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Dedication
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For my dad, after whom I named the Blue Jester, John Fitzmaurice. 

I based Johnny’s high moral values on those which my parents possess. 

Superhero qualities can be found in every day life!
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Prologue
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“When young Eric told me he and his friends witnessed the murder of their family members, I felt my heart break. That this bright group of young men was exposed to such violence and atrocity made me sick to my stomach. With mother nature adding insult to injury, Hurricane Katrina threatened lives as criminals took advantage of the city’s state of emergency.”

The French Quarter King continues to journal his confession. A momentary thought of the impending end runs through his mind. The end, when he plans to hand over his Papyrus paper journal detailing the birth, and death, of his mission, to the New Orleans Police Department.

“I was convinced the imposter hospital aide gave at least ten critically ill or elderly patients a lethal injection. But I had no idea if he was acting alone, or if he was taking orders from someone. The chaos in the hospital quickly escalated to a state of full blown panic. Anyone able to walk fled the building, sloshing through the deepening waters on the bottom floor and out to Tulane Avenue. Hospital employees, nurses, and doctors did their best to aid disabled patients out of the building. We were all afraid of being trapped in the hospital by the flood. The levees had broken, and we knew it was only a matter of time before the building would be under deep waters. The problem was, we had no idea how many floors would be effected.

“We managed to move patients in critical condition to the highest floors to protect them from the flood waters. But I knew as soon as the generators began flickering their survival was questionable. Soon, the hospital was empty save for the upper level floors with critical patients and a skeleton crew of hospital staff. I returned to the boys after instructing them to remain in the hospital room with Michael.”

Dr. Percy examines Michael again, relieved to see him still awake and cognizant. 

“How you doing, Michael?” He shines his pen light in Michael’s eyes, still greatly concerned by the unnatural whitening of the boy’s left iris.

“I think I’m okay,” Michael says. “My head hurts.”

“I can give you something for that,” Dr. Percy says. He unlocks a medicine cabinet in the room and takes out an unopened bottle of Tylenol. He fills a paper cup with water from the small sink and takes it to Michael. “See if you can swallow this.”

Michael sits up and winces. “Ouch,” he says, covering his left eye with his hand. “Why does my eye hurt so bad?”

“I’m not exactly sure, but it has to do with you having been unconscious and not breathing for a bit of time.” He hands Michael the medicine and water.

“Doctor, don’t you think we should get out of here?” Harrison says. “If the levees are broken, shouldn’t we get away from the water?”

“I can’t leave just yet, and I don’t want you boys to get lost out there in the flooding. We’ll be safe up here.”

“But what if the electricity goes out?” Harrison asks.

At that moment, as if Harrison’s words are a prophecy of their fate, the hospital generators fail.

“God in Heaven,” Dr. Percy breathes. “This can’t happen. Boys, stay here!” He flees into the hallway sensing the wave of panic spreading amongst the remaining hospital workers.

“Code blue!” The shout comes from one room. 

“Get the crash cart!” The shriek comes from another.

With no electricity to power life support machines, and no light, the hospital ward sinks into a quicksand of chaos and death.

Eight more patients, the last on life support, perish. The staff stumbles over patients and each other in the darkness. The spine chilling sound of roaring floodwaters creeps its way up from the bottom two floors.

Dr. Percy finds his way into all remaining patient rooms to check their conditions before sinking against a wall in the hallway. Feeling like an utter failure for letting the life support patients perish, he holds his face in his hands and silently prays. If the day’s tragedies were only a result of the hurricane, he might feel more at peace. Natural disasters are unpredictable, therefore relatively excusable in terms of the devastation they cause. But the events at the hands of humans in the storm were unacceptable. Patients euthanized by an unidentified hospital worker. City council members herded together and murdered in cold blood right in front of their families, some barely escaping with their lives.

These events are unacceptable. At that moment, Dr. Percy becomes resolute to bