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When I went to New Orleans in November 2023, I was invited to do a presentation on my books Fine Spirits Served Here and The Curse of Jean Lafitte in front of local members of The Round Table Club in one of the old beautiful mansions on St. Charles Avenue. Boy, was I nervous. Not because of speaking in front of a crowd. I had done that many times and that was easy and natural for me. But because I was a Yankee talking about the research I did for my books in a southern city where I had never lived. These people knew their beloved city inside and out and most of their families went back five or more generations. After 45 minutes of proving myself, I exhaled when one of my audience members complimented me and said, “Thank you for the love letter to our city.” 

This book is another love letter to the city of New Orleans. But this time I wanted to do something a little different. I wanted to dig deeper into the city’s local legends and things off the beaten path that only New Orleanians would know. Thanks to tour guides and American Horror Story: Coven, most people have heard about the ghosts at the LaLaurie Mansion. Even though I have a love/hate relationship with Facebook, I decided to post a question in several New Orleans groups I belong to. I asked members to tell me about lesser known ghost stories. The response blew me away! Sure, I had members post common ones like the ghosts at Muriel’s Restaurant and Jackson Square, but others told me stories I had never known. I gathered what I could and inserted them throughout this book. No spoilers! 

I can, however, share this story since I didn’t use it in the book: 

“William Robinson’s house is in Uptown, near Touro Infirmary. It was built in 1880 by retired Confederate general Albert Blanchard. He died in the house in 1891 and is buried in St Louis #1. There are several stories: 1) it was renovated back in the 1990s by the then-owner, who was/is a local chef. Several of the workmen hired by his Contractor would leave the house suddenly, claiming to be watched/followed by something. 2) The family I bought it from in 2010 told me this story- One day, the five-year-old daughter ran into the kitchen where her mom was working and asked why a policeman was on their staircase. The mother went to look, but nothing was there. Sometime later, they went to the Confederate Memorial Hall Museum (across the street from the WWII Museum). The museum has a portrait of General Blanchard in uniform, which was donated by the family, and used to hang over the fireplace in our house. You could see the marks where it was hung before we re-plastered that room because of water leaks. Anyway, when the daughter saw the portrait, she announced, "That's the policeman that was in our house!" The parents didn't know what to say, but they did relate the story to us when we bought the place. My family (including my wife, four kids, and now a grandchild who have lived here on and off) have only seen shadows and heard strange noises, which we usually attribute to the aging house, but who knows? We've had no other experiences. However, we found a dagger under the floorboards dated from the 19th century, so we assumed that it belonged to the General. A photo is attached. We've had psychics who offered to do a reading on the dagger, but we've never gotten around to it.”

Also, I connected with two different ghost tour guides, Orion Couling and Wolfy Digs. I video-chatted with them for a good half hour. Both gave me invaluable information that I could probably never find on my own. Soon after talking to them, I was a guest on the Supernatural Substation podcast and did an interview with hosts Alyne Pustanio and Bernadine LeBlanc. Both are from the New Orleans region. We talked about my books, and they told me about some of their experiences with the paranormal. 

Are ghosts real in New Orleans? Many people think so. 
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To my dear friend and mentor, Bruce Mowday, you are Master Yoda to my Princess Leia. 

My kids need a special shout out. Not only are they amazing kids (yes, I’m biased), but they also gave me a lot of great information for this book. My daughter, Anita, had just passed her MCATs and is heading to medical school. My son, Adam, and his girlfriend, Serena, will graduate from med school soon after this book is published and will begin residency. Serena was also an EMT. All three of them talked me through medical scenes and ensured I had everything correct without being too technical. Love you! 
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Here’s a Big Easy playlist to help get you in the mood: 


●  Way Down Yonder in New Orleans - Harry Connick, Jr.

●  Ain't No City Like New Orleans - Earl King

●  The Big Easy - Walter "Wolfman" Washington

●  Farewell to Storyville - Billie Holiday and Louis Armstrong

●  New Orleans Bump - Jelly Roll Morton 

●  Mrs. Orleans - Trombone Shorty

●  We Make Good Gumbo - Tab Benoit






More of my favorite things to do in New Orleans: 


●  Go on a carriage tour at Jackson Square drawn by a mule. If your budget allows, opt for the longer ride that wanders through the Marigny. There’s so much more to see besides the French Quarter. Trust me. 

