A 4th to Remember
by Sheila O’Riley, The Ugly Gardener


We Americans have many traditions for celebrating the day our nation signed the Declaration of Independence on July 4, 1776. There are parades, picnics, homemade ice cream, baseball games, and, of course, the spectacular fireworks displays as darkness closes in.

I’ve enjoyed all of these traditions, but they don’t account for my most memorable 4th of July. Unless you count the fireworks I saw inside of my head. This particular 4th of July also might be my most memorable because it was just last year and my memory isn’t that good anymore.

Last year on the 4th day of July, Husband Kirk and I stayed home to prepare for the contractor to move the corn crib from my folks’ farm to our backyard. This is one of those round metal corn cribs with a cone shaped roof. Our intentions were to use it as a gazebo. The walls were 16 feet high, but the contractor was to cut them down to 8 feet. The roof added an additional 4 feet or so.

Our plans were to have the truck come through an opening in the trees in our backyard. We could see that the 12 foot structure riding on a flatbed trailer was not going to clear the lower limbs of the mulberry tree. Thus, Kirk, with chainsaw in hand, climbed the ladder to prune limbs. 


My job, as usual, was the grunt work of hauling the downed wood to the trailer to be hauled off. I’m not really complaining, because I have no desire to run a chainsaw let alone doing it at the top of a 20 foot ladder. 


One limb was particularly difficult to cut as it curved itself over another limb tight at the trunk. Kirk couldn’t get take the first cut from the bottom as should have been done. He cut it from the top and when partially through, the limb fell with branch tips standing on the ground and part of the limb still attached to the trunk. It perched there in a vertical position.

Kirk came down the ladder and commenced to cut up some of the downed limbs into shorter sections that I could load on the trailer. So, I continued picking up wood. I was a wood chucker on automatic drive.


I bent forward to pick up a log when I heard Kirk yell, “Look out!” I knew in an instant the 250 pound limb was falling from the tree and I was in BIG trouble. At the end of that same instant, CRACK! And I saw the fireworks. But that was a good sign—I wasn’t dead anyway. I found myself sitting on my bottom with glasses askew and crushed hat on the ground in front of me. 


The limb had hit the top half of the back of my skull where my hat allowed me to slide out from underneath it. I thought surely my skull was cracked. I removed my gloves and tentatively reached for the back of my head where it was smarting. No gaping hole, and more miraculously, not even any blood! I came out of the ordeal with only a headache and a tender spot on the back of my head. However, I turned green when I inspected the offending limb and saw the numerous claws sticking out of it where branches had broken off.  I was lucky one had not pierced me. I was lucky to be alive!

At the time this happened, I was contemplating writing this very column. I enjoy writing and I had an idea that people might enjoy reading stories about the stupid things I’ve done and the lessons I’ve learned from them. However, I was afraid I would soon run out of material. After all, I’m middle aged now and surely wouldn’t be doing many more stupid things in my lifetime. NOT! I’d just chalked up another incident. I straightened the hat out and gingerly put it back on my head. I decided then and there that I would write a column and try to stay alive as I continued my journey of living and learning. 
Lesson:

Don’t stand under a tree with broken limbs. They call them “widow makers” for a reason.

Or is it…  Be sure to wear your garden hat for proper protection from the sun and falling tree limbs. 
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