
Design Shine Log 
 
Day 1 
 
Daytime riding along the rural backroads of North San Diego County, where 
the chapparal-covered foothills that eventually wind up to Mt. Palomar and the 
famous telescope.  Two lane highways and narrower two lane country roads 
flow like dark ribbons through the hills and groves of native oak.  Oaks canopy 
the roads, pitching deep caverns of shadow between the stretches of blazingly 
bright sunlight.  As car drivers’ eyes adjust back and forth between light and 
shade, a cyclist is an easy miss....or hit.   
 
Before DesignShine, I had my share of close calls.  Sometimes it was 
contractors in their pickups heading for home, tired after a long day in the sun.  
Other times it was the moms who always have long days, rushing their kids 
from school to every kind of practice.  Seeing a car fly by inches from my left 
handlebar always caught my attention.  Did they even see me? 
 
Today was my first ride with the taillight.  Our driveway feeds into a narrow 
single lane road, just wide enough for two cars to pass if they’re careful and go 
slow.  As I started pedaling, a pickup pulled behind me and would not pass.  
Before the drivers just rolled by as I hugged the edge of the pavement.  This 
time he just sat behind me --- was the light that bright to shock and awe?  On a 
straight stretch with no cars coming the other way, I waved him on.  He pulled 
all the way over to the left and crept by, almost apologetically.   
 
In about a half mile I joined a larger road and it was no more cars and all 
downhill to the main road.  There the fun began.  The first 20 cars gave me 
such a wide berth, I wondered if they thought that the taillight was a laser and 
would burn off their car’s paint.  Nearly everyone had their left tires on top of 
the double yellow; except those who went over it.   
 
I was getting four to six FEET of clearance.  I have never seen anything like 
this before.  And when they passed they were slow and cautious.  In an hour 
and a half of riding, probably 50-60 cars passed me.  No one came near me; 
only 4 held to the middle of the lane.   
 
Later in the ride, I took a route along some less traveled roads.  When the 
drivers had a clear view of the road ahead, they went completely over the 
center line, with only their right wheels on the yellow paint.  Car after car, the 
same thing.  I am blown away.  I want someone with a helmet cam to follow 



me and shoot this on video.  It’s like I have a police escort behind me.  For the 
added weight of less than an extra cup of water (if my math is right), this is the 
best thing I’ve gotten for my riding.  I don’t listen to music while riding, but 
even without the earbuds I kept hearing Aretha singing out, “R-E-S-P-E-C-T, 
find out what it means to me!”  Finally, a cyclist gets some. 
 
Day 2 
 
I’m starting to categorize how the drivers react:   
 

 The Line Drivers – they put their left wheels next to the yellow paint. 

 The Line Riders – their left wheels ride on top of the paint. 

 The Over Liners – their left wheels are over the paint 

 The Far Siders – they move their cars into the oncoming lane; 
sometimes the whole car is over the paint too.  These folks are more 
impressed by the light than by oncoming traffic.  Go figure. 

 Center Laners – they keep in the center of their lane, still giving a 
reasonable clearance. 

 The WNPs – as in Will Not Pass.  They’d rather sit behind me than get 
close enough to be blasted by the light.  (As Captain Kirk would say, 
“Set your phasers to stun”.) 

 
Driving a car is so easy these days; we can be on autopilot with half our brain 
elsewhere.  Maybe more than half our brain.   Before I got the light, it was 
obvious that some people simply did not see me, while others just didn’t seem 
to care that they were hurling a few thousand pounds of steel inches from my 
20 pound bike and me.  Now they see the light.   
 
Day 3 
 
If every cyclist had one of these, drivers might get used to it.  Stephen, am I the 
only one is San Diego County?  After the helmet, this is my second most 
important safety device.  Or maybe it’s the first.   
 
There are a lot of pickups driving in our surroundings.  I never noticed all the 
variations before.  There’s the dual rear wheelers.  They come up on you like a 
regular pickup, and then when the rear catches up to you it’s sticking out an 
extra 8 inches or more.  Then there are the trailer tows – extra wide mirrors up 
front can hang into the bike lane.  Today I saw a regular pick up, with hay bales 
stacked halfway out on each side, leaning into the wind.  Another had pipe and 



some long tools hanging off the back at an angle into the bike lane.  The 
configurations don’t matter any more.  They all are giving me a wide berth. 
 
Thanks Stephen, for making this happen.  I’ve had a powerful headlight on my 
trail bike for years.  Yet I’ve never seen a taillight that even comes close to 
yours.  I can only imagine the time you put into creating, designing and 
building the light.  How many hours did you spend at the kitchen table, at the 
workbench and on the computer?   
 
Did you just get fed up one day with the less-than-adequate light output of the 
other taillights?  A lot of us share the sentiment.  You were the only cyclist in 
the country who felt that way and had the engineering background to create 
this practical and elegant solution, and the will to make it happen.  If you ever 
take it into mass production, cost considerations could change how the product 
is made.  I’m glad to have this one, so beautifully hand machined by a master 
craftsman. 
 
 


