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Exhaust fumes plumed from behind the passenger’s side rear wheel, and the packed snow 
beneath it became black with soot. It was late in the afternoon and the sun was beginning to 
make a last stand in the western sky over Borden City. It crept farther and farther away, an 
orange glow melting into impending darkness.  

Jeremy adjusted the visor to keep the glare out of his eyes and repositioned the thick and 
heavy paramedic book on his lap. The schooling and ride times, along with all the hospital 
rotations, were finally over and with it the last year and a half of hell. All that was left now was 
to keep the material fresh in his mind until he received his notice to sit for the written exam. The 
practical had been nerve wracking with the proctor standing over him for every IV stick, ECG 
rhythm interpretation, the mega code or simulated cardiac arrest, and medication administration. 
He nearly panicked when placing a ‘patient’ in a Kendrick Extrication Device (a device that 
immobilizes a patients spinal column from the waist up) and noticed all too late that the chin 
straps were missing from the bag. He improvised using medical tape, but upon removal the 
‘patient’ lost a few strands of hair. 

His partner Snuffy dozed in the driver’s seat next to him, the rumble of the diesel engine 
rocking her to sleep. The solitary diamond stud in her nose glistened in the remaining sunlight 
and the black skull cap she wore was drawn tightly over her head, her short cropped hair just 
peeking out. The fingertips of her gloves were cut off and her EMS jacket was draped over her 
like a blanket, the EMT-Basic patch sewn on slightly crooked. Her unpolished and scuffed boots 
were propped up on the center console and given her short stature she could sit that way 
comfortably. 

Their ambulance was the van style, a Type II, with a narrow light bar on the roof of the 
cab and an orange line drawn horizontally down the sides, which above sat the Bristol County 
EMS logo. Their unit number, 357, was emblazoned on the rear door in the corner of the 
window. The large box, or Type III, ambulances were reserved for the paramedic personnel as 
they provided more storage room for Advanced Life Support tools and equipment. The Basic 
Life Support units were stocked with first aid supplies, an automated external defibrillator, and 
several backboards along with a “scoop” which is a special frame board that can be broken down 
to move patients with hip pain, or those who would not tolerate a standard backboard, but don’t 
require inline immobilization to protect the neck and spinal column. 

Bristol County BLS units functioned mainly as support to ALS units. They spent a lot of 
their time going to simple calls that didn’t require the skills of a paramedic. In the event their call 
proves to need advanced intervention, they could radio out for assistance, but mostly the calls 
they ran were a mixture of doctor’s office visits and hospital to home or the facility the patient 
lived in. They also picked up BLS emergencies like light trauma, psychiatrics, drug seekers, and 
hypochondriacs. It could be a boring life, but dispatch could toss them a bone once in a while if 
no ALS units were in the area. 



Jeremy and Snuffy's shift was from six at night till six in the morning. It proved to be a 
little slower at night, given certain factors like holidays or the day of the week, but most BLS 
calls at night were the routine “shuffle runs”, bringing patients to and from the ER. The suits 
went home generally after five and wouldn’t be back in again until after eight in the morning, so 
night shifters were able to avoid a lot of their nonsense. The supervisors were the only potential 
problems after that. Snuffy herself had a reputation for being a troublemaker and so had been put 
with the much more docile Jeremy. Snuffy’s file was thick with reprimands and incident reports, 
the worst one was when she drove Priority One through a construction zone that normally would 
have given her easy access to the ER entrance at Borden City General Hospital, or what they 
called it “The General.” Overall though, she was a good practitioner and knew when things were 
going to go bad domestically or medically. 

She was also a good match for Jeremy, who was a bit slower than your average EMT, not 
in intelligence, but rather in confidence. He had gotten through EMT and paramedic school with 
flying colors, but when put into a position of life and death he was known for freezing up and 
panicking. He was on his fourth partner in two years and the reason why Snuffy stuck with him 
was that she could tolerate him just a bit more than her old partners. 

Snuffy’s previous partners were a mixture of people from the negative side of the EMS 
spectrum. Lyle was an Evangelical Christian, and so didn’t approve of her lesbian lifestyle and 
preached to her about the sin of homosexuality. Derek was a chauvinist pig who had requested 
too many times for a three-way with her and his girlfriend. The last was Earl, and was the only 
one to request a transfer. He held many racist opinions and after meeting Snuffy’s (at the time) 
live-in girlfriend Teri, removed himself from the partnership more out of embarrassment than for 
his own beliefs. His opinions about interracial and same-sex marriage combined with his blind 
eye to the advancement of American civilization in the twenty-first century was too much to 
handle with this insight into Snuffy’s life. 

