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T H E  S P R I N G  T I M E S  
Dedicated to providing ñconcerted plans and amusements for the bicyclistò 

 

By press time Thanksgiving will be past us.  I hope everyone had a great Thanksgiving week-

end.  The weather cooperated and I know some of you went out and rode.  

Christmas is upon us and another year in the Spring City Cycling Club is wrapping up.  We 
still have a few events left.  The Annual Christmas Party will be held on December 12 at the 
Providence Main clubhouse.  Details are in this newsletter.  Before the party, we are staffing 
our usual location in support of the Huntsville Track Clubôs annual marathon.  If you can 

help, please contact Mike Holderer.  We need support for a morning and a mid -day shift.  

We are already planning for next year.  On January 14, we have made arrangements for dis-
count tickets to a Havoc ice hockey game.  Those details are also in this newsletter.  Look for 
announcements for January and February rides soon.  Ride leaders are always welcome, so 
if you have a favorite ride, please contact our current Ride Captain, Jeannie McKay, to sched-

ule one.  

Our December club meeting will be the annual election and installation of officers.  We 
should have a full slate, but nominations are still open.  If you think you can make a differ-
ence, we welcome your help.  You do not have to run for office, we are always looking for 

assistants to work with the officers.  The more that participate, the easier and more fun it is.  

I want to thank all the members of the board and all the volunteers that supported them dur-
ing the year.  It was another fantastic, although a little soggy, year of cycling.  We continue to 
be the best cycling club in North Alabama, and it is all due to the dedication of the officers 

and members.  

 

Yours in cycling,  

 

Chris Reno  

 

Board Meeting December 7, 2009 7:00 PM CDT at Steve McQueenôs in Madison 

Membership Meeting December 14 2009 7:00 PM CDT at Beauregardôs on Airport Way 

(potentially subject to change)  

T H E  R A M B L E 

by Chris Reno, SCCC President  



Page 2 T H E  S P R I N G  T I M E S  

 N O V E M B E R  S C C C  G E N E R AL   

M E E T I N G  M I N U T E S   

             

Monday, December 14 @ 7:00 PM                                                                      
(6-6:30 if you plan to eat)  

 
Program -  Officer Elections 

 

 
Location -  Beauregardôs, 975 Airport Road, S. W.  
 
 
http://www.eatbeauregards.com/index.php?
option=com_content&task=view&id=13&Itemid=27 
 
 

The general meeting was held at Beauregardôs on Airport.  We have two guests from Decatur, Bill Mundy and Mike 
Tubbs.   Danielle and Chris also attended their first meeting.    
Ed announced dues are up for renewal in December.   $12.00 for the email   version.  
Sharon reported that there is a grant before Huntsville City Council on Thursday to be used for motorist education.    
Jeff Hyatt and Mike Holderer secured and installed a bike rack for Lee High School.    She also announced the idea 
for a charitable committee plan.   If a member has a suggestion for a worthy cause, please email Sharon Bayler with 
ideas for next year.    
Ernie Thomas thanked all volunteers and riders of the AYCE.   We ended up with 175 riders, $1,300 profit.   He re-
ported 40 day of riders, 200 pre -registered riders.   Nothing but Noodles cut us a deal on the meals.   Ernie is willing 
to start planning next yearôs Century but would like a day of ride manager so he can ride the Century.   
Morgan announced that Patrick Lamb will present his summer ride with his daughter, Virginia.   
Officer elections in December.   The slate of officers so far are:  
Chris Reno President  
VP open  
Secretary Geanine Lehmann  
Treasurer Edward Bernstein  
Rides Captain open  
Race Division open  
Newsletter Anita Tygart  
Webmaster Dean Della Pella  
Community Affairs Sharon Bayler.  
If anyone would like to run for any of the offices, please email Chris Reno with the nomination.  
Jamie proposed the club start an annual giving program, once a year with surplus money, time to put in a proposal 
to Sharon Bayler.   Ideas of cycling promotion locally with a committee to decide on the suggestion review.   Some 
different clubs have been asked to see if they have such a program.   The officers will decided on the committee and 
details.  
Patôs trip report and slide show was very enjoyable and entertaining. 
 
