
The Wit and Wisdom of the Summary of Mishaps (a.k.a., the "Friday Funnies")
Traffic, Motorcycles, ATVs
Is there an inverse relationship between the strength of a motorcyclist's urge to wear a helmet and the weakness of the brain that the helmet is supposed to protect?

Remember--a speed limit sign isn't a guarantee, it's an estimate.

A word of advice for all you motorcyclists out there: get as much experience as you can. Just don’t take any crash courses.

The next time your buddy asks to borrow your motorcycle, tell them you value their friendship too much to risk it. If you are secretly thinking, "I value my motorcycle too much to let you demolish it," so much the better.

Next time you hit the highway, pull off the road when you start getting the smallest hint that you are tired. Don't let the car pull off by itself when you prove to it you are unconscious.

Remember, when you're facing an unfamiliar curve ahead, whether you are in a car, on a motorcycle, moped, scooter, ATV, or any other powered, wheeled vehicle known to mankind, and faced with a choice between going a little slower than you have to or a little faster than necessary, the decision isn't all that complicated.

When you’re about to ride over unfamiliar terrain, you always have a choice. You can familiarize yourself with vast amounts of the trail by examining it while traveling at a manageable speed. Or you can familiarize yourself with a small patch of it real fast, using your face and your hands. 

If the sound of your personal vehicle shedding paint and broken glass while crumpling into a wad with you inside isn't the world's worst alarm clock, I'd like to know what is.

So, what's a seatbelt cost, anyway? Nothing, right? Comes with the car, and most people never consider the cost of the thing. But it's priceless, isn't it? Unless you can put a price tag on the value of human life, there's no way to determine what you'd pay for a buckled seatbelt one nanosecond after you simultaneously realize you need it, and discover you don't have it on. Probably, you'd give everything you have for one right about then, wouldn't you? But, you'd be too late right about then, wouldn't you?

Data prove that most self-taught motorcycle riders have a fool for a teacher. 

If you're going to test-drive a motorcycle, make sure you don't also test the hardness of the helmet, the scuff-resistance of your pants, the response time of the nearest ambulance, and the blood supply of the local Red Cross.

The question isn't how good a driver you are, it is how lousy the other drivers are. Keep asking yourself: Is "probably" good enough? 

The trouble with being reckless is that it tends to guarantee you won’t be wreckless. 

Is the fact that everyone is usually following too close a good excuse for following too close? 

Workplace Hazards

Repeat after me. Wedding rings, good. Work, good. Wedding rings at work, bad. Remember, this is the digital age. You need the full allotment of digits.

If you are supposed to be a safety observer, then stand back and observe. Don't get involved, lest you end up observing others as they put you on a stretcher.

Granted, some safety devices on table saws make it harder to cut wood. They're awkward, but that's fine, because they also make it much harder to lop off parts of your extremities, which saws find much too easy.

Headwork (a.k.a. Risk Mismanagement)
Two simple equations that apply to everyone. First, initiative plus knowledge equals kudo. However, bright idea plus overconfidence equals booby-trap.

If a wobbly ladder stayed wobbly and just scared you, that might be OK. The problem is that it doesn’t. No, it will provide an express elevator ride to the ground/pavement/shrubbery below, minus the elevator car. 

Every time I get to feelin' sort of invincible, like nothing bad could ever happen to such a neat guy as me, I recall the last words of General John Sedgwick, who said, as he watched the Rebs and his Yankee troops skirmish in the distance around the Spotyslvania Courthouse, "Don't worry none. They couldn't hit an elephant at this dist--."

If there's one word that brings a shudder to someone who has read several thousand mishap reports, it is "self-taught." You have to ask yourself, how much does the person you're learning from know?

Hope for the best and plan on the worst. You may be pleasantly surprised, which will be nice, and at least you'll be prepared, which will also be nice. 

Aviators have long joked about the worthlessness of altitude above and runway behind. Add "training scheduled for next week" to the list.

If the "S" in your S.O.P. sometimes stands for "shortcuts," you are walking on thin ice, and it's time for a major rethinking of that modus operandi. Yes, resources are short and tasking is long. But many a finger, a job, a mission, even a career, has been cut short by a shortcut.