But Jeremy was alright in her book. For a brief period of time she may have resented men 
a bit thinking they perceived themselves as God’s gift to women, but Jeremy had a kind of ‘aw-
shucks’ way about him. He was naive, and despite her attempts at first to scare him away, she 
found herself drawn to his company. He was a genuinely nice guy. He didn’t talk about anyone 
behind their backs and for that he won her favor. His glasses had thick black wayfarer frames 
that slid down his face and he constantly cleaned them with a handkerchief. The other crews 
crucified him for that. He was the stereotypical dork, had hardly any friends and was the butt of 
most jokes around the garage bay. Within their first few weeks Snuffy witnessed an incident in 
the garage where Jeremy was tripped by another one of the crews; a female known for being 
nasty. Falling to the greasy floor, Jeremy spilled the contents of his bag like it was the hallway of 
his high school against the background of chortles from the witnessing crowd. 

She watched Jeremy slowly breathe in and exhale. She expected him to stand up for 
himself, but he didn’t. Instead he let the laughter fall around him without the thought of 
retaliation. She scuffed her boots over to him, knelt down and fished his book out from under the 
wheel well of a unit. She handed it to him as he righted himself, the shame apparent on his face 
and she looked him in the eye, his face red with embarrassment. There was the start of a tear 
forming under his brown eyes. She gave him a slap on the back and sent him toward their unit 
out in the lot. She waited till he was out of ear shot and zeroed in on his attacker, the female 



college dropout who couldn’t cut it in paramedic school but was a trauma surgeon in her own 
mind; too smart to be a doctor but too stupid to be a nurse. She was the type of person that 
prayed on the weak in order to achieve her own self-validation. Snuffy grabbed her by the white 
collar of her shirt and slammed her into the side of the ambulance beside them. 

“Screw with my partner again and I'll fucking kill you,” she hissed. 
He probably didn’t belong in EMS, at least in the pre-hospital setting. He would have 

been better suited for work in the ER where things were better controlled and there was more 
order to the world. Jeremy was no quitter, and she admired him for that, holding her tongue 
about what she thought for once and enjoying her job for having a decent partner. 

“Attention, Bristol County 357,” the radio called. Richard Henry’s voice was deeper and 
a little more relaxed than Chloe’s, but it made Snuffy jump when it broke through the radio 
silence unexpectedly. 

“Fuck…” Snuffy groaned, reaching out to pull herself up on the steering wheel. Jeremy 
snapped the paramedic book shut and dropped it into the milk crate that sat between their seats. 
There were two cup holders adhered with medical tape on the front side and the crate was often 
filled with magazines, a PSP, or now that she worked with Jeremy, actual books. Jeremy reached 
up for the radio on the console. 

“357...” 
“357, I have a run for you. Coming out of Union ER going to Beth Israel in Boston. You 

can pick up your info on Channel G.” 
“Ten bucks says it’s a psych. Ten bucks.” Snuffy retorted. 
Jeremy switched the radio over to channel G and depressed the transmitter. 
“357.” 
“Good evening, 357. Out of Union ER, room twenty eight, sixteen year old male, 'Section 

Twelve' transport to Beth Israel, room 421.” 
“I told you! This is going to be a night for fruitcakes, I can just feel it! A Boston run 

already. Bristol-Fucking-County: Everywhere but where you’re supposed to be…” Snuffy 
barked as she opened her door and went to stand outside. Jeremy had already once made the 
mistake of trying to transmit immediately after receiving call information. Snuffy always had to 
have her say about a situation, so Jeremy allowed her a few seconds of four letter words before 
he opened the communication link. 

