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Happy Holiday Season!

CCent

nSafety &

STAY ACTIVELY ENGAGED

This holiday season finds members of ACC

deployed around the globe fighting the war against

terrorism, building a new Iraqg, and defending our
freedoms and the freedoms of others. We
certainly need to remember throughout the
holidays all those who are deployed, on duty, and
their families.

Many of our members also hit the road for
long trips and for recreation. Unfortunately, the
holiday season has a number of challenges like
freezing rain, icy roads, rapidly changing
weather conditions, and shorter days. We all
need to risk-manage our travel and activities,
because fatigue has killed way too many ACC
Airmen in 2003.

Commanders, supervisors, coworkers, and
peers must stay actively engaged and take
action when someone they know plans to
overextend themselves. Additionally, individuals
need to remember to celebrate in a responsible
manner, take care of one another, and “don’t
celebrate so hard that you
forget the right thing to do.”
Together we can have a safe
and ...

Colonel Kevin W. Smith
ACC Chief of Safety
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i thought i was prepared

Maj Brett Davis
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ast year, | wrote an article about motorcycle safety
titled, “What were they thinking?” | should have
called it, “Why weren’t they thinking?*
For as many years as | have been a rider,
even longer, | have been concerned about mo-
torcycle safety.

Two months before | bought my first bike, a mo-
torcycle passed me on the right as | was turning right.
As his bike crashed into the side of my parents’ 1970
Chevy pickup, everything began moving in slow mo-
tion. He flew 30 feet through the air right over the hood
of the truck. Two other motorcyclists, waiting to turn at
the intersection, watched in dismay as this human pro-
jectile hurled toward them and his mangled bike ca-
reened their way.

He landed face-up and unconscious underneath
the nearest bike and his right leg had a gash so severe
| thought it had been severed. Pulling the bike off of
him, | looked at his helmetless head. His face, cut by
my rearview mirror, was lacerated from the top of his
forehead to the tip of his nose. Blood pooled over his
closed eyes.

His motorcycle ended up in the ditch 10 feet away.
The can of beer that had been between his legs as he
began his impatient pass was in the grass near my par-
ents’ truck. His name, | had learned, was Ricky, and
he was alive.

I met him, under better circumstances, about a
year later. It had taken about 300 stitches to fix his
wounds and he almost did lose his leg. He told me it
wasn’t my fault. He was drunk and had done a stupid
thing. Why wasn’t he thinking?

| was 18 years old. | am 42 now, and | can re-
member that wreck like it happened yesterday.

Between then and-now, | have logged tens of thou-
sands of miles on motorcycles. | have taught motor-
cycle safety at eight sites in two states to more than
650 people. | have written countless articles, conducted
workshops, inspections, and demonstrations in an ef-
fort to stem the red tide of Air Force motorcycle deaths
and injuries.

Why wasn’t he thinking?

On April 10, two riders were on a divided high-
way with a posted speed limit of 50 kilometers per hour
— that is about 31 mph. Rider No. 1 zipped between
two cars at a high rate of speed. As he entered a gradual
curve, his motorcycle began to lose control. He skid-
ded for 198 feet, hit the median, was ejected from the
bike, and collided with an oncoming vehicle. He was

¥ dragged 30 feet and
tumbled another 103

feet. . Rider No. 2

= L watched his friend die.

Rider No. 1 had just picked his bike up from the
shop where it had been in for brake problems resulting
from a resuit of a previous mishap. He had attended
motorcycle safety training about 18 months earlier.

Why weren’t they thinking?

Another Air Force rider and his buddy were out
for aride May 24, on a new road. There were no street
lights, minimal street markings, and neither rider had
driven it before. At a speed in excess of 60 mph —
posted 45 mph — an unannounced curve sneaked up
on them. Rider No. 1 applied his brakes hard. Rider
No. 2 swerved around rider No. 1 who then struck the
curb and went airborne. Two hundred twenty-two feet
later the dust began to settle on the mangled bike.
This rider No. 2 also watched his friend die. Neither
rider was wearing the required protective gear.

He flew 30 feet through the
air and right over the hood.

Why didn’t they think?

On June 1, an Air Force motorcyclist with a pas-
senger was doing about 120 mph in a 60-mph zone
down a divided four-lane highway. Approaching a
curve, the front tire left the pavement edge. They
crashed in the grass median and were launched
about 500 feet. The operator lived but the passen-
ger suffered traumatic head injuries and later died.
They had been at a party, then went on a beer run
while the designated drivers were taking people
home. Neither wore the required protective gear.

‘Unfortunately, more will die.

| would recount more of these tragic losses,
but it makes me sick to read them, to envision their
final realities. Last year ACC lost 9 airmen in fatal
motorcycle crashes.

