
The Chance of a Lifetime 

It began as most Monday mornings do. Hurling the alarm clock at the wall, finding only 

mismatched socks, dashing out the door late amid whirling papers and reports. Alec Ross was 

not having a very good start to his day. 

Tossing his briefcase and suit jacket into the trunk, he dove behind the wheel of his Mercedes 

and was off, leaving a trail of rubber. 

Alec slid into his chair just as the company departments' meeting was about to begin. The CEO 

and president of Canuck Tech & Electronics, Inc., Justine Carr, raised one eyebrow at him but 

said nothing. She simply nodded at the chairman to proceed. 

After the meeting, Alec half ran, half walked to the cafeteria for a much needed coffee. He 

collapsed at one of the tables, tore off his N95, and rummaged through his briefcase for one of 

the company reports. 

Suddenly his cell phone beeped. It was a text message from Justine’s secretary. Ms. Carr wants 

to speak with you. 

Alec rose with a sigh. Tossing the rest of his now cold coffee in the nearest garbage can, he 

began the long trek up to Justine’s office on the fifth floor. 

The elevator was being repaired, so he had to use the stairs. By the time he reached her door he 

was sweating profusely. Stupid mask, he grumbled to himself. I can’t even breathe with this 

thing on. 

“Come in,” came Justine’s voice when he knocked. 

“Hello again, Ms. Carr,” he said as he turned the knob and entered the spacious, well-lit office, 

the only one in the building with a bird’s-eye view of the CN tower. “Your secretary indicated 

you wished to see me…?” 

She nodded. “Close the door, if you please.” 

As he complied she leaned back in her chair. “I have a proposal for you.” 

“Oh?” 



“Alec, you’re one of the best men I have ever met in the business world.” Justine said this 

matter-of-factly, not like she was complimenting him, but as though it were an undisputed 

statement. “In your ten years spent heading up the Public Relations Office, you’ve been quick on 

your feet, good with numbers, efficient with funds, and almost never late.” 

He smiled a little and waited for her to continue, unsure where this was headed. 

“When the COVID-19 pandemic began, you quickly adjusted to working at home, doing 

meetings over Zoom, and keeping your staff on track. I came across your social media pages a 

few times, and I was pleased by your messages supporting government measures and 

restrictions.” 

Alec said nothing. 

“But your position here isn’t particularly challenging,” Justine noted. “I think you have the 

potential for more than dealing with complaints for the rest of your life. And—” 

“And?” 

“And so I’ve put forward your name to the board as a candidate for vice president of the 

company.” 

Alec’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious?” 

“Of course I am!” She laughed at his reaction. “I think you’d be excellent for the job. Just give 

the company some updated info about yourself, and next Monday, the position is yours. The 

application I submitted for you was already approved.” 

Alec was ecstatic, but one question remained. “What do you mean by ‘updated info’?” 

She threw up her hands carelessly. “Oh, nothing important. Just your vaccination status.” 

“My what?” 

Justine looked impatient. “Just tell the board how many Pfizer, or Moderna, or whatever COVID 

shots you’ve got. It’s now required for employment here, you know.” 

“No, I actually didn’t.” 



“Alec Ross, it doesn’t matter! Just submit it to the board.” She shook her head at him. “If I didn’t 

know better, I’d say you were stalling because you don’t have any shots.” 

His mouth went dry. 

“Alec?” Justine narrowed her eyes at him. 

“I—” What was there to say? It was the chance of a lifetime—if Justine ever left the 

company, he’d be the CEO of the multi-billion dollar corporation. And they both knew it. 

“Well?” 

“Well, I…” Alec straightened his tie absent-mindedly, rather subdued by her tone. Justine Carr 

had her job because she knew how to make people cower in her presence. “Well, I…I haven’t 

gotten around to getting my COVID vaccines yet.” 

Justine stared at him open-mouthed, but then a small smirk crept up her face. “Well, then you 

better get some—or else you’re fired.” 

