NewRoc HOG–Since 2006!
First Tuesday of the Month: 7:00 pm:
Officer’s Meeting at Mont Olympos Diner in
Yonkers. Please All Try To Attend!
Second Tuesday of the Month: 7:00 pm:
HOG Chapter Member’s meeting at New Roc HD.
Wednesday Night: Dinner rides. 7-9 PM. Check the
chapter HOTLINE, (914) 560-2101 or Yahoo chat group
for each week’s destination.
Saturday Morn: Early Bird Rides (weather permitting).
Every Saturday leaving the Mobil station on the
Hutchinson River Parkway. Different destinations
each week and a breakfast stop included.
Saturdays: Late Owl rides (weather permitting).
Group rides leave from New Roc around noon
time with different destinations each week.

I See the Light (con’t)
that the bulb had to be changed but this was a first for
me. Who do I tell? Who should I invite to watch the bulb
changing? Should I serve food? Perhaps some drinks?
Do I change it in the garage or pull the bike out onto the
driveway? I had to purchase a new bulb but had no idea
what to ask for. So with cash in hand I went to the parts
counter where the employees were gentle with me. This
was something I had never done before. I wasn’t even
sure what size, shape or color the bulb was. I explained
to them what the problem was and they suggested several
solutions. I opted for changing the bulb.
As with any first time occasion, I wanted to document
this event. Should I contact one of our chapter
photographers? Perhaps the chapter historian? Maybe
the chapter director should be notified. I decided to
just make it family and friends. So with my cats and
wife in attendance, I proceeded to change the bulb.
No great mechanical event but thrilling just the same.
Lo and behold, success! My wife Trish told me how
proud she was of me With the light in working order, I
started the bike and announced to those in attendance...
RP
SCREW IT. LETS RIDE!

Ride to Billy Joel’s 20th Century Cycles:
101 Audrey Avenue, Oyster Bay, Long Island.
Meeting at the site at 11:00 am. Check New Roc
HOG calendar & hotline for details.

Nov 24
Nov 28

Thanksgiving

Dec 10-11

Santa visits New Roc HD: Santa makes his
annual trek to New Roc. Free photo, food and
fun all weekend.

Dec 10

New Roc HOG’s Annual Christmas Party:
American Turners Club. 748 Clarence Avenue,
Bronx, NY. 8 to 12 pm. $35 per person. Food,
drinks, music, awards, and a secret Santa gift
exchange. A guaranteed good time!

Jan 20-22

Adventure (con’t)
helpful, and party loving! They love Americans and go
out of their way to make you welcome and comfortable.
Every inn, hotel, and motel in which I stayed and every
restaurant where I ate I felt like I was part of the family.
I ended up putting 4,336 km on the Street Glide
(2,694 mi, which I hope count for the mileage contest!)
The bike performed flawlessly, especially once the
tires had some miles on them. It was comfortable and
handled all of the trip with ease. The biggest challenge
was finding working air pumps at the fuel stops that
could fit Harley touring wheels!
Would I do it again? In a heartbeat! I would love to
go back because there’s so much more of Australia to
see and do! This was definitely a trip of a lifetime, but
I’m OK to make it a couple of trips of a lifetime! KC

Nov 19
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NewRoc Harley Davidson
8 Industrial Lane
New Rochelle, NY 10805

6th Anniversary Party/7th ‘No Turkey’s Here’
Bike Show: Reaction Racing here both Saturday
and Sunday! Live music, raffles, free food, instore specials and trophies.
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A Dad’s Tale

The next time my
daughter rides with me
will be a long time away
and she won’t be a little
girl any more.

by Rigo Toro Head Road Captain

New York Progressive Int’l Motorcycle Show:
Javits Center, NY. The latest motorcycle
models and accessories. Meet up at
New Roc to car pool with lunch at the
Dinosaur BBQ afterwards.

It was Saturday and I decided to take my
daughter Angie on an early bird ride with me.
At the Mobil station on the Hutch, we met
up with Anthony, Pam, Byrd, Ralph Mirra,
Mike and his trike and Keith. After the usual
filling up of gas tanks and the early morning
greetings, we left for destination Connecticut.
Byrd led the ride and as always he chose
some beautiful roads. Byrd never disappoints
when it comes to traveling some nice rural
roads. The morning was unusually cool for
this time of August but that just made the ride
more pleasant.
We stopped at a nice diner to have breakfast
and spent the next hour enjoying our meal and
laughing over the conversations. At times the
laughter was long and loud. I hadn’t laughed
this much in a long time.
We rode some more and after a personal
relief break, I let everyone know that soon
I’d be breaking away with my daughter and
heading home. Around 12:30, as we passed
route 8 in Connecticut, I slowed down, let
everyone pass us as we waved good-bye,
turned onto route 8 south and started heading
home. As I cruised down the highway,
my music playing, I found myself getting
emotional. I felt my eyes water. I felt the
lump in my throat. Feeling this way I asked
my daughter if she was alright. She said yes
and I knew why I was feeling emotional. It
was hitting me that this would be the last
ride I take with my daughter for some time.
This was the last time I was going to have
the youngest of my daughters, daddy’s little
girl, on my bike riding with me. Cruising
the roads, enjoying the view, enjoying the
company of my friends.

