of racoons back here. If you want to catch 

one of those in the City. Possums, too. And, of course, rats the size 

of racoons and possums. 

Small flex: I named most of these routes along this way. The 2nd 

Ave Debacle. 1st Ave Sludgeway. Wakeman Summit. Ped Bridge to 

The Pier. Angelhair. Final Stretch to the Pier! Not to boast, but 

ÂÏÁÓÔÉÎÇȡ ÓÅÇÍÅÎÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ρπȟ ςπȟ σπ ȬfollowsȭȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÌÙ ÕÓÅÄ 

Map My Ride before Strava. But found MMR had no community. 

And I had built up a great many segments for myself. But then 

when I made the move to Strava, I noticed the segments on the 

Orange Side were off. Not accurate. Putting starts and finishes in 

Á ÓÐÏÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ρπ ÍÅÔÅÒÓ ÏÆÆ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢ 3ÏȢ ) ÓÐÅÎÔ ÍÙ 

lunch breaks over a few months fixing up a lot of the segments in 

Strava. And, since I did it around 2015, a lot of my work has stuck. 

I did NOT name any of those Jeff and whomever segments. I tried 

to name everything accurately, so I could reference back easily. 

 

 
 

Last item of note: Tacos El Bronco and 5 Boros Brewery. Order 

tacos for ÔÈÅ ÂÒÅ×ÅÒÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢ 
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9: Greenpoint 
40°44'12.9"N 73°56'48.8"W 

 

 

Greenpoint, or really, the end of Manhattan Ave and winding 

around east under the Pulaski and towards the industrial area is 

×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÁÌÓÏ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÏÕÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ 

dinner and drinks along Manhattan Ave, but the real treat is 

sitting along the Newton Creek and watching the tugboats tug 

freight back and forth.  

It used to be really isolated all down and around here. But they 

recently started building a bunch of high-ÒÉÓÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÂÅÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ Ï×Î ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÏÎ ÉÔÓ Ï×ÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÉÌÄȢ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÎÅÁË 

back here to pre-game ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 3ÔȢ 6ÉÔÕÓ ÓÈÏ×ÓȢ .Ï× ÉÔȭÓ filled with 

ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ËÉÄÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÙÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ !ÎÙÈÏ×ȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÅÉÒÄ 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6290168153
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around the end of Manhattan Ave and eastward. So I tend to hang 

that way.  

)Æ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÏÒ ÇÏ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÎ Á 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙ ÏÒ 3ÕÎÄÁÙȟ ÔÁËÅ Á 

stroll along the park they opened up along the Newton if you find 

the unmarked entrances on either end of the weird industrial 

area. No signs. You just need to know where it is. Or happen upon 

it. (Or check my route). 

If the FDNY Station that way has its gates open, right before the 

Spectrum yard that used to be the Food Bank warehouse, you 

might catch a glimpse of an old timey firetruck. The kind that was 

drawn by horses. Stored right in the front of the Fire Station. Like 

υ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ )ÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÁÔȢ +ÅÅÐ ÁÎ ÅÙÅ ÏÕÔȢ  

 

 
 

I also once saw thousands of carp swimming to surface at one of 

the kayak drop points in the little park. And a Japanese Nissan 

Skyline, with the steering wheel on the other side, doing donuts 
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around in industrial Greenpoint near the scrapyards and 

beveragÅ ÄÉÓÔÒÉÂÕÔÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÓÏÕÎÄ ÓÔÁÇÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÌÉËÅ 

industrial Sunset Park down this way. Or Industrial 

Williamsburg. Industrial Brooklyn. Is usually my favorite at night. 

Peaceful. One of the only peaceful places in the City. 
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Saturdays. 
 

