
“ De-gunkifying my pocket knife” 
 
 
One of my most visible talents is my knack for taking a simple household task and turning it into 
hazardous duty.  I have the uncanny ability to find ways to injure myself doing anything, at 
anytime, anywhere.   
 
It all started at an early age.  While in elementary school, I decided to be very scientific and 
conduct an experiment involving an electric fan.  This experiment took place at my friend, Gary 
Bakker’s house.  I was most curious to see if air came out of the back of the fan as well as the 
front.  My scientific experiment ended rather abruptly when my fingers got too close to the fan 
blades and, “chink”; I sliced the end of my middle finger.  Luckily for me, Gary’s mom was a 
nurse.  She attended to my wound, smiling all the while.  I think she realized, then and there, I 
was destined for a life of mishaps.  Little did she know. 
 
I need only look down at my arms and legs at the many scars scattered about.  Each one has a 
story to tell.  Other incidents left no visible scars, but have lingering unseen effects.  Today’s 
incident reminded me that I’ve yet to outgrow my “propensity for catastrophe”.   
 
My pocketknife has two blades.  I’ve used this knife on occasion to open shipping cartons by 
cutting through the tape.  After a time, the tape will “gunk” up the blades with a sticky residue.  
Today, I decided to wander back to our rental department here at work to borrow some “goo” 
remover.  As I was gently cleaning one of the blades, I cut my finger, hence the title for this 
essay.  It was a simple enough task, but once again, I managed to turn it into hazardous duty.   
 
I have a two-inch scar on my left wrist with a similar story.  I cut myself while cleaning my truck 
windshield.  What?  Rather than pull the wiper blades out of the way, I left them resting against 
the windshield.  While using paper towels to clean the glass, I cut my wrist on the wiper blade.  
Would this have happened to anyone else?  Not likely.  Are paper towels dangerous?  No, but in 
my hands they can be. 
 
We all know to never leave a garden rake lying on the ground with the tines facing upward.  Why?  
Someone may step on it and have the handle hit them squarely in the face.  That only happens in 
cartoons you say.  Well, it happened to me, of course.  How many people do you know have had 
the pull rope break loose while starting their lawnmower and smack them in the face breaking 
their glasses?  No one?  Well, now you do.  Me!  Not just once, but twice!  Am I lucky or what? 
 
May I suggest that you never stand on an extension ladder against the house during the winter 
and pull snow off the roof with a snow rake?  Keep the ladder hanging in the garage.  Stand firmly 
on the ground while using the roof rake.  Why?  I had the ladder slide away once and I fell to the 
ground, breaking my wrist.  That’s why.   
 
If you ever find yourself having to remove your old overhead garage door to install a new one, 
remove the old door when it is in the “down” position, not while it is in the “up” position, directly 
overhead.  Yes, I tried the “overhead” method of garage door removal only to experience the law 
of gravity up close and personal.  Garage doors are heavy when they land on your head.  Trust 
me.  I know.   
 
Have you ever broken a leg or foot and found yourself relying on crutches for mobility?  May I 
suggest that you exercise caution when descending the stairs?  It was my first time using 
crutches.  I remember it well.  I thought it best to “practice” the art of navigating stairways at home 
before venturing out in public.  An innocent enough plan, but once again, poorly executed. 
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I seemed bent on execution with my first descent of the stairs.  I wasn’t sure where to place the 
crutches on the steps and where to place my feet.  Add handrails to the equation and I was 
confused to be sure.  I thought the best approach would be to place both crutches two steps 
down and ahead of me, cradle my armpits on the crutches, and gentle swing out and down.   
 
Well, I got the “down” part right.  As I swung out, there was no place for my feet to land and I flew 
head first down the entire flight of stairs!  All of this happened while wearing a cast on my left leg.  
I was fortunate not to break any other limbs.  What a bonehead!  I’m glad it happened in the 
privacy of my home and not in public.  I have since mastered the fine art of ascending and 
descending stairways with crutches.  I’ve had lots of experience.  Need I say more? 
 
There are too many other incidents to include in this short essay.  Some are more serious than 
others, and some are even more hilarious and just plain dumb.  The fact remains, I’m still here.  
By the grace and mercy of God I’m still alive and mobile.  Even though I have used four of my 
nine lives, I’m still here.  Who knows how many near misses there have been in my life that I 
don’t even know about?   
 
Do you take your life for granted?  I’ve always assumed that I would continue to breathe, my 
heart would continue to beat, and my brain (I use that word liberally) would continue to function 
until I got old.  I no longer assume that anymore.  When I get up in the morning, the first thing I do 
is to sit on the side of my bed and thank God for a safe night.  While driving to the office, I’ll thank 
Him for allowing me to see another new day.  In spite of all I’ve done to myself over the years, I’m 
still here, and in pretty good shape, too, considering.  Many people cannot say that. 
 
Deliberately being grateful adds a positive spin on life.  It’s amazing how much more I notice and 
appreciate the details of life I previously overlooked when I was smug and assuming.  Will this 
positive spin prevent me from future accidents and mishaps?  I doubt it.  After all, it’s still me, the 
boy Rosie Bakker patched up years ago after my unsuccessful experiment with the electric fan. 
 
There may come a time when this “fifth life” of my nine lives may be my last.  I could succumb to 
a debilitating injury or illness some day.  I expect that there will be quite a few incidents yet to 
come, many of them, hilarious in retrospect.   
 
It’s during the accident-free times and the times when things aren’t going so well, that I must 
choose my attitude.  I can be positive or negative.  I can be grateful to God or smug and 
assuming.  How about you?  What are you going to choose?        
 
I do know one thing though; I’m going to ask someone else to “de-gunkify” my knife blades when 
they start getting sticky.  Take care.  I’m trying to. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


