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NOTES FROM THE CRABDICATOR 
 November: it's the March of Autumn.  To say November's weather was bipolar 
is not just a bad pun.  We had a little of everything, but it was mostly nice and I 
still was able to commute most days.  We had a couple great days for a couple 
great events (discussed later).  We have at least one other great event coming up, 
one for which I hope you'll save the date.  I understand it's the day after 
BMWBMW's soiree, so if you want high-class, high-budget, glossy-paper fun you 
can hit BMWBMW's on the 17th of December and then come down here for down-
home, low-budget, plain-paper fun the next day on the 18th at the annual CRABS 
Christmas Festa.  Hope to see you there. 
 
       Santa Claws 
 

**CRABS CHRISTMAS FESTA** 
SUNDAY 18 DEC 2005 

3PM UNTIL ??? 
at the Byers' 

Emily's Lumpia (Phillipino Egg Rolls) 
Bear Creek Barbecue (BBQ for you Southerners) 

Munchies, Crunchies, and Desserts Galore 
and the "B" in CRABS is for...BEVERAGES! (of all type) 

You don't gotta bring nuthin', but iffa you wanta, OK. 
 

BUT, WE BEG OF YOU...RSVP!!! 
(thatta means please tella us iffa you comin') 

 
Directions: MD 5 South out of Leonardtown; Right on MD 244, 
Medley's Neck Road; 3 miles and Left into Kingston on Bird Haven 
Drive; 2nd Left on Rosebay and all the way to the end. 
Nerd Directions: N38°15'04.6", W76°36'45.7" 
 
HOLIDAY GIFT GUIDE 
 Want CRABS in your underwear for Christmas?  Check out all the 
CRABS goodies at http://www.cafepress.com/chesriders. 
(Hey, did you actually think I had anything else?) 
 
 If you want a SERIOUS recommendation, the single most useful 
accessory Betsy and I have ever gotten, aside from good apparel, is 
our Autocomm intercom system.  Even for solo riders, it can play 
music and accept a variety of other inputs, like radar detectors, 2-way 
radios, and the like.  AND THEY'RE ON SALE AT MORTON'S!!  Call 
Seth Parelman at 540-891-9844 and he'll...er...hook you up. 



Approach, September-October 2004                                                    by LT Scott Gardner 

Crash Victim Thankful for PPE (Personal Protective Equipment) 
  After dinner and a movie, my wife and I started home on our motorcycles. We were 
riding in a staggered formation in the right-hand lane of an interstate access road. I was in 
the right-hand part of the lane and my wife was about a car-length behind in the left half. 
  As we approached the interstate, the access road curved to the left, followed by a short 
straight stretch, and then an even sharper curve to the left. I realized I was running wide 
when we entered the sharpest part of the curve and instinctively applied the brakes to 
slow down. That caused the bike to stand up and straighten out, which caused me to run 
wider toward the outside. I leaned the bike back over to recover, but I was in roadside 
gravel and debris. I ended up sliding into the guardrail. 
  The guardrail was about two feet high, with two continuous beams of metal fastened to 
uprights every few feet. I was almost parallel to the guardrail when I hit, so my right leg 
was crushed between it and my bike. I flipped over into a grassy lot and my bike bounced 
back into traffic. According to my wife, I flew about 15 feet in the air and landed "like a 
rag doll." 
  My wife called an ambulance and kept me from moving and making my injuries worse. 
She had a good idea of my injuries as soon as she saw me, but I didn't find out until later. 
I had dislocated three bones in my right hand, torn the anterior cruciate ligament in my 
right knee, sheared off the end of my right thighbone where it joined my knee, and 
sustained a dozen or so fractures between my right ankle and knee. Several of the leg 
fractures were compound and had penetrated my skin and my jeans. I underwent about 
eight hours of surgery and remained in the hospital for the next 10 days. 
  My days at home were filled with painkillers, doctors' appointments, and physical 
therapy. I spent the first month in a wheelchair, progressed to a walker (one just like my 
grandmother used). After four months I was able to walk with a cane. A month later I 
was able to return to work and perform limited duties. It was seven months before a flight 
surgeon cleared me to resume flying. 
  The good news is that I haven't required any more surgeries and I should recover 95 
percent use of my leg. As serious as my injuries were, I realize they could have been 
much worse. I believe that wearing the proper PPE saved my life-at least it saved me 
from more serious injuries. I was wearing a full-face helmet, heavy motorcycle jacket, 
riding gloves, boots, and jeans. I was especially thankful for my helmet. It was damaged 
on the top, sides and chin bar, and the face shield was torn off during the crash, but after 
doing my "Flying Wallenda" impersonation, I didn't even have a headache. 
  Were I not wearing gloves, my dislocated bones easily could have penetrated my skin. I 
believe my boots helped prevent any ankle injuries. Being covered head to toe prevented 
me from getting any abrasions or road rash. Although denim jeans aren't really adequate 
protective gear, they were better than nothing. Had I slid, my jeans would have shredded. 
  What would I have done differently? I would have maintained awareness of my position 
within the lane. Because I was riding in the right half of the lane, I already had given up a 
large portion of maneuvering room. Also, I failed to recognize the decreasing radius in 
the turn until I was running wide to the outside of the lane. The road where I had my 
accident also was poorly lit, which should have been a warning for me to be extra 
cautious. 



