The occupation assignment:

Bolero of Fire
Sirens screeching wake us up. The silence once in the fire hall now a chaotic mess of fighters gearing up. Helmets on, turnout jackets zipped. 
On sight. A plume of smoke wisps out of a small cottage. An old lady nearby utters prayers, wishing Satan be smited from her home. A fighter runs out from the home says it’s a simple class A fire, C side. Right, back side – probably the kitchen. My palms are sweating but of eagerness. 
“Rookies,” says someone tapping my shoulder and the guy beside me, “you’re up.”
My time…
Inside. I drag the hose in, my partner carries a thick blanket. Sniffing the smoke, there’s not much of it but I let it consume my lungs. An overwhelming intoxication fills me. My partner runs passed, through the narrow wooden hall. The entire cottage made of old wood. I stay breathing in the fumes. Heat embraces me next. So warm. So soothing. I take my time walking down to the back, taking in my first field experience. How I long to see something burn. My steps onto the heat are slow, each foot feeling frostbit, melting me away. Violently I shake. Violently I curse not believing it’s really my time with the fire. 
Crackling, periodic like the beats of a slow drum, hit me. Redness, shrouds the scene before me:
A bolero of fire whips around consuming the wood work of the cupboards. A fragrance of petroleum blossoms, spreading with the flames spiraling up the spiral stairs to the side. My hands tremble, struggling to unleash the hose. Come on. Come on. See it. Finally, I shoot a jet of water into it and the flames roar in protest – no, they roar with power as the water sizzles the petro, erupting into greater embers. My partner yelling:
	“There’s propane mixed in it, use foam.”
He runs passed, leaving me alone with the fire. Yelling that he will go switch the hose. I see what took place now, the old lady who can’t see well or smell, burnt her attempt at breakfast over her propane fueled stove. Again I shoot another jet of water to the approaching fire as it cuts off the hall to the kitchen. And again the fire sizzles the petroleum, bursting with greater magnitude. Smoke suffocates the house, and shouts of my fire officer, outside, irritate the crackling fire.
	“Foam! Someone go switch it to foam already…” they drown out to the music that is the burning wood. That is the sizzling chemicals. That is my humming. Rhythmic. I hold out my arms apart letting the fire wrap around me. Our bolero starts, slow at first, but I jet out spurts of water, and we go faster. Burn faster. Around the kitchen we go. Then to the hall leading into the living room, and more. Above me, I know my partner has swept across the bedroom before singeing the ceiling back to me.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Oh how I wish to throw off my helm, strip off my gear, and revel in the warm embers. Let them lap at my skin. Leave charred marks of honour. I wish to breathe in the cinders. Again I feed another jet of water. Walls of fire begin to replace the walls of the house. I want to see greater fires. I crank up the stove, and fuel gusts out. The fire razing, enraging. My chest heaves. The smoky intoxication getting higher. I spray more water and the fire sings me a great song. 
	Walls of the fire begin to consume all. The crackling of the structural integrity of the building tells me it’s time to bid farewell. As I run out, I leave the hose spraying, the other fighters run in. Behind me, the honourable cries of martyrs wisp out, longingly to my ears. In a few minutes my dance partner will be dead.
