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Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer.
ROMANS 12:12

This book is dedicated to all those suffering
from multiple myeloma as well as their families.
May God in His infinite mercy provide
a cure for this disease.

..............

It is also dedicated to my friend Norman—
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my true love and my soulmate.
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Introduction

ave you ever wished you could keep yourself and loved ones safe

from danger? Perhaps you envision placing a protective bubble
around the newest driver in the family or maybe figuring out a way
for germs or cancer cells to bounce off those closest to you. For some,
the desire may be not for physical protection but for safeguarding the
hearts and minds of family members or friends during periods of per-
sonal difficulties.

I've been a volunteer emergency medical technician (EMT) on my
town’s first aid and rescue squad for 35 years, responding to more than
9,300 emergency calls. Along with my fellow squad members, I've
been called to help those suffering cardiac arrest, victims of trauma
from accidents, near-drownings, people suffering from drug overdoses,
and a variety of other medical emergencies. We're blessed to be able to
serve as instruments of God, acting as cogs in the wheel of heavenly
orchestrated interventions. In my capacity as an EMT, I've observed
firsthand how God carefully puts together all the pieces to create jaw-
dropping, awe-inspiring rescues.

As an emergency medical services (EMS) volunteer, I meet people
at their most vulnerable moments, when a seemingly ordinary day can
suddenly morph into one that is dark and sinister, challenging their
faith and calling into question an ongoing earthly existence versus tran-
sitioning to eternity with God. In these times of profound crisis, people
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8 Heavenly Rescues and Answered Prayers

turn to God for help. I know He hears our prayers, for I've seen them
answered in ways that defy logic. His loving hand pulls us literally or
figuratively to safety in ways that cannot be written off as mere chance.

“Wow, that was a lucky save!” some might say. I believe it’s not luck
at play but rather God’s saving grace. The orchestrator of miracles, He
puts all the pieces in motion to create occurrences that are truly beyond
mere coincidence. In this book, I share my firsthand accounts of the
ways God works to protect and save us. If we open our minds and
hearts to the quiet presence of God in our lives, we'll be able to recog-
nize these heavenly rescues.
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Chapter 1

Life at the End of a Yo-Yo String

Be strong and take heart,
all you who hope in the Lorp.

PSAIM 31:24

DISPATCHER: “Request for the first aid squad at 600 Highway 65

for a twoyearold with an asthma attack.”

s my first aid pager beeped, I glanced at the oven clock. My brown-

ies had two minutes to go before they'd be finished baking. I felt
bad, but I knew I couldn't respond to this call. We were already run-
ning late for Father’s Day dinner at my sister Marie’s house. As an emer-
gency medical services volunteer, my family is used to me messing up
holiday plans. It just goes with the territory. Marie planned to serve
the meal in a few minutes. My husband, Rick, and our twins, Anna
and John, were looking forward to it, and I was hoping not to spoil it.
I knew we had other squad members available to help the victim with
asthma.

I've been a volunteer emergency medical technician with the Pine
Cove First Aid Squad for 35 years, responding to about 250 to 350
calls per year. We're a busy squad, responding to 1,000 first aid and fire
calls each year. Our rescue squad includes approximately 25 members,
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ranging in age from 16-year-old cadets to those in their eighties. Since

we live in a small town, we're able to respond to calls from our homes

(or wherever we happen to be when we're dispatched) rather than stand

by at our first aid building. When we're needed, our pagers are acti-
vated, and the dispatcher tells us the location and nature of the call. In

addition, our cell phones have an app that notifies us of emergencies.
Normally, it works out and we have more than enough members to

respond to calls. I hoped a crew would call in service for the child with

the asthma attack quickly. Otherwise, I'd be feeling mega-guilty.

Rick wandered into the kitchen, drawn by the rich chocolate scent
floating from the oven. He’s smart, hard-working, and has a sweet
tooth. He can detect home-baked goodies from vast distances. “Why
are you making brownies? Are you bringing those to Marie’s house?”

