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The Sled of Doom

My family has lived in Cincinnati for almost 20 years, as I married into a family from Anderson Township.   My childhood, however, was spent in a little Kentucky town called Mt. Sterling.   Though I have experienced many things here in Cincinnati, few things can compare to an experience in the neighborhood of my childhood, where I encountered the “sled on wheels”.

It was a beautiful, sizzling summer day in July. I was sitting on my back porch, whittling lazily on a piece of wood and looking forward to my upcoming 11th birthday. The humidity seemed to paint the air  with a moist thin haze. I heard a familiar voice call out, “Hey! Watcha’ doin’?”   It was my best friend Tony, towing a strange looking contraption behind him. 

Tony was a thin, wiry boy with straw colored hair and a nose big enough to get into plenty of trouble. As Tony ambled up, he spat on the grass, and plopped down beside me.

“What is that thing?” I asked sarcastically, eyeing his new toy.

Tony’s new toy was a flexible flyer sled with four wheels.   The paint was peeling on the wood and the runners were rusty but the wheels and axels were brand new. Tony said, “I had this great idea! You know how we love to sled in the winter? Well, now we can do it in the summer, too!”   I was very excited and suggested we try out his new mode of transportation as soon as possible.

We went to the top of Wyandot Hill, my street. Wyandot dropped off at a crazy angle, which usually made it impossible for buses to navigate on a snowy day, but I was paying very little attention to that as I got onto the sled head first. With a hearty “Hi Ho!” I pushed off and began to pick up speed.   I tried the steering and was happy to see that the sled handled pretty well, though sharp turns were impossible. As my speed increased and the hill became steeper, I began to think about slowing down.   

That was when I noticed there was no brake.   Frantically, I considered my options. Should I roll off and suffer intense road rash or should I ditch it in a lawn? My options became clearer when I realized that steering was also impossible at this speed. I was in this for the entire ride!

At the bottom of the hill, I had to shoot across Hinkston Pike, which normally carried truck traffic traveling at 50 miles an hour.   If I was lucky, I would fire across to safety. If I was unlucky, I would become a speed bump!   I hit Hinkston at around 40 miles an hour, and looked for trucks. I was lucky! No trucks were coming and I shot across the road. That’s when I saw the downed telephone pole. The sled came to an abrupt stop as we collided. I stopped some 15 yards later, engulfed in a sharp briar bush.

As I trudged up the hill carrying the remains of Tony’s creation, I thought about my foolishness with every painful step.   A quick thought about what might happen and I could have avoided the entire tragedy.   A painful but valuable lesson was learned. Think before you act!