Respectfully submitted,  
 
Geanine Lehmann  
 

Noteï Officerôs Meeting minutes are avail-
able to all members. If you would like to 
view a copy of these please contact 
Geanine at gean31356@aol.com 

2010 Officer Nominees  

President ðChris Reno  

VP- Morgan Andriulli?  

Secretary ðGeanine Lehman  

Treasurer ï Ed Bernstein  

Webmaster ï Dean Della Pella  

Rides Captain ï Scot Stevens  

Newsletter Editor ï Anita Tygart  

Community Affairs ðSharon Bayler  

Race Division Manager -  Open  

Century Director ðAppointed by officers  

http://www.eatbeauregards.com/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=13&Itemid=27
http://www.eatbeauregards.com/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=13&Itemid=27
http://www.eatbeauregards.com/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=13&Itemid=27
mailto:gean31356@aol.com?subject=Officer's%20Meeting%20Minutes
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Itôs that time of year again when we populate an Aid 
Station to offer drinks and other unspecified ser-
vices to runners participating in the annual Hunts-
ville Track Club Rocket City Marathon.    We need 
many volunteers for this event !    It is a worthy en-
deavor, but we manage to have a good time any-
way.   Saturday December 12 is the date, we have 
two shifts:    Shift One runs from 07:30 until 10:30 
and Shift Two runs from 10:30 until 13:30.   Both 
shifts are at the same location, corner of Lakin Dr 
and Teakwood Dr.    Teakwood intersects Whites-
burg Dr about ½ mile north of Airport Rd.    Most 
volunteers receive a HTC long -sleeve cotton T -
shirt, suitable for insulating your body.    To save 
time, please contact me with your desired Shift and 
T-shirt size.    256-883-9982   or   moh at knology.net  
  
Michael Holderer  

R O C K E T  C I T Y  M A R A T H O N 

A I D  S T A T I O N  

  

 

Itôs Time to Renew Your SCCC Membership! 

Donôt miss out on an exciting new year of cycling events. 
Please send your membership renewal in now! All member-
ships expire December 31.  

Please complete the application form in this newsletter and 
send your dues to: SCCC, PO Box 2231, Huntsville, AL 
35804. Or, you can renew online at www.springcity.org. 

  

 

Dues are: 

 $12 - email newsletter (individual) 

$15 - email newsletter (family) 

$26 - USPS newsletter (individual) 

$29 - USPS newsletter (Family) 

$3 Extra ï Race Division 

 Thanks for your renewal! 

Ed Bernstein, Treasurer SCCC 

 I T S  T I M E  T O  R E N E W  Y O U R  S C C C  

M E M B E R S H I P !   

mailto:moh@knology.net


 

 

Potluck, BYOB  

SCCC providing meat, ice soft drinks  

Bring: Side dish or dessert  

            Personal seating  

            ~$15 gift if you plan on playing Dirty Santa  

  

Directions:  

From Highway 72:  

North on Providence Main Street  

Left at Town Center Drive (Cheeburger, Cheeburger)  

Follow Town Center Drive past Stockton Street  

Club House and Community Pool  are on the left at the sharp curve at 

the end of Town Center Drive where it intersects Thayer and Meeting 

Streets 

Park on street or at Village entrance (Itôs a short walk) http://

www.villageofprovidence.com/documents/printmap.pdf  

SCCC Annual Christmas Party  

Saturday, December 12  

Village of Providence Club House  

7 PM ð tiléé.  

RSVP to Morgan Andriulli at morganandriulli@comcast.net  

http://www.villageofprovidence.com/documents/printmap.pdf
http://www.villageofprovidence.com/documents/printmap.pdf
mailto:morganandriulli@comcast.net
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by Davy Haynes  

It is traditional for me to bicycle one way to the beach on our annual family vacation.  I typically leave 3 or 4 days ahead of 

my wife, who drives down with the kids on the day I plan to arrive.  On my first such beach trip bike tour, some 10 years ago , 

I rode in the reverse direction from  Orange Beach, up the western side of Alabama, via towns such as Moundville, Tusca-

loosa, and Jasper.  This year, I decided to revisit much of my original route, heading in the opposite direction.  Also, for the 

first time since commencing my ñbeach ridesò, I was to have company for my tour.  Terry Whitehead was to join me for the 4 

day ride to Gulf Shores, while I would continue on the few more miles to Orange Beach where I would meet my family.  Thus, 

Monday June 1
st

, with packed saddlebags, Terry and I bicycled to Starbucks for a civilized start of our tour.   