“Yes, but they still need one more minute. Can you please tell the
kids to get in the car?” Originally, Anna was supposed to have softball
practice from 3:00 to 5:00 p.m. at the field on the other side of town.
Her practice was canceled at the last minute (probably because the
coach realized lots of families are firing up their grills for Father’s Day),
so I made a spur of the moment decision to start baking. I didn’t real-
ize it at the time, but God was already beginning to put the pieces in
motion to create a miracle.

I watched as the oven timer ticked down the seconds. When there
were still 15 left, I yanked the brownies out and tossed them onto a
trivet on the counter. I like to be early for appointments and outings,
and I'd told my sister we'd be there by a quarter to five. There was no
chance of that happening.

I shoved the tray of brownies, still hot from the oven, into the back
of our SUV. “Father’s Day dinner, here we come,” I said as I slipped
into the driver’s seat and pulled out of our garage.

As we approached the stop sign at the end of our street, my pager
began chirping again. “Don’t worry. I know I cant go,” I said before
my family could protest. “It’s going to be a second request for a two-
year-old with an asthma attack.” I was dead wrong. The dispatcher’s
words startled me.
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DISPATCHER: “Request for first aid at 720 Falcon Street for CPR in

progress.”

This wasn't another request for the pediatric call. It was a different
address, about a mile from the first call. If someone was receiving car-
diopulmonary resuscitation (CPR), that meant they were in cardiac
arrest. They didn’t have a heartbeat. They were clinically dead, necessi-
tating urgent care for a chance at resuscitation.

I slammed on the brakes. “Sorry, but you have to get out. You can
walk back home and take the other car to Marie’s. Just eat without me.”

Did I feel bad about throwing my husband and children out of the
car? Yes. Fortunately, my family gets it. They understand the balance:
sometimes family comes first, and other times first aid calls come first.
Given the life and death nature of this alert, the first aid call took prior-
ity. No way would I eat dinner while someone’s life hung in the balance.

I plugged my blue light into the cigarette lighter and flipped the
switch on. Falcon Street was a mere three-quarters of a mile away. I
decided itd be faster to drive straight to the scene rather than two miles
to our squad building. I figured some of the squad members who were
responding to the asthma call would divert to the CPR call and meet
me there with the ambulance. Rather than resetting my pager, I left
the channel open so I could hear the transmissions of the rigs and dis-
patcher. I noted the dispatcher hadn’t given much information about
our patient. Was the victim a man or a woman? Young or old? I won-
dered if it was a witnessed arrest, meaning someone saw the person col-
lapse. We have better odds of resuscitating people who have witnessed
arrests with a short “down” time (period of time the person is without
a pulse and not breathing before someone begins CPR).

When I got to Highway 65, I made a quick right turn and headed
south. The pediatric asthma call was also on Highway 65, abouta mile
to the north. I glanced in my rearview mirror and noticed a Pine Cove
police car coming up fast behind me. I pulled over to let him pass so
he could lead the way to the CPR call. I glanced over as he drove by. I
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was glad to see Sergeant Kyle Jamieson, one of our finest men in blue.
He’s been a member of the police department for nearly as long as I've
been a volunteer. He’s also a certified EMT. We work together well as a
team, and [ couldn’t think of anyone else I'd rather be with on this call.

Kyle recognized my car. “I'm being followed by a squad member to
the scene,” he told dispatch.

“Received,” dispatcher Jerome Franklin replied. A veteran dis-
patcher, he always remains calm, even in dire emergencies.

“We’re on the ramp,” ambulance driver Clint Edwards notified
Franklin. “We're diverting from the Highway 65 call and responding
to the CPR call with a short crew. If we don't get additional members,
you may need to call mutual aid to cover the asthma call.”

Mutual aid means requesting a neighboring town’s rescue squad
to help. For example, if we have multiple calls at once or an accident
with numerous victims, a nearby town will be called to give us a hand.
Likewise, if they need help answering a call, we'll be dispatched to
respond. This practice strengthens the fabric and resiliency of the vol-
unteer EMS system.