But it hasn’t worked.

| have realized there is no panacea, no cure-
all to eliminate the deaths of Air Force motorcyclists.
As involved in their rider’s lives as supervisors and
commanders can be, they can’t be expected to make
every decision for them. It is on the rider. For when
riders decide to straddle their bikes, start them, shift
into gear and roll onto the road, they have accepted
the risk and the responsibility for whatever may oc-
cur. Their split-second decision to speed up, slow
down, swerve or not to ride after a drink of alcohol is
in their hands — or, rather it is in their heads.

Some people think we motorcyclists have an
attitude. | think they are right. | just wish the attitude
every one of us had involved safety. “Safety is an
attitude — get one!” If they had, they would prob-
ably live to ride a lot longer.

December 2003
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he dictionary descriptions of

Fleagle and Mr. Hardison do

little to show how this unlikely

pair became the ambassa-
dors of Tactical Air Command’s,
now Air Combat Command’s,
safety program. They also do little
to describe the tireless efforts of
Mr. Hardison to keep penning
Fleagle after 33 years.

Mr. Hardison, a Korean War
veteran and talented commercial
artist, became the art director for
TAC Attack, The Combat Edge’s
predecessor, in 1966.

“A friend told me about the
position, and | thought I'd throw

The Combat Edge

n. a bedraggled-feathered bird, son of a common
loon and a ruddy duck from Pea Island, N.C.; a
total screw-up; typically spotted in World War |
flying cap and goggles.

Stan "ardisnn (stan’ hard'i sun),

n. graduate of Ringling School of Art in

Sarasota, Fla.; native of Newport, N.C.;
Fleagle’s real father.

my name into the hat since it
would bring me back closer to
home.” Mr. Hardison’s home of
Newport, N.C. is about 4 hours

south of Langley AFB.

“l didn’'t even know it was
a safety magazine when | inter-
viewed for the job,” said Mr.
Hardison. “But, | figured it would
be similar to other magazine
work, but without advertise-
ments.”

He had no idea that he
would stay with the magazine for
24 years as a civil service em-
ployee and create ACC’s most
memorable safety icon — Fleagle.
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Fleagle started

in June 1970

as a regular part of TAC Attack.
Originally used as a caricature for
a local newspaper’s classified sec-
tion in the 1960s, Fleagle eventu-
ally became an ambassador of
safety after one of Mr. Hardison's
friends, a lieutenant

colonel flying courier
service, flew into an|pas.
anvil cloud on a trip to
Bergstrom  AFB,
Texas.
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It was while we were packing up that everything
with our weather went from good to bad quick!
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heard a loud sound humming around
us. As we looked out, we saw this
helicopter overhead checking out the
scene. On the radio they told us that
they had orders to pull us out if they
could, but due to the low visibility they
couldn’t put down anywhere and
didn’t want to chance it. They let
down two big A-3 bags full of extra
Sterno, MREs and wool blankets.

We had already broken open
the winter survival boxes to check
them out and see what we had. My
lead instructor decided that he would
take some of the supplies up to the
other vehicle. | had no idea what was
going to happen next. He got out of
the vehicle and proceeded to the
other vehicle with one of the other A-
3 bags of supplies. Our vehicles were
only a couple hundred feet apart, but
you couldn’t see each other. In fact,
when you got out of the vehicle to
relieve yourself, you couldn’t see your
hand in front of you. He didn’t take
this into consideration when he left to
help out the other vehicle; he was just
trying to help them out.

Several minutes went by as
| wondered how things were go-
ing in the other vehicle, and how
he was progressing with them. For
whatever reason, to this day, |
don’t know why, | started testing
my head lights by turning them on
and off. A few short moments later
there was a loud clunk on my
driver’s side door. | opened it and
there stood my lead instructor
gasping: That he’d never made it
to the other vehicle and “thanks
man, for turning on the lights. You
saved my life.”

| didn’t know what he meant,
but he finally told us that while he
tried to get back to the other truck,
he got disoriented and turned
around in the blizzard. He said he
started following a fence line, until
snowdrifts buried it. Finally, he
turned around and tried to head
back to our truck. When he didn’t
know which way it was, he just laid
down on the ground, put his head
in his hands and started to pray.

Just a few minutes later, he
saw this glowing flash in the snow
ahead of him and he thought, “/ am

saved.” That is when he got back
in the truck. We stuck it out for the
rest of the 3 days and 2 nights on
the side of the road. The other
truck got by with what they had in
their winter survival kit.

On the 3rd day, after we
awoke, we heard the helicopter
hovering around again. This time
it was able to find a place to land
and it took us back to our support
base. Except for minor frostbite,
everyone returned back to base
healthy.

The one major thing we
learned was that “weather can
change in an instant.” We didn't
know which way the weather came
from, but when it did come, it came
in a gale. We survived because

we didn’t loose our cool. We just
settled down and waited it out.
Nobody got stupid and thought
they could walk to the MAF or
anything. Another lesson learned
was we should have tied a rope
around my lead instructor when
he attempted to go to the other
vehicle. This way he could have
tied it to the other vehicle and we
could use it to guide us back and
forth. The old Cheyenne state-
ment, “If you don’t like the
weather — wait a minute, it will
change,” was never more true
than on that day. We are lucky
to have made it through. Never
underestimate the weather be-
cause in a battle with Mother
Nature, you'll lose. W

How to survive ...