Riding west from Madison, our route took us over familiar roads to Calhoun near Decatur, where we crossed the Tennessee 

River on US 20. Working our way through downtown Decatur, we eventually located Danville Road, which would take us 

nearly all the way to the dayôs destination of Jasper.  This quiet, gently rolling road is one of those featured in some of the 

organized Decatur centuries.   

At our first refreshment stop, Terry noticed that his saddlebag rack was loose, with his bag nearly drooping into his rear ti re.  

I produced a multi -tool with the required hex key, and things were quickly set right.  We continued south on what was now 

county road 41, having long since passed Danville.  Here the route is within the William B. Bankhead National Forest, al-

though paradoxically it consists of mostly rolling farmland.  The weather was hot, as typical for June in Alabama, and arriv-

ing in Addison anticipating lunch in an air -conditioned restaurant, we were not disappointed.  We enjoyed excellent barbe-

que sandwiches in a small café whose walls were completely covered with local sports photos and memorabilia.   

Refreshed and with water bottles filled, we continued south on what was now SR 257 towards the lake town of Arley.  Arley 

has grown substantially since I last rode through 10 years ago, and itôs clear the local economy has done well due to the va-

cation homes and recreational spending associated with beautiful Lewis Smith Lake.  A few miles further as we cross the 

lakeðit is a buzz of activity with boats pulling skiers and two teenagers jumping from the bridge for sport.  Traffic is down-

right heavy; but the road has a smooth, clean 3 foot shoulder, so we have no problems.   

About 5 miles north of Jasper we turn off on Airport Road, which takes us into town and our hotel.  The dayôs mileage is 

only 93 miles, but given the heat we donôt mind, and after cleaning up, we enjoy dinner just across the highway at an inex-

pensive Mexican restaurant.   

The next morning, after breakfasting on waffles at the hotel, I attempt to navigate across town without a map.  But, my mem-

ory fails me, and itôs not until after making an inquiry that we find SR 69, and head south out of Jasper.   

This hilly and sparsely populated area is Alabamaôs mining country and used to supply Birmingham with coal for coke, and 

iron for steel production.  Now, with the demise of Birminghamôs steel industry, coal is the dominant commodity, and we 

continually encounter trucks headed to offload their coal onto trains for transport to electric power plants.   
(Continued on page 6) 
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Rain clouds threaten as we arrive in Oakman.  We make a quick stop at a Dollar General store, where Terry, having 

seen the value of the bandana I carry on summer tours (for wiping sweat and washing my face at stops), procures 

his own and ties it to his handlebar.   

We leave Oakman with approaching thunder and lightning, but somehow manage to stay ahead of the storm.  Route 

69 south of Oakman is a remote, beautiful, and winding road with lots of forest.  Of course, as is usually the case 

winding means hilly, and its one steep roller after another.  Traffic is very light, although it consists mostly of 

trucks.  We occasionally retreat to the shoulder when we hear a truck approaching and know the driver cannot see 

us due to limited sight lines.  Adjacent to bumps in the road, such as bridge abutments, small mounds of coal have 

collected on the shoulders where it has bounced from open -topped truck trailers.  I can identify the slightly sweet -

sulfur smell of the coal that I remember from childhood when my grandparents heated their house with a coal -

burning stove.  

Having outdistanced the thunderstorm, it quickly gets hot and humid.  Still a long way from Tuscaloosa, or anything 

else, we stop at a closed establishment seeking water.  We locate a spigot on the side of the building and refill our 

bottles.  As we remount our bikes, Terry wonders aloud if the water is potable, to which I reply ñit is now.ò   

As we proceed south, the short, steep hills give way to a series of ridges which make up part of the Black Warrior 

oil and gas basin.  Here, there is (or mostly, was) Alabamaôs oil and natural gas, other than that found in Mobile Bay 

and the Gulf.  Although most of the wells have long since been capped, there are still a few wells operating today.  

We cross the bridge over Lake Tuscaloosa, and that plus the more affluent homes and traffic are clues that we are 

closing in on the T -town area.  Arriving in Northport, we stop at a convenient Wendyôs for lunch and some air condi-

tioning.   