 

3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙÓ ÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ υ ÔÏ ρπ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ρυ ÈÏÕÒÓȢ )Æ ÉÔȭÓ 
×ÁÒÍ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ 
the daylight. Or outside before daylight. And maybe not biking for 
5 to 10 hours. But sometimes biking for 5 to 10 hours. Bring a bag 
full of too many ÂÅÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÒÁÐ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ×Î ÔÉÇÈÔ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
explode. ! 0"Ǫ* ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ ς ÏÒ σ #ÌÉÆÆ "ÁÒÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ςυ ÔÏ 
50 miles, here, and if you string a few of these spots together, 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ Á ÓÏÌÉÄ χυ-100 miles. Always remember: if it 
ÔÏÏË ÙÏÕ σπ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ σπ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃËȢ 
-ÁÙÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÒÏÕÔÅ ÈÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅȟ 
make sure you pack too many beers, comes in. And too many Cliff 
Bars. And one too many PB&Js. You neÖÅÒ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ 
be out. And you never want to run out. Keep your lights charged 
up. Bring a powerbank along for the trip (you might be Google 
Mapping your way out of Nassau County and drain your phone). 
Bring cash in case you find a great little secret snack spot. Those 
great little spots are almost always cash only. One of the best 
things about Saturdays is getting lunch/dinner at some little hole 
in the wall hidden away in any one of the ethnically diverse 



Ignatius LoCurto 

46 

 

ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄÓ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÒÏÌÌ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ /ÒÄÅÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
know how to pronounce. In East New York/Canarsie/South 
Ozone, be sure to stop off for some roadside jerk chicken for $5. 
"ÒÅÎÎÁÎ ÁÎÄ #ÁÒÒȭÓ ÉÓ Á ÓÔÁÐÌÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
2ÏÃËÁ×ÁÙÓ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇ .ÏÓÔÒÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ 5Ȣ *Ǫ6 ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ near 
that tiny new storefront Target in Bensonhurst. Stuff like this. But 
ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×ÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÃË ÕÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÉËÅȢ 
)Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÉÓÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÍÁÐ ÏÕÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÓ ÏÆ ÃÏÁÓting so you 
×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÌÏÏË ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÍÁÐÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÁÐÓȟ ) ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ +ÏÍÏÏÔȟ ÁÓ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÓÏÌÁÔÅÄ ÒÏÁÄÓ 
ÏÒ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÒÅËȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÁÄd waypoints between you 
and your destination. Alter the route to make it make more sense 
in reality. Or to hug the coastline instead of the suggested direct 
route. And the voice commands will keep your eyes on the road. 
Or sightseeing. 
My go-tos are almost always along the Belt. The Atlantic. The 
ocean. Warm or cold. It draws me. Yes, I know I can, and should, 
venture Upstate more often. But going Upstate, for me, down in 
3ÏÕÔÈ×ÅÓÔ "ÒÏÏËÌÙÎȟ ÉÓ ς ÈÏÕÒÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ )ȭÍ ÅÖÅÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙȢ 
Having to ride through the City. And having to ride back home 
through the City for 2 hours. A friend of mine tried to convince 
ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÌÒÏÁÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ /Ò ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÌÒÏÁÄ ÈÏÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇȢ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÇÏ ÁÔ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÓÐÅÅÄȢ ) 
like controlling my own destiny. Going at my speed. If I went 
there. I have to get home. On my own accord. Or sleep out. My 
only options. In my mind. So, by all means, go Upstate more. Write 
your own book about Upstate trails and adventures. Or write to 
me and try to convince me to go UÐÓÔÁÔÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ×ÒÉÔÅ 
more about Upstate adventures. I almost always, when biking 
Upstate, want to make a note of that little motel that butts right 
up against the trail, the wall of the motel right there, and then, the 
next time I go Upstate, make my Friday Night ride a ride to this 
motel, and then early in the morning start from here. 
But that motel has real rent by the hour vibes. So, )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÎÅ 
it. 
So, ) ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÉÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 3ÏÕÔÈ 3ÈÏÒÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÈÏ× )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÔÕÃË ÔÏ 
the South Shore. Born on the South Shore. Finding the little nooks 
and crannies, the little trails here and there that are hidden along 
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the bike paths and side streets, to explore about and relax with a 
good book, a good friend, and good beers. If you go on enough 
SaturdaÙ ÒÉÄÅÓȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ 
ÓÕÎÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÇÏÁÌ of summer. The 
real lazy goal of summer. For me, at least. 
)Î ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÁÒÍȢ ,ÏÎÇÊÏÈÎÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÅÒÍÁÌÓȢ )ȭÌÌ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ×ÅÁÒ ς ÔÈÅÒÍals underneath a Glassjaw 
Hoodie with a thick thermal weaved motorcycle jacket over it all. 
One of those tube scarf things around my neck and head. This 
post WWII Polish Tank Operator woolen insulated hat that wraps 
around my cheeks and chin that I found when I used to clean out 
ÈÏÁÒÄÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙȢ "ÉÇ ÏÌȭ 4ÈÅÒÍÁÌÉÔÅ ÃÌÕÎËÙ 
gloves. Doc Martin AirWair boots. Two or three pairs of socks. 
And two or three pairs of socks in the bag. Just in case your feet 
ÇÅÔ ×ÅÔȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÅÔ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÂÅ 20 miles or more from 
home. Not really two or three. But at least two extra pairs. Really 
ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÒÅÓÓ ÉÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ !Ì×ÁÙÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔȢ 
&ÅÅÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÎ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÒÉÎÇ Á ×ÉÎÄÂÒÅÁËÅÒ ÁÌÏÎÇȟ 
stuffed under the beers, just in case. Always just in case. 
If I can leave you with any bit of advice or wisdom or any of that 
junk and jazz, is that you always keep a spare pair of socks in your 
ÂÁÇȢ *ÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȢ %ÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
use them. They are like a spare tube for your feet. A spare pair of 
ÓÏÃËÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ɉÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅɊȢ 
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1: Plumb Beach 
40°34'59.2"N 73°55'14.7"W 