●  Arcadian Books - This tiny used book store on Orleans Street in The Quarter has stacks upon stacks of books, upside down, backward, out of order, you name it. It’s a book lover's paradise. Get lost in it. 

●  Historic New Orleans Collection - This museum and research center has free admission and holds a plethora of local artifacts. It’s self-guided, but the day my mom and I went wasn’t crowded, and the one curator, Albert, gave us a quick personal tour. 

●  Mardi Gras World - When you don’t want to deal with the crowds in February but still want an up close view of the floats, head over to this working warehouse near the convention center. Groupon usually has discount tickets. 

●  Preservation Hall - New Orleans music at its best. The house band plays several times a night, so you have options for show times. They don’t allow photos while the musicians are playing. Maybe they want to keep their fantastic music a well-kept secret? 

●  Cemetery tours - St. Louis Cemetery No. 1 has a lot of famous people buried in it. You must go through the Archdiocese of New Orleans for tickets. You can’t just walk in. Though No. 2 is open to the public. 










More of my favorite restaurants: 

●  Jacques-Imo's

8324 Oak Street, East Carrollton

This quirky authentic restaurant doesn’t take reservations, so be prepared to wait for their amazing food. Get their sweet and savory Shrimp and Alligator Sausage Cheesecake. It sounds strange but it’s so delicious. 

●  Croissant d’Or Pâtisserie

617 Ursulines Avenue, French Quarter

This café is not to be missed. It's one of the rare spots in the French Quarter where you can sit and enjoy a cup of coffee (or latte...) and munch on a quiche or a dessert or a fruit salad. Since it's on the upriver end of The Quarter, it isn't overrun with tourists. Be sure to check out the interior courtyard while you're there. The building was Angelo Brocato’s ice cream parlor back in the day and has a lot of the original architecture and decor. The café is only open for breakfast and lunch. 

●  Surrey’s Café & Juice Bar

1418 Magazine St, Lower Garden District

Another cute café. The Boudin Breakfast Biscuit or the Costa Rican Breakfast are to die for. The menu is vegetarian friendly, and has vegan and gluten free options. Check out all of the mini 3D house sculptures on the walls. So cute!

●  Bayona

430 Dauphine Street, French Quarter

With James Beard award-winning chef Susan Spicer at the helm in the kitchen, you can’t go wrong. The warm and comfortable restaurant lends an elegant European feel. The menu changes daily and you won’t be disappointed. 

●  The Court of Two Sisters

613 Royal Street, French Quarter

The Jazz Brunch Buffet is the way to go here. With dozens of options, one would need several plates to sample everything. If you can, request to sit in the courtyard. The elegant space whisks you away to another time and place. 





I hope you enjoy this trip to New Orleans!


Mary 
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“Unit 311, we got a White, late twenties male down on Saint Charles Avenue and MLK Boulevard, laceration to the head from a plunger,” the dispatch call came through. “Possible ETOH.” 

“Did y’all say plunger?” Sarah Arceneaux half-chuckled into her ambulance radio at the absurdity of the foreign object. That was a new one, even for someone Extremely Trashed or Hammered.

“Affirmative.” 

“Ten-four. We’re thirty seconds out.” Sarah clicked off the radio as her partner, Dylan Richard, jumped out of their parked rig at the Carnival parade EMT station on the edge of the crowd. Staff from the local Red Cross were at a nearby tent to assist the lost and drunk. Sarah’s sister Billie worked for the Red Cross, and occasionally, they’d be at the same scene.

This was New Orleans and anything was possible. Drunk carousers were out in full force. Floats sometimes moved quicker than a parade-goer expected and occasionally jumped a curb, knocking people down, leaving their prized throws to the masses. Fights ensued. Sarah and Dylan were ready for anything. But on this particular spring day, the Krewe of Tucks was a featured Mardi Gras parade on the Uptown to Downtown route. 

