                                   Lesson the  Second
I remember as a child, going to visit my aunt and uncles new home. The house was not quite complete, but everyone I’m sure ranged from a little excited, to quite excited. My memory is not real clear on some things, so I have forgotten some of the details. 

      The house’s front porch was block and had a concrete slab on top, eventually. I say eventually, for at the time it was not yet complete, and the slab of concrete was not set in place, thus leaving the porce with  a gaping hole. 

    I thought to myself, hey neat and ran over(walked? I don’t remember which) to the porch. As a child I loved to climb, and this time was to be no exception. Before long, I was hanging onto the blocks, and dangling down into the hole, that lead down into the basement.

     I thought it was a pretty good idea, but the grown ups there, did NOT think it was a very good idea at all! So, they told me get out of there! I got out(well, I tried..) 

     As I started to pull myself out of the hole, the block that I was hlding onto, gave way, and I plummeted down into the basement. Apparently, the block had either freshly laid mortar, or none at all. In any case, I landed pretty hard. 

       As I laid down there, they helped me out, via a ladder, and I made my way to the hospital. Everything turned out good, considering what just happened. No broken bones, or really serious injuries.

     I would like to think that that made me a wiser person, but it didn’t I have done plenty of stupid crazy things since then. And no, it didn’t put any dampers on my enthusiasm for climbing. I’ve climbed plenty since that time.