 

 

4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ȬÅØÉÔȭ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ "ÅÌÔ ,ÏÏÐȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÓÔȢ 

4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÓÔȢ "ÕÔ Á ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȢ  

No need locking your bike up at the big circular plum colored 

PLUMB BEACH boarded up beach hut practically spilling over 

into the bike lane. The sandy beach, and its patrons, overflowing 

out into the bike path. But, rather, cut in on the dirty sandy trail 

right after the wooden walled bendy bikeway. Not the first skinny 

one, but the second broader path, and snake around the 

beachgrass and trees until you quickly fall into this estuary 

tucked between Jamacia Bay and the Belt Parkway. 

https://www.strava.com/activities/4208462627
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3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÒÏÓÓÌÙ ÏÖÅÒÇÒÏ×ÎȢ "ÕÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÓÔÏÒÍȟ ÔÈÅ 

mighty Atlantic will knock over all the reeds, creating this 

crunchy pavement, and making it much easier to navigate around 

the garbage either thrown out of car windows or washed ashore. 

Some dudes built these cool little benches and seats (seats 

ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔÉÃÅȠ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÕÉÌÔ Á ÒÅÃÌÉÎÅÒ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÔÒÅÅ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

dunes overlooking the Atlantic). The perfect sunset seat, 

eÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÉÔ ÇÅÔÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÏÌÄȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 

competing with others for the perfect view. 

)ȭÖÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÄÁÍÎ ÁÒÅÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏ ÕÓÅȢ 

The land has been pushed this way and that way so many times 

in the building and the rebuilding of the Belt Parkway. Rusty old 

beer cans and rusty old bottle caps. Sometimes a foily Capri Sun. 

Garbage. Always garbage. The best spots are always covered in 

garbage. 

 

 
 

This one is a short peaceful little ride for me. Avoiding all bridges. 

Usually, ÉÔȭÓ Á ÐÉÔÓÔÏÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÅÁÓÔȢ /Òȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ 
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ÃÏÌÄ ÏÒ ÔÏÏ ×ÉÎÄÙ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÃÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏ ×ÉÎÄÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÁÒË ÉÔ 

here, snap back some Silver Bullets, and brave the icy cold wind 

×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÉÃÙ ÃÏÌÄ ÂÅÅÒÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏ ÄÁÍÎÅÄ ÃÏÌÄȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÄ 

back home for a warm warm warm shower. 
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2: Floyd Bennett Field 
40°35'26.1"N 73°53'25.5"W 

 

 

 

Floyd Bennett Field is a test course to see how fast your legs can 

power over flat land down the old Spruce Goose runways. 

