
Fred, having almost consummated marital relations with his
wife, Marsha, was a bit confused. Marsha was known to be
….vocal…..at times like this, but never before had she
exclaimed: “Priority one!”
In a moment Fred realized that it wasn’t Marsha’s voice

distracting him, but the dispatcher’s squawk from his pager,
tossed on the night table with the rest of the detritus from the
pockets of his jeans. “Priority one,“ the disembodied voice
ordered. “All First Responders and Firefighters. 8749 Turning
Point Road.” Fred jumped into his jeans and then into his
truck.
Emma had rehearsed her part in the fall choral concert

whenever she could, which was not very often. What with
working at the lunch counter and looking after the neighbour’s
kids two days a week, there wasn’t much time left to practice
her songs. But she couldn’t just back out now and let the rest of
the community choir down. Besides, she enjoyed singing,
losing herself in the music and the great sound they all made
when their voices finally came together in harmony.
The choir director had insisted everyone be at tonight’s

practice, the last before the concert coming up this weekend.
So here Emma was, ready to give it her all, rehearsed or not.
They were in the middle of a medley of jazz standards
including her solo in “Blue Moon”, when the pager in her
pocket started to vibrate and then her heart beat faster when
she heard: “Priority one. All First Responders and Firefighters.
8749 Turning Point Road.” Emma blushed, raced out of the
community hall and quickly started her car.
None of her kids, grandkids or great-grands had thought

that Nona would live to see her 90th but here they all were,
squeezed into the cottage where Nona had raised three
children. A birthday cake with nine big sparklers was hiding
on the kitchen counter, just waiting for Jerry to arrive before
being brought out to cap the celebration potluck supper.
Jerry was Nona’s oldest grandson and, if you bought what

the other grandkids said, always her favourite. Jerry was late.
He’d phoned from the ferry to let them know it was running
behind but now the dock was finally in sight. He’d be there in
10 minutes, he’d said. Fifteen at the most. Jerry gunned his

truck up the hill from the ferry dock, cursing the slow moving
traffic preceding him. At last, Nona’s driveway was in sight
when Jerry heard the unmistakable voice crackling from his
pager: “Priority one. All First Responders and Firefighters.
8749 Turning Point Road.” Jerry did a U-turn at the foot of
Nona’s driveway and quickly headed back in the direction
fromwhich he had just arrived.
Every available First Responder and Firefighter on this

small island responds to a priority one call unless or until the
officer in command orders him or her to stand down. And
today, given what happened on twisty, steep Turning Point
Road, it was a very good thing that so many of the volunteers
turned out.
Fred was first on the scene. He had seen bad ones in his

time but this was one of the worst. A motor vehicle accident
had brought hydro wires down and, from what he could tell
when he arrived, at least three people were trapped in the
vehicle, all seriously injured. Fred immediately recognized his
neighbour Ted’s car and involuntarily shuddered when he saw
that the person behind the wheel had red hair and wasn’t
moving. Jen, Ted’s daughter, had red hair.
The RCMP constable arrived at the same time as the

Fire/Rescue Command Officer and the ambulance. Emma,
Jerry and 11 more volunteers were close behind and BC Hydro
was en route. Tragically, the local coroner had to make her way
to the accident scene, too.
All First Responders and Firefighters on this small island

volunteer their time to continuously study and train, be tested,
certified and re-certified, preparing themselves to respond to
the worst that life can bring to their neighbours and friends.
These volunteers and their families give up a great deal of
personal peace knowing that their pagers can call the
volunteers out to incidents where their own lives might be
placed in danger.
In this month of Thanksgiving, if you live in a community

where your life depends on the selfless courage of women and
men who are volunteer First Responders and Firefighters,
please take a moment to search them out and say thank you.
Your quiet recognitionwill be appreciated.
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