On The Strength Of One Link In The Cable
By Ltjg. Jonathan D. Lee-Warner, MH-60S
It was supposed to be an easy day. We were all looking forward to that no-fly day on the USS Essex (LHD-2) because the ACE had been flying a lot and we’d been airborne for most of it. As the search and rescue (SAR) team, we were still scheduled to stand a one hour alert. The plan was to accomplish our typical NATOPS brief, preflight, then head down to the wardroom for Sunday brunch. 

During the preflight, I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful the weather was. I also noticed a few people running laps on the flight deck. My PT regiment had been less than ideal while underway and I decided right then and there to take advantage of this opportunity. After changing and heading up to the flight deck, I began my easy jog up and down the deck.

While running, I noticed that a few members from our maintenance shop working hard to combat the corrosion on one of our aircraft. After passing by a few times, I figured I’d swing a little closer to extend a passing hello. It’s always good to let your Sailor’s know you appreciate their hard work, right? 

Well, yes…but not if that means jamming your foot into a tie-down chain and tumbling to the deck with all the grace of a pallet of bricks. 

They don’t call it non-skid without reason. Although I was skidding, several portions of my skin did not. It would have been funny if it weren’t for the profound bleeding. As I sat up on the deck, I felt a slight wave of nausea rush over me as the pain of road rash settled in various places on my hands and knees. I immediately looked at my knee and noticed a ¾ inch-wide chunk of flesh missing; exposing some part of my anatomy that was never meant to be seen on such a lovely sunny day. 

One of my maintainers helped me hobble down to medical where I was treated to a soothing flesh-scrub with hydrogen peroxide bath. Road rash from the flight deck is very susceptible to infection so hence the reason the HM2 wanted to be very thorough. Ouch. 
The end result was a few internal sutures, a couple of topical stitches to close it up, a lot of gauze, and a bandage. Bending my knee was out of the question for a few days and because my big toe had swollen to the size of a polish sausage, just getting my boot on and off became a 5 minute evolution. Luckily for me, my stateroom was on the opposite end of the ship from our Operations office, so, my normal, four-minute commute nearly tripled as I awkwardly stepped over about a dozen “knee-knockers”. This didn’t include the times I was required to pull over just to help resume the normal flow of traffic in the passageway. 

We always talk a lot about safety on the job. Come to think of it, we also hear a lot about recreational safety. But who REALLY pays attention to that stuff?  I’m an athlete (at least I thought I was)…I know what I’m doing…I’ll bounce back when I take a spill. While the benefit of physical health certainly outweighs the risk of exercising, that doesn’t mean that applying a little common-sense ORM to my day to day activities is out of the question. 
Probably the worst consequence was that I had taken a pilot out of the flight planning equation, placing added strain on the other guys. While I was dealing with a few bumps and bruises, everyone else was picking up my slack. 
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