Catching the wind this way or that, and, always, super windy, 

catching that hellish headwind every which way, it seems. Also, 

for getting eaten alive trekking through the campgrounds and the 

old dilapidated Peace Corps barracks and training centers 

returning to the earth. Vines clawing at the walls and tree of 

heavens piercing the ceilings. By the time you read this, they 

ÍÉÇÈÔȭÖÅ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌ ÄÏ×ÎȢ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÎË ÂÅÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏË 

through all of the broken or dustÙ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÓ 

many as there once were.  

https://www.strava.com/activities/5420299547
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4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÏÌ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÁÎÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÌÄ ÄÕÄÅ ÉÓ ÒÅÓÔÏÒÉÎÇȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ 

go down by the water by the big parking lot where RVs park. This 

big old silvery bomber with different pieces missing every time. 

BÕÔ ÌÁÔÅÌÙ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÅØÐÌÏÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÏÔ ÁÓ ÈÅÌÌȟ 

and not for the heat, but for the bugs. The trails behind the 

football field and the makeshift traveling farm that seemingly 

travels nowhere. Or, if you go in past the model airplane strip and 

where all these people fish and is the spot where all those old 

professor looking people are always dropping kayaks and 

paddleboards ÉÎÔÏ *ÁÍÁÉÃÁ "ÁÙȢ %ÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÖÅÎÔÕÒÅ 

ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȢ 

The bugs are intense. The worst. Especially since the City is no 

longer spraying for ticks and mosquitos. Or, at least not 

ÃÏÎÓÉÓÔÅÎÔÌÙȢ ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÐÒÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓȢ 
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I went this past summer. And I thought I planned it out great. It 

was a few weeks after this heavy rain. I thought it would have 

dried all up by now. But no. Well. Sort of. It dried up, but pooled 

up in certain sections along the trails, making it impassable. Or, 

ÒÁÔÈÅÒȟ )ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÔÉÃË ÍÙ ÆÅÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÕÇÇÙ ÓÔÁÇÎÁÎÔ ÍÕÄÄÙ ÍÅÓÓȢ 

!ÎÄȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÉÓÔȟ ÉÆ 

not up to your shins, and the bugs are up to your teeth, or in your 

ÔÅÅÔÈȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÏÒ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ snacking on 

mosquitoes. So many mosquitoes that no sort of spray will work. 

!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÍÉÌÅ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÉÎÇ Ô×ÉÎÉÎÇ 

maze where everything looks the same. Just these tall reeds and 

cattails bobbing with the wind and the grass up to your knees and 

waist and shins and deer ticks always sneaking down through 

your shoes, embedding themselves in the masses in your socks 

ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÁÎÉÃËÉÎÇ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÖÅÒÇÒÏ×Î 

buggy mess. 

 

 
 

'Ï ÉÎ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÐÒÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÆÁÌÌ ÏÒ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȢ $ÏÎȭÔ go in the summer. 

"ÕÔȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÌÏÒÉÏÕÓȢ 'ÅÔ ÌÏÓÔȢ 'ÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ 

best. And this is perfect for getting lost down winding trails that 

eventually, out of nowhere, pop out spilling into the bay. 
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*ÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÈÅÁÖÙ ÒÁÉÎȟ ÏÒ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ 

flooded-out trails, or, will be crying all the way home with cold 

wet socks (a reminder to always bring spare socks on your 

adventures!).  
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3: Dead Horse Bay 
40°34'39.7"N 73°53'38.7"W 

 

 

Dead Horse Bay is my absolute favorite secret spot. Not the bike 

ÒÉÄÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÉËÅ ÒÉÄÅ ÉÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÔ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÓÐÏÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÐÏÔ )ȭÖÅ 

taken all of my friends and lovers to. Or the place I sneak away to 

×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÁÖÏÉÄÉÎÇ 2ÉÉÓ ÁÎÄ 4ÉÌÄÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔÓ Ó×ÁÒÍÓ ÏÆ ÆÏÒÅÉÇÎÅÒÓ 

bare chested and loud at the beach. And, clogging up the Gil 

(ÏÄÇÅÓ "ÒÉÄÇÅ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÉËÉÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ Á 

ÃÈÉÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÍÕÓÔÅÒ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒȢ )ȭÌÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÇÏ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ 

ÏÎ ÒÁÉÎÙ ÃÌÏÕÄÙ ÄÁÙÓ ÉÎ ÓÕÍÍÅÒȟ ÏÒ )ȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÂÅÁÃÈ ÓÅÁÓÏÎ 

to end. I suggest you do the same. 

