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Chuck Crawford, NREMTP, RN, 1961-2021

“To know that even one life has breathed easier because you have lived; this is to have succeeded.” Ralph Waldo Emerson.  

A true warrior and a mentor of the EMS in the Wiregrass area.  Thank you Chuck for encouraging me and inspiring me to move forward with this project.  May we meet again brother!

“He was devoted to it!” said Martha Crawford, Chuck’s beloved widow. “And more than he should have been at times” she continued.  

Since the very first time that I met Chuck at the Emergency Medical Services Department at Wallace College, I always admired him.  He possessed such an immense knowledge of emergency medicine.  I would often refer to him as Dr. Crawford, EMTP.  If you needed to know anything at all about emergency medicine, you could be assured that he knew about it and was very willing to share it with you.  

In addition, he had a very unique mental data base that kept an up-to-date version of knowledge regarding all other subjects in life as well.  He was always giving advice to anyone who would listen and he would share lessons that he had learned along the way.  Chuck was a man who was unselfishly passionate about doing whatever he could for others before doing anything for himself.  

During our interview Martha went on to say that there was a time when she became the angriest with Chuck regarding his passion for the EMS.  She said that on that particular evening Chuck told her that he had just heard on the EMS radio about a motor vehicle accident out in the county about 2 miles from their home.  He was worried because his mother-in-law had left their home only minutes before.  Martha told Chuck that she did not believe that her mother was involved in that accident and that he could not go investigate.  Although after he continued to insist, Martha told him that she would drive to the scene to make sure that her mother was not involved but she told him once again that he could not go.  Chuck continued to insist on riding along with her and she finally agreed to let him go with her because he was not going to rest until he did.  

Upon arrival at the accident location they both were soon relieved to find out that her mother was indeed not involved.  None the less, before Martha knew it, Chuck had bailed out of the car and was on the scene rendering aid to those in need.  After the local EMS units arrived at the scene, Martha said one of the medics approached her car with a worrisome look on his face and he said “Miss Martha, Chuck wanted me to tell you that you need to pick him up at the emergency department. He is riding in with the patients.”  

Martha was indeed frustrated and very angry at this point because Chuck had just been released from the hospital on that very day after spending 8 days as an inpatient for viral meningitis.  Chuck had been so sick during his hospitalization with extreme fevers in excess of 103 degrees along with excruciating head and neck pain that Martha honestly did not know if he was going to make it through the first night. This is a perfect example of the passion that Chuck had for helping those in need.  He loved the EMS and through his actions, it was certainly obvious.  He was so dedicated and devoted to the EMS that he was willing to risk his own life in order to possibly be able to save another.  

Years passed by after this event and although Chuck went on to pursue a career in emergency nursing, he also continued to be very closely connected to the EMS in the Wiregrass area providing emergency care, continuing education, and hands-on training.  Chuck Crawford left this world too soon on September 18, 2021, but because of his passion and devotion for the EMS, many lives have continued to live as a result. 
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​​Introduction


“Young fella! Why do you do what you do?”The question came from an emergency department physician I had always admired and respected. It happened as I paced around the E.R. nurse’s station, cursing and mumbling about an EMS call I had just completed.

“Well, Doc, I don’t really know,” I replied, still standing there in my muddy, soaked uniform, my boots filled with creek water. “Being a paramedic has to be one of the most thankless jobs known to mankind.”

It was a bitterly cold January day in the South, and just minutes earlier, we had extricated a patient from a single-vehicle accident. The car had landed upside down in a creek, trapping its occupants overnight. Tragically, only one person had survived. She had spent hours submerged in the wreckage, with most of her body underwater, clinging to life by breathing through a drain plug hole in the backseat floor pan.

Wading waist-deep into the freezing creek, we worked quickly to free her from the vehicle. Once she was out, we immediately focused on treating her severe hypothermia and other obvious injuries before rushing her to the emergency department without delay.

Not long after arriving at the hospital, I received a call from the Fire Chief. The patient had just phoned the fire department dispatcher from the E.R.—to accuse me of stealing her wallet.

Still dripping wet and exhausted, I paced the nurse’s station, cursing under my breath and kicking at an imaginary tin can on the floor. “I put myself at risk to save someone’s life, and instead of a thank you, I’m accused of stealing a wallet!”

I threw up my hands in frustration and turned back to the doctor. “Yes, Doc! Great question! Why DO I do what I do?!”

As a firefighter or paramedic, the answer to that question lies within you alone. It took me nearly ten years to truly understand my own answer. But when it finally came to me, it was unmistakable—loud and clear.

