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‘Well, Ma’am,” They Told Her, ‘Accidents Can Happen?

By LISA 8T. JOHN

g gIr N my husband wanied (o
@437 buy a Westchester house
% @ with a pool, I was afraid it

Would be teo dangerous and insisted
on a childproof fence. Despite the
airy piayroom, the sunlit patic that
opened to a lush backvard, I argued
in vain against buying it. He held my
haads and asked me {0 have viSion.

i picked up the phone and called
pool fence companies; I{ried to deci-
pher differences in construction of
the types o1 fences.

One employee gave me the num-
ber of satisfied cusiomers, poct ¢wn-
erg like himself, who assured me of
the stability and safety of their
choices.

For each one, | nad the same gues-
tion: “Can you guarantee that your
fence is safe, compietely child-
proci?”

Always the same answer.

“Well, Ma’am, accidents can nap-
pen.”’

The following June after the nooi
was opened and 75 feet of fiber mesh
fencing had heen installed, a scream
broke through the morning. The
sound shot through every pore of
skin. Through the bedroom window 1
watched my husband carrying our
toddler, Burke, over his shouider
screaming for help. 1 racad down the
hardwood stairs tc call an ambu-
iance.

My husband laid our unconscious
child down on the beige carpet and
administered cardiopuimonary re-
suscitation, rignt there in that airy
nlayroom, the room adjacent to the
sunlit patio, which led ouiside o a
manicured path, which wound
around a fence, which encircled the
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bluest pool.

Seconds before cur baovy son nad
been floating face down in his digper
and sandais in the deep end. The
mouth ot the fence’s gate swung wide
open.

Emergency medical workers ar-
rived, swooped down 10 the child’s
blue body and wrapped him in layers
of warm blankeis. Our gclder chil-
dren, Jenny and Luke, fled into the
reassuring arms of their granamoth-
er, who had iust arrived. My hushbana
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foilowed the emergency {echnician
vho held our child in his arms, into
the pack of the ambuiance. { followed
in a palice escort car.

I thougnt I had done evervihing
rignt. For five or even 1) minutes my
husband and I each thought the other
had our toddler. And despite the
fence and conversations about pool
safety, despite evervthing we had
aone o ensure e safety of cur chil-
dren, gur youngest chiid had wan-
dered inside toward the pool.

Burke is 15 now. Hecently, while
sitting in the waiting room of our lo-
cal hospital in radiciogy a nurse ap-
mroached me.

“Are you Mrs, St
asked.

John?” she

“Yes,” I sald, standing up.

“l saw ypur sen’s name on e
scheduie and wondevred if it was actu-
atly him,” she said, as tears filled her
cyes,

“I was on duty the morning they
brought him into the E.R.” she said.
“i just passed him in the hailway.
He's s0 handsome and big.”

itold her: “We’re here to rule out a
nerniated disk in his neck. You know
he’s a football player and wrestler.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me?”
she said. “It's rars that we get to see
them as they grow. Most don’t make
it,”

Then I told her the story about
tneking Burke into bed one mght a
vear after ihe accigent.

“Mommy, remember when Grand-
pa and I flew over the pool and I was
swimmmg?”’

My father had died before Burke
was born so ! assumed he was refer-
ring to his other grandfather.

“You mean Grandpa Jud?” I asked

him.

“No,” he said. “Your daddy. Grand-
pa Don.” :

in the car on the way home {rom
the hospital, mv son asked me again
ta relate the detaills of his near
drowning. I told him how his father
nad saved him by giving him CPR on

¢ living roeom rug. How we were
old that he would die. How, hours
later, we were informed that he
wouid most likely live without brain

function. How his 2-year-old body .

nad tought like a gladiator.

“They had to sirap your arms and |

fegs down,” I said.
1 toid him how an angel had been
on the scene, when I had not.
“Grandpa,” ne said.
When my car approached our

mailbox, Burke asked to drive up the

driveway. I reminded him that there
would be much time for driving, but
he pergisted.

‘E‘JIom, come on. 'm 157
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