A peaceful getaway. Quiet. Always quiet. Necessarily quiet. 

Reminds me of the beach at the bay in my hometown. The free 

ÂÅÁÃÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ Á ÂÅÁÃÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ "ÁÂÙ "ÅÁÃÈȢ "ÕÔ 

https://www.strava.com/activities/3462713881


Ignatius LoCurto 

56 

 

always peaceful. Never crowded. Just me and the waves and the 

sand and the garbage. 

A choice of three great curvy wooded and cattail lined trails guide 

you to the shore. Each one different, but the same, so to speak. My 

favorite is the middle. It winds and twines just enough, with a few 

sandy hills and bends that collapse into the bay. 

 

 
 

And, of course, the garbage. The historic garbage. Not just your 

regular old garbage. Well, there is plenty of that, too. Modern 

garbage. But this is historic garbage. Garbage spewing up from 

under the Jamaica Bay from the 20s or something like that 

garbage. Mostly old glass bottles and old rubber shoe soles. I 

found this old Prohibition era bottle, stating alcohol is illegal and 

all on the bottle, but all beach-glass-a-fied. If you know what I 

ÍÅÁÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÓÍÏÏÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÂÕÆÆÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÏÕÄÙ ÌÉËÅ ÂÅÁÃÈ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÉÓȢ 

"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÂÏÔÔÌÅȢ -ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓ ÌÏÏË ÎÅ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÁÒÅ ÏÌÄȢ 

Not beach-glassed at all. Just washed up. 

My good friend used to love coming here when he still lived in 

.Å× 9ÏÒËȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÏÎ Á ÃÏÌÏÒ ÐÁÌÌÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÉÎÄ ÂÉÔÓ ÏÆ 

broken glass on his walk along the shard shoreline and then lay 

the fragments out on the sand in a picturesque mosaic. A little 

stage for dancing fiddler crabs. 
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"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÍÅ 

Navy Marker washed up and now the beach is radioactive. As if it 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÒÁÄÉÏÁÃÔÉÖÅ ÏÒ ÉÎÆÅÃÔÅÄ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ 

And ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒÌÙ ÇÒÏÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÓÓ ÉÓ 

ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ËÎÅÅÓȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÐÒÁÙÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ τ 

ticks on me, at the most 12 ticks on me, the last few times I 

powered through the tall weeds and through the curtain of 

cattails to the bay. 

This one is a real treat. And will, for now, be reserved for after the 

first frost when all those damned ticks die off. Or, hopefully, 

ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÓÐÒÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÕÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÔÌÙȢ 
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4: Tilden / Riis / Breezy Point 
40°33'41.5"N 73°53'41.3"W 

 

 

I go to Tilden almost every Saturday. All the other Saturday trips 

are detours and stop-bys on the way to this real end point before 

I turn around and head home. Or head towards home, stopping at 

Floyd Bennett or Dead Horse or Plumb Beach or Coney Island 

Creek on the way home. But this is usually the furthest point. The 

End. The opposite of Montauk. Unless I sneak on into Breezy 

Point. If I do the big loop around the Belt to the Cross Island, 

straight back across the Rockaways to Tilden, and then back 

ÈÏÍÅȠ )ȭÍ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ Á ÓÏÌÉÄ υπ ÍÉÌÅÒȢ -ÏÓÔÌÙ ÁÌÌ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÂÉËÅ 

ÌÁÎÅÓ ÏÒ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ÏÒ ÓÁÎÄÙ ×ÉÄÅ ÂÅÁÃÈÙ ÒÏÁÄ×ÁÙÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÅÁÓÙ υπȢ ! 