You see my daughter
graduated this past June.
Graduated with honors
and an Advanced Regents
Diploma
from
Saint
Catherine’s Academy. And
instead of going to college
like most young women
her age and just graduating,
she chose to join the US Air Force and serve
her country. This past September she was
tested by the Air Force to determine where
she would be stationed. She left the home
she’s had for almost 18 years, and even
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worse, she leaves me. Destination unknown.
Every father knows the day will come when
their child leaves the nest to become their own
person. And there are times we look forward
to it. But when that day finally arrived, I felt
a big void.
I am extremely proud of the choice she has
made. I am proud that she loves her country
and wants to serve it. I am proud to see her
start the next level of her life. Proud with a
heavy heart and fighting back the urge to just
fall apart, but really proud.
I ask you, my fellow chapter members, my
friends, that you pray for my daughter. Pray
that God keeps her out of harms way. Pray
that she comes back home to her family, to
me. Pray that I get the privilege and the honor
to have her join me in another early bird ride
with my friends.
RT

New Roc HOG Chapter HOTLINE:
(914) 560-2101

Mirra
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Back on July 24 this year, Pam Lind of New
Canaan, Connecticut participated in the 2011
MS Motorcycle Ride held at the Outback

Pam Lind and Karen Butler

Steakhouse in Southington, Connecticut. Pam,
who was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis
in 2005, saddled up with the Iron Maidens
and Band of Brothers MS Motorcycle Ride
fundraising team for the 50-mile ride which
attracted — despite intermittent rain showers
— more than 525 people, raising more than
$36,000. The Iron Maidens team sported
34 riders and to date has raised more than
$12,000.
A special thanks to my New Roc HOG Chapter
members, who once again, stepped up for
the “cause” and donated their time, money
and well wishes! You Rock, New Roc !!! AR
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Adventure in the Land
Down Under!
by Ken Creary Asst. Director

Captain Cook beached his
damaged ship The Endeavour here
to make repairs and hence the name
“Cape Tribulation.” From my blog
entry that day:
“A right turn onto Cape Tribulation
Road and in 3.7 km I’m at the
Daintree Ferry to take me across the
Daintree River to continue the ride
to Cape Tribulation, the last town
before the 4WD track to Cooktown.
The ferry is a short ride on a cable
pulled barge across to Forest Creek
on the other side.
Once across the river you’re in a
jungle! Well, actually a rainforest,
but the vegetation makes you feel
like you’re deep
in the jungle
somewhere. Now,
Continued
at this point, what
last issue!
had been relatively
manageable
rain
showers,
became just a
steady downpour.
Cape Tribulation
Road starts as a
leisurely winding
mountain road to
a photo spot called
Walu-Wugirriga
Alexandra Range
Lookout. From the
lookout you can see blue sky in the
distance, but that’s about the only sky
to be seen for a long time!
From the lookout, Cape
Tribulation Road becomes a narrow,
winding goat path for the next 24
km. It’s a really nice road, but would
be much better if the surface was
dry! It’s been raining heavily and
steadily all along and there are quite
a few washes across the road, none
of which are too difficult to traverse
- so far.
After going over 23 km I came
upon Jackson Creek which had
swollen well above it’s normal level
and covered a good 20 yards of the
road. The flood indicator at the edge
of the water on my side was at .2m