"I do what I do because that is who I am. This is what I was meant to do. I don’t do it for the glory, the recognition, the thank-yous, the awards, or even a spot on the evening news. I do it because it is my calling. It’s ingrained in my heart, my mind, and my soul.”

Through the years I have always enjoyed the camaraderie and the opportunity to hear about the shared experiences with fellow fire service and EMS colleagues. Reminiscing about the "good old days" not only strengthens bonds but also preserves the rich history and culture of our profession.

As stories evolve over time, they often become embellished, enhancing their entertainment value. This natural storytelling progression keeps memories alive and engaging. 

To preserve these invaluable stories, we are documenting them. Recording these tales can serve as a legacy for future generations, ensuring that the lessons, humor, and experiences are not lost. This practice not only honors the past but also provides a learning tool for newcomers in the field.

Embrace these moments of reflection and storytelling; they are a testament to the dedication, resilience, and brotherhood that define the fire service and EMS communities.

Rekindled was created as a portal that we can use to tap into those old stories whenever we desire.  But just as important, Rekindled will hopefully serve as a vault to keep and preserve these stories to ensure that they will not ever be lost nor forgotten. 

Our initiative was to create Rekindled as a platform for preserving and sharing the invaluable stories of fire service and EMS. Documenting these narratives not only honors the experiences of those who have served but also provides future generations with insights into the challenges and triumphs of the profession.

By establishing Rekindled, we felt that we were in some small way contributing to this vital endeavor of historical preservation. In addition it was clear to us that sharing your experiences and documenting them ensures that these stories continue to inspire, educate, and entertain. 

Our dedication to capturing and preserving these stories is a testament to the profound respect and admiration that we hold for our profession and its members. Through Rekindled, we are ensuring that the legacy of bravery, camaraderie, and service continues to inspire both current and future generations.

This book is a compilation of true stories as remembered by the firefighters and paramedics who were on-scene and in the trenches. These stories are an important part of the fire service and EMS everywhere—not only as proof that we were there, but because they mirror the experiences many of you have encountered throughout your career.

While the characters and locations may differ, I’ve found that the essence of these stories remains remarkably similar from department to department. The challenges, the triumphs, and the moments that define us as first responders are universal.

Countless hours of interviews and conversations have gone into this publication to bring it to life. I want to personally and sincerely thank you for purchasing your copy of Rekindled. I hope it will, in some way, rekindle some of the most memorable moments of your career in the fire service and EMS.

May God continue to bless all our brothers and sisters. Stay well and be safe!



​​The Paramedic Oath


Written by Charles B. Gillespie, M.D.  Adopted by NAEMT, 1978

Across the country, paramedic graduates recite this traditional oath during their graduation ceremonies—a solemn pledge to serve, protect, and uphold the highest standards of emergency medicine.

Be it pledged as an emergency medical technician, I will honor the physical and judicial laws of God and man. I will follow that regiment which, according to my ability and judgment, I consider for the benefits of patients and abstain from whatever is deleterious and mischievous, nor shall I suggest any such counsel. 

Into whatever homes I enter, I will go into them for the benefit of only the sick and the injured, never revealing what I see or hear in the lives of men unless required by law.

I shall also share my medical knowledge with those who may benefit from what I have learned. I will serve unselfishly and continuously in order to help make a better world for all mankind.

While I continue to keep this oath unviolated, may it be granted to me to enjoy life and the practice of the art, respected by all men, in all times. Should I trespass or violate this oath, May the reverse be my lot.  So help me God.

However, following our own graduation, we embraced a different version—one that was shared with me many years ago by one of the toughest and most knowledgeable firefighter-paramedics I have ever known. He exemplified the true meaning of brotherhood, and his words have echoed through generations of medics:

The Paramedic Oath (Unofficial & Unfiltered):  

By Gary Luther, Retired Battalion Chief and Paramedic

Cats ass, rats ass, dirty old twat,

Sixteen douche bags tied in a knot.

Cocksucker, motherfucker, dick-licker too,

I’m a paramedic, by God—how about you?!

For obvious reasons, this particular rendition has never been part of any official graduation ceremony. However, it has been loudly and proudly chanted at post-graduation celebrations, off-duty gatherings, and anywhere paramedics come together with a little ETOH in the mix.

Chief Luther’s version of the paramedic oath has been a tradition for over 35 years, passed down through generations of medics. And if history is any indication, it will continue to be recited at celebrations and off-duty functions for many years to come.



​​In the Trenches
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This section is dedicated to the stories that unfolded in what can only be described as a war zone.  These calls often share the same brutal realities—multiple casualties, bloodshed, wreckage, impossible obstacles, fire and explosions, and sometimes even face-to-face encounters with hostile threats. 