beautiful 50. 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6367885718
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When I say almost every SaturÄÁÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÆÕÓÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÉÎ 

the summer. Too crowded. For those 10 weeks I usually park it at 

Dead Horse Bay. But the other 42 weeks of the year, this is my go-

ÔÏȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÒÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÓÐÏÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÎÅÓ ÔÏ ÓÎÅÁË ÏÆÆ ÔÏÏ 

down this way to keep discovering new nooks. Or revisit some 

old ones. This is my finish all my beers spot. Sitting on the sand, 

ÏÒȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÃÏÌÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏ ×ÉÎÄÙȟ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ×ÁÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ 

thickets of bayberry, beach heather, cattails, and concrete. I 

ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÄÅÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÁÔÓ ÁÎÄ 

squirrels and stray cats. 

The bunkers are neat. Go climb up the first one. Or shimmy 

through the gates and explore the inner workings. The view 

across the Atlantic, watching the cargo ships coming and going, 

and the Overview Effect of the Great City so small but still so 

brilliant so many miles away and across the bay. 

The views: cloudy, sunny, windy, cold, warm, sunset, dusk, 

ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȢ "ÕÔȟ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 'Ï 

×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÌÄ Óo you have the place all to yourself. The 

peacefulness of the frozen limbs and leaves chattering in the 

wind, hanging on, or falling to the ground, gives me a true sense 

of recentering. 
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I especially love taking the trails, as always, and sometimes just 

ÐÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ Ï×ÎȢ *ÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÂÉËÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÉÎȢ )ȭÍ ÁÌÓÏ 

especially fond of finding those offshoot abandoned military 

concrete boxes for buildings. Perfectly graffitied with teenaged 

and adult angst. Some of the buildings buried into the hills. I was 

told by a friend that, when she was younger, found all these 

hidden mazes of tunnels out here. It reminds me of the exact same 

stories my friends out east in Springs and Montauk would 

reminisce about their WWII bunkers buried in their hills. 

 

 
 

4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÍÙÓÔÉÑÕÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ -ÁÉÎÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 

ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÅØÐÌÏÒÉÎÇ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÏÆ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ ! ÐÌÁÃÅ ÏÆ ×ÁÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÉÓ 

ÈÅÁÖÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌÎÅÓÓ ÉÓ ÈÅÁÖÙȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÈÉÌÄÈÏÏÄ 

nostalgia feeling of feeling free in the woods, alone, quiet, safe, 

ÆÒÅÅȢ /Òȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÅÁÓÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÈÏÏÄ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 

ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÃÏÍÅ ÇÅÔ ÌÏÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ 

and bunkers and buildings and catch the feeling for the first time. 

Get hooked on the feeling. Get addicted to the feeling. Fiending 
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for the next hit, alone, quiet, peaceful, free, in the middle of the 

woods in NYC. 

!ÌÓÏȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÆÆÓÅÁÓÏÎȟ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ 

way and into Breezy Point. No other place on earth. Or at least 

NYC. Sidewalks fÏÒ ÓÔÒÅÅÔÓ ÔÏ ÈÏÕÓÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ Á &ÉÒÅ )ÓÌÁÎÄ Ⱦ 

-ÁÎÈÁÔÔÁÎ )ÓÌÁÎÄ ÈÙÂÒÉÄȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ Á×ÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ 

ÂÉËÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ Ï×Î ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÉÓÅ 

to go solo to not rouse any suspicion. But I love this place. It just 

feels ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÒÅÓÐÁÓÓÉÎÇȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÔÒÅÓÐÁÓÓÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÖÅ 

been kicked out twice. But both times were in summer and with 

another person ɉ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÓ )ÒÉÓÈ ÁÓ ÍÅɊȢ 3ÏȢ 'Ï ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ 

cold and go alone. If you have chunky tires, you can bike the 

coastline along the break from Breezy back to Riis. You can also 

bike all the way west and hit the little lighthouse beacon at the 

end of Long Island. The opposite of Montauk.  

