
Friends, 
 
First – and foremost – thank you so very much for your kind thoughts, cards, and emails.  As a 
physician, I know how important ‘family’ is to the healing process.  As a patient, I can tell you it’s 
absolutely vital!  Knowing you cared brought great comfort.  Thank you! 
 
THE ACCIDENT 
 
I allowed myself plenty of time to get to Denver for the IBR start – enough that I could enjoy some 
non-interstate roads.  I chose to ride west on US-36 through Missouri.  It’s a nice four lane divided 
highway through the heartland of America’s corn and soy crops.  Last Wednesday at about  two 
o’clock on a clear and sunny afternoon, a woman driving east in a 1990 Dodge Dynasty made a 
U-turn using a rutted dirt path across the median.  She entered the left lane in my direction only 
200 feet from the crest of a hill – just as I and a pickup truck I was passing crested the hill.  The 
pickup driver told the Highway Patrol that my speed was 65mph.  At that speed, the 200 feet 
between me and the stationary vehicle took just 2 seconds. 
 
My only memory of the accident is a brief feeling of incredulity that I was about to hit a car – 
where had it come from?  I recall the bike striking her car’s trunk and a sensation of pitching 
forward.  My next memory is awakening strapped into the litter just before being put in the 
ambulance.  I must have made a some noise because the paramedic leaned over to me and said 
“Are you with us?”  I told him I was and, after glancing sideways at my mangled bike, said “Do 
you think that’ll buff out?”   
 
Since the accident was 20 miles from where the ambulance was dispatched, I estimate I was 
unconscious for about 30 minutes.  Which is just as well because my injuries were plenty painful. 
 
The Trooper called me a few days after the accident to tell me the details.  He seemed very 
apologetic that he “could not” write a citation.  Apparently, crossing a highway median is perfectly 
legal in MO, no matter whether it’s safe or not.  He told me the ‘locals’ don’t use that path to turn 
around because there have been so many accidents there.  But, he added, the driver of the 
Dynasty ‘wasn’t from around here’ – she was from the next town, 10 miles away.  If she’d only 
driven another 2 tenths of a mile farther, there is a designated legal turn around area. 
 
HOSPITALIZATION 
 
I carry all my emergency personal and medical information in the left chest pocket of my 
Aerostich and have written “EMERGENCY INFO THIS POCKET” on the flap.  The paramedics 
and hospital emergency staff said this helped them a lot – especially before I regained 
consciousness. 
 
The Heartlands Medical Center in St. Joseph, MO, performed flawlessly.  As many of you know, I 
am an Emergency Medicine specialist and have worked in many trauma hospitals.  The care at 
HMC was fabulous from the instant I was wheeled in the emergency entrance to when I was 
medevaced out.  The staff were very professional, compassionate, thorough, and coordinated.  
Their intensive care unit staffs were also superb.  It’s nice to know that we have such an excellent 
health system and that it’s there when you need it! 
 
When the staff learned I am in the military, many former and reserve military folks dropped in to 
wish me well.  The nursing staff had to cut off the phone calls and visitors after a while because I 
was becoming exhausted. 
 
The staff also offered to help my wife (Bean) with housing, transportation, or anything else she 
needed when she arrived on Thursday. 
 



THE INJURIES 
 
I am incredibly grateful to be alive.  Hitting a stationary object at 65mph would have been fatal.  I 
feel the BMW Telelever front end kept me high enough during maximum braking to allow me to fly 
over the car and distribute the impact along the road in front of her vehicle.  I was wearing a full 
Aerostich Roadcrafter suit, an advanced concept carbon fiber helmet, good boots and gloves. 
 
Thanks to the ‘stich, I have no road rash – I’m just sorry they had to cut it off. Thanks to the 
helmet, I suffered no brain injury.  My injuries are a pelvis fractured in three places, a separated 
right shoulder, and fracture/separations of two ribs at the sternum which caused a pneumothorax 
(partially collapsed lung). 
 
I feel incredibly  blessed that these are injures which will heal without serious long term 
consequences, no surgery is required, and there was no serious internal injury. 
 
MEDEVAC 
 
Last Saturday, I was flown on a small Air Force medevac plane back to Washington, D.C. where 
I’m still a patient at the National Naval Medical Center – also known as Bethesda.  I commanded 
this wonderful facility until a year ago and it feels like I’m home. 
 
I’ve seen some of the list conversation comparing Bethesda with Walter Reed or military medicine 
with civilian medicine.  I’m at Bethesda because I’m in the Navy.  Most Navy and Marine Corps 
casualties come here.  Soldiers are usually treated at Walter Reed.  The two facilities have many 
of the same services but, when one hospital has services the other does not, we ensure our 
patients receive the right care no matter  
what their military service.  For example, Walter Reed has the state-of-the-art amputee center 
where all military members receive care. There is no quality difference. I would feel just as well 
cared for by an military facility. 
 
I am very proud to be part of our military’s health system.  Like every huge system, there will 
always be anecdotal cases which don’t meet our standards.  But the majority of the care is the 
best it can be.  For one thing, we never ask our patients how sick they can afford to be – we 
deliver the right care, every time, to every patient without regard to any other factors than the 
need for care. 
 
PROGNOSIS 
 
I will likely be at Bethesda for another week.  I must be able to get around fairly independently 
with a walker before going home.  The pelvic fractures will be challenging, especially since the 
right shoulder cannot effectively help support my weight. 
 
THE BIKE 
 
Was a 2000 K1200LT.  I don’t have pictures to post now but I can safely say it’s a total loss.  Too 
bad… it was running so well and everything worked.  It was the perfect bike.  It’s a shame to lose 
it with only 305K on the odometer. 
 
Coni Fitch is my hero!  She and I were supposed to begin the IBR together.  When she heard of 
my accident, she flew to St. Joseph and immediately took charge of getting all my gear – 
including some of the ‘hard wired’ add-ons like fuel cell, GPS, etc. – off the bike.  She and Bean 
also went to the accident scene and took photographs of the area from all angles.  When I saw 
the photo she took from where the woman  
crossed the median, looking East, I gasped.  I couldn’t believe how little of the roadway she could 
see before pulling out onto my lane.  Two hundred feet – where the posted speed limit is 65mph! 
 



“WILL YOU RIDE AGAIN?” 
 
I don’t know why, but this has been a common question asked of me – but usually by non-riders.  
I have been riding for 38 years for a total of somewhere between 8-900,000 lifetime miles.  I’m a 
MSF Instructor (now ‘RiderCoach’) and have had one other serious injury accident (while working 
as a mechanic for Harley-Davidson in the early 70s) which put me on crutches for four years.  If I 
were to try to eliminate all  
‘danger’ from my life, I would be left with a lot of very hollow free time.  Thus, I have already tried 
to control those factors which I can control, mitigate those I can’t, and accept (or reject) activities I 
feel are too dangerous.  I like to feel I’m a safe rider – by training and experience and through a 
general sense of caution and risk avoidance.  However, there will always be factors in our lives 
over which we have no control – this Dodge Dynasty was one of those.  There was no way to 
anticipate, prevent, or mitigate this crash… except to stay home. 
 
I don’t believe I would appreciate a life shaped by fearful avoidance of risk rather than recognition 
of risk so that it may be diminished as much as possible – with the realization that the risk will 
never be zero. 
 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
 
If you have sent me an email or other message, I’ll do my very best to get a reply to you soon.  
Please be patient… this email has taken me over 4 hours to type! 
 
Best regards and thank you all again for your wonderful support! 
 
Don 