Crossing from Northport to Tuscaloosa over the Black Warrior River Bridge is straightforward despite heavy traffic 

as the bridge features a separated, fence -enclosed sidewalk hanging high over the river.  Once across, we face a 

quandary, as our route 69 transitions into restricted access I -359.  Not having a detailed city map, I elect to jog to 

the east in search of a parallel route.  Fortunately, one block over we encounter Greensboro Avenue.  Greensboro, 

25 miles south of Tuscaloosa on route 69, is our intended stop for the day, and as I suspect this turns out to be the 

old highway, which carries us through to the south end of town.   

Riding south from Tuscaloosa, SR 69 is a new, major four -lane thoroughfare.  The road does have a wide shoulder, 

but it is filled with glass and debris.  Given the heavy traffic, we were obliged to ride in it anyway and itôs not long 

before Terry suffers a puncture.  We replace the tube in the shade of a nearby store, and with replenished fluids 

continue south until we come upon the old route, which parallels and occasionally crosses the new one.  This pro-

vides a scenic and pleasant detour from the noise, traffic and ugliness of the modern highway, although storm 

clouds are once again threatening.   

We pick up the pace, racing the storm towards Moundville, site of Alabamaôs Indian mounds.  We arrive just as the 

storm is about to hit, and since we had intended to tour the Moundville site anyway, we sit out the worst of it in the 

Visitorôs Center, where we watch a short movie about the Indians of Moundville, and the archeological studies of 

the site.   

Before leaving Moundville, we visited a store to enjoy an ice cream as we waited for the last of the thunderstorm to 

subside.  While we enjoyed our ice cream and perused our map, the clerk asked where we were headed.  Terry re-

sponded ñto Gulf Shores,ò adding ñwe left Huntsville yesterday morning.ò  The clerk was astounded, and preceded 

to pepper us with questions.  I have encountered many such conversations on my trips, and have become used to 

the typical exchange with incredulous non -cyclists.  Terry was enjoying this and so I kept quiet and let him do the 

talking.   As the thunderstorm petered out, we headed once again down the little busier than desired SR 69.   

A few miles south of Moundville, we split off to the west on some very pleasant, gently rolling county roads which 

carried us most of the way on into Greensboro, our next overnight stop.  As we passed the city limit sign, we were 
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welcomed to the ñCatfish Capital of Alabama,ò which had us anticipating a good catfish dinner.   

To say that Greensboro had fallen on hard times would be an understatement.  Our hotel, the only one for at least 

20 miles around, was one of, if not the, most rank, flea bag of a motel in which I have ever stayed.  After a coke pur-

chased from the motel proprietor, including the cup of ice that cost an additional quarter, we took a walking tour of 

downtown Greensboro ðall two blocks of it.  Most of the buildings were boarded up, with broken windows and 

abandoned, the businesses long since closed  We looked around for restaurant possibilities, but only saw a 

McDonalds, Churchôs, and Subway.  Upon inquiring about other restaurants, we were told there were none.  No cat-

fish dinner tonight ðwe settled for a Subway foot long, but did spread the wealth to McDonalds for breakfast the 

next morning.   

Wednesday promised to be a hot day, so we started early, glad to vacate our decrepit motel for the open road.  

Heading south on SR 61, traffic was more moderate than the last two days since there are many route alternatives 

that run essentially parallel.  A few miles south of town we finally see what all the ñCatfish Capitalò fuss is all about 

as we roll by acre after acre of gently rolling hills in which the drainage is terraced into neat rectangular ponds, cas-

cading from down from the high points.  In each, large paddlewheel -shaped devices were whirling in the edge of 

each pond, which roiled the water into a bubbling frenzy.  Most of these aerators were permanent fixtures, but in 

some cases portable units were attached and powered by tractors, and simply backed into the edge of the ponds.  I 

had noticed some of these aerator tractor attachments earlier at a agricultural supply store and had pondered what 

they were for ðnow I knew.   

The day grew rapidly hot as we continued to Uniontown, were we took a succession of minor roads to Millers Ferry, 

where we crossed the Alabama River.  Thereôs a wide expanse at Millers Ferry, and being just upstream of the dam, 

so we took the opportunity to stop on the mid -span of the bridge for a few pictures.  I also stopped at the boat ramp 

use area and refilled my water bottle to hold me over on the 8 more miles into Camden, where we were anticipating 

a leisurely lunch in an air -conditioned restaurant.   

