
Fateful Decisions
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Eyes Right 
At sea near Cuba -  I am blessed to be able to write this today.  I am currently at sea on the Oasis of the Seas cruising in the Caribbean.  Tomorrow we spend the day on an island off the coast of Haiti.  Two days ago I was ashore in my hometown of Springfield, Virginia rushing about to complete last minute preparations for this trip.  The problem was “rushing about.”
It was about two in the afternoon on a somewhat cool, foggy day.  I had three letters to mail and wanted to make a final visit to the local CVS to purchase a few pre-trip items.  Because both the post office and CVS were less than two miles from my home, I anticipated a quick trip.  I hopped into my Nissan Leaf, our electric car, and headed toward my destinations. 
The first decision point came as I approached the left turn to the post office.  The turn signal at the intersection was red, but I had a green light to go straight.  Being in a hurry, I opted to change plans and go straight ahead to the CVS first.  If I had stuck to my original plan, my life would not have had such a dramatic change.  
In less than a minute later I reached the next intersection where I intended to turn left into the CVS parking lot.  As I approached the traffic light, the car in front of me was also turning left.  I slowed and waited behind him.  There is a left turn arrow at this intersection, but no red version of it, so cars can turn left on the main green light if there is no oncoming traffic.  There were cars coming from the other direction, but as the light turned yellow, there were no more so the fellow in front of me successfully turned left.  Because the light was still yellow, I found myself in no-man’s-land in the middle of the intersection and began to complete my turn left.   This was a second impactful decision - literally.  
The next thing I knew I heard a loud THUNK and realized that my car had been hit.  In a flash the Leaf had been spun rapidly clockwise (I do not know how many revolutions) and ended up in the middle of the intersection.  Several air bags had been deployed; the one in front of me which had exploded from the center of the driver’s wheel was smoking.  As I began to comprehend what had just taken place, two men ran up to my window shouting, “Are you OK, sir?”  
I replied, “Yes, I’m fine,” but neither seemed to believe me because both kept repeating the same question.  The taller of the two pulled out his cell phone, I assumed to call the police.  As I sat there surveying the situation I saw a very large Dodge pickup truck also stopped in the middle of the intersection.   Its right front end was smashed in.  “That must have been what hit me,” I thought to myself, although I did not see any vehicle, much less a large truck coming toward me, before the collision.
I was still strapped in with my seat belt, and I began to slowly survey my situation.  At least two other air bags were deployed; the two on the passenger side, front and rear were limp and smoking.  Those two fellows were continuing to ask if I was “OK” so I decided to get out of the car to show them that I was not injured.  They seemed surprised that I had no visible injuries as I slowly walked around the car to survey the damage.
As soon as I began to circle the Leaf I realized that it had been totaled.  The entire right side from the middle of the rear door to the bumper was smashed in.  The glass in both the right rear window and the back window was totally gone.  Apparently the air bag had protected me from flying shards of glass.  The right rear tire was bent at an acute angle and that side of the car was literally mangled.   As I stared at my now ruined car, I quickly realized how close I had come to death.  If the truck had hit the Leaf just 2 feet forward, my car would not have spun, but would have been totally crushed, and possibly rolled or crushed under the truck.  The driver of the truck certainly did not appear to be  hurt; I later learned that he decided to go to the ER to get a checkup (possibly to try to get some money from my insurance company.   We did not talk to each other, but just gave our information to the policeman who gave each of us copies of his report with each other’s  insurance information.  
There are several lessons here.  First and foremost, I am blessed/lucky...whatever adjective you wish to apply.   Second, the policeman said that I was at fault even though the truck was going fast.  Apparently anytime you turn left and an accident occurs, it is your fault for not yielding.  I plan to contest the ticket in court, but will probably lose.  Third, every small decision you make throughout your life has consequences which form your life history.  In this case, the cost was financial, not life-ending.  Savor each moment you breathe.
I thought you might like to know.
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