“Understood, you can show us in route. Do we have time for a pick-up?” 
“Whatever,” the dispatcher confirmed. Dispatchers on any channel other than Alpha 

generally skipped over the finer points of proper radio communication. 
Jeremy popped open his own door and felt the snow crunch under his feet as he stepped 

out. Snuffy had a freshly lit cigarette resting between her lips and was leaning forward on the 
hood of the ambulance. Jeremy had also learned that if a call was not urgent that it was always 
appropriate, at least in Snuffy’s view, to ask if it was okay to stop and get food, coffee, or 
cigarettes. She had been sleeping and might actually want coffee. He also knew that for some 
strange reason she would not get coffee unless he got one too, as if the balance of their unit 
would be off somehow. One of Snuffy’s first lessons to Jeremy was to learn where all the coffee 
shops were and what convenience stores had the best cigarette prices. 

“You put us delayed?” She asked. 



“Yea, we’re getting coffee or something stupid like that.” Snuffy nodded approvingly and 
dragged at her cigarette. 

“I think we’ll stop at Cumby’s or Trucchi’s ‘cause I gotta get smokes, and a coffee.” 
“I’m also out of Three a.m. Gum,” Jeremy added leaning with his back to the grill. 

‘Three a.m. Gum’ was what Jeremy referred to as the gum he would be chewing after his third or 
fourth cup of coffee. By that time his breath would be anything but pleasant. The hood was warm 
and while the cold bothered him he liked to stand outside with her when she smoked. It could be 
a lonely world if you were a smoker with all the people who were quitting, and since she was 
cordial toward him on a number of things it was one of the ways he could return the favor. 

They had left their radio tuned to channel G and as Snuffy took another drag off her 
cigarette she heard a unit call on. 

“384, responding.” 
“384, I have you responding. Motor vehicle crash, corner of Branch Street and Fourth 

with Engine 3 and Special Hazards. Unknown injuries.” 
Snuffy threw her hands up in the air, and Jeremy keyed up his own radio. 
“357 to dispatch.” 
“Send your message, 357.” 
“Yea, we're actually…” he was about to say ‘at the top’, but decided to be a bit more 

vague given that they were supposed to be going someplace, “…in the area of Roosevelt Park, 
would you like us to take that call at Branch and Fourth?” 

“Negative we have a unit in route, and you’re already on a call.” 
“Balls!” Snuffy spat.  
They could hear the siren and before too long 384 was screaming down South Main 

Street behind them and tore up Middle Street beside Borden City General Hospital. It was no 
holds barred when it came to BLS units running emergency calls. If Snuffy and Jeremy could 
have jumped that call they would have, letting 384 take the psych patient up to Boston. 

Snuffy waited a bit longer. There was still a chance that when they got there, 384 would 
start screaming for additional units and then Snuffy and Jeremy would have to respond. But 
when 384 got on scene the crew radioed dispatch that the fire department could downgrade given 
minimal damage to the vehicles and the patients would be signing refusals. Snuffy flipped the 
rest of her cigarette into the snow bank with an air of disgust. 

“Screw it, let’s go.” 
From their position, Union Hospital was to the north, and so the best convenience store 

option was going to be Trucchi’s. They headed north on South Main Street until they passed City 
Hall on the overpass and the Petitioner building. Union was up in an area of Borden City known 
as Uptown, a hilly area known for its upper-middle-class neighborhoods. Trucchi’s store was just 
to the south of Union Hospital and so they pulled up and parked at the back with easy egress to 
the street, just in case dispatch saw fit to give them a better call. Something good, like a gunshot 
or a stabbing. 

Snuffy walked ahead of Jeremy like she always did, but that was just their personalities. 
Jeremy would have rather gone along with other people and Snuffy was confidently arrogant. 
They were polar opposites, but this proved to work well for them. 



Snuffy yanked open the door setting the electronic dinger off. Their wet, salty boots 
squeaked against the linoleum floor of the convenience store, the smell of cleaning products, car 
fresheners, and the smell of over cooked rotisserie hot dogs filling the air. She pulled an extra-
large cup out of the dispenser and filled it with coffee from the machine. This was her call to 
drive and since it was a long way up and just as long back, she wanted to make sure she was 
properly fueled. Jeremy filled his own cup, pouring in sugar and cream while Snuffy reached for 
a package of sunflower seeds from the rack and tossed it up on the counter asking the clerk for a 
pack of cigarettes. She knew she wasn’t going to be able to smoke on the way up to Boston, 
because she was still driving, and if smoking was not an option, she needed something to satisfy 
her oral fixation. Gum would not cut it, because if she chewed a piece for too long, the flavor 
would dissipate and she would end up biting her tongue or the inside of her cheek. With the 
sunflower seeds she could pack seven or eight into her mouth and crack open the shell with her 
teeth and eat the soft part inside. She already had a paper coffee cup that she had picked up in 
dispatch and could spit the shells into that. It was kind of like dipping, but not nearly as bad for 
your teeth. 

