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It happened around 5:00 p.m. September 15, 2017.  This was the morning when God 
literally saved my life.  It was a typical Saturday of work on the house.  My father was on 
the main floor setting up the workstation, and I was on the second floor walking on the 
planks that were spanned over the open to below area.  We had made a sort of catwalk of 
three planks wide spanning from one beam to the next across the entire open to below 
area.  I had been walking on these planks for over a month now. 
I was up there this particular day because I needed to drill holes in the framing to run 
electrical wiring underneath each window for some outlets.  The cord for the drill got stuck 
between the two outer planks.  I had screwed some of the planks to the beams where I 
could, this was one of them.  I unscrewed the plank, slid it out from under another plank 
and removed the stuck cord.  Dave, our contractor, more than once said that “one second 
of safety could save you a lifetime of pain or worse.”  In my hurry I not only forget to screw 
the plank back in, but I also forgot to put it back underneath the other plank which would 
have been sufficient. 
So, I gathered up the cord and got ready to move onto the next wall to drill the holes for 
the wiring.  My right foot stepped onto the back end of the plank that I had moved.  That 
end of the plank I stepped on was sticking out beyond the beam two to three feet.  I don’t 
know if you have ever stepped onto anything like that or not but when there is no weight on 
the other end and nothing underneath the place where you stepped, only one thing that 
can happen, gravity. 
At this point it got pretty strange.  Everything was in slow motion, even my thinking, and yet 
it still seemed like it happened in an instant.  Everything I’m about to describe took about 
two seconds of actual time: 

I am looking down and see my right foot on the back edge of the plank as it slowly 
pushes it down like the end of a see-saw.  Directly underneath me, about 15 feet below 
is my father.  He is looking down as he unravels an extension cord.  I think to myself, “I 
need to jump so I don’t land on him.  But how, I have nothing to push off from.”  With 
absolutely no options I push off with my right foot anyway hoping I can get far enough 
to not land on him.  I look up to see the next beam in front of me about five or six feet 
away.  I push as hard as I can with my right foot.  I do not feel any resistance against 
my push and yet somehow, I manage to make it all the way over to the next beam.  
The beam is four inches thick and sixteen inches high.  I was able to reach my left arm 
over the top of the beam and my right arm under the beam, but I was unable to clasp 
my hands together and down I went.  The next thing I remember was hitting the 
concrete floor and immediately bouncing to my feet. 

It all happened so fast that my father only had time to drop the extension cord and look up 
at me.  I’m not exactly sure what he said but his eyes were quite large, and he was staring 
at me.  As soon as I stood up, I raised my hands up to the sides of my head, yelled, “I don’t 
have time for this crap!” and flung my hands in a forward motion.  As soon as I did this, I 
saw the blood fly out in front of me and splatter all over the floor.  My first thought was, oh 
man, Mary is not going to be happy about blood on the floor! 
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As I said, my father was staring at me with his eyes and mouth wide open.  I was staring at 
the gash in my left index finger.  I had sustained a pressure wound.  It looked like a hotdog 
that cooked too long in a microwave.  What I could not see was the huge lump on my 
forehead.  That is what he was staring at.  The adrenaline was still rushing through me, 
and I really don’t feel an ounce of pain…yet.  He finally told me to relax, and he wrapped a 
towel around my finger, and we went outside.  I was still focused on how much of a delay 
this was going to be and how far behind we are going to be.  I just could not handle 
another delay. 
I sat down outside, and he told me about the huge lump on my head.  I put my hand to my 
head and realized just how big it was.  It almost fit my entire palm.  At that point I started to 
do mental checks for a concussion.  I had learned some of these things from 
conversations with my wife who is an EMT.  I didn’t lose consciousness, I wasn’t dizzy, I 
didn’t have a headache or any pressure, I wasn’t feeling foggy, I didn’t feel sick, other than 
the many expletives that kept escaping, my speech was fine, I wasn’t feeling tired or 
dazed, and I responded to my father’s questions normally.  The only thing I could not 
check were my pupils.  I was unable to get in touch with my wife, so I asked my dad to 
bring me down to the rescue station to get looked at.   
On the way down I realized just how fortunate I was and how much of a close call this was.  
First, if I hadn’t jumped I would’ve fallen right on top of my father.  As it was, I landed about 
one foot away from him.  Second, if I would’ve missed getting to the other beam, it is likely 
that I would have hit the floor and bounced or rolled into the opening for the basement 
stairs and fallen onto the basement concrete floor.  Third, because I reached the beam and 
tried to reach around it, it stopped my forward momentum and brought my legs underneath 
me.  Fourth, it was my arms, chest, and the left side of my head that struck the beam and 
because I was unable to secure a grip between my hands, I sort of bounced off the beam.  
Just after I bounced off the beam my legs kept swinging forward as my torso twisted in the 
air so when my hips and legs finally matched my torso it would have looked like I was 
almost in a plank position with my knees bent underneath me. 
I do remember the impact onto the concrete floor.  My forearms and open hands hit first, 
then my head hit my left index finger, and then my knees hit.  My head hit my finger so 
hard it caused a pressure wound and split my finger wide open.  After all that deduction I 
truly believed that there must have been and angel there with me who pushed or carried 
me to that beam which caused me to fall with as little injury as possible. 
After the trip to the rescue station, the first walk in clinic (which was closed), then the 
second walk in that was open but couldn’t attend to my wounds, and then finally to the ER 
where I had a two and a half hour wait, the most serious injury was to my finger.  I did not 
have a concussion and my finger was not broken.  I did sustain some temporary nerve 
damage in my forearms and hands due to the impact.  Since I was determined not to be 
delayed again, I was back the next day working on the house even if it was in a limited 
capacity.  My oldest son and my brother and other members of my family came and 
installed over three quarters of the insulation in the exterior walls.  I no longer focus on 
what could have happened even though it could have been life changing for my entire 
family.  Just because I don’t focus on what could have happened doesn’t mean that I am 
not keenly aware of what did happen and how I was saved. 


