We Aren’t Saying Not to Go—Just Make Sure It’s a Round Trip
1. Welcome to the latest edition of the Friday Funnies. Although this message has always been strictly commercial-free, we're changing our tune this week in the interest of keeping your insurance rates down, keeping your beloved car or truck from becoming an alarm clock, keeping your motorcycle from becoming fodder for the next street sweeper, keeping your spouse or parents from having to visit you in an intensive care unit, or, god forbid, keeping them from having to decide what sort of coffin you'd like to spend eternity in.
   Here's the advertisement: "TRiPS. Use it."
A. TRiPS is the Travel Risk Planning System, an on-line way to assess how dangerous your next road trip might be, and to learn how to handle the hazards you will invariably encounter. Some commands require the use of TRiPS, but you know what? Even if it isn't required, it's a good way to spend 15 of those minutes you'd squander on YouTube.
   We originally proposed some punchier titles for this system. C.R.A.S.H.--Collision and Repair Avoidance System Homepage. S.M.A.S.H.--Sailors and Marines Avoiding Stupidity on the Highway. S.K.I.D.--Spreading Knowledge for Improving Driving. I guess these were too negative, because the point isn't to keep you from driving somewhere, but rather to help you do it in a way that will help ensure you actually make it there and back, and that all the cops, ambulance drivers and EMTs along the way will remain unscrambled.
B. Note that it is entirely possible to lie like a rug while filling out the trips questionnaire. You can then easily produce a low risk, B.S. your supervisor, and then charge off on some hair-raising, risk-crammed jaunt. You can also lie to the cops and to the judge. However, you can't lie to the laws of physics when you have fallen asleep at the wheel and are bearing down on a bridge abutment at 75 miles per hour, or when you have lost control on a curve and are skidding toward an oak tree. At that point, it doesn't matter if you told the truth or lied. It doesn't matter if you've gotten away with it fifty times before. Nope, you're just along for an expensive, painful ride.
C. Why use TRiPS? The following demonstrations have been involuntarily provided by your fellow Sailors and Marines.
D. Such as the airman who left his base at 1030 on a Friday to drive 1,300 miles to Louisiana. He slept a few hours, spent the day visiting with family and friends, got another six hours of shut-eye, and then headed north at 0600. Twenty minutes later, he swerved into the median, where the car spun, flipped and ejected him through the sunroof. The report says he "knew beforehand his trip was questionable." That's putting it mildly. "Questionable" would be driving 400 miles when the rule is 350, not four times as far.
E. And don't get misled by our bantering tone. This stuff is serious. Another airman had to drive home to help his family clean up after a fire. He left on a Thursday evening to drive 600 miles. He fell asleep at the wheel at 0530 and crashed into a culvert. So instead of helping his folks, he gave them one more thing to worry about while he spent six days in a hospital and another month convalescing.
F. It gets worse. A Marine was returning from weekend liberty in Las Vegas, at the wheel of his Jeep Wrangler and not wearing a seatbelt. Although it was mid-afternoon, he had unsurprisingly gotten only a couple hours of sleep the night before. A witness in the car behind him reported that the Marine appeared to reach for something before losing control of the jeep. He was ejected when the Jeep rolled. He suffered serious spinal injuries that left him paralyzed from the waist down. 
G. And worse. A PFC had spent 10 days of leave with his folks and was driving 1,050 miles back to his command. The mishap report said this trip "would take approximately 16 hours to complete," an optimistic estimate, to say the least. At some point during this odyssey, he called the duty desk to report that a state trooper had pulled him over for weaving and told him to get some rest. However, he pressed on, and less than two hours from his destination, shortly after midnight, he veered into the path of a tractor-trailer and was killed instantly.
2. Enough examples. I could lay hands on a hundred more in 20 minutes if I tried. For now, do a favor for your family, your shipmates, Uncle Sam, the Global War on Terror, and all the friends you will make in the future. Spend 20 minutes ensuring that you'll be around to attend all the parties, eat all the great food, hear all the excellent music, and watch all the sunrises and sunsets that lie ahead on your path. The next time you plan to get your motor running and head out on the highway, use TRiPS. Tell the truth and deal with the consequences.
   See you next week.
