He’s Going to Die, and It’s Your Fault!
The Summit County Rescue Group had just received its brand new rescue truck, the coolest mountain rescue truck you’ve ever seen.  I was thrilled on that nice winter afternoon to hear the tones of my pager so I could drive the new truck to a mission.
A report had been phoned in from Montezuma that a man had a seriously broken leg.
I should have known there would be problems even before I got to Montezuma.  The Summit County Sheriff’s Officer who arrived ahead of me radioed that the people on scene at the trailhead wanted to go back up and rescue the guy by themselves.  I told him, “No.  Don’t let anybody go back into the field until I get there.”
It took a little less than five minutes for me to arrive.  As I pulled into a crowd of about 30 people I remember thinking, “Boy, I must look really cool pulling up in this new rescue truck.”
I don’t know what I expected as I swung open the door, but it wasn’t mass hysteria.  The crowd literally circled me and began to close in.  They were shouting things like, “He’s going to die and it’s your fault!” and “He’s bleeding and you won’t let us go get him!” and “He had a heart attack and you won’t even let us start to look for him!”
I thought about trying to explain to them that sometimes search and rescue missions are messed up by letting the only reporting party go back into the field before we can interview them and find out where the patient is, but I really didn’t get an opportunity because the mob was ready to lynch me.   The SO deputy called for back-up to deal with the angry crowd, and I announced to everyone that I needed them to step back and let me do my job, and when the mission was over we could talk about whether I did things right or not. 
The first two responders ready to go into the field were Kevin Berghoff and Patti Burnett.  Kevin, one of the most humble, hardworking people I’ve ever worked with, worked furiously to unload the two snowmobiles we needed.  Patti got all the medical equipment ready, making sure we were prepared to take care of anything from a broken femur to a heart attack to a person who is bleeding to death…which was what the mob was screaming about now.  
As Patti started up the snowmobile and rode through the crowd, I heard people say, “He’s going to die and they’re sending a girl to do the job!”
What made this so funny is that Patti was probably the best qualified person in our group for me to send out that day.  She was an EMT and had been a professional ski patroller for close to twenty years; she drove a snowmobile on a daily basis while supervising Copper Mountain’s ski patrollers.  
As soon as Patti cleared the crowd she gunned the machine and left everyone in her dust.  Kevin followed with the reporting party on the back of his sled.  They reached the patient in less than five minutes and reported back via radio that the patient was a doctor who had probably sprained his ankle.  He was not having a heart attack, not bleeding to death, had no broken bones sticking out, and was telling jokes as Patti and Kevin checked him out.
I asked Kevin to repeat the patient’s medical condition over the radio and I flicked on the loudspeaker.  “The patient is telling jokes and has a mildly sprained ankle,” Kevin’s voice boomed over the loudspeaker.  “We’ll be back down with him in less than ten minutes.”    
I looked out at the faces of the crowd around the truck and saw people looking embarrassed.  By the time our field team had returned, most of them had packed up their skis and left, presumably so they wouldn’t have to face up to their own stupidity.
About a year and a half later, I was sailing on Lake Dillon with a group that included a couple from Boulder named Johnson.  For some reason they decided to bring up a story they had heard about the Summit County Rescue Group, just as we were finishing our picnic on Sentinel Island.  They’d heard from friends in Boulder that SCRG was “a joke”, they told me, laughing.   Others in the group looked horrified, knowing how deeply I was involved with SCRG.
Calmly, I asked the Johnsons why they held such a poor opinion of the rescue group.  They told me the story of the Montezuma rescue.  People on scene who could have helped were not allowed in the field, they said.  They weren’t completely sure, but they thought the patient had died of a heart attack induced by a bleeding broken leg. 

I know for sure that the Johnsons were able to get off the island, which is where I left them, because the following winter the much publicized Aspen Seven were lost in the wilderness near Aspen for many days, and the Johnsons were among them.  So leaving them on the island didn’t actually kill them, although maybe the Aspen trip did.  
