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Happy Easter to all and we hope you had a wonderful March. 

Well all I can say for our trip to Daytona was cold, BURRRRRRRRRR. When Pink first got down there the high was around 50 and 

that didnôt change until the last couple of days of Bike Week when it got to the mid 60ôs. Everyoneôs business was down this year, the 

usual amount of bikers is around 150,000 but they estimated that there were only around 100,000 this year. We're not quite sure if it 

was because of the economy or the weather, I would bet that it had to do with a little bit of both, but you do what you have to do and 

make the best of everything. We took pictures of a Thoroughbred that had a beautiful American Eagle paint job, I have pictures far-

ther on.  We also saw a Valkyrie that was pulling a row boat (on the front page) that had a grill attached to their trailer hitch, I donôt 

think that this would be the safest thing to do considering they had a propane tank sitting on the hitch. We would never do that and we 

would never suggest anyone doing it. I wanted people to see it though because you never know what some 

motorcycle owners will do to their bikes, you know we are always thinking about safety. This made me start 

thinking about motorcycle camping, which we have an article on farther on.  

I have said it before and I will say it again that one thing that bothers me when we go to Florida or any 

other state that does not require them is helmets. Every time a rider went by me without a helmet on it wor-

ried me greatly. I know that these individuals have their reasons why they think they shouldnôt wear a hel-

met, but they are wrong. I have seen motorcycle crash victims who werenôt wearing a helmet and the dam-

age it did. Now you can still receive damage even with a helmet on but it could still save your life. So please 

even when driving in a state without a helmet law, please wear one, it could save your life.   

At the end of Bike Week, Pink and I along with John and Kathy went to a RV park for a couple of days to 

do some maintenance on the trailers and do some shopping. I love the flea market in Daytona so off Pink 

and I went, we spent a few hours just looking around and picking up a few things. I love their farmers mar-

ket and bought some beautiful tomatoes, sweet onions and a whole bunch of strawberries. Because of the 

weather this year Strawberry prices are sky high but they were so big, juicy and sweet that I couldnôt resist 

buying a flat. My mom just loves Strawberries and I wanted to take a bunch back to her. I have some of 

those green bags that save your fruits and vegetables so I cleaned them and packed them away.    

When we got to Kissimmee the first day it was 74 and felt like a heat wave, boy did it feel good, but I spoke 

to soon!!! The first two days of the rally it rained and I donôt mean just a little it poured all day. There were 

tornado warnings in Daytona and we were getting a little worried about Kissimmee because of all of the 

Lighting that we were getting. The last day of the rally the sun came out and we all rejoiced but then the 

wind started, it dried everything out but almost blew us all away. John and Pink were still lighting up bikes 

each day no mater how bad the weather was. You know that there are a lot of die hard GoldWing riders 

out there that wonôt let any kind of weather bother them, be it rain or snow. One thing we did notice this 

year was a larger amount of people riding Stallions and Trikes, I love to see it because that means people 

are doing whatever they have to do to keep riding, no matter what.   

While at the rallies we got a few more advertisers, the Engravers, Cycle Care Formulas and Overbyôs Two 

Wheel Sound. We have great advertisers and we should all take try to use them whenever possible when we 

need to make a purchase or need information, so please give them a call, email or see them at the rallies  

when you need something. 

When we got back we were able to attend our dinner ride to Applebeeôs, we had missed everyone so much 

after not seeing them all for over two weeks. We had a wonderful time catching up and celebrating Lynn 

Tidwellôs birthday. We found out that Bruce was going in for knee replacement surgery the next week, he 

had the other knee replaced last year. He found a surgeon who does Micro surgery for knee and hip re-

placements. I think that Mary Ann will be seeing him when she comes back from Florida. With all of the 

Bone and Joint issues in our group we are now jokingly referring to ourselves as the Bone & Joint Motor-

cycle Group because of all of the issues we all have, but we keep on riding and have fun.  
 

Until next month,  and weôre riding to eat, eating to ride and having real fun. 
                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                 Pink & Rhonda Crandall                                        
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Come on out and join us for our dinner rides, check the 

website, dixiewings.com for the days, locations and  

changes.  We will be meeting at the Family Advantage 

Credit Union in Spring Hill at 6:00 pm with kickstands up 

at 6:45 pm. And getting to the restaurant by 7:00 pm.  
 

