My name is Eric Perry. I started in Emergency Medical Services for Nottingham Fire-Rescue after graduating from High School in 1995.  I worked as an EMT for two years prior to becoming an EMT-I and training officer for Nottingham Fire-Rescue in 1997.  In July of 1998 I moved to Gorham, New Hampshire to be the Assistant Director for Gorham Emergency Medical Service.  The following story is what I experienced shortly before leaving the Nottingham Fire-Rescue. THINK before you act next time you get into a car.  Don't make someone have to write a story like this about you! 




"He’s only sixteen!" yelled Julie as I stepped out of the rescue truck.  Julie was straddling a pale, wet, cold body doing compression's on the side of the dirt road as the Sergeant from the police department did mouth to mouth.  The patient looked bad.  I have never seen a body so pale.  I grabbed the defibrillator from the ambulance and placed the paddles on his chest.  It was asystole, flat line, he was dead.  We put him on the backboard and put him in the ambulance.  CPR seemed to be doing the job.  He had good chest rise and the compression's were transmitting a pulse in the carotid arteries.  As I went to check his pupils, I saw his face for the first time.  I knew who he was.  He had been a student of mine when I was teaching.  I knew his name and I knew he was a great kid.  I also knew he was dead and no matter what I did and how hard I tried, he was going to stay dead. 

We got to the hospital and turned the patient over to the doctors and nurses.  I stayed in the trauma room in awe.  The doctors and nurses tried everything they could and after a half hour the doctor looked up and said great effort everyone, but there is nothing else we can do, time of death 4:49.  I walked out of the room in tears.  I found a few of my squad members to be in the same frame of mind.  We walked outside and together cried.  We tried everything, the hospital tried everything, but in the end there is a sixteen-year-old in the trauma room dead. 

As I turned to re–enter the hospital I saw his mom.  I had known her when I had her son as a student.  She looked at me where her eyes filled with tears and asked "How is he?"  How do you look a mother in the eyes and tell her that her sixteen-year-old son is dead?  I looked at her and said "we did everything we could."  She burst into tears and hysteria, she knew what I really meant was he’s dead.  She was escorted into see her son.  I had to leave, and again went outside to cry. 

After cleaning the ambulance and doing all the paperwork we headed back towards town.  We knew the police were still on the scene and we asked for permission to re-enter the scene.  We all had a lot of questions and figured if we could go see what happened it may answer a few.  As we crested the hill on the windy dirt road we could see tire tracks weaving all over the road.  I knew that the hill was used by a lot of teenagers to get a thrill and try to jump it in their cars.  After all I had done it a few times.  As we got closer to the scene we could follow the tire tracks as they crossed the road, where they struck a tree and then they disappeared at the edge of the road where the swamp meets the road.  A wrecker was there removing a car from the water.  

Things were clear now.  This wasn’t an accidental drowning this death was caused by a car accident.  After striking the tree the car went onto the drivers side and sunk into the black water.  The passenger in the vehicle made it out.  The driver was pulled out of the vehicle when the police arrived.  He had been under the water for about ten minutes trapped in the car.  

I asked the police sergeant who was on the scene first what had happened.  He stated that the car was traveling at approximately seventy-three miles per hour when he crested the hill, lost control, struck a tree and landed in the water.  

The driver had his license only three months when he died in the swamp.  The autopsy ruled death by asphyxiation, or drowning.  In my mind I knew that it wasn’t drowning that killed him, it was speed.  He going to fast for the road and didn’t have enough experience to keep the car on the road.  

His death not only permanently scarred his own family, but all the police officers, emergency medical technicians, firefighter, doctors and nurses that were involved in trying to save his life.  A life that was lost because he was driving too fast. 