(about 8 inches.) After observing
several vehicles go through, it was
clear the depth was at least twice
that in the middle, and running fast!
Not ideal conditions for a touring
motorcycle! The depth wasn’t what
concerned me, but the speed of the
water would be a real problem. I
hated turning around less than one
kilometer from the town, but better
safe than sorry!
The ride down Cape Tribulation
Road to the ferry was as wet as it was
going up! There was a slight let up
and noticeable lightening of the sky
as I pulled into line at the ferry. Once
aboard, I chatted with the operator
and he inquired if I went to Cape Trib
and how it was. I replied it was a lot
of fun, but very wet! But it is a rain
forest after all! You’ve got to expect
to get wet.” (More from my blog at
http://my.opera.com/kcreary/blog/)

from

Remembering
Joe Cassidy
by Ron Watson

On the morning of Joe Cassidy’s
tribute ride, Bobby and I were
picking up the food, missing the
eulogy. I would have liked to have
said a few words. Since I missed
my opportunity, I thought I’d put
those words to paper.
I only knew Joe for about two
years but in that time I learned
one thing; Joe Cassidy was one
of a kind.
Joe was and always will be a
big part of the New Roc family as
well as a major part of the “Late
Owls.” Every mile the Late Owls
rode would result in about a dozen
stories, and Joe loved to tell stories.
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would tell us stories about his
Joe wo
early yyears riding his small Ducati.
countless tales about
We heard
h
his days as a wrangler at a dude
ranch. He was always ready to
ran
offer his opinion on everything
off
else going on in the world.
I tthought about a typical
Saturday Late Owl ride. We’d
Satu
meet at New Roc for coffee
mee
then decide on where to ride.
the
We’d be on our bikes, ready
We
to lleave in about two minutes.
Then, we’d wait for Joe. Out he’d
stroll, finishing his cigarette and
folding his cane. Then he would
lean against his bike and strap
on his Robocop knee pads, then
don his jacket, helmet, gloves
and sunglasses. Finally he’d start
up the bike and we’d be ready to
ride. At the first traffic light we’d
come to, Joe would reach into his
handlebar bag and take out his
airhorn. The very second the light
turned green, he would blast that
horn to prompt us to hurry it up!
We will all miss Joe’s stories,
his humor, his magic tricks, and
his somewhat sly grin. But I like
to think he’s still joining us all
– no matter where we may ride
– in spirit.
RW

Oooh, a Day with Snuggles by Brenda Toro
Overall, the country is just
stunning! Every day I found myself
wondering how can it get any more
beautiful! The beaches are endless
tracts of either pure white sand or, in
the case of Rainbow Beach, multiple
colors of sand. The seascapes on
the Coral Sea are magnificent! I
had the opportunity to go scuba
diving a couple of times. First in the
Whitsunday Islands (with the most
beautiful Divemaster I’ve ever seen!)
and later on the Great Barrier Reef.
The Reef was one place I’ve always
wanted to go and it was worth the
trip! It was like being in the world’s
largest fish tank!
The people are everything you’ve
heard about Australians; friendly,
(con’t) on back page

The Ride for Kids. Our chapter’s main charitable
cause. I’ve been waiting for this day all year long.
Rigo wakes me up at 5:30 am. Oooh. I was not a
happy camper! I decided to look out the window...

Return to Sturgis
by Ann Lockyer and the Black Swan

This year I went back to Sturgis, SD and had
the unexpected pleasure of spending two extra
days as a free guest at the Main Street Hostel
in Lead, SD. This gave me the opportunity
to do some of the things that I missed in ‘09,
and riding through Spearfish Canyon was
one of them. You round a bend and wham!
You’d think you somehow rode into the Grand
Canyon. Huge cliffs, a snake-like road that
winds through the mile or so canyon and rock
formations like you have never seen. There’s
a waterfall that is just breathtaking, not so
much for its volume but for its height and
‘zig-zaggieness’ as the water tumbles down
the almost vertical cliff face. Wow! Everyone
stopped. You couldn’t pass it by.
Devils Tower was another added treat. I
chose to go the long way through Sundance
and approach the tower from the Southwest.
You come over a rise and around a bend and
there in the far distance is a big grey ‘thing’
on the horizon. lf you didn’t know what you
were looking for, you’d think that it was a
huge silo or something similar. So you ride on.
With each rise, bend and curve, the ‘thing’ gets
bigger and clearer until you gotta stop and just
gaze in wonder at the this geological wonder. It
was a true close encounter. There are vertical
columns circling the tower and a boulder field
at the base. There were three climbers about
3/4 the way up.
Jeez. It’s raining. Oooh. I was not a happy
camper about that either. Rigo and I get
ready. We leave for the garage to get the
bike. I ask Rigo if he has everything we
need; donation monies, key to bike, his
medical bag. Yeah, yeah, yeah he tells me.
We get to the garage and guess what? He
brought the wrong key. So
while he goes back to the
house to get the key, I wait in
this dammed rain suit. Inside
the garage it’s hot. Outside
it’s pouring rain. All I can say
is Oooh, I was not a happy
camper. Rigo finally gets
back with the right key and
we head out to New Roc to
meet up with the other sick
but courageous riders that
ignored the rain and biked
it out anyway. Riding in the
rain, let me tell you, I was not