The Tucks, as they were affectionately called, were famous for their parade antics. The krewe was founded in 1969 by a couple of Loyola University students at a now-defunct pub called Friar Tucks. The two college students decided to start their own krewe after failing to become white flambeaux carriers so that revelers could enjoy the Carnival parades at night. Friar Tucks was famous for its Animal House antics, and the krewe carried on the raucous and satiric traditions by tossing hand-decorated toilet brushes, sunglasses shaped like toilets, stuffed poo toys, and new rubber plungers. The Tucks usually caroused through the city on the Saturday before Mardi Gras, but had to reschedule a week early this year. The krewe king’s throne was a giant commode. A jumbo foam friar held court at the top of the float. Yards and yards of monogrammed toilet paper draped the massive oak trees on St. Charles, tarnishing their usual grandiose splendor on the edge of the posh Garden District. 

A brawny police officer with tattoo sleeves on his arms stepped toward Sarah and Dylan. His robust, muscular build spoke to years of physical training and dedication. His short brown hair was neatly trimmed, adding to his no-nonsense appearance. A silver star inscribed with “New Orleans Police” was affixed to the left breast of his shirt. A walkie-talkie encircled his neck. “E. Martinez Task Police” was stitched into the right side of his uniform shirt. “I’m Officer Eddie Ramirez with NOPD. Let me clear a path for y’all through the crowd. Follow me.” His presence was commanding. With a demeanor that combined the assertiveness required for his role and a genuine warmth that hinted at a deep sense of duty to his Southern roots, his posture was confident and solid. Sarah caught his sharp and attentive gaze, suggesting he was a man who was both capable and deeply committed to his work.

“Yeah, I know who ya are. We worked together last month. You were the cop on the scene at that six car pileup on I-10.” Sarah stood tall. She could hold her own and didn’t need any help from a police officer, even if he offered. But her mamma raised her to be polite. “Thanks.” 

“Thanks, Officer,” Dylan added. His mouth ticked upward into a slight smile as he ogled the attractive cop’s ink-covered biceps, wrapping around his arm in a vivid display of intricate designs. Even though the temps were cool, the officer opted for a short-sleeve shirt. “I’ll follow you any time.”

The trio rushed through the dense, boisterous parade-watchers searching for the patient. The sidewalks were ten-people deep. They skirted around coolers, chairs, large bags to catch throws, and umbrellas that protected the revelry from impending and unpredictable elements. Ladders were set up six feet from the parade route, as per a new rule. Tarps, sofas, grills, and tents had been outlawed which helped them easily and quickly get through the thick crowd. Horses had also been banned. 

The late February air was ripe with anticipation, buzzing with excitement. It could be 45 degrees in the morning and push 70 in the afternoon. Hundreds of people had strands of jewel-toned beads stacked around their necks. Local high school bands marched by tooting and drumming Jock Jams. The vibrant colors of Carnival, the dazzling beads, and the infectious energy filled the air. Partiers reached excitedly hoping to grab the Tucks’ signature throws. 

Sarah and Dylan instinctively widened their elbows as they followed the officer. The three of them formed a wedge as they pushed their way through the undulating crowd. Dylan ducked as folks snatched parade favors from the air. He was tempted to grab a few of the flying poo toys and sunglasses.

“Not now,” Sarah scolded him. 

As they passed another set of officers who stood nearby watching for suspicious activities, Officer Ramirez nodded to them.

“Where is he?” Sarah scanned the inebriated crowd with Dylan on her heels. She had trouble seeing over the dozens of outstretched hands waiting to grab throws from the floats. Sarah’s strides were quick and efficient. She clutched a medical bag, and Dylan gripped a backboard as they fought through the hoard of people. 

Sarah wore a city-issued dark blue cargo pants with pockets full of a penlight, stethoscope, gloves, and medical tape. She also sported black work boots that could have rivaled those that military police wore and a navy blue short-sleeved button-down collared shirt. Below a patch of the Staff of Asclepius, “S. Arceneaux” was stitched in white lettering on the right chest. She rubbed a small silver caduceus charm hung from a necklace around her neck for good luck. 