If someone asks whether you read the label, the recommended answers are either "Yes" or "No, I'll read it right now." The answer isn't "Label? I don't need no stinkin' label."

Take a minute to read those warning labels. Sometimes they aim at the lowest common denominator, but they aren't casting aspersions on your I.Q. or your common sense. They keep us from learning the hard way. And if you're tempted to ignore them, take an additional minute to consider how it will look when someone replays the video

Common Sense
Let's all assume that common sense is increasingly uncommon (trust me, we aren't exactly going out on a limb here, what with the demise of the family farm). Let's actually read the instructions and the warnings. Precautions should not generate their very own emergencies.

Next time you are thinking of doing something ingenious, first make sure it isn't "ungenius."

Is it really a mishap when the “victim” was asking for it? Phrased differently, are you allowed to say "Oops!" when you are trying to do something that is both difficult and unnecessary?

Keep up your efforts to make common sense much more common than it is. If we could increase common sense by fifty percent, it would be a lot easier to cut the mishap rate in half.

Next time you're tempted to "repair" something with a single layer of electrical tape, ask yourself how the damage got there in the first place. At least use duct tape. Just kidding.

Adages
If you find yourself in a hole, the first thing to do is stop digging.
When they say, “Look before you leap,” that doesn’t mean you have to leap. 

The buddy system only works if we look out for each other, not egg each other on. 

Life is simpler when you plow around the stumps. 

Remember that just because you ignore risk, risk won't necessarily ignore you. Quite the contrary.

Nothing is so bad that you can't make it worse by doing something rash or going berserk. 

Just because every path has some puddles, you don't have to assume the puddle is an inch deep and step into the middle of it in order to save a minute.

The good news is that it always happens to the other guy. The bad news is that to everyone else, you are the other guy.

Experience
Just because you did something before doesn't guarantee that the next time won't be a full-blown, where's-the-first-aid-kit, call 9-1-1 fiasco.

Bad habits and risky behavior don't qualify as "experience." Experience is when you take the time to learn how to do something the right way, practice, pay attention, keep learning, and follow the rules. Deciding that because you got away with doing something stupid means you will always get away with it, well, that isn't being "experienced," it's being a future ambulance passenger.

As Dirty Harry said, "A man's got to know his limitations." Add to that this salient quote from Alexander Pope: "A little learning is a dangerous thing." If you don't take this advice, you run the risk of self-inflicting some other limitations, such as how well your arms and legs work.

Keep in mind that not only is a little learning a dangerous thing, but there is often an inverse proportion between the knowledge and the damage.

Just because you have gotten away with it so far is no guarantee that you will beat the odds forever.

There are three kinds of people: the one who learns by reading, the few who learn by observation, and the rest of them, who have to touch the electric fence for themselves.
PPE

A little knowledge is a dangerous thing, and so is a little PPE. Particularly if it gives you a false sense of protection

The first two letters of "PPE" don't stand for "probably part-time."

Why do people pouring liquid soap into a bucket always have enough time to spend 15 minutes with their head stuck in an eyewash station, two and a half hours getting treated at sick bay and four hours writing up the incident report, but they never have enough time to read the MSDS and don the goggles that would have prevented all that pain, blindness and wasted time in the first place?

Keep making sure that the first "P" in your "PPE" doesn't stand for "Part-time," and that the "S" in your "SOP" doesn't stand for "Shortcut."
Alcohol

Bars look so different in the fantasy world of television beer ads, don't they? Everyone is so friendly and happy on the boob tube. In real life, nothing good ever happens in a bar parking lot after midnight.

When you're drunk, your brain goes to sleep. We know this. The next thing that checks out is your hands. Write it down. First: brains. Second: hands. Last: mouth.

A series of ads for one brand of beer used to claim that it was the one to have when you were having more than one. Well, believe me, shipmates, there is no longer any beer to have when you're having more than about one per hour, and there never was one to have when you were having more than a dozen. At that point, alcoholic beverages aren't a solution, they are just more of the problem.

Do people actually head out into the evening, planning on getting commode-hugging drunk? And if so, is that where the plan ends? Because once they get there, all bets are off. The less able they are to think clearly, the more they think they still can.