I spent a total of 5 days in Sturgis and got
to see some of the really small towns in the
area – one with a population of 6! Then it was
off to Colorado through Wyoming with a stop
at Fort Laramie and a stay at Grandma’s Inn.
Grandma’s was so small it didn’t even have
a front desk. You had to go to the gas station
across the street to check in. How did I find it?
The docent at Ft. Laramie was amazed that I
was alone on a bike and suggested Grandma’s
for the night rather then going into Cheyenne.
She was right. It was fun and there were three
other bikers there. They were headed up to
Sturgis and as I was headed down to CO. We
sat and chatted under the overhang while it
poured down with rain, but our day was dry!
After spending 8 days with family in CO and
riding the foot hills of the Rockies, I headed
home on the Old Pony Express Route. It runs
out of Denver, through the top of Kansas
(really flat, and corny), through the geological
center of the contiguous US, through Missouri
and the southern parts of Illinois and Indiana.
Then I arrive in Ohio.
What is it with this Ohio thing that gets me
every time? Two years ago on my way home
from Sturgis, I got lost in Ohio and spent
two of the most beautiful days of riding in
southeastern Ohio. I know nobody would
believe that but it’s true! So once again I’m
in Ohio, at the end of Route 36, ending my
riding for the day. I find the Hearthside Inn and
check in. There on the counter is a brochure
for Ohio Caverns. Welcome to west central
Ohio, my destination for the next day! What an
unexpected treat. Crystal-white stalactite and

a happy camper. At New Roc we thanked
Jack for opening the dealership and having
breakfast for us. When it’s time to leave I
decide to use the bathroom. Jeez. I have
to get out of this rain suit before I can use
the bathroom. Trust me, I was not a happy
camper and from people’s comments, it
showed. We ride up to Monroe NY with
Matty ‘O leading the way. Rain. Rain. Rain.
This makes for a bad hair day. I was not
a happy camper. Upon arriving at Central
Valley Elementary School in Monroe, we
signed in. It was obvious the rain was going
to keep the attendance low. We found out
later on that less than 90 bikes attended.
And even with the low attendance, the
event still raised over ONE HUNDRED
THOUSAND DOLLARS. As we’re getting
ready for the ride, wouldn’t you know it,
the skies clear up and the sun comes out.
The heat rises and my hair is pissing me
off. Oooh. I was not a happy camper. Rigo

and I remove the tops of our rainsuits but
kept the pants on, just in case. The ride
was great. It moved smoothly over nice
roads. When we get back to the school, I’m
cooking inside these rain pants. I couldn’t
get them off fast enough. I was not a
happy camper.
Lunch was GOOD. Excellent sandwiches.
New Roc fared pretty well. Our chapter
came in second for donations raised.
Watching the kids and the parents, listening
to their stories, it was very emotional.
Despite the fact that I was not a happy
camper, it was insignificant compared to
the ordeal that these children and their
families endure every day. I would not
have missed this for anything. Besides,
Rigo was the only one that had to deal with
the fact that for most of that day, I was not
a happy camper.
BT

Wow Ann!
That’s a
BIG ONE!

stalagmites that appeared to glow internallythey were translucent! The caverns are huge
and the tour lasted about an hour. What a
delight to be in 54° temps after a day in the
blazing sun.
Yet another treat, I rode into the town of Waldo,
Ohio – home of the original Fried Bologna
Sandwich! Thanks to Dee for turning me on to
Guy Fieri’s Diners, Drive-ins and Dives from
the food network TV show. Of course I had to
order it! Managed to eat the whole thing and
retain it! Yes, it was, um – gross to put it mildly.
Thus, 25 days and 4,000 or so miles later
beating Hurricane Irene home by about 24
hours. It’s always nice to get home, but there is
NOTHING like riding west of the Mississippi!
AL
TAR SNAKES

I See the Light by “Pots”
When you do something for the first time, it can
be a momentous occasion. It’s often something that
should be celebrated with pictures, friends, family and
maybe a party. Such occasions could be the birth of
your children, graduation, and the purchase of your
first bike. When such events unfold you should take
the time to enjoy and cherish the event.
I have been riding motorcycles for a lot of years and
not long ago I had one of these events. For the first
time that I can remember, I had to change a light bulb
on my bike. I could not remember ever changing any
bulb on any bike I ever owned. In my garage I have
a 1982 Yamaha 650 that I purchased new and put
41,000 miles on it. You guessed it. All the bulbs are
original and in working order. I recently traded in my
2000 Ultra with all of its original bulbs
I really didn’t know what to do. I was so excited I had
to slow down and think what was to be done. I knew
(con’t) on back page