Dylan jerked his head from side to side searching for their patient. “No idea. I can’t see around these people.” He was careful not to knock anyone in the tight crowd with the backboard and gain an unexpected patient. 

They had been partners and friends since they joined the New Orleans Emergency Medical Services eight years earlier, right after Sarah graduated from LSU. Since EMS was constantly short-staffed, they often spent twelve or more hours in the confined space of an ambulance. They knew almost everything about each other. Dylan listened as she vented about having to prove herself as one of the few Black women in the squad and she knew how he came out to his traditionally Catholic family. 

“Yow,” Sarah grunted. A spectator splashed beer on her and drenched her sleeve. By the end of the night, she'd be smelling terribly ripe. One of the occupational hazards working the parades. 

More Tucks floats rolled along St. Charles. Rolls of toilet paper lofted through the air as masked krewe members tossed their throws. Some rolls nearly hit the parade goers while others bounced along branches of the nearby oak trees. 

If they weren’t an invited guest, each rider spent over a thousand dollars to be on the float and supplied 2500 throws. A long-standing tradition and law required all riders to be masked and not tell anyone ahead of time that they would be on the float, contributing to the group continuity of Carnival. The practice was initially started decades earlier to encourage people to mingle on and off the float with anyone outside their usual social circle.

Breaking away from Dylan to cover more ground faster, Sarah circumvented the noisy area and spotted their patient. She took off running, her long dark spiral locks flapping in a thick ponytail behind her. Officer Ramirez followed her. As Sarah approached the edge of the crowd, a few guys in their twenties huddled around one lying on the cement. One of his friends pressed a t-shirt to his forehead while another held the unlikely bedazzled wooden and rubber weapon. Since they were on the sidewalk side of the parade and not the neutral ground, the unspoken rule was that they were tourists and not locals. Each man was bedecked in a collar of multi-colored beads around his neck. Dylan was still several yards back. 

“What happened, y’all?” Sarah asked the guys. She knelt in front of the victim lying on the cement, slipped her hands into gloves, and removed the makeshift covering on the wound. She nodded at the purple, green, and gold plunger and simultaneously pulled a penlight out to examine her patient’s wound. 

One of the friends swayed back and forth, as if he had spent the last three days partying nonstop on Bourbon Street. “Um... we...umm... we wanted a plunger.” 

“I see that,” Sarah chuckled. The downed man moaned quietly and she held her breath tightly as he puffed beer-laden breath in her face. 

Another friend spoke with an embarrassed grimace. “I... I mean... Logan and me... we... we jumped up for the plunger. I grabbed it first and bonked his head with it. It was an accident. I swear.” He crossed an X over his heart with his finger.

“It’s okay,” Sarah said. “Y’all are fine. Accidents happen.” She thought it was strange that a rubber and wooden plunger could have caused such a deep cut, but she had learned on the job that anything was possible. 

Dylan found them and rested the backboard on the ground. He pulled a heavy-duty electronic tablet from his backpack to take notes while Sarah worked. 

She spoke to Dylan, “Superficial laceration to the forehead. He’ll need a few stitches.” She gingerly helped Logan sit up and he licked his lips a few times. As he settled, Sarah reached for a sterile dressing in her bag and applied direct pressure to his wound. Once the bleeding subsided, she applied a large bandage. “You’ll be good as new. You’ll have a helluva story to tell. Chicks dig scars.” 

Logan moaned again, and Sarah asked, “You okay? What’s your name?”

“Logan.” He inhaled slowly. “Logan Lane.”

He grunted. Struggling for breath, Logan patted his neck in rapid fire desperation. 

“He’s chokin’!” Sarah screamed at Dylan. She glared at Logan’s friends. “What’d he eat?” They stared back at her, shrugging awkwardly, with unsure expressions. Dylan herded the drunk friends out of the way. One pulled out his phone to record the action and Dylan made him stop. 