They trudged their way back to the ambulance and climbed inside, setting up the cab with 
easy access to their new acquisitions. They turned the engine over and slowly made their way up 
to Union Hospital's ER entrance. 

There were a handful of other units along with a police cruiser parked to the side. A 
mixed group of hospital and EMS personnel were standing outside smoking and after backing in 
Snuffy shut the engine down and hopped out of the rig. A bright yellow flood light shown from 
beneath the overhang and it gave off a glowing yellow hue to anyone standing in it. She radioed 
on scene and pulled the fresh pack of cigarettes out of her cargo pocket, smacking the end of it in 
the palm of her hand a few times to hard pack the tobacco. 

“The Great Mammoth Hunter cometh!” chucked Ron West, a paramedic standing under 
the awning. He was a short and stocky medic of Portuguese descent, with a goatee and an ego to 
boot. 

“Eat shit,” Snuffy growled lighting her cigarette. 
Her given name was Sarah, but she was given the nickname Snuffy after an incident the 

previous year. She was responding from the zoo in Taberport to an emergency call at an assisted 
living facility. At the time the zoo was having an exhibit on dinosaurs. She swerved to avoid 
running over a piece of splintered wood in the road and crashed into a sign for the dinosaur 
exhibit, which happened to be a cut out of a wooly mammoth. Jeremy was the only one who 
noted that a wooly mammoth advertisement for a dinosaur exhibit was a gross anachronism, but 
decided not to say anything and avoid the harassment from his co-workers. Sarah then was 
dubbed “Snuffy” after the Sesame Street character. 

“Hey, Loser,” Jim Chase, West’s partner, said to Jeremy. Chase stood a tall six foot two 
with a blonde crew cut and broad build. He had a naturally raspy voice despite being a non-
smoker. Jeremy stuffed his hands into his pockets and looked at the ground, letting Chase have 
his jabs. Snuffy was about to tell him to fuck off when another voice cut in. 

“Snuffy, get that fucking hat off your head,” grumbled John Prince, a supervisor with 
gold on his jacket shoulder boards and a cigarette wobbling between his skinny lips. Hats, 
regardless of the weather, were against company policy. The policy itself was borderline illegal, 



but with no union to take the company to task over it, crews wore them as long as there were no 
supervisors around. The policy had stemmed from a perception that they were unprofessional 
looking and since company image was everything, the policy stuck. He spied Jeremy and rolled 
his eyes, turning his back to him and leaning against the back of the medic unit. 

“Who are you getting?” one of the nurses asked stubbing out her cigarette. 
“Section 12, going to Beth Israel.” Snuffy replied stuffing her beanie into her cargo 

pocket. 
“Fuck, not mine.” 
Jeremy stood beside Snuffy. He was a part of the crowd as long as she was with him, and 

people knew that. He rarely spoke up, but enjoyed feeling like part of the group. He knew as 
long as he did not say anything weird or anything to fire them up, he could ‘participate’. People 
knew better than to mess with him if Snuffy was around. 

They stood and chatted for a few minutes until West’s radio chirped out. “429, respond 
Code One. 672 Locust Street, apartment two, for difficulty breathing on G.” 

“Copy,” he replied. He dropped his cigarette and stomped it out with his boot, then 
clipped his radio back onto his belt. “This job would be better if it wasn’t for the fucking 
patients,” he said ironically. 

“Tell me about it,” Snuffy said motioning Jeremy toward their unit. “So this is the plan,” 
she said popping open the back doors and unhooking the stretcher from the mounting on the 
floor. “As long as this kid is cool, we’re going to milk the crap out of this call. A nice slow easy 
ride up to Boston and a casual ride back. We can make this a two or three hour transport easily. 
You can study and do whatever and my blood pressure can stay down.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Jeremy replied. 
“And if he gets rowdy with you give me a shout, we’ll pull over and switch positions. I 

don’t want you getting your ass kicked tonight.” She let the wheels of the stretcher slam down 
against the ground. Jeremy unhooked it from the safety latch and followed her into the ER. 