¥ 

Alec drove home that night in a state of numb shock. He hadn’t exactly been honest with 

Justine—he had purposefully avoided getting the new mRNA vaccine after learning he had some 

rather serious heart problems from getting COVID-19 in August of 2021. Now, six months later, 

he was being forced to choose between the job he’d poured his life into, and a largely 

unresearched vaccine that could further complicate his cardiovascular damage. 

Alec sighed and flipped on the car radio. 

“This just in, studies are showing that approximately one-third of Canadians agree that vaccine 

passports are not enough to punish the unvaxxed—they should be fined or even jailed for 

holding out on doing their part for society,” the news anchor was saying. “Prime Minister 

Trudeau said recently at a press conference that Canadians are ‘angry’ with these selfish people.” 

Was he selfish? 

“Trudeau has also been quoted as saying that those who have not had their COVID shots are 

‘misogynists’, ‘racists’, and ‘anti-science’, adding that though they are free to choose, there will 



be consequences,” the woman went on. “So here’s the message for anyone who’s hesitating: get 

your shot before Canada suddenly becomes a very unfriendly place.” 

¥ 

The next day, Tuesday, he decided to call his fiancée, Lesley, and get her opinion on the matter. 

“Well, what are the pros to getting vaccinated?” was her first question. 

Alec laughed. “That’s easy—first, I’ll keep my well-paying job and be promoted to vice 

president; second, I won’t have to worry about vaccine passports and mandates; and third, I 

won’t be singled out and embarrassed at hospitals and in doctors’ offices anymore.” 

“Cons?” 

That was a bit harder. “I’m concerned about adverse effects…” 

“Can you get a medical exemption?” 

He sighed. “Actually, last night I searched high and low on the Internet for Ontario’s approved 

medical exemptions. Unfortunately my condition doesn’t fit neatly into any category. I called my 

doctor this morning, but based on that, he refused to give me one.” 

“Oh, Alec…” He could hear the uncertainty in her voice. “I know you were counting on having 

that job for a lot more years.” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

Lesley hesitated. “But is it worth it? I mean, this could set us behind a few years, but think of the 

future. I’d rather be poor and still have you around, than be rich with you dead of a heart disease 

or something.” 

Alec groaned in frustration. “But why should I have to make a choice between bodily autonomy 

and EI benefits? Health and retirement? Lesley, that’s not a real choice! That’s not freedom!” 

She was quiet for a moment. “I…have some news for you, too.” 

“What?” 



“I found out that all the nurses on my floor—actually, everyone in the hospital—are required to 

be vaccinated.” 

He knew where this was going, even as his eyes rested on a framed copy of the Canadian Bill of 

Rights adorning his bedroom wall. “And?” 

“And I can’t in good conscience receive a vaccine that used fetal cells in the developing and 

testing phases,” she went on. “The hospital won’t accept that as a religious exemption.” 

“So you’re giving up your dream?” 

She sounded like she was crying. “Alec, they called us heroes back in 2020. But now…” 

“But now,” said Alec aloud as he put down the receiver a few minutes later, “now, you’re the 

unemployed.” 

¥ 

“Ms. Carr?” He hesitated outside her open door. 

“Alec! I was hoping you’d show up today.” Justine nodded for him to enter. “The position will 

be given at the beginning of next week, so today’s your deadline.” 

I am a Canadian, a free Canadian… 

She leaned forward. “Did you get vaccinated or what?” 

…free to speak without fear, free to stand for what I think right, free to oppose what I believe 

wrong… 

“I’ve weighed all of my options, prayed about it, and done some homework,” Alec began. “And 

I’ve come to a decision.” 

Justine smiled expectantly. “Well, it’s about time.” 

…This heritage of freedom I pledge to uphold for myself and all mankind… 

What was it like, to be in her shoes? Was it enjoyable, firing dissenters? 

“I’ve decided,” he said, his voice cracking with emotion, “that for the sake of my own health, 

and for the sake of my freedom…I’m not getting the COVID vaccine.” 



Justine said nothing for a long time. She simply sat and looked at him with a face void of any 

expression. 

But at last she said, “Then there’s no need for you to show up on Monday.” 

 