 
CRABS, I was able to correspond with LT Gardner and he sent 
me some amplifying information: 
 I don't know why they chose "Approach", since my a ccident was a 
ground mishap.  I think it's because "Approach" was  doing a series on 
the value of PPE, and wanted a story to stress the importance of PPE in 
off-duty situations as well. 
 Since "Approach" isn't a motorcycle magazine, they  didn't get into 
specifics about the bike or gear.  The bike was a r ather tasty 2000 
Ducati Monster 900 that I had just finished paintin g the week before.  
My gear was an Arai Signet GT helmet, Vanson perfor ated "Hurricane" 
leather jacket (no armor-I know better now), some O lympia padded 
gloves, and some Joe Rocket engineer boots. The hel met held up quite 
well, except for scratches and gouges in the top, s ide, and on the 
chinbar.  The faceshield was torn off. The jacket s ustained no damage 
whatsoever, right up until the paramedics had to cu t me out of it.  The 
gloves didn't have much serious damage, but they ha d to cut those off 
of me because of the dislocated bones in my hand.  My jeans had several 
holes in them from where the bones were sticking th rough, as well as 
the expected bloodstains, so the hospital destroyed  them as a 
biohazard.  The right boot had a large chunk taken out of it where I 
hit the guardrail and slid along it before being th rown over. 
 Sadly, the M900 was destroyed when it bounced off the guardrail and 
began to tumble.  I was probably going about 35 or 40 when I hit the 
rail.  It's been replaced by a 1998 ST2, so at leas t I'm riding. 
 I am a Lieutenant, but don't forget that I'm an *a viation* LT, so my 
mental development was halted somewhere around the 4th-grade level.  
It's a well-known fact in Naval Aviation that any d iscussion between 
aviation junior officers will eventually come aroun d to the topic of 
poop. 
      Scott Gardner 
 