Sergeant Jamieson turned left off the highway onto Falcon Street. A
few blocks later, he parked in front of a well-kept beige Colonial with
white shutters. | parked across the street, careful to leave room for our
ambulance. I met Kyle at the open trunk of his patrol car. He grabbed
the green jump kit and a defibrillator while I took the suction unit.
We rushed along a red brick walkway, up a few front porch steps, and
through the open door into a sunlit hall. A middle-aged woman with
shoulder length brown hair and frightened eyes pointed toward the
staircase. “They’ll tell you what happened upstairs.”

We hurried up the carpeted staircase. The clock was ticking, with
each second that passed lessening our patient’s chance of survival.
About 90 percent of those who experience an out-of-the-hospital car-
diac arrest die.

As I entered a large bedroom, I spotted a middle-aged man with
short brown hair and an average build lying flat on his back on the floor,
close to the foot of a king-size bed. The purplish-blue color of his face
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indicated he wasn't getting enough oxygen. He had agonal respirations,
which are inadequate, reflexive, gasping-type breaths that people often
make at the time of death.

A young woman knelt on the right side of the gentleman, per-
forming chest compressions. Another young woman stood next to her,
clutching a cordless phone. I assumed they were the man’s daughters. A
911 operator was giving instructions via speakerphone on how to prop-
erly administer CPR.

Kyle and I knelt on the man’s left side. I palpated the side of his neck
for a carotid pulse. “No pulse.”

Kyle deftly attached the defibrillation electrodes to the machine,
pushed the unit toward me, and took over performing chest compres-
sions. I placed the defibrillation pads on our victim’s chest, turned on
the unit, and pressed the analyze button.

Our squad carries semiautomatic defibrillators (SAEDs). Once you
attach an SAED’s electrodes and turn the unit on, it announces direc-
tions. In this case, the unit instructed “Shock advised.”

“Everyone clear,” I said, waving my arm over the man’s body to
make sure no one was touching him. If a person contacts the victim
when he’s defibrillated, you end up with two victims. Just as a shock
from an SAED can start a heart that has stopped, it can also stop a
heart that is beating. The machine charged up with a loud whirring
noise. I pressed the shock button and powerful joules of energy coursed
through our patient, causing his body to jerk.

“Low battery warning,” the machine advised. How many times
could the machine shock before it ran out of juice? I didn't want to find
out. “Kyle, can you tell the rig to bring our defibrillator up?” I knew
they most likely would anyway but didn’t want to take any chances.

Kyle nodded and keyed the mike on his shoulder to relay the mes-
sage to Clint.

Since I'd left my pager channel open, I could hear Clint speaking
with dispatcher Franklin. “Should I send Marina Beach police to assist
with the call?” Franklin asked Clint.

“No, send Sandy Springs. They're closer,” Clint replied.
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Sandy Springs is a small town just to our south. 7har’s good. Well
have additional defibrillators if ours runs out of battery power. 1 took a
deep breath and performed chest compressions at a rate of 100 per min-
ute. My adrenalin surging, I reminded myself not to pump too fast.
Ironically, our first aid squad recertified in CPR less than a week ago.

Kyle hooked the bag valve mask (BVM) to a portable oxygen tank.
A BVM is a handheld device used to provide positive pressure ventila-
tions (i.e., breaths) to a person who isn't breathing or who has inade-
quate respiratory effort. Hooking the BVM tubing to an oxygen tank
allows us to supply 100 percent oxygen instead of the normal 21 per-
cent in room air. The mask is placed over the patient’s nose and mouth.
The rescuer squeezes the bag portion (similar to a football) just enough
to allow the patient’s chest to rise. Kyle began squeezing the BVM,
deftly administering rescue breaths and sending much-needed oxygen
into the man’s lungs. We worked as a team, providing chest compres-
sions and rescue breaths.

I glanced up at the women. “Can you tell us what happened?”