Riis is cool, too. The beach, too. But you probably already know 

about all that. No need in my going on about all that. You know 

ÍÙ ÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ /ÎÌÙ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÏÌÄȢ !ÖÏÉÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ 

people. Bring cold beers. And bring extra socks. 
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5: Canarsie 
40°37'25.3"N 73°53'47.2"W 

 

 

Canarsie is a fun ride to avoid the Ocean Parkway slowpokes on 

their way to Brighton or Coney or the Rockaways. Also, avoiding 

all the Hasidics in Midwood and then the Russians in Brighton 

both walking in the bike lane. And all of those flying goofies, those 

cars blindly turning into the bike lane from the main throughfare.  

The first bike lane in the world, historically, Ocean Parkway could 

be this cool blast-to-the-past ride to the beach if the City ever 

bothered to fix all of the sections of tree uprooted concrete and 

asphalt and maintained the barrier between the walkers and the 

ÂÉËÅÒÓȢ )ȭÌÌ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÒÉÄÅÓ ÁÌÏÎÇ /ÃÅÁÎ ÆÏÒ &ÒÉÄÁÙ 

ÎÉÇÈÔÓȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ )ȭÍ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÕÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÎ Á 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȢ /ÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅȟ )ȭÌÌ 

avoid it on busy days. It baffles me that the City refuses to fix this 

ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ρπ ÙÅÁÒÓ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÉËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ #ÉÔÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏ 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6348468322
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bike, but this bike lane, the first bike lane in the world, is 

impossible to ride after Avenue T with skinny road bike tires. 

But, I digress. I rather take J all the way and then hook around 

Ralph to Flatlands to the Paerdegat bikeway. Dodging the broken 

ass cars backed into the spaces peppered with garbage bags filled 

and broken and spilling out as a wall on the one side of the bike 

path, and the small yacht clubs on the right, and then hop the curb 

alongside the skatepark hidden on the side of the Cricket Pitch, 

ÏÒ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÐÏÒÔ )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ 

hook around the bike path, or take the dirt paths around the little 

pond and watch the family of ducks wade in the sunshine, but be 

sure to take a pit stop under the Belt and let the vibrations of the 

many cars running quickly overhead and the waves slapping at 

the coast echo through you. I like this spot best on this ride out. 

You can even dip around some of the trails along the pond and 

get a little lost, if you take the right, or the wrong, cutoff. 

 

 
 

)ȭÖÅ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÏÁÓÔȢ /Î ÂÏÔÈ ÓÉÄÅÓȢ "ÕÔȟ ÁÌÁÓȟ 

ÌÉËÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÁÓÔÌÉÎÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ "ÅÌÔȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ 

and that way far too much to really hold any historical 

significance. Just modern change and fishhooks and weights. 
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Also, just a note, be aware of your surroundings. This one time, at 

dusk, drinking on the last of my beers, this Shiesty masked 

gentleman came hustling out of the dark brush and hurled, with 

all of his mighÔȟ Á ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÉÒÄ 

part. The weird part was when he turned around and saw me, he 

looked super spooked, froze, frozen, and then darted back and 

disappeared down from where he came. 

)ÔȭÓ ÃÌÉÃÈÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ &Ìoss. But, watch your 

back in the Floss. 
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6: Shirley Chisholm 
40°38'38.8"N 73°51'51.3"W 

 

 

3ÈÉÒÌÅÙ #ÈÉÓÈÏÌÍ 0ÁÒË ÉÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÇÁÒÂÁÇÅ ÄÕÍÐȢ #ÁÐÐÅÄ ÏÆÆȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 

still an old garbage dump. An old toxic mountain of a heap of NYC. 

Beautiful, now. A manicured manmade landscape mimicking the 

natural. But beautiful. Gorgeous. The governor even came 

downstate to open it.  

The ride is the classic cruise along the Belt on the way out to 

Howard Beach. But hook a right once the Shirley Chisholm gates 

open up and you are dumped in the old dump.  