Editor's note: Even though the emphasis of the article is on protective clothing, when it 
comes into play, it's already too late.  If you look at the setup, it's easy to see the classic 
"chain of events" we talk about in aviation safety that led to the accident. 
 First, riding with someone in a staggered formation is probably OK on the 
expressway, but when the road turns twisty, you need the whole lane.  Step out to a 2-
sec following distance (or more) and use the whole road, then regroup later.  If Scott had 
been able to "straighten out" the left turn by apexing rather than staying in the right 
portion of the lane to avoid crossing his wife's bow, he would have had a better chance 
of making the turn because he could have maximized the radius. 
 It's easier said than done, but it is necessary to resist the urge to brake when you've 
entered a turn faster than you intended.  Braking upsets the balance of the bike and 
causes it to "stand up," which is exactly what you DON'T want it to do: you want it to lean 
MORE.  The best thing to do in most cases is to push on the inside bar to countersteer 
the bike into a greater lean angle.  Unless you're decking out the pegs, you've probably 
got more lean to use than you think, especially on today's tires.  I think it was magazine 
editor and crash investigator Gordon Jennings who said that in most crashes, analysis 
indicated the bike was capable of making the corner if the rider hadn't hit the brakes. 
 Finally, as the LT admitted, I'm sure his unarmored jacket, engineer boots, and jeans 
were very "stylish" on a young Naval Aviator, but the lack of armor in the jacket and the 
lack of protective leggings added to his woes.  Those frumpy Aerostich pants with the 
padded hips and knees work well and they go on/off pretty quickly. 



TIM PUGH'S FOLIAGE RIDE! 
 On Saturday 12 November, Tim Pugh hosted his first-ever Fall Foliage Ride to 
the scenic Western Maryland towns of Thurmont and Penmar, with a side trip to 
High Rock.  Four CRABS made the ride: Tim, Mark Murphy, Joe Seidel, and I. 
 Tim and I were supposed to leave here at 0630, but at least 15 minutes prior 
to that, I looked out the window and saw his GS parked at the end of my 
driveway.  His early-morning commuting skills had Tim up and at 'em while I 
was still rubbing Mr. Sandman's deposit's from my eyes.  When I went 
downstairs to walk the White Terror, Tim was sitting in the rocking chair on my 
front porch in full riding regalia!  Enthusiasm was not in short supply on his part. 
 We met Mark Murphy in front of McKay's in Wildewood, where he was fitting 
his balaclava and warming up his red VFR.  The balaclava was necessary because 
it was the first cold morning after a long Indian Summer (I had the electric jacket 
and heated grips fired up).  The sun was just coming over the horizon as we 
headed over the Rte 4 bridge into Calvert County. 
 There were tendrils of mist rising off the Patuxent River as we crossed the 
bridge and fog was caressing the low ground.  Fishing boats were headed out into 
the bay to troll for the big Rock that run this time of year.  The orange morning 
sun highlighted the bright yellow and orange leaves in a way that only a 
November sunrise can do.  The cold chased away the typical Pax River haze and 
the sky was a clear, cold, pale blue sprinkled with mare's-tail clouds.   
 Joe Seidel was ready when we got there and fortunately, he knew a good way 
to Bob's BMW, our first stop of the day.  Joe led us on a merry chase up Rte 4 and 
2 toward Annapolis and then over to 32 where we found Bob's BMW just opening 
up at 9 AM.  A few doughnut holes and coffees were consumed while checking out 
the latest Bavarian biscuits being offered by the Uberkompanie.  Then it was off 
again for the town of Thurmont. 
 We took backroads through Carroll County, mostly Old Frederick Road that 
parallels I-70.  It was an interesting juxtaposition of rural charm and suburban 
blight: on one side of the road would be Old MacDonald's Farm and the other 
side would be full of MacMansions and the occasional MacDonald's.  Rural roads 
gave way to suburban lanes and it reminded me of a bumper sticker I saw at 
Horne's restaurant on 301: "The suburbs is where they cut down all the trees so 
they can name streets after them."  How true, how true.  Tractors on one side of 
the road, Volvos on the other, and us in between in a formation of two-wheeled 
fellowship. 
 We managed a few more neat roads, more rural than urban, then made our 
way into Thurmont, where on the outskirts we were greeted by the biggest, most 
grotesque MacMansion of them all!  It was on a corner lot and looked more like a 
big bank gone wrong, complete with ugly brick and an overhead breezeway and 
garage that looked for all the world like a drive-through.  It plainly was meant to 
say "Look at me!" but I heard "Look at what a tasteless, rich asshole I am!"  
Fortunately those things are more of an anomaly in Thurmont and we were soon 
at the more picturesque and quirky Cozy Restaurant. 
 We got to the Cozy in the nick of time, too.  Just as we were taking off our 
helmets, a huge busload of leaf-peeping tourists pulled up.  Tim and I practically 
ran inside to secure a table.  Murphy hit the buffet (along with most of the leaf-