Booze is wonderful stuff, isn't it? Makes you forget your problems by giving you something far worse to occupy your mind until you can get back to the original problem.

The buddy system requires more than one buddy to stand on the pier at the end of a night of binge drinking and point to the other buddy's hat floating in the bay and say, "I think he sank about right ... there."

Drink responsibly. That doesn't mean 7 or 9 or 12 in two or three hours. Trust me, the verdict on that is unanimous--the cops, your coordination, your judgment, the other people on the road driving nearby, your vehicle, the judge, your insurance agent, your boss--yup, I think that makes it unanimous.

You seldom think of car keys as dangerous--unless they're being poked by a drunk into a car's ignition switch.

The mishap report said, "Alcohol was a contributing factor." No foolin'. That's like saying sunset contributes to darkness, or rain contributes to puddles.

There seems to be a weird moth-flame magnetism between Sailors and Marines (especially drunken Sailors and Marines) and window ledges and balcony railings and stairwells, the upshot of which is most often crippling injuries and death.

There's only one answer to any question that starts with "I wonder if I can." when you've been drinking. The answer is "no."

When you drive around drunk looking for something, chances are directly proportional to your B.A.C. that you aren't going to like what you find. 

Off-Duty/Recreation
When you go swimming, don't use your melon as a depth gauge. It works, after a fashion, but when the water is too shallow, the information isn't worth the pain.

Just because you can't see the bottom of the pond doesn't mean it is deep enough to dive.

Never test the depth of the water with both feet. 

It says something when you search the internet for snowboard slang, and of the 14 words on the very first site you visit, seven have to do with falling and crashing. Kinda lets you know what to anticipate when you take up the sport.

They just call it "softball"--it really isn't.

Remember, Grasshopper, it has long been written that diving head-long over an incoming breaker, often leaves one with a skinless chin, a surprised look, and a mouth-full of wet sand, tasting greatly of ancient fish. Such is the wisdom of your ancestors.

Three things you should never mix: a snow-covered hill, an inner tube and a tree.

If you're riding bicycles, there's a couple of laws you have to be mindful of. Law of gravity--that's important to helo pilots and most of the rest of us. Then there's the law of unintended consequences, always something to keep in mind, as in "What are the unintended consequences of me zipping through this intersection on this yellow light?" But the one law that should remain uppermost in your consciousness at all times is the law of gross tonnage.

Home Safety
Before you sprint through your kitchen carrying a pan of flaming grease, be sure to first put on your fireproof suit, tell your spouse and kids to get out of the room, take down the drapes, open the door, make sure your insurance is up to date, call the fire department, and give them time to arrive. Then have at it. You might make it. Or you could just keep a lid handy. Which ever seems easier.

Dads and lads—a sure formula for disaster, especially when one of them is three years old and the other acts like he is.

Regardless of how fast they can cover a hundred meters, no one in the history of the world has ever been able to outrun the fireball that blossoms when they throw a match into a pile of brush you've just doused with gasoline.

Every time someone dumps two gallons of gasoline on a pile of wood (wet or otherwise), then asks you to light it with your cigarette lighter, the results will never vary: you'll catch your face on fire--every time.

Every major labor-saving device meant to help us subdue the great outdoors seems to offer yet another opportunity to slice, dice, chop or puree parts of our anatomy. The ability of the common lawn mower to reduce the number of little piggies available for such tasks as going to market and having roast beef has been well-documented.

Firearms
Line of fire is just like a prop arc. Flight-deck guys learn not to walk through the latter, even when the prop isn't spinning. When a muzzle points at you, assume something very small, hard, certainly painful and perhaps deadly will emerge.

Shipboard
When responding to a shipboard casualty, becoming one yourself doesn't help much. Life aboard ship is demanding enough without setting booby-traps for ourselves. 

Most folks close a scuttle when they finish with it, don't they? Or they put safety chains around it if they must leave it open so no one--not even a duck-walking shipmate creeping through the space in absolute total darkness--will ever mistake it for that other kind of door and step through it into an unexpectedly vertical passageway.
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