My aunt tells me stories of how her and her brothers would pile 

up in the back of the old 4-door and their parents would take 

them out to the Rockaways and how they all would hoot and 

holler once garbage mountain came into view. And how much it 

https://www.strava.com/activities/6019109933
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ÓÔÕÎË ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÐÁÓÔȢ !ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ Á ÐÁÒËȢ ! ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÐÁÒËȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 

still garbage. The most garbage. All of my secret spots are riddled 

ÉÎ ÇÁÒÂÁÇÅȢ -ÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌ ÇÁÒÂÁÇÅȢ  

This is a real fun one. Real gravel grinding. Manicured and new. 

Tire chewing steep trails with the best views of JFK, the 

Rockaways, ManhÁÔÔÁÎȟ 3ÔÁÔÅÎ )ÓÌÁÎÄȟ 1ÕÅÅÎÓȟ "ÒÏÏËÌÙÎȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ 

on top of the world in Shirley Chisholm. But, really, just on top of 

a rotting heap of garbage. This place is great. Quiet. Vast.  

I suggest exploring eastern Shirley opposed to western Shirley. 

Eastern Shirley is higher up and far enough east from Starrett 

City for unobstructed views into Manhattan. And the quiet of the 

encompassing Skydome (this manmade natural amphitheater 

type thing). Western most Shirley is the lesser of the two old 

dumps. Eastern Shirley has a clean ÐÁÖÅÄ ÌÏÏÐ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÉÃÅ ÆÏÒ 

disconnecting and just pedaling. I went around 14 times once, I 

think. But please treat yourself up the mountain for isolation and 

ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ×ÓȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÂÅÓÔ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÏÏËÉÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

middle of the week when no one is here. But, for the most part, 

ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÃÌÉÍÂÓ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎȟ ÓÏ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ȭÖÅ 

cheersȭÅÄ the Park Rangers with my beers before. No one cares. 

 

  



Iggy SÍÁÌÌÓȭÓ 3ÅÃÒÅÔ 3ÐÏÔÓȠ !Î !ÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÒȭÓ 'ÕÉÄÅ ÔÏ "ÉËÉÎÇ .9# 

67 
 

 
 

7: Fresh Creek; Canarsie 
40°38'27.6"N 73°52'48.3"W 

 

 

Fresh Creek by the Starrett Towers along Louisiana Ave, where, 

ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÁÒË ×ÉÔÈ ×ÏÏÄÅÎ ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌË 

lookouts cut into the beachgrass and beach heather. And a mess 

of these weird sunflower related cottony flowers that attract 

ÈÁÎÄÆÕÌÓ ÏÆ ÓÔÉÎËÂÕÇÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÌÌȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÄÄ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ "ÕÔ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ 

place. I find myself coming here Saturday after Saturday. And 

then not again for long stretches. 

I usually will take 18th Ave all the way down until it turns to Ave 

D around or after Flatbush Ave and then it turns to Ditmas Ave in 

Canarsie right around the oldest house in Brooklyn, the Wyckoff 

House, and their little community garden farm they got going on 

over there. 

$ÉÔÍÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ &ÌÏÓÓÙ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÎ ÔÉÒÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ Á #ÁÒÉÂÂÅÁÎ ÊÕÎËÙÁÒÄȢ 

Autobody, salvage shops, scrappy shops. I love hearing the people 

singsongingly talk to one another when I bump along potholey 

https://www.strava.com/activities/5341309464
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$ÉÔÍÁÓȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÈÉÔÔÙ ÒÉÄÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÄÅÅÐ Én the throats 

of old Caribbean men wheeling and dealing on an early Saturday 

morning is music to my ears. 

You can always, when you bounce to East 95th, swing a left and 

hop over the curb that is Kings Highway until you get to Clarkson, 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÌly in the Flossy. Rowdy Rebel Bobby Shmurda 

territory. And if you stick to Ditmas, right before the end at this 

gas station right before the cement factory, there is this Pop 

Smoke Billboard plastered up in Faith. 

But, as per usual, I digress.  

Fresh Creek. There used to be this thick 4x8 half of a railroad tie 

looking thing propped across in the corner railing of the last little 

ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌË ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÏÖÅÒÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÅ 

now. It seems like something the Parks Dept would have taken 

away. Because who else would? 

 

 
 

This is my go-to if I want to get some reading done. It reminds me 

of Mastic Beach. Of home. Out east on Long Island. The same 






































































































