Camden, in stark contrast to Greensboro, appeared a prosperous little town and we did get to enjoy a nice lunch 

after a slight detour of about a mile.  After lunch, we rolled out of the pretty green farmland and catfish ponds of 

Camden, and into prime south Alabama timber country.   To avoid the logging trucks, we took the county roads and 

entered a remote and hilly forest land of surprisingly steep sandy ridges of tall southern pine.  For the next 20 miles 

we saw few houses, only a car or two, and an abandoned fire tower.  The riding was difficult and hot, and I think 

Terry had not quite believed my admonition that today ñwould be hillyò in Alabamaôs so-called coastal plain.  It was 

one steep ridge after another, but the scenery, remoteness and peacefulness made it pleasant and we did not hurry 

through it.  There was an eerie quietness, which the only sounds being the gentle whisper of the breeze in the tops 

of the tall pines, and the occasional ñcraaaaò call of circling turkey buzzards.   

We came into the one -store town of Beatrice, stopping for an ice cream.  Refreshed, we headed south on SR 47 for 

the last 20 miles of the day.  Our destination, Monroeville, is famous as the setting and childhood home of Harper 

Leeôs classic novel To Kill a Mockingbird .  It is a pretty little town, with antebellum homes, a nice downtown, and 

pride in its literary heritage.   

The next and final morning of the tour, we awoke to dark skies and steady rain.  A welcome break from the heat per-

haps, but no one likes to start a bike ride in the rain.  We dallied as long as possible at breakfast, then finally 

donned rain jackets and headed down SR 21.  We were concerned about logging truck traffic on this section, but it 

did feature a hint of a shoulder, and the logging trucks were mercifully few.  (We had learned from some locals that 

the logging business works on a quota system:  each logging operator having a set tonnage which they are allowed 

for the week.  So, the industrious logger works dawn to dusk early in the week, and when his quota limit is reached, 

he is done for the week.  As it was now Thursday, many of the loggers were already off until Monday.)  It was flat 

and boring to Uriah, where we split from the highway and entered more interesting, gently rolling terrain.  Fortunes 

improved further as the rain slacked off and then quit altogether.   
(Continued on page 8) 
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With the rain gone, it was getting hot and steamy as we approached Atmore.  We passed both the famous state 

prison, and the gaudily decorated Indian casino.   Downtown Atmore has blocks of old -fashioned shops and stores, 

reminiscent of the days before Walmarts.  We made a brief stop there before heading down US 31 to Bay Minette.  

Here we could have taken alternate routes on county roads, but it was getting hot fast, and we didnôt want the extra 

mileage that would be entailed.  Plus, US 31 essentially parallels the interstate, so traffic was local and light.   

Coming into Bay Minette, we stopped at a store for fluids and in a few minutes two other touring cyclists arrived.  

They were college students using their summer break for a bicycling tour from Jacksonville, Florida to Washington 

State.  They were really just starting, only 4 days out, and had yet to see any real hills.  That this was obvious was 

also indicated by their equipment, which in addition to full camping gear, included a machete and good sized 

hatchet, creatively strapped to the bicycle frame.  I sincerely doubt those particular items were retained for the du-

ration of the trip!   

We lunched in Bay Minette and then headed down the main ñbeach routeò in heavy traffic.  While there were alter-

nate routes, they all entailed significant additional mileage, so we stuck to the main route for several miles on a 

small but useable shoulder.  Eventually, we reached a point just north of Loxley where we were able to divert onto 

side roads which parallel the highway.  We were on the home stretch now and creatively navigated a series of side 

roads, which were mostly guesses, and were surprised to even encounter a stretch of bike path through Roberts-

dale.  As we passed Foley, through the haze on the horizon we could see the outline of the high -rise beach hotels of 

Gulf Shores.  Being able to see our destination only added insult to injury when Terry suffered a second flat, with 

less than 5 miles to go.  Bummer!   

After mending the flat we finished up the final miles to Terryôs hotel, where I said my goodbyes and pedaled another 

14 miles through Gulf Shores State Park to Orange Beach, where Mary Beth and the kids were awaiting me.  All in 

all, it was another very enjoyable tour of Alabama, with 420 miles in 4 days, and a great riding companion to share it 

with.   

Antebellum Home in Monroeville 


