More Adventures of Don & Tom

Treading Water
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It was January in Salt Lake City, it had been snowing on and off for days.  I remember it would snow hard for a couple of days and then it would start to melt.  The ditch banks that ran along the road side on 6th South and 2nd East were full of water.  In the early 1960’s they were uncovered, at times there could be between two and three feet of water.

That early January morning the temperature was cold the roads were slick, because it had been snowing lightly during the night.  Don & I would try and see who could finish their paper route first regardless of weather conditions.  It was like being in a foot race, when you get close to the finish line you push yourself a little harder.  There were no sidewalks, only the side of the road to ride our bicycles on.  
As I rounded the corner of 6th South I could not see my brother Don, anywhere and knew I was in the lead.  I thought to myself, this time I will really leave him in my dust, so to speak.  I started pedaling faster and faster, almost forgetting about how slick the roads were.  Just as I was turning onto Colfax Avenue, which was one block away from where we lived on Roberta Street, I could feel my bicycle tires start to slide.  Trying to get the bicycle under control I could see the ditch bank become closer and closer.

All of a sudden I hit a real slick spot in the roadway, which forced me and the bicycle into the ditch bank.  The newspaper bag that was around my neck obstructed my view.  There I was swimming in the ditch bank with my bicycle and starting to panic.  All of a sudden a police car saw me and stopped to help.  The two police officers had a hard time helping me out of the ditch.  They were coming down the street when they saw the whole episode.

They were both laughing, trying to gain their composure.  They asked me if I was ok.  When I told them that I wasn’t hurt, they burst out laughing again, as they helped me out of the ditch.  
I’m sure it seemed like a Dick Van Dyke slap stick comedy.  The good thing was that the only thing hurt was my pride.  I kept thinking in the back of my mind, if Don sees me like this I’ve had it.  I will never be able to live it down.  The policeman helped me back on my bicycle, asking me if I needed them to follow me home.  I told them I lived just up the street on Roberta, as I was riding away I could still hear the laughter behind me.  I remember hurrying home so I could change my soaking wet clothes.  I knew if brother Don saw this, my episode would become like a front page story.
The lesson to be learned from this experience is that it is important in life to finish well, even if we stumble and fall.  Charting a safe course using a little caution is always the best policy, so you don’t end up just treading water.
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