Cold Weather

# Stay dry.

e Keep out of the wind. Use anything available to
make a shelter; your car, blankets, tarp, tent,
branches, or even packed snow.

# Avoid exhaustion and perspiring. Open layers
of clothing if you increase your workload and

work slowly.

Stay put. Do not travel unless necessary for
safety. If you do travel, leave a recognizable
signal showing your direction of travel.

Recognize onset of cold weather injuries and

prevent if able.

Frostbite: cover your extremities and keep

them dry.

Hypothermia: Recognize it is most prevalent
in 30-50 degree weather and when you are wet.

December 2003
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tially crushed under the semi if the
traffic hadn’t stopped.

| watched as the coroner
stood up from a crouched position
and walked to his car. He had been
blocking my view of what looked like
three long pillows. They were bod-
ies. They had been covered with
white sheets and their ominous
presence was impossible to ignore.
| just stared and stared.

Then | noticed it. | noticed the
chrome silver stripe, the blue stripe
and the orange stripe next to the
chrome M5. The badge was on the
crushed blue trunk lid, 30 feet from
the car, next to the road. | looked at
it in total disbelief. | didn’t believe
that it could be. | had almost ratio-
nalized that it must be another blue
M5. | wouldn’t believe that it could

#
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Our dreams were destroyed when a person
decided to get behind the wheel after drinking.

be my friend’s, until | saw Remy’s
backpack.

There was no denying it. The
orange anodized aluminum exter-
nal frame, the orange canvas pack
and the Harley Davidson patch that
| helped him sew on at his
grandmother’s house the summer
before. There was no wishing it
away.

We never went to the race-
track. We never went hiking to-
gether again. Instead | went to three
funerals. When | left for the Univer-
sity of Arkansas, | left alone.

The driver of the semi lived.
He spent a few weeks in the hospi-
tal.

The driver of the semi was
drunk. He was nearly three times
past the legal fimit.

December 2003

| told him that if he had not been
drunk, my friends would still be alive.

Remy’s grandmother, both of
David’s parents, and Paul’s dad
came and visited me when | gradu-
ated college. Paul’s mother wrote me
a long letter.

| stili talk to them from time to time,
mostly about what Remy, Paul, David,
and | would be doing if things were dif-
ferent. And usually there is an uncom-
fortable silence when the melancholy
and the memories get too heavy.

Paul's dad always ends our con-
versations by telling me that he loves
me like a son and that alcohol and auto-
mobiles don’t mix.

| always tell him that | know. { tell
him that | know because | do know. And
my heart will forever be heavy with the
knowledge. P
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By Maj Wendy Hamilton, Langley AFB, Va.
Photos by TSgt Ben Bloker, Langley AFB, Va.

S
This electro-luminescent technology called ELMO-lyte
helps a driver see the security forces member before
the person is in the car’s headlights!
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Mishap Statistics Scoreboard

FYO04 Aircraft As of October 31, 2003

Aircraft Destroyed

8 AF

9 AF

12 AF

AWFC

ANG
(ACC-gained)
AFRC

(ACC-gained)

FY04 Ground As of October 31, 2003

Class B
0 0 ;
0 0
1 0
0 0

As of October 31, 2003

Class B
0 0
0 0
0 0
0 0

Aircraft Notes

And thus begins a new fiscal year. War-
rior leaders, if it doesn’t look right, smell right,
or taste right, it probably ain’t right — stop it.
Warrior aviators, if it's not briefed, scheduled,
or specifically authorized chances are it's
dumb, different, or dangerous — AKA: a no-
no. Keep the focus. Aviate — Navigate —
Communicate. Point at suitable concrete, get
the checklist done, develop a plan, get some-
one to QC your plan, and get the aircraft back
on the ground. Also, think about contingen-
cies like missed cables and ground egress-
ing. The fire trucks will definitely see the fire,
but maybe not the egressees. Fly safe!

Ground Notes

There was one PMV4 Class A mishap in
the first month of FY04. This is a much better
start for the fiscal year. | know commanders,
supervisors, and first sergeants are actively
working to prevent mishaps. So let’s keep the
momentum going and continue to keep our
Airmen safe from any additional loss of life.

Weapons Notes

Last year was a busy year for the AF and
the weapons community. With the high ops
tempo and all the deployments we supported,
the number of mishaps were surprisingly low.
We did, however, have one more mishap this
past year than the year before. Please con-
tinue to educate and encourage good safety
practices. Let’s make this year the safest year
to date in ACC.

Class A - Permanent Total Disability; Property Damage $1,000,000 or more

Class B - Permanent Partial Disability; Property Damage between $200,000 and $1,000,000
Class C - Lost Workday; Property Damage between $20,000 and $200,000

* Non-rate Producing

Symbols for Mishap Aircraft

TALA A
4 At

RQ-1 QF-4 HH-60
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