Stupid! 
by
Eyes Right
Springfield, VA –  Once again, I am happy to report that I was, apparently, born lucky.  Unfortunately, I was, also apparently, not born smart.  The fact that I am typing this today is strong evidence that the old sports adage, "It's better to be lucky than good," has a corollary, "It's better to be lucky than smart."
The incident to which I am alluding took place early on a recent Thursday evening.  The sun had not yet set, and my wife had left to teach an evening class, setting a perfect time to break out our new ladder to take care of a job which had been bugging me for several years.  There would be no way in which she would allow me to tackle this work because of its inherent danger.  No, this was a situation which prudence, good judgment, and caution would definitely get in the way.  In short, it was a guy's job.
My focus had been intensifying over several years.  A large tree branch was overhanging part of my garden creating unwanted shade.  To increase my wrath, the tree was a silver maple, an absolutely detestable species with shallow surface roots sucking up every drop of water as soon as it hits the ground. In addition, this tree distributes tens of thousands of "helicopters" - the seed pods which spin downward each spring clogging gutters and creating nearly the same rake-able material as the leaves in the fall.  Oh, yeah, it is a BAD tree.  
I enlisted the aid of a young neighbor in his 20's to assist.  We threw a rope over an upper branch on the limb of interest to provide a device to allow us to pull the limb in a direction so as not to hit my mailbox or a street sign when it came crashing down.  Next we placed the ladder (a really long one) against the limb and I ascended with my gasoline chain saw.  Naturally, it (the chain saw) was running, as I apparently wanted to absolutely maximize the danger.  My neighbor held the 20 ft. ladder while I climbed, but once at the top, I instructed him to leave to grab the rope to pull the limb in a safe direction as I was sawing.
I am certain that you can already sense the idiocy of this plan and can probably predict the outcome.  It was not pretty.  As my saw cut approximately half way through the branch, the limb suddenly cracked and fell to the ground.  The good news was that the limb fell in the perfect direction - nothing was damaged.  The bad news was that the remainder of the limb on which the ladder was resting suddenly sprung upward, causing the ladder, with me on it, to start sliding in the opposite direction!
I quickly realized that I was now 20 ft. above the ground with a running chainsaw and headed on an express free-fall to Earth below.  I did not have time to get my affairs in order.  The only thought which I now recall was that I assumed that I was going to die, or be badly injured.  At some point during the fall, I pitched the chainsaw and also departed the ladder.  Suddenly I found myself on the ground.  I was conscious, and somewhat dazed, but apparently not seriously injured.  My friend raced over to ask how I was.  I do not recall my response; I was still trying to receive reports from all parts of my body.  
I had been saved by landing, totally accidentally - or providentially - in a thick layer of mulch between two trees.  I had barely missed two large rocks.  The ladder was hanging between a "V" formed by two large branches above.  I was bleeding from several locations on my body, but no bones were protruding, and I had no severe pain.  
What I have not mentioned is that I had back surgery just 9 months ago and have two titanium rods and 5 screws holding my spine together.  Oh, I also had a heart transplant operation 18 years ago and have a pacemaker in my upper left chest.  None of these devices were apparently harmed, probably due to the fact that fortunately I landed face-down on my hands.  I do have bruises all over, scratches on my face, arms, and legs, but no broken bones, fractured skull, or lethal injuries.
I now also have my own personal definition of stupid which is hopefully emblazoned in my memory – but I would not bet on it.  I am still a guy.
I thought that you might like to know.
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