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Fred's Crash 

. By Rory 

--

- - . 

April 26, 2025 

For the past few years, our group has been getting 

together around Hood River in spring to take advantage 

of some slightly sunnier weather, while getting a little 

social biking in. 

Hood River has a great system of trails to the east called 

Post Canyon, which is where we were riding. They are 

well built and well maintained by the local community, 

and offer great trail riding in spring. 

On the day of the crash, we actually did 2 rides. The 

first ride was with a smaller group, John, Fred, Alex, 

and myself went out for around 6-7 miles. Once we got 

back, we ate some food, drank a little more coffee, and .- --

then rode back up to Post Canyon. While we didn't 

have a specific agenda for routes, it's pretty sim pie: 

Ride to the top, and then come down. We didn't have a -

plan, but we had an idea of how the day was going to go. _ 
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""WI ams 

Checked in, some folks headed to the 
hardware store, John and I are scouting 
up to the trailhead cause he's got that 
nervous john energy. 

---

Jimmy Livengood 

--- • Pit stop in the Dalles, ETA 5:40 ---
Alex Wetmore 

• I think we'll be back by then. 

--- Lee W1 ham" 

, ____ • Rory has arrived! 
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We went up 7 Hills to the Family Man Parking Lot, 
where we took advantage of the jump park, then 
continued up 8 Track to Eldorado, and reached 3 Blind 
Mice at the top of the climb. 

3 Blind Mice marked the beginning of the descent. As 
we stood at the top, we talked about who would lead 
this charge. We talked about who would go first down 
the line, and I was not interested in hitting every 
jump/taking the advanced line, so I went in the back of 
the group. As we were sorting ourselves out, a couple of 
other mountain bikers went ahead of us. 

fr~~ ~;,a.~ w 
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C/V'()...C,h..ll ., . j 
As we headed down, I was bringing up the rear. We got O { ,,o.H I)) \,l t,</ d/_ '7,ttrv5 
to the first series of jumps, and I went around them. t \JV..,VSv \J I\ 
There was a little commotion ahead, and someone said W t..S f"-o,...--\v-<-e_, ... 
there's been a crash. I wasn't sure when I arrived who W(A.Y. , I , W '<f ) V ,M,f ' 
crashed, since the people that went ahead were in the 
mix. I could hear a loud squeal-grown coming from )'vt,:z. \ ..... D r-._ 
where the crash happened. That's when someone from - - ~J-" -So~ 711.~ -Y't;};/ r-

1 
:-\:rU_ 

the other mountain bikers said that one of our friends \ \: 

went down. And this is where we found Fred laying on t)..o V\. 
his side, struggling to breathe. 
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rory-video transcript 

Hold up• 

Everyone ok, err? 

No,, He went down hard,,, 
Oh no, 

Untitled,bt 

••• on hi> Slde l 
, ost consciousness and .ay havl' had • se.,u , 

Oh Jesus )l'llure, I • 

- - - - - - - - - -

_____ ,,,__ _______ ~-----



Fred’s Crash 

Alex 

I  was the last rider in our group and thus the last one 
to the scene.  When I arrived the first thing that I 
heard was “Stop riding and call 911, your friend is 
badly hurt”.  It was coming from a voice that I didn’t 
know, and it took me a second to realize that there 
was another couple ahead of us who weren’t in our 
group who were also there.  I saw Fred laying down 
and a lot of people helping him, so I jumped on the 

phone. 

I was really concerned when the 911 operator asked 
me for Fred’s age, and Fred couldn’t remember (he 
gave me two numbers a digit apart). 

While on the call I was asked to scope out the best 
access route for the EMTs.  Denny went to the most 
likely meeting spot, and I went to an alternative that 
was shorter but steeper.  The first responders were on 
the site quickly with Sheriffs, EMTs, and other 
support.  Honestly everything between the phone call 
and the walk out with Fred on a stretcher is a bit of a 
blur, but I remember being happily surprised that 

John, Jimmy, and Glen were doing a great job of 
communicating with Fred, checking on him, and 
helping with the first responders. 