The daughter who knelt on the floor next to us spoke first. “I'm
Jenna and this is our father, Scott Williams. We just got home from
Father’s Day lunch. My dad said he felt very full. I told him I'd get him
a glass of water. I wasn't out of the room ten seconds when I heard a
crash.” She paused to take a deep breath. “When I rushed back in, I
found Dad on the floor. When I called his name and shook his shoul-
der, he didn’t respond. I could tell he wasn't breathing. I called my sis-
ter, Colleen, to help.”

Colleen, visibly upset, stepped forward. “I called 911 and yelled
down to my mother to come up. The 911 dispatcher told us she was
sending an ambulance. She told us how to check Dad’s pulse. Since we
couldn’t feel one, she told us to start pressing on his chest. We've never
done CPR before. I hope we did it right.”

“You did fantastic,” Sergeant Jamieson replied. Just then, Sandy
Springs police officer Alejandro Cabello entered and handed Kyle an
SAED. Kyle switched defibrillators and pressed the analyze button. No
shock advised.
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Officer Cabello assisted Kyle by keeping Scott’s airway open with a
head tilt/chin lift maneuver. This technique is used to open an uncon-
scious person’s airway by tilting the head back into a hyperextended
position with one hand and gently lifting the chin with the other
hand. It helps prevent the tongue from blocking the airway. We use
this maneuver when we don’t suspect neck trauma.

Scott had been without a pulse for about five minutes. Why wasn't
the defibrillator recommending a second shock? Was he in asystole
(flatline)? Defibrillators don’t work for asystole. I worried his chances
at resuscitation could be slipping away like petals from a wilting rose.
One, two, three, four, five, six. Silently, I counted chest compressions and
kept pumping on Scott’s chest. I glanced at his face. It seemed less blue.
The oxygen appeared to be helping.

“Press to analyze,” the defibrillator instructed. Kyle re-pressed the
analyze button. “Press to shock,” the machine coached. Since the
SAED was recommending another shock, I thought Scott could be in
ventricular fibrillation (V-fib), a heart rthythm marked by ineffective
contractions caused by abnormal electrical activity. Instead of a body
organ with regular, normal contractions, picture the heart as a bag full
of squirming worms.

Kyle pressed the button, and once again, hundreds of joules of
energy poured into Scott’s chest. I prayed the shock would convert his
fatal cardiac arrythmia back to a normal one.

Two more Sandy Springs police officers, Ned Kearns and Reefe
Albertson, rushed into the bedroom. Good. More help. A focused cur-
rent of tension filled the room as we worked feverishly to bring back
Scott.

“Alejandro, can we switch, and you take over compressions?” I asked.
He nodded and slid closer to me, ready to take my place when I fin-
ished my set of thirty. Once he took over, I switched from Scott’s right
side to his left. I fished a set of oropharyngeal airways out of Sergeant
Jamieson’s first aid jump kit and pulled one from the center of the box.
Oropharyngeal airways, also called oral airways or OPA for short, help

to maintain an open airway by preventing the tongue from covering
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the epiglottis. I measured it from the tip of Scott’s ear to the corner
of his mouth and inserted it into his mouth, careful to rotate it 180
degrees as I putitin.

Once I finished, Kyle passed me the BVM. “You can take over
breaths.” He placed two fingers along Scott’s carotid artery. “Hey, I've
got a strong pulse. Hold compressions.”

My heart filled with hope. Come on, Scott, fight. You have a won-
derful wife and two beautiful daughters who love and need you. 1 con-
tinued performing rescue breathing, squeezing the BVM once every
five seconds. I glanced at Jenna. She knelt about five feet away, stared
intently at her father’s face, willing the man who helped give her life
to live. Her mother entered the room, eyes filled with tears. She and
Colleen embraced.

“We've lost pulses. Start compressions again,” Sergeant Jamieson
said. Officer Cabello placed his clasped hands on Scott’s sternum and
resumed pressing down on his chest.

Scott’s life hung at the end of a yo-yo string, flirting between con-
tinuing life on Earth versus transitioning to the afterlife. At this point,
it was hard to tell where he would ultimately land, but for the sake of
his family, I was praying for Earth.
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