HOPE TO SEE YOU THERE!!!!!!!!!!!  
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By Jackie Vaughan 
 

The sun was balancing gently on the horizon as I packed up my gear after a long day of amusing the fish with my efforts. I was stowing 

the tackle box in the back of the truck when the sun abruptly winked out behind a large  bank of very dark clouds. The sun lost its bat-

tle with the clouds and sank below the horizon, leaving the heavily tree-lined road in a darkness that blended into the blacktop.  

Storm winds set the tops of the pine trees swaying, bringing down flurries of slippery pine needles and occasional pine cones. The first 

drops of rain were huge, splatting on the windshield and causing the pine needles to stick to it. The wipers only smeared them. All I 

could do was turn the wipers on high and hope the rain would wash the needles off. 

Obligingly, the rain became a full-force pressure wash. The needles disappeared, but so did everything else. I crept along, the head-

lights` beam absorbed by the darkness. A sudden movement caused by a falling branch reminded me there might well be deer, rabbits, 

or other animals on the side of the road, ready to cross without warning. I leaned as close to the windshield as I could get, eyes straining 

to see ahead and to the sides at the same time.  

I knew it wasnôt safe to stop because there was no place to pull over. I thought I saw the red eye glow of an animal. Looking ahead, I 

saw it flickering between the swipes of the wipers. I immediately hit the brakes, glad for the anti-lock option Iôd chosen. I juddered to a 

halt about ten feet from the animal, which hadnôt moved. I turned off my lights briefly so it would move on, but it remained. 

I finally crept closer. As my headlights cut through the water darkness, I saw it wasn't an animal, but a black motorcycle stopped in the 

middle of the road. The rider was making futile swipes at his face shield, succeeding only in creating greater smears. His black leather 

jacket and pants were no match for the rain, and he was soaked from the top of his black helmet to the soles of his black boots.  

He finally pushed the face shield up, started the bike, and continued his miserable trek. In a very short moment, he became the Invisi-

ble Man. Although the weather and the terrain helped to hide him, he had become invisible long before he ever slung a leg over his 

bike. He had done it by unknowing choice, by following tradition. 

When he brought his motorcycle, he took that first sometimes fatal step. He chose the most popular color for a bike - BLACK. Bla ck is 

the traditional color for everything motorcycle thatôs not chrome. Black helmet, jacket, pants, boots, gloves, all to match the black mo-

torcycle. Black can also be the color of death and mourning. Black, far from being the friendly identifying color of the motorcycle com-

munity, is a riderôs enemy.  

The majority of the time, especially when contrast is poor, such as dawn, dusk, dappled shade, or darkness, black disappears into the 

environment. Dress a rider in black from head to toe, put him on a black bike, especially one with a small, low taillight, and heôs the 

Invisible Man. He cannot be seen until the very last moment, and thatôs sometimes too late. 

The typical car driver is not motorcycle-aware, and a bike suddenly appearing seemingly out of nowhere may slow the driverôs reac-

tion time or cause him to make the wrong decision. When thereôs an collision of this type, is it the driverôs fault, or the riderôs? Both 

were culpable, but it is the rider who must bear more of the blame.  

He made himself nearly impossible to see, and it worked. He chose to be the Invisible Man. Could he have become the Visible Man in-

stead and avoided the price he paid? Yes, and all it would have taken was the right choices beginning when he brought his motorcycle. 

His biggest mistake was to follow motorcycle tradition in making everything about him and his bike, except for the fancy bits of 

chrome, black. He should have heeded the old was, ñBright is rightò A light-or bright -colored motorcycle should have been the first 

item on his list. 

His next choice should have been a full-face white helmet with highly-reflective material all around it. No color matches or fancy 

graphics, just  plain white. The first thing a motorist sees, or fails to see, is the riderôs helmet, because itôs the highest part visible. Next 

seen is the upper body, then the lower body and the motorcycle. By that time, the driver is too close for comfort. 

While the bike and rider donôt have to look like a circus wagon, bright clothing and reflective material, especially on the upper body, 

are a must. A rider wanting the black leather look can wear a reflective orange vest while on the bike and tuck it into a saddlebag or 
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