At some point while all of this was going on I gave 
Lee a cryptic call and asked him to drive up a truck to 
bring Fred’s bike home.  I wasn’t very clear on what 
had happened.  30 or 60 minutes later (time is a blur) 
I called Lee back and told him not to worry about it 
and to go back home.  As soon as we got Fred into 
the ambulance and were starting downhill I realized 
that I had probably left Lee sitting there worrying and 

took the roads to get home faster.  I 
also wasn’t feeling much like 
mountain biking at that point. 

I remember it being a long quiet 
evening back at our rental house 
with breaks of excitement.  Rory 
figured out which helicopter Fred 
was on and so then we knew which 
hospital he was going to.  Lee got in 
touch with Fred’s mom and we were 
able to tell her what was going on.  
We got great news when Fred’s CT 
scan came back with no brain injury.  
The next morning Denny, Lee and I 
drove into Portland and visited Fred 
in the hospital.  It was really great to 

see him joking like Fred, showing us how his ribs 
could move around, and already making friends with 
the staff.  That was the moment when I knew he’d be 
okay. 

The photo here  is the last photo that I have of Fred 
riding a bike that weekend. It was from the Friday 
ride.  It's really sad seeing that now and realizing that 
there was a huge brush fire there too. 
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\Vbat was both scary aoJ ,-mazing to me~ what was 

going on to help this !lituation. 1-)-ed's condition was 

downright frightening. He had been knocked out 

briefly, and when he came to, he was not cognitive of 

where he was. John and Jimmy were trying to talk to 

Fred and understand where he was hurting so we could 

provide any information l\e could to 91J. Someone 

needed to call emerg~ncy services, and AJex jumped on 

this white John, Jimmy, and Denny \lere talking with 

Fred. We also went into trail traffic mode, and had 

someone wave people off as they were com iog down the 

hill and making a clear path. Everyone came together 

with Fred's well being at tbe front of their mind. 

st beco 
erlng with normal~ 
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Closest road Rrordan Hill, intersection 

with trail 156 
location on Trailforks Map 

45 662099701711924,-121.6382088872 

3566 

Rory 

See my real-time locatwn on Maps 



Fred’s Crash 
By Denny 
 
We rode that traversing trail to a junction in the trees, 
the top of 3 Blind Mice.  This would be our first 
descent after the climb up from the house. 
While we were chatting, Fred decided it was time to 
ride, and took off down the trail first.  About 30 
seconds later, I followed him. 
After the first jump was a corner.  I was coming up 
on the second jump when I saw a woman by the third 
jump waving her arms to get me to stop.  I didn't have 
time to change course so I continued over the jump, 
then came to a stop. 
I saw Fred lying on his left side after the landing of 
the third jump.  One foot was still clipped into his 
bike.   
He was unconscious, and groaning.  Some blood was 
coming out of his mouth.  I remember a BMX kid 
who crashed and was doing the same groaning, which 
somehow made me calmer because I knew that kid 
came out of it. 

I helped un-clip Fred's shoe from his bike.  I held his 
hand and talked to him.  I didn't think to check his 
pupils.   
Gradually, maybe 2-3 minutes later, he woke up.  He 
wanted to sit up, and I forget who else was there at 
that moment, but we helped him sit up.  I was behind 
him and I remember pushing gently on his right 
shoulder blade area and feeling some popping.  I told 
him I thought he might have broken some ribs back 
there. 
Once Fred was sitting up and talking, people sprang 
into action. I think it was Alex who asked me to go 
out to the road junction, because I was wearing the 
orange long sleeve shirt.  Great call, direct someone 
to get help.  
Alex and I think Rory called 911.   
I rode out the traverse trail to the road, and waited.  I 
looked at trail maps to see what the best way would 
be to get Fred down to a road.  We could go down 
below the accident, or back up and out the way we 
went in. 
The Sheriff showed up maybe 15-20 minutes after I 
got to the road, with a trailer and a UTV.   



He took down some information, sent out a radio call, 
and we waited for the EMTs.   
They showed up maybe 30 minutes after I got to the 
road. We shared the info and the lead EMT made the 
call to go in & out the way we came in. 
I walked in with him.  More EMTs and SAR 
followed with the single-wheeled stretcher. 
EMT guy said during the walk in that he had been 
watching a lacrosse game. 
When we reached Fred, he was propped up with his 
back against Jimmy's back.  EMTs checked him out 
and interviewed him.  He told them he was 
experienced with collarbone fractures and didn't think 
he had one (he was wrong).  But his ribs hurt. 
The two main EMTs consulted, and asked us 
questions about his loss of consciousness and 
persistent confusion.  Based on that, and on  John's 
report of Fred’s pupils immediately after the crash, 
and the moderate helmet damage, they decided to life 
flight him out. 
We all helped get Fred onto the stretcher.  I put my 
rain shell over him to keep him warm.  We wheeled 
his bike out and carried the EMT gear while they 
guided the stretcher down the trail. 
I called out the wrong direction at the junction above 
the crash, but people straightened me out. 
We made it out to the road.  We passed at least one 
group of riders coming up the traverse trail. 
They sent Fred out in an ambulance.  We gave the 
sheriff our address, and he delivered Fred's bike 
there. 
I got a card from the sheriff with a case number, and 
one of the EMTs sent me his phone number, so he 
could tell us where Fred would be sent. 
We rode out, and debated taking the roads down, but 
decided to ride trails and take it easy.   
The woman and man who saw Fred crash were 
mountain bikers.  I don't know if they were stopped 
in the trail or off the trail; checking out a feature, or 
what.  I don't know if Fred got off-line avoiding 
them, or if they were off the side of the trail just 
watching.  I think they were gone by the time I got 
back to the group. 
We heard the helicopter flying to Portland while we 
were on the paved road back to the house. 
I had nervous energy at the house.  I showered and 
packed just in case I needed to be ready to head to 
Portland that night.  But it ended up being a long wait 
for info.  Lee called Fred's mom, and she was 

eventually able to get in touch with the hospital, and 
relay some info to us.  Fred would be staying 
overnight at least. 
The next day Alex, Lee and I went to visit Fred.  We 
brought his bag, took his bike helmet & shoes home 
for him.  Delivered some Nerds Gummy Clusters and 
other treats.  He showed us his turbopump-powered 
lung fluid draining apparatus, which made bubbling 
noises.  He wanted to talk, to hear what had happened 
(he didn't remember), and make jokes.  But he was 
tired, on pain meds, and a little faded. 
After maybe 30-45 minutes, we left.  He needed the 
rest, and he was not comfortable.  We were bummed, 
we knew he would be in for a long recovery.  It was a 
long drive back to Seattle. 
 
Editor’s note - John 
The photo at the top of Denny’s narrative shows 
Jimmy providing support for Fred to lean into. As we 
waited for what felt like hours for EMS to arrive, 
Fred was confused and repeating himself. He had 
been unconscious when we found him, and one eye 
was exotropic as he awoke. His breathing was 
labored. He had pain around his chest and thorax. It 
was an unsettling wait. We were all doing different 
work to try to help the situation and get him help. But 
Jimmy did the most vital work of all. He stayed with 
Fred and comforted and supported him. Physically 
and emotionally. He was truly a pillar. He chatted 
with him and continually checked in. At times Fred 
would shift position and lean back into Jimmy’s 
arms, where Jimmy provided a lazy boy sort of 
recliner mode. If there’s one photo that encapsulates 
the experience for me, it’s that photo. 



\Ve were talking ,~ith 911 around 12:40pm. The EMT 
arrived on site around 1:10. They had Fred down the 
mountain, out to an airfield with a LifeFlight pickup, 
and by around 2:45, he had landed at a Portland 
hospital. rm amazed at the speed emergency response 
can occur with the kind of resources that are available. j 
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FCCF Car Reviews: Ford F-150 Lightning 

By Lee 

 
With the heritage of nearly five decades of its F-series trucks at the top of the sales charts, it’s no surprise that in 
2025 the Ford F-150 Lightning has now become the all-time best-selling electric truck of all time. In contrast to the 
runner-up, the angular and fascist-asthetic Tesla Cybertruck, the Lightning’s body styling looks almost 
indistinguishable from the fourteenth-generation petrol models populating big box store parking lots across 
America. Only a few details such as the LED headlight strip across the hood line and the charging port just in front 
of the driver’s door cue the observer into identifying this vehicle as part of the electrified future of automobiles. 
 
 
 
The Lightning comes with a standard 120V charger rated for 12A, but you’ll only want to use that for exceptional 
circumstances as it adds only roughly two miles of capacity per hour. The extended range battery pack on the 
Lightning as tested is rated for a usable capacity of 131kWH and an EPA estimated range of 320 miles, or almost 
four days to charge from empty. Those massive batteries drive a total of 580 horsepower of electric motors, and it’s 
going to need all that power to move a nearly 20-foot long truck with a curb weight that tops 6800lbs in the 
Platinum trim. In the end the Lightning feels like it is riding right up to the line of the tyranny of the rocket equation 
as applied to electric trucks - the heavier it gets the more battery it needs to move it, ad infinitum. 
 

 
 
Driving such a monstrous beast is actually surprisingly easy, with all the bells and whistles of a modern car lighting 
up the dashboard it still handles basically like any other EV, albeit one dramatically scaled-up from something like a 
Chevrolet Bolt. Power is delivered smoothly to the 22” wheels, with only a few hints of the mass asserting 
themselves as you accelerate and decelerate. Once the road turns uphill though the surplus of power is evident, and 
you start to get a sense for what the pickup truck commercials have been selling all of these years, the capability to 
drive straight up a mountain should you ever need it (alas, you will not). 



 
 
Once the road gets rough, however, the Lightning starts to reveal more its lineage deriving from the modern pickup 
truck rather than the workhorses of old. The suspension that makes for a comfortable freeway cruise struggles to 
damp the oscillations of a three-point-four ton truck bouncing through potholes, and the long and enormously high 
hood makes sighting out a smooth line a challenging affair. On narrow forest service roads the width and length 
make one mentally mark every wide spot where you might squeeze in to allow an oncoming vehicle the opportunity 
to pass, and the branches scrape along the side at every point the road narrows. 
 

 

 
 
This was my first time driving an EV off-road, and one-footed driving definitely takes some of the mental load off as 
you let the vehicle carefully roll over the rocks and off-camber sections with gentle nudges on the go pedal. With a 
combination of a weighty vehicle, high-torque motors, and street tires, too much aggression on the gas (electrons?) 
or brake tended to produce some unsettling spurts of gravel. As it was I didn’t even need to enable any of the 
additional traction control modes, which was for the best as they were buried within the myriad menus presented by 
the infotainment system, another low point with the interface design still feeling like a tacked-on experience inside a 
luxury vehicle. 
 

 
 
As a road-trip vehicle transporting large adults and their mountain bikes the F-150 Lightning makes quite a positive 
impression, delivering a comfortable ride with excellent range and oodles of cargo room to spare. The inevitable 
trade-offs appear when deployed in other environments - urban neighborhoods and off-road trails alike are inimical 
to such a large vehicle. If it deserves its crown it is because it is displacing gas and diesel trucks that were equally 
designed for a suburban America of stroads and massive parking spaces while maintaining the legacy aesthetic of a 
working vehicle of farms and forests. Perhaps it can be a stepping stone to a gentler future. 
 
The 2025 Ford F-150 Lightning Platinum edition has a starting MSRP of $87,090. 
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H,, this 1s the hospital social worl(.er, Ana 
on Fred's behalf He's at OHSU rn 
Portland He's stable and waiting for the 
CT results He has hit phone but 1s not 
able to &t up and text Just yet 

I did call his mom, hopefulJy she Is not 
blowing his phono up too much 
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~fred btasdet +1 ,202) 241-1142 - - - - ·- - - Alc..'MI, 

Old one was a half inch tube between my ________ C, Howareyoutred? 

broken middle ribs, running up behind 
them to the top of my chest 8 13PM 

The plastic box is two bubb'lmg chambers 

The vacuum side is blue tampon 
commercial fluid 815PM 

The fred side is leaked air, blood, mucus, 
whatever that escaped into my chest 
cavity a 1ePM 

~.-------------- ....... 
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..--- ...... ------ ...... -- 0 

Lav~ you! GI~ •,our worl:,og .ig1.n 

Fancv F' 

Overall d01ng ok, hooked up to chest 
tubo robot for punctured lung and may 
not get released today 

R;.y 

Can you take some visitors today? Whit 
of your stuff Is UHful to bring? 

I think my Topo blckpack with clothM 
and laptop 
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