
A Story about a Car Accident   

 
I knew all three of the boys. 

We played on the same softball team one summer.  

We were all strong, confident farm boys.  

 

The accident was a bad one.  

It happened in the spring of 1964.  

I was a senior in St Michael High School.  

I had dropped my girlfriend off at her home and was cruising through town on my way home.  

The accident scene was on the east edge of St. Michael.  

The car with three boys, all my age or a year older had hit a car with two women, head on.  

The women had been out for the evening with their husbands.  

Both women had small children.  

I did not know the women, but I knew all three boys.  

The details of exactly what happened were never known.  

It is probably safe to say that the guys were traveling 100 miles an hour.  

I knew personally that their car could easily do that.  

We drove that way in those days.  

Some said that the women forgot to switch their headlights on as they drove out of town.  

That happened, easily. 

No doubt all five had been drinking.  

We did that too in those days.   

Cars did not have airbags then.  

People seldom used seatbelts.  

Ambulances took a long time to arrive.  

Small towns did not have the great fire and rescue capability that they have now.  

I doubt the terms EMT or Trauma Center had even been invented.  

All five died at the scene or were DOA at the hospital. 

I got to the accident scene a few minutes after it occurred. 

A few people were already there, including a couple of sheriff cars.  

We parked our cars, so the headlights illuminated the scene.  

The cars were so mangled it was very difficult to get the bodies out. 

More than anything I remember the blood, everywhere, glistening in the bright lights.  

The amount of blood that can come out of five crushed human bodies is incredible.  

The cars were in the center of the tar road and the blood ran in streams to both ditches.  

The women and the driver of the boy’s car were dead instantly.  

All three boys were riding in the front seat.  

The engine compartment of their car was compressed to nothing.  

The engine was in the front seat.  

The engine cut their legs off.  

In those days there were no tools adequate to extract bodies from such a mess quickly.  

The second boy died mercifully soon, the third took longer.  

Too long, there was no possibility of saving his life. 

 