Full of adrenaline and little empathy for his useless buddies, Sarah grabbed Logan from behind his back and thrust her arms into his abdomen. As Logan fought to breathe, Sarah pushed harder and faster, but to no avail. “It’s... not... comin’... out...,” she puffed out in between Heimlich thrusts. Something was stubbornly lodged in Logan’s throat, but Sarah refused to give up. She punched his back, hoping the blows would dislodge the foreign item in his throat. Again, she failed. 

Dylan dug furiously through his backpack and came up with only forceps and a suction unit. “Let me go get the bag valve mask in the truck.” He was already half-turned away.

“No!” Sarah yelled. “We don’t have time.” Logan fell loose in her arms. “I’m losin’ him!” She quickly and gently laid Logan down in front of her on the sidewalk. His body was limp and his face was turning blue. Working as furiously as she could, she checked his airway with a finger sweep, noting his breathing and circulation. She grimaced when she couldn’t see anything in Logan’s throat, but clearly something was blocking it. 

“I’m gettin’ the bag valve mask,” Dylan pressed. Before Sarah could protest, he was gone in the throng of people toward their ambulance, leaving the backboard with her. Officer Ramirez took action and parted the crowd for Dylan like Andre the Giant, splitting a sea of townspeople in The Princess Bride when Inigo Montoya was rushing to find The Man in Black. 

“Stay with me, Logan,” Sarah puffed out as she half-blindly reached inside her medical bag, still keeping an eye on her patient. She pulled out a scalpel, but winced when she realized what she must do. As an EMT, she was a bandage crew, not a paramedic. She didn’t have the proper training. Using a scalpel on a patient’s throat was out of her scope. But she wasn’t about to lose him. She couldn’t lose him. Not on her watch. 

“A tube,” a man’s dramatic voice came from the crowd, but Sarah ignored it because she thought it was some random drunk talking. 

Logan gasped for air on the sidewalk beneath her. 

“You need a tube,” the man’s voice spoke again. 

Sarah quickly glanced around and saw no one talking to her. Logan’s friends were gathered around, but even if one was a paramedic, she knew none of them were sober enough to guide her through a more complicated procedure. She shook off the random comment. Maybe she was imagining it? 

“Come on, Logan, stay with me,” she urged him as she tried the Heimlich again. 

“I told you,” the man said again, “use a tube.”

“What?” Sarah half-shrieked. She scanned the area again and an elderly gentleman wearing a gray, three-piece suit emerged before her. His hands were covered in black leather gloves and his wavy white hair was slicked back with pomade. No one in the mob of people, not even Logan’s friends, seemed to notice the man. 

“Use a tube,” the man huffed. “How many times must I tell you? You youngsters never listen.” 

“What... I... okay...” With one hand on Logan, Sarah reached into her medical bag with her free hand and pulled out a small, limber rubber hose. 

“No, something with less flexibility.” 

Sarah tried to protest, because what did this old man know, but something inside her told her to do as instructed. She knew she would get in massive trouble with her captain, but she had to save Logan. His lips were now a darker shade of blue and he was losing consciousness. His eyes pleaded with her for help. Sarah furiously searched through her bag and came up empty handed. She cursed Dylan under her breath for not restocking their bag on their last run. It was his turn then and now she was stuck without supplies. Where was he with that bag valve mask? Sarah searched the parade crowd and spotted a woman holding a to-go cup with a flexible straw. In an instant, Sarah was in the woman’s face. “I need your straw.” Seeing Sarah’s EMT patch, the woman quickly obliged, and Sarah rushed it back to Logan who was lying on the sidewalk. 

“Good,” the old man said. “I shall talk you through it. Get your scalpel again.”

Taking a deep breath and swallowing hard, Sarah gripped the straw in a shaky hand and her scalpel in the other, inches over Logan’s throat. She was entrusting everything—Logan’s life, her job—at the instruction of a strange old man who appeared to only her. Why did no one else see him? Were they too engrossed in the rowdy parade? Or too drunk?

And where the hell was Dylan with that bag valve mask? 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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“Air is trapped in his throat,” the old man told Sarah. “Open up his airway.”

