
If you ever feel that “calling” or feel that you were just meant to do 
something, DO IT. ~ Fred Marcum 
 
There are very few, if any, times in a person’s life that they can say “I 
truly made a difference”. I am one of the few that cherish that. My name 
is Fred Marcum and I am a Captain at the Austintown Fire Department 
in Austintown, Ohio. Austintown is a fairly large township with 
approximately 38,000 residents. We cover an area of 25 square miles 
and run nearly 5000 calls annually. I’m a husband, a father of three boys 
and have served in the Fire service for over 26 years. During my tenure, 
I am very fortunate to gain a vast knowledge in most disciplines of the 
job. Enough about me, lets get to the story. 
  
This past year Kathy Price with the Mission of Love purchased a retired 
fire truck. We learned there is no operating Fire Truck on the Pine Ridge 
Reservation and what little fire protection they have is mainly geared 
towards wildland firefighting. After a few days, Kathy called the Fire 
Chief Andy Frost and asked if anyone would be able to go to the Pine 
Ridge Indian Reservation to teach the Members how to use the truck. 
Quite honestly, I think we thought it was a joke at first. I immediately 
said, yeah, I’ll go. Well shortly there after we realized this was definitely 
a real request. My Chief Andy Frost asked how serious I was. Now, I 
really had to consider, do I really want to go, what will my wife think, 
will she even let me? I spoke to her, explained the story, and told her 
that something is just telling me I have to do this. I agreed to go and 
asked my Lieutenant Nick Reed if he would consider going with me. 
Without hesitation he was “in”. 
  
The next few days were interesting to say the least. We did everything 
we could to research the Pine Ridge Native American Indian 
Reservation. Throughout the internet, the videos and articles we found, 
the picture painted was grim to say the least. Fast forward to our 
arrival. Waking up and looking out the window and seeing on of the best 
landscapes you’ve ever witnessed is truly spectacular. Let me tell you, 
we haven’t seen anything yet. The first day, picked up by the Fire Chief 



Wesley Big Crow, we helped out with another project the Misson of love 
was working on. We delivered and set up scaffolding to a house that was 
being built. Once the scaffolding was set up, the owner of the house 
wanted to perform a prayer for all the volunteers followed by a little 
introduction session. The prayer was performed in the traditional 
Lakota language. You would be correct in assuming we didn’t 
understand anything, but somehow, we comprehended everything. 
Nevertheless, we both felt blessed, not only to witness the prayer but to 
be a part of it. We listened to everyone’s story and what brought them 
there. I can attest on all parts that we were all brought there for 
different things but by the same calling. Everyone helps everyone. 
  
As we would drive through the Reservation, your just in awe of the 
natural beauty. We made it to the “Massacre of Wounded Knee” and 
learned the history of the battle. We visited the community center  in 
which Mission of Love built and learned some of the history of the Pine 
Ridge Indian Reservation and the animals that are native to the region. 
One of my favorite stops was seeing the Badlands on top of a hill. 
Pictures and movies provide no justice on the actual beauty.  I’m not 
sure how we were going to get anything accomplished, every direction 
we went, every discussion we had, just made you want to learn more. 
  
 We know we needed to get to work, so now it’s time to go see the truck. 
The next several hours were setting the truck up to actually be a fire 
truck again. I’m sure you’ve heard the term that the Fire Service is a 
brotherhood. Here we are strangers but the bond of brotherhood is as 
strong as I have ever known. We’ve laughed and teased each other a 
little bit, we worked hard at getting the truck ready. Through all that 
hard work, the time spent getting to know each other, hearing stories, 
and learning a culture completely different from ours, is something that 
can never be taken away. Later that evening, exhausted, we just called it 
a night. 
  
Ready to train is the attitude of the day. Once again picked up by the 
Fire Chief Wesley Big Crow we head to get the Engine and head to the 



Fire station to begin training. Believe me, we trained hard, we worked 
hard and there were just smiling faces in every direction. This right here 
is what “our” mission was. The Firefighters caught on to the operation 
pretty quick. They did an impressive job. The word must have gotten 
out in the community because we were on a quiet little side street and 
people just kept driving around to see the happenings. It was a good 
feeling knowing that they now have a working Engine and can now 
provide some protection to the residents of Pine Ridge Indian 
Reservation, S.D. 
  
To make a long story, full of the coolest memories, short is not an easy 
task, I could go on and on. The most important lesson a person can 
gather from this story is, if you ever feel that “calling” or feel that you 
were just meant to do something, DO IT. I was nervous on how we were 
going to be received. I was nervous that we were going to be in danger. I 
was nervous that the firefighters weren’t going to care what we had to 
teach them. I was wrong on every level. I’ve made a lifelong friend in the 
Fire Chief Wesley Big Crow, The members of the Reservation embraced 
us in open arms. The firefighters treated these total city strangers like 
family. I’m very honored and proud I was able to take this Indigenous 
Mission of Love and I look forward to taking my family the next time I 
go, and I will go back. 
 

 



 

 

 

 



       

 



 

 