peepers, fortunately) and the rest of us ordered the Cozy's massive sandwiches.  
Joe's rueben was a sight to behold.  We did the Japanese tourist thing and I took 
photos (ironically, right next to a table full of...Japanese tourists doing the same 
thing).  Suitably fortified, we planned a route that would put Tim in the lead and 
head us to Penmar. 
 Riding through Catoctin Mountain Park is something everyone should have to 
do.  The sweeping curves that climb Catoctin Mountain run between big boulders 
and a bounding stream.  It's hard to believe it's part of Maryland because the 
topography is so different from our tidewater area.  Although we did not take it, 
Park Center Drive goes right past Camp David and is a heck of a climb.  Don't try 
stopping, however, unless you like Black Suburbans and armed men with no 
sense of humor. 
 Murph led the way through the twisties on his VFR...until he got behind a 
couple of American V-twins being ridden by old ladies (or so it seemed).  He was 
a good boy for a while, but his recent alps-riding experience finally got the better 
of him and the next thing we knew, the VFR was red vapor disappearing into an 
apex.  He was waiting at the next turn and Tim took over to lead us into the aptly-
named Maryland/Pennsylvania border town of Penmar, but not before we passed 
through the miniscule burg of...Detour, MD. 
 Penmar park sits on the side of a rocky promontory overlooking a huge valley.  
At the top of the park, a hang-gliding club has built a launch pad for their ilk 
where they can jump off a near-vertical face a few hundred feet above said valley, 
fall like a stone until they get airspeed, and then soar away.  We enjoyed a 
fantastic view, where a local said you could see Pennsylvania, Maryland, and 
West Virginia.  Speaking of the local, Tim engaged the Aqualung in a long 
dialogue and got the area history (in a "Weekly World News" vein).  Apparently 
there are all sorts of secret things up in that area besides Camp David, including 
where he said Cheney went after 9/11/01 (and possibly the resting place of Jimmy 
Hoffa).  The guy wasn't a big fan of the Chief Executive, but he was a font of local 
lore. 
 We reluctantly came off the scenic launching pad, marked our territory, and 
left as the long fall shadows began to tell us that sunset was probably closer than 
home.  Murph and I did a little quick map study and a couple 3X5 cards full of 
scribbling later, we were on our way to make as much use of back roads as we 
could on the way home.  We did OK, with only a few U-turns to our credit.  We 
even managed to include a dirt road in the mix for the GS guys, although we 
could have done without the construction debris (a first for Joe).   
 The sun hung around until we got to about Bowie, MD, then gave way to a 
short, cold, purple twilight and dark.  Murph went ahead on the VFR while Tim 
and I picked our way home at a more liesurely pace, watching for deer.  It was not 
much past seven when we hit Medley's Neck again, where we DID see a very big 
deer that I shooed away with my horn (thanks Motolights).  We pulled into our 
respective driveways, tired but joyful, with Tim having completed the longest ride 
of his road career, 340 miles. 
 This needs to be an annual ride, preferably on a warmer fall day when the 
park's playground and picnic area are open and hopefully when the hang gliders 
are challenging the hawks for airspace.  Way to go Tim: nice ride! 