“How do you know?” She jerked her head back and forth between Logan and the old man. 

“Stop asking questions and do what I instruct.” The man crossed his arms over his chest and arched his back, almost appearing like a giant in the bright, early spring sun. 

The man directed her, “Take your scalpel and make a shallow one inch vertical incision just below his Adam's apple.”

Sarah inhaled deeply as she slowly and carefully sliced into Logan’s throat. Blood trickled along his neck as she exposed his trachea. “Okay, now what?” Logan lay still beneath her as his buddies willed Sarah to revive their unconscious friend. One pulled his phone out again and recorded what she was doing. 

The elderly man said, “Find the space between the Adam’s apple and the trachea. There is a soft space. Turn your blade horizontally and perform a puncture incision.” 

She made a second cut perpendicular to the first cut, poking through Logan’s cartilage. 

“Keep your blade inserted to know where the hole is. Insert the straw into the incision downward toward his lungs to keep his airway open,” the old man said. “Carefully remove the blade. Then tape the straw in place so it is secure.” 

As Sarah tightened the medical tape where the straw met Logan’s throat, he rustled slightly, and his lips gradually returned to their normal shade. Sarah expelled every ounce of fear that she had inhaled moments before. “It’s workin’!” 

“Of course it is,” the old man replied. “I know what I am doing.”

“How did you know how to do that?” Sarah asked. “Who are you?” 

“I am Dr. Charles Belliard.” He bowed slightly to her. 

From behind her, Sarah heard Dylan call to her, “I’m here. I have the bag valve mask. The crowd was—” As she turned to face him, he almost jumped back at the MacGyver-ish emergency cricothyrotomy in Logan’s throat. “What the hell did you do?”

“I... but you... he...” Sarah stuttered, half-holding a recovering Logan in her arms and half-looking for the doctor who assisted her. Dr. Charles Belliard was gone. 

“You know we’re not supposed to do shit like that! We’re EMTs, not paramedics. We aren’t trained for that.” He slowly pushed a hand through his gel-filled blonde hair, careful not to mess it up. “You’re on your own with this one.”

She glared at Dylan with gritted teeth. “I saved his life!” She waved her free arm in the air toward the dense crowd. “I couldn’t wait for you.”

“You mean wouldn’t.” Dylan shook his head and blew out a frustrated sigh. “You saved the dude’s life. But if you get written up, I’m not goin’ down with you.” He knelt down next to her, his expression turning stoic and professional. “Help me get him on the board so we can take him to the rig.” 

In silent work mode, Sarah and Dylan carefully and quickly loaded Logan onto the backboard and carried him through the throng of parade watchers. Officer Ramirez led the way again to keep the lively mob at bay. Logan’s friends followed closely behind. 

As they all approached the ambulance, Sarah and Dylan pushed Logan into the back, being careful not to jostle him. 

They faced their private escort. 

“Thanks so much, Officer,” Sarah said. 

“Anythin’ to help y’all. It’s nuts around here today.” Eddie Ramirez turned away and spoke into his radio, telling his dispatcher that the ambulance was on its way. “Typical for a Tucks parade.”

“Hope I can reciprocate,” Dylan offered. Dylan’s mood had quickly improved in the presence of the attractive cop. 

Eddie gave a curt nod. “Maybe.” He glanced quickly at the parade goers and spotted some potential disorderly conduct. “I gotta go, y’all. Duty calls.” He took off into the dense crowd.

Dylan sighed a few seconds too long and leered at the stacked officer. 

“Get in the truck!” Sarah snapped. 

Dylan shook off his lusty thoughts and jumped in to tend to Logan. 

Before she closed the ambulance doors from the outside, Sarah said, “Keep your dick in your pants. You know he’s straight, right? I heard he’s got a girlfriend who owns a bakery in the Marigny. He's gettin’ more than free donuts.”

“A boy can hope,” Dylan mused from the back of the ambulance. He buckled himself in next to Logan. 

Sarah shook her head in annoyance and shut the ambulance doors, locking them tight.

One of Logan’s friends interrupted before she climbed into the driver’s seat, “Can we go with you?”

“No.” Sarah shook her head. “Get an Uber and meet us at Ochsner.” Ochsner Baptist Hospital was 10 minutes away on Napoleon Avenue in Freret. At least they weren’t going to Omega Hospital in Metairie. Who in their right mind named it that? “Sober up while you’re at it. And delete that video I saw you take while I was helping your friend.” 

Moments later, with sirens screeching and lights flashing, they were on their way to Ochsner. 
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Chapter 3
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“Arceneaux! What the hell were you thinking?” Captain Jemar Jackson screamed at Sarah in his office at the EMS station. Veins bulged in his forehead and the walls nearly shook from his volume. He stood a few inches shorter than Sarah and was 10 years older than her, but looked more like he was 55 with his receding hairline and an extra 30 pounds around his waist. Sarah and Dylan often referred to him as ‘Napoleon.’ Now was not one of those times. “You could’ve killed your patient!”

“But, sir, I–” Sarah stared at the floor and bit her lip. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught Dylan through the office window trying to inconspicuously listen to her getting chewed out. 

“Don’t ‘but, sir’ me,” Jackson yelled, his nostrils flaring. “You performed a breach of protocol on a patient. Not only did you risk his life, you put yourself and this whole station in jeopardy. You’re lucky the man didn’t die.” 

“But, there was–” Sarah tried to protest. 

Captain Jackson cut her off and raised a finger to her. “You’re on suspension for a week. Get the hell out of my sight and go home.” 

“A week?” Sarah puffed out, barely audible. She had never been put on leave before, let alone have any kind of blemish on her record. She had saved the man’s life but that wasn’t good enough. 

“Would you like to try for two?” the captain snarled, bits of spit sputtered from his mouth. 

Sarah cringed and silently cursed when she realized he had heard her whispered complaint. 

“No, sir.” Looking straight ahead, she tried to stay as stoic as possible with her arms against her sides. 

“You’re dismissed.” He stared at her with a furrowed brow.

Defeated, Sarah gave him a quick professional nod, turned on her heels, and silently left his office. Her steel-toed boots echoed in cadence down the quiet hall. Moments later, Dylan caught up with her in the station locker room. Several other EMTs were preparing to start or finish their 12-hour shifts and tried not to eavesdrop. 

“What happened in there? I saw Napoleon screamin’ at you.” Dylan asked, dodging Sarah’s flailing arms as she furiously yanked a hoodie and a shoulder bag out of her locker. Other crew members kept their distance, avoiding becoming carnage in her wake. 

“I’m out for a week.” She slammed her locker shut and paused for a quick moment with a hand on the cool metal, not looking at her partner. 

“I told you you shouldn’t have–”

“Don’t!” Sarah shrieked and poked a finger in Dylan’s chest. “I saved his life.”

Dylan raised his palms up in surrender and took a few steps back. “Sorry.”

Shrugging into her hoodie with a huff, Sarah grabbed her bag and shouldered past Dylan. “You weren’t there. You don’t know.” She glared at him with daggers for eyes. “The only thing that you were concerned about was that snacky cop. I thought you had my six.” 

“Sarah–” He tried to reach for her. 

“Leave me alone,” she growled. 

Sarah jerked herself back and headed for the door. As she passed her now-silent co-workers, who awkwardly tried to mind their own business, she muttered under her breath, “This is so not worth twenty bucks an hour.” 

––––––––
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WHEN SARAH ARRIVED HOME, she didn’t stop to sniff the fragrant camellia blossoms in her minuscule front yard. She slammed the front door behind her and stomped through her living room. She threw her keys and bag on the kitchen bar. After she dropped her phone on the table near her laptop and a pile of closed textbooks, she splashed her face with water from the sink and took a deep, cleansing breath. 

A year earlier, she had signed a lease for the small Creole cottage nestled in the heart of the vibrant Freret Corridor. The house suited her with its classic New Orleans steeply pitched roof. Soon enough, when the temps got a little warmer, Sarah would plant potted flowers on the covered porch. 
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