	The reason we bring these professional people along is not to lecture but rather to have the students hear how their lives have been effected by the work they do. We want the students to realize that, yes it's a job, BUT, it's not a job that you can leave at the station at the end of the day. These special individuals are human and the experiences they encounter stay with them sometimes for a life time. 

On May 6th, in coordination with Southern Maine EMS, we held our first assembly in the state of Maine at Sanford High School, in Sanford, Maine. We were honored to have with us for the first time a Paramedic. 

The following was written by Glenn Walton of the Sanford Fire and Rescue, who spoke with us during this assembly. Glenn is part of a truly rare breed. He is extremely dedicated to saving lives and was able to share his inner most feelings with 1150 students. We know how difficult it is for people like Glenn to share their feelings and we are pleased that he has allowed us to reprint his story here.
Glenn lives in Sanford, Maine with his wife Candy and their 6 yr old son. He has been in the emergency medical field since 1985 and joined the Sanford Fire and Rescue in 1988. He is also a State of Maine AVOC (Ambulance Vehicle Operator Course) instructor, first-aid instructor and CPR instructor trainer in the Sanford area.

	A NIGHT TO REMEMBER 
by GLENN A. WALTON
The date is February 06, 1987. It is a cold, dark night with icy snow packed roads. It is shortly after midnight and something awakens me out of a sound sleep. Something I can not explain. I noticed as I look out my window that my parents outside light is still on. This meant only that my brother had not yet made it home. I assume it is like any other night when Tim realizes he is going to be out past our parents liberal curfew and had simply called to let them know. I just turned over and fell back to sleep.
I don't know how long I had been sleeping when I was again awakened but this time by my pager alerting me to a MVA on the Ridge Road. I was on duty this particular night so I got up, got dressed and headed for my car. The location of the MVA was less than one mile from my house but it took about two miles of traveling to get there. I informed dispatch on my portable radio of my intention to go directly to the scene and asked them to have the other crew members pick up the ambulance. I knew I could be there a good ten to fifteen minutes before anyone else could be and something was telling me to do so.
I had gone approximately half the distance when I came across a young female. I knew her as a close friend of my brothers. She was dressed in her white uniform, no jacket, staggering up the middle of the road, waving her hands in the air, crying and screaming the words that I will never forget. "HE'S DEAD, HE'S DEAD, OH MY GOD, HE'S DEAD."
Now, I had always been told to treat my patient first and worry about my emotions later. I never thought any call could be worse than my very first call back in 1985 which happened to be a drunk driving, double fatality with one decapitation. I never thought it could get worse than that.....UNTIL NOW!!!
Cindy jumped in the car with her uniform completely blood soaked, still crying and screaming with a look in her eyes that resembled the fear of god. There was no way of calming her down to get more information. I radioed dispatch informing them that it may be a bad call from the information I was receiving from a bystander. I also informed them that I will be needing extra help ASAP because the victim may be my brother. All I remember after that is multiple voices coming over the air telling me to hang tough, help is on its way. How could I hang tough knowing my brother may be dead? How could I set aside my emotions to appropriately treat him? How could I possibly do CPR on him? How could I face my parents and tell them that my brother, their youngest son, was no longer alive? How could I ever "hang tough" for this call?
I approached the scene of an over turned small sized pick-up truck laying crossways in the road between two snowbanks. Was it my brothers truck? Was the person I noticed still sitting in the drivers seat upside down, my brother? I couldn't tell! This had just become my worse call ever!! Then from the other side of the truck, my brother stood up and started yelling at me to help him...."Hurry up, you got to help me!" "Come on, help me...get him out!"
I parked my car so to protect the scene and proceeded to the other side of the truck where Tim was located. Tim was kneeling on the ground yanking on his best friends arm in an attempt to pull him out of the truck. His best friend, Punky, would not budge. He was somehow wedge in. I told Tim to stop and wait for help but he didn't hear me. I yelled at Tim to stop and wait for help but he ignored me. I then attempted to physically force Tim to stop and wait for help but he began hitting and punching while all the time screaming, "Do something!" "Help me, Help him!" "Do something you son of a bitch!" "Do something you bastard!" This was the first time in all our lives Tim had ever swore at me. I knew this call was my worst ever!!
While I was waiting for anyone else to show up and assist me, I assessed Punky. I found minor head and upper body injuries. I found no breathing and I found no pulse. I found my brothers best friend, dead, trapped in a pick up truck that had very little external damage.
The entire time while on the scene, I was being both physically and verbally assaulted by my own brother. What I had to do next made this night even worse. When the first law enforcement officer arrived on scene, I insisted that my brother be restrained, for both his protection and mine. I will never forget the look of anger and fear in my brothers eyes. I will never forget that night for as long as I live.
Help finally arrived and after extensive extrication, Punky was pulled from the truck.....DEAD!...He was taken directly to the morgue.
Cindy was taken home...emotionally scarred....perhaps forever.
Tim was left restrained and transported to the ER for emotional evaluation...he had completely lost it by the sight of just two drops of Punky's blood on his white sneakers.
As for myself, I was left with the question of whether to continue my career or not. I took some time off, did a lot of thinking and eventually went back to what I love...TREATING THE SICK AND INJURED!!!
I have since advanced to the level of Paramedic. I have seen many, many alcohol related MVAs. I have pulled almost as many mangled and or dead bodies of all ages from those MVAs. A MVA which does not involve alcohol is bad enough and may be just that...an accident. A MVA which does involve alcohol generally also involves speed and this type of MVA is a senseless act and is anything but an accident.
I don't want the next accident I respond to, to involve any of you. Please don't drink and drive and please don't speed! Both Kill, whether done separately or together. You are all too young to be my next call to the morgue!