Charging into the chaos with boots on the ground before the smoke clears is not for the weak-hearted.  Firefighters and paramedics know this world all too well.  To survive, they must be prepared, skilled, street-smart, and armed with an unbreakable warrior spirit that drives them through the madness.




1  ​This Is Gonna Hurt Like Hell!


Brad Cooley and Gary Luther responded to a motor vehicle accident involving an elderly woman whose four-door Lincoln had been forced off the road by a large semi-trailer truck. The vehicle came to rest in a deep ravine, partially submerged in a large creek. The front end of the car was underwater, while the rear barely remained on the creek bank. Trapped inside, the woman was conscious and alert, with her head and shoulders above the murky water.

To assess the situation, Gary used a 10-foot tree limb to gauge the creek’s depth near the driver’s door. Just three feet from the bank, he realized the water was too deep for the limb to touch the bottom.

Brad waded into the creek and accessed the vehicle through the driver’s door. That’s when they discovered a more serious complication—the car’s brake pedal had impaled the woman’s leg, passing between her calf muscle and fibula.

The depth of the water, lack of visibility, and unstable footing made it impossible to use a pneumatic spreader or other standard extrication tools. It quickly became clear that traditional rescue methods were not an option.

Realizing the urgency of the situation, Gary radioed medical control at a local hospital, requesting a surgeon and instrument tray to perform an on-scene procedure. The request was denied. Instead, the physician told Gary he would have to handle the situation himself and do the best he could.

As Gary ended the call, Brad noticed the car was sinking at an alarming rate. There was no time to spare.

Gary retrieved a razor-sharp pocket knife from his belt holster, entered the car, and told the woman, “Ma’am, this is going to hurt like hell.”   Without hesitation, he made the necessary cut, severing the calf muscle to free her leg.

With the woman extricated, they quickly carried her up the ravine. Just moments later, her car disappeared beneath the murky creek.

This was a situation where medical training, protocols, and advanced equipment were rendered useless. It required instinct, resourcefulness, and the ability to act under pressure—skills that cannot be taught in a classroom.

Had there been any delay, this would have turned into a body recovery. Instead, thanks to the quick thinking and decisive actions of paramedics Gary Luther and Brad Cooley, a life was saved.




2  ​In Yo Face


Early one morning, we were abruptly awakened by ring-down: “All units to station, structure fire at 144 South Edge Valley Road. The complainant advises heavy smoke and flames are visible; it is unknown if the structure is occupied!”

At this point in my career, I was a sergeant engineer assigned to a paramedic engine. However, on this particular shift, I was “acting up”—filling in as station captain for my off-duty superior. We quickly jumped from our beds, donned our bunker gear, manned the truck, and radioed dispatch that we were en route.

Upon arrival, we were the second engine company on the scene. We laid a line from the hydrant to the first-in truck, where the crew was already battling the inferno from the C side of the residence. The structure was a large, aging, single-story home made of "fat lighter" wood. The fire had already vented through the roof, sending flames more than 30 feet into the air. The radiant heat was so intense that it had ignited two vehicles in the neighbor's driveway.

After positioning our truck, we reported to the battalion chief. He confirmed the home was clear of occupants and ordered us to enter through the A-side, breach the attic, and locate the seat of the fire.

We gained access through the front door with no resistance. Carrying a step ladder, a pike pole, and a charged hose line, we entered the hallway and set up. Using the pike pole, we tore away a section of the ceiling, exposing the attic. Firefighter Shirah climbed the ladder, perched himself on the top rung, and threaded the hose line through the opening. He attacked the fire for about ten minutes before exhaustion and extreme heat forced him down.

Reassessing, we realized that due to the fat lighter framing, we were in for a prolonged battle. To preserve my crew’s stamina, I implemented a five-minute rotation on the nozzle while the rest of the team supported the line and steadied the ladder.

After three men had cycled through, I climbed up to reassess. The hole in the ceiling seemed large enough for me to stand through, so I did—disregarding the "Do Not Stand Here" warning label on the ladder. As soon as I factored in my air pack, mask, and helmet, I realized the space was much tighter than anticipated. Still, I managed to wedge my helmet through the rafters and scan the attic.

To my left: darkness. To my right: more of the same. But in the far corner at the C-D junction, an orange glow radiated from the rafters. As I waited for my crew to pass me the nozzle, I noticed a flickering light within the glow. Within seconds, that flicker erupted into an exploding flashover, heading straight for my face.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
p‘True Stories of the Fire & EMS
First Alarm '

Jimmy Hall





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg





