
Tuesday morning, December 22, 2009.  I woke 
around 4a.m. in hopes of getting some Christmas presents 
wrapped before the kids and my wife Carrie got out of bed.  
Our son Liam had just turned two years old on December 
11th. Our very happy little guy was so excited to see what 
each new day would bring.  Liam’s sister Lyla, who was 
nine months old at the time, was born with a cleft palate 
and chronic ear infections and was scheduled for surgery on 
December 28th.  Our family dogs, Lloyd an eight year old 
male and Chessy a ten year old female, both are 
Weimaraners - they made the move with us from the high 
country of Summit County Colorado to balmy Cape Coral 
Florida in the summer of 2004.  Like most households with 
working parents and two very young children, we felt 
stretched pretty thin with our daily routines and the 

ho l i d ays  qu i ck l y 
approaching. The uncertainties of our daughter’s surgery 
compounded the tension and stress in the Perk household. 
Unfortunately, the dogs exercise routines and the amount 
of attention that our high energy sporting dogs needed 
took a backseat to our family’s priorities. 
 
 I heard the door handle rattle in Liam’s room at 
6:50a.m.  Off to the races, Liam is up and demanding, 
“Milk Daddy, Milk!”, as 
he stands inside the fridge.  
Liam began playing in his 
toy cabinet with milk in 
hand and I finished 
wrapping Christmas 
presents.  Carrie and Lyla 
awoke around 7:15a.m.  I 
was excited to get the day 
started.  Liam and I were 
going to spend the entire 

day together.  I mentioned to Carrie that the boys planned on 
going to a couple of Liam’s favorite places, take our usual 
walk on the boardwalk at Rotary Park in Cape Coral and then 
to the playground.   

 

Our Story 



At 7:30a.m. I heard Liam laughing and then his bedroom door slam.  I ran to his room.  
We don’t allow him to play with the doors closed unsupervised. I opened the door, the shades 
were closed, and it was a bit dark in the room.  I saw Lloyd walking away from Liam as if he 
had just been awakened unexpectedly.  I nudged Lloyd toward the open door and walked over 
to Liam’s bed where he was sitting.  Liam said, “Open 
the shades Daddy”; opening the shades was an every 
morning event.  Sitting on the bed I leaned over to open 
the shade to let the light in and Liam got up off the bed.  
I looked over and saw Lloyd still in the room.  I was 
surprised!  I thought he left the room when I nudged him 
toward the door, but he was sitting with his back 
towards us.  Liam ran towards the open door, I was one 
step behind him.  As fast as lightning, Lloyd turned his 
head and bit Liam on the neck.  I grabbed Liam under 
the arms, as he was still standing.  As I ran, carrying him 
down the hall, blood squirted with every heartbeat from Liam’s neck, streaming down the 
walls and covering the floors. Carrie saw, she searched franticly for the phone to call 911.  I 
laid Liam in the kitchen to try to stop the bleeding. I saw one three-quarter inch slit in his neck.  
I put my finger in the slit to try to find the artery to apply pressure to stop the bleeding. With 
pressure applied to Liam’s neck, I carried my son to the front porch.  I began CPR, a series of 
chest compressions and breaths, but the artery was so damaged I could not stop the bleeding.  I 
could hear Carrie on the phone yelling, “Where is the ambulance?”!  Lyla was left alone crying 
in the family room, I could hear her.  I had the taste of iron in my mouth and then I looked 
down, I was completely covered with my sons blood.  Liam turned blue then white.  I could 
hear the blood gurgling in his throat his eyes began to close.  I could hear the sirens. I yelled to 

Liam, breath come on breath!  The ambulance arrives, I 
continue with compressions until the CMT takes over.  I 
ask if I can ride with Liam in the ambulance and was 
denied.  I felt like punching that guy!  I ran inside, slipped 
in some blood and then continued to our bedroom to throw 
on a pair of jeans and a shirt. 
 
 I raced franticly behind the ambulance.  In disbelief 
I was yelling, No, No Come on Liam You Can Do It!   
Finally I was at the hospital.  There was a trauma team of 
seven working exhaustively to save my precious boy.  I 
began to pace back and forth, the hospital staff would not 
look at me, I would peer into the room and cheer for Liam 
- come on Liam you can do it!  All of the hospital staff 
would look at me and quickly look down when my eyes 
became visible to them.  I began to pace back and forth 
feverishly across the halls with a huge adrenaline rush.  A 
priest appeared; he tried to approach me, an older 



gentleman.  I quickly turned away and told him I 
wouldn’t be needing his services.  I keep pacing.  The 
priest became persistent.  I felt like punching him as 
well.  A short time passes and a nurse told me it was 
ok to go in with Liam as they worked on him.  I 
walked in and seven people continued to work 
exhaustively to save my boy.  They administered three 
adrenaline shots and his heartbeat never came back – 
he had lost too much blood.  The head ER doctor told 
me that if we continue and put him on life support that 
his brain had gone too long without oxygen – the 
doctor said at best he would have brain damage.  
Everyone in that room tried their hardest to save my 
boy.  I would love to personally thank them some day, 
if possible.  
 
 As the hospital staff removed all the hoses, 
needles and life support systems I was ushered into a 
room where a psychologist began asking me 

questions.  I was numb, I have no Idea what she asked - all I wanted to do was hold my boy.  
She said I could hold him once they were through cleaning him up.  Some time passed, she told 
me the police were going to question me and would take my son for an autopsy.  She said it 
was procedure in accidental death.  Finally, I got to hold my son.  He was still warm, I held 
him and wept - it seemed like forever.  
I wondered where his mother was.  I 
desperately wanted her to hold our son, 
right then and there.  I was afraid he 
would be cold by the time she got to 
hold him.  I think I held him for ten 
minutes or so before she arrived with 
her sister Laurie.  I passed our boy to 
Carrie as I wept.  Two plain clothes 
officers arrived, a guy and a heavy set 
lady - real pushy.  She insisted that I 
speak with her immediately.  I told her 
I would like this time to hold my boy 
while his skin is still warm.  She did 
not back off, I quickly added her to my 
list of those to get punched.  She defiantly came too close - but backed off in time.  After some 
time had passed I was finally able to talk to her – bla, bla not sure what she asked or said. 
 

  



The trip back to our house - it was the longest 
saddest ride.  I was in the backseat with my wife in 
disbelief.  Laurie was driving the Tahoe.  As we pulled 
down our street there were four different news vans parked 
in front of my house.  I told Laurie to keep driving, we 
went down the next street and she let us out.  Carrie and I 
walked through some neighbor’s yards to our backyard and 
jumped the fence to avoid the media.  I was still covered in 
my son’s blood and had no desire for that to be on the 
news.   

 
I learned later that my eight year old niece and six year old nephew came to my house 

with my brother-in-law Henry and saw all the blood.  Henry and Bill, my father-in-law, 
cleaned it up before we got home.  Animal control came and took both of my dogs.  Nancy, my 
mother-in-law, was also at our house taking care of Lyla. 

 
By now it was only 10:00a.m. or so on December 22, 2009.  Just two and-a-half hours 

ago our lives were filled with a normal morning’s chaos.  Now, our lives, our family’s lives 
and the lives of our close circle of friends are changed forever.  For a number of days many 
family members, friends, neighbors, acquaintances and total strangers stopped by and filled 
our home.  Then it became a little spotty when people would come by – leaving time passing 
so, so slowly.  There’s a huge hole – everything is and feels different.  The Liam Joseph Perk 
Fund was set up at 5th/3rd Bank by a great man.  But, no money or worldly thing… I would 
give everything I have or will ever have to hold and love Liam only for another moment.  
Around 11:00a.m.   Carrie and I chose to donate Liam’s eyes as part of the organ donor 
program.  I would recognize those eyes if I saw them walking down the street – someday I 
may like to meet them.  We had a very private ceremony for the immediate family to say good-
bye.  There were ten of us there including Liam.  I left the memorial service a little earlier than 
everyone else.  One of my best friends drove me over to animal services.  I played with Lloyd 
for a moment, took his collar and said good-bye.  I authorized for him to be put down.  We 
loaded up Chessy and brought her back home.  The following day, I picked my son up in a 
small, five inch by eight inch box.  Thirty or so close friends and family met us down at the 

boardwalk at Rotary Park.  We all walked 
together on Liam’s favorite walk to where it 
ends at the river.  We played his favorite 
music, read his favorite book, tossed beautiful 
flowers in the water.  We sprinkled his ashes 
into the rising tide so he could forever be a 
part of the place he loved best. 
 
 Liam was not much different than most 
other two year olds except for a couple of 
things.  He was early, fast and busier.  Early - 



he blessed us with his arrival sooner than we 
expected, he walked early, his vocabulary prior to 
being two years old included such words as 
macaroni, manicotti, chopper, halleluiah and a 
100% understanding how to speak in first person 
context.  Fast – he could move for a little guy.  
He completely understood the meaning of 
keeping your parents on their toes and the more 
people that were around he would keep them all 
on their toes.  Busy – Liam had a complex 
understanding of two eyes, two ears, one mouth, 
two arms and two legs.  He could do nine things 

at one time as well as change all nine things to nine other things instantly.  How many two 
year olds can get by on six, five, four hours of sleep per night?  Liam could.  He slept when he 
needed to, not because someone said he had to or it was time to. 

 
Sometime during the first week or so of this past January in front of a few of us, Carrie 

said something to this extent, “I would like to build a playground in Liam’s name, and 
wouldn’t it be great if we could do it at Rotary Park”.  At the same time we were also having 
conversations about establishing a not for profit organization to promote dog owner awareness 
and education.  Somehow the information regarding the park idea gets to my nieces karate 
teacher Sensei Bernard Dougherty.  Somewhere around the 21st of January we met at Sensei & 
Yuki’s Dojo – Carrie, my brother and sister-n-law Henry and Laurie and I.  We talked for a 
few minutes and tell them our Idea.  We would like 
to donate a playground to the city and if we could 
pick our spot, it would be Rotary Park.  Sensei 
says, let me make a call.  Fifteen seconds into the 
call, whoever was on the other end of the line 
thought that this was an excellent idea.  Wow!  
How do we go from here? 

 
We have partnered with the Cape Coral 

Community Foundation, a not for profit charitable 
organization that manages a number of endowed 
and gifted funds, to establish the Liam J. Perk 
Foundation.  Working under the umbrella of the 
Cape Coral Community Foundation allows us to 
dedicate all our time and efforts to accomplishing 
our mission while having established support staff 
in place.   Beth Sanger is the Executive Director of 
the foundation and is ready and available to help 
you in any way with the Liam J. Perk Foundation.  
She can be reached at 239.542.5594. 



Carrie works for Playmore Recreational 
Products & Services; they are the distributor for 
Playworld Systems.  In other words, she sales 
playgrounds to local municipalities and 
developments.  She’s always loved her job. 
Playmore may not know it but she is very passionate 
about what she does and feels if she is part of their 
family.  Even more so now, all the support and help 
that both companies have provided us and continue 
to offer.  Matt, the President of Playworld wrote, 
“Play is the purest expression of individuality and 
the essence of freedom.  Play is our children’s 
opportunity to set the stage and define the boundaries.  They choose the beginning, middle and 
end.  Playgrounds are places where children learn to test their mental and physical limits, 
engage in the community around them, and open their imagination.  We don’t simply build 
playgrounds.  We build training grounds for life.”   

 
 Carrie designed Liam’s 
playground.  It’s not just a bunch of 
swings and slides put together either.  
Every detail has symbolic or real 
meaning.  There is a double slide, 
when Carrie took Liam to the park 
they would slide together.  There are 
four stars, four blades of grass and 
four hibiscus flowers – one for each 
member of our family.  Ziggy 
Marley’s new CD, Family Time, had 
arrived in the mail around the 20th of 
December.  It was to be a Christmas 
present to Carrie.  Liam loved that 
music.  You will find a portrayal of 
Ziggy on the playground.  Liam’s 

eyes were brown, big beautiful brown – you will find the color brown as the main supports and 
structure of the playground.  I am not going to tell you what everything means, some things we 
would like to keep to ourselves – at least for awhile.  I hope that when you visit, you can think 
of my family and me and wonder what some of the other colors and things may mean.  I hope 
that they can come to mean something for you as well. 

 
 
On February 24th 2010, I received the following letter from Bernard & Yuki Dougherty 

who owns the Kobayashi Dojo, Inc., in Cape Coral: 
�



“Wednesday, February 24, 2010 
 
Liam J. Perk Playground at Rotary Park 
Liam J. Perk Foundation 
 
As a local karate school owner here in Cape Coral for the past 24 years my wife and I have 
been extremely fortunate to be able to help people and our community in some small way.  
Along with our students we feel extremely blessed and honored to be a part of these special 
projects.  Bringing great people together in support of one another, whether family or 
community we understand that  
“Respect for all life is the Foundation” and ultimately what life’s focus should be all about.   
 
The Perk family and the Posey Family are absolutely phenomenal people.  Their insight and 
desire to bring educational awareness to our community and beyond is a wonderful gift to all 
of us. 
 