CRABS FALL CHILI FEED 
 By contrast to the previous, chilly fall day, the CRABS chili feed on 13 
November was balmy.  We had a nice time, eating Betsy's version of Jill Black's 
white chili (and some red as well), noshing on some brownies and munchies, 
talking bikes, and so forth.  Tim Pugh's kids showed up with a helmet and talked 
John Marum into a couple sidecar rides (given without much reluctance on his 
part I might add). 
 Scott Davis and his lady Ruth stopped by to regale us with a couple stories of 
his Ironbutt stuff, including how a fake cop with a dog bluffed his way into his 
room to steal his wallet!  Scott also amplified on his deer strike during this year's 
Mason-Dixon 20-20 rally.  Sorry Scott, but your luck has to change before I ride 
anything LD with you!  Thank you for solving the mystery of what to call the little 
ball inside the Guiness Draught can: a widget.  Now I can stop dissecting the cans 
and merely quaff their contents. 
 Tim Pugh fluffed his mulch with Randy Black's new 4-stroke trials bike: no 
chance of wearing out the front tire for Tim-it wasn't on the ground enough.  
Randy demonstrated the suspension by bouncing it around like a pogo stick with 
the motor off, doing things no one should be capable of doing.  I gave it a quick go 
and then put it away before I hurt myself: the new 4-stroke trials bikes are quick 
and torquey down low and tight, low-speed turns require fanning the clutch a 
little more than I can right now.  Getting the front end up is easy (very easy). 
 Newlyweds Danny and Audra Bishop showed up astride Danny's K-bike and 
we enjoyed the stories of their trip to Florida (by car, unfortunately).  Audra's 
perpetually-cold nature had me firing up the heater and closing the garage, which 
was OK because folks drifted away as the sun went down.  It's a good thing we 
were still hanging out until well after dark, because Marty Kitner showed up with 
the front wheel from a Honda CBX.  If you don't know, a CBX is a massive, 6-
cylinder inline, liter-displacement motorcycle built when men were men and you 
met the nicest people on a Honda.  Marty's new tire wouldn't seat, but in Danny's 
hands and with the help of 150 psi from my compressor, it was encouraged to do 
so.  Later in the week, Marty showed up on the CBX and it left but a single drop of 
oil on my floor, testament to Marty and Randy Black's ministrations to get it 
running again. 
 Speaking of Randy's ministrations, my TL125 would not start for chili feed 
demos and to my horror, I had no spark plug wrench to fit the thing.  Randy put 
it in his van, saying "After the CBX, working on something with only 1 carb will be 
like therapy!"  Well said, and thank you.  Thanks also to everyone who came to 
share the food and fellowship.  A big "GET WELL" to Jen Seidel, whose presence 
is always a treat but whose back was in knots, so we missed her. 
 
DC MOTORCYCLE SHOW 
 The show will be held at the DC Convention Center from 13 to 15 January 
2006. 
http://wdc.motorcycleshows.com/imswdc/V42/index.cvn 
http://show.motorcycleshows.com/IMSBrandManager/v42/index.cvn 

 



SPEAKING OF MY NEIGHBOR TIM 
 Look in the December issue of BACKROADS for an article on Tim called 
"Stolen Rides" and look in the Baltimore Sun, Washington Post, and the local 
Enterprise newspapers for articles on his son Ted the First Amendment crusader 
of Leonardtown Middle School! 
 
ROADSIDE PHILOSOPHY CORNER 
 
"Try as I would to imagine a rosier future, I could see only ever-increasing 
numbers of people determined to seize on the resources of the earth and pervert 
them into greater and greater heaps of indestructible concrete and plastic 
ugliness, only to look and learn and retreat in penitent dismay before the next 
wave of 'developing' citizens.  And there seemed to be nothing that I or any 
individual could do that would make a jot of difference to the outcome." 
        Ted Simon in Jupiter's Travels 
 
"Forever Wild Development Company"  Sign on a business in the Catskills 
 
PHOTO OF THE MONTH 

 
The business end of a Honda CBX: 166.666667 cc's per cylinder 