“Teaching Life Lessons That last a Lifetime” can be fun, rewarding and challenging. 
“Learning The Life Lessons That Last a Lifetime” can sometimes be cruel and devastating. 
“Living The Life lessons That Last a Lifetime” can be difficult and painful. 
 
Through these projects we hope to lessen the cruelty and devastation, while we harbor the fun 
and reward as we cherish and pay respect to those who have paid the ultimate price to teach us.  
 
Liam - Strong-Willed Warrior 
Joseph - God Will Increase 
 
 
Bernard & Yuki Dougherty  
Kobayashi Dojo, Inc.” 
 
I just wanted to share that with you.  These are the types of people that truly give it all back.  
People like them are the definition of “community” and are why it’s worth living here. 
  
 Rotary Park, a life-long dream as well as a life’s work project to one of the most 

wonderful human beings I have ever met, as well as to the members of the 
Rotary Club of Cape Coral.  The park is, well 
let’s call it a combined effort between the 
Rotary Club of Cape Coral and the City of 
Cape Coral Parks & Recreation.  The 
Rotarians have donated most of the 
development and amenities that exist in the 
park today as well as ongoing and future 
plans to build a fully functional ecological 



laboratory with scientific experiments available for 
public view.  There are hours of nature trails to be walked 
and a couple of towers to be climbed.  Liam loved this 
area, we all loved this area.  It’s a place we visited often.  
It also contains the only public dog park in the Cape 
Coral area, Waggin Tails Dog Park.  It has everything our 
family needed except a playground.  Elmer, I hope it’s 
OK to finally call you out by name now.   

 
Elmer, I have to thank you and Sensei for paving 

the way, for risking your skin, for bringing the players 
together and for keeping secrets when they needed to be 
kept.  A few short weeks ago we were total strangers and 
in an instant leap of faith, you filled our lives with yes’s 
and OK’s and followed that up with what can I help you 
with’s and what else can we do’s.  And now today, we are going to be building one of the 
nicest playgrounds in the Cape, Liam’s Playground, in the place that allows us to build the 
foundation to pursue and accomplish Liam’s Mission: 

 
“Through awareness and education, helping parents and dog owners create safe and healthy 
home and public environments for children.  Ultimately, enhancing and promoting the safety 
and health ��������	
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 We have created the Liam J. Perk Foundation with the mission to educate parents 
and dog owners through seminars, school presentations, events and networking resources to 
provide a safe environment for children and dogs together as a family.  It is important for dog 
owners to understand what their dog’s body language is saying to them and intervene when 
necessary.  From the socialization of the young puppy from 9-14 weeks old to proper mental 

and physical exercise for your 
maturing dog through all stages 
of life.  Teaching children of all 
ages to be good friends to dogs.  
Parents need to know how to 
introduce a baby into the home 
and continue nurturing that 
relationship through the 
teenage years.  As children and 
dogs age their needs change 
and we as parents need to be 
there for our children and dogs 
to keep the communications 
open for a continual safe 
environment.  There are more 



families that need to experience how having dogs in their lives can add additional joy and 
happiness – we intend to make that happen.  We no longer want to go to 3rd grade classrooms 
and hear, “we had to send our dog to the farm” and “we had to get rid of our dog because he 
barked too much”.  With ownership of anything that truly matters in life there are 
responsibilities – we will help people understand how simple it is to have a dog in their lives. 

 
As I sit writing, four people in America have lost their lives due to being bitten by a dog 

so far this year.  Four tragic stories – three children and one adult.  Stories not so different than 
ours.  However, we find ourselves in a different spot.  Liam touched people in a different way.  
Because of Liam, our spot has a means to a way.  People have reached out from all over the 
country.  Presently annual events are already being planned: Summit County Colorado a major 
ski equipment company with support from a major restaurant chain is planning an event for on 
or around December 11th; in Oakland County Michigan an established charity already 
supporting numerous events is planning contributions from a golf fund raising tournament to 
go to the Liam J. Perk Foundation; three established foundations regarding dog awareness 
have reached out to us to begin forming a network.  We haven’t even started yet and no one 
even knows were starting and these things are happening.  On one of the first few days after 
Liam had passed away, while walking through our front porch – there sat a jar full of money 
and a book.  No note, no message.  Simply, a jar full of money and a book.  We have the 
means and will find the way. 

 
“Life is not measured by time, rather by living.” 
 
Joseph Perk 
 
For further information contact:  
Cape Coral Community Foundation 
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239.542.5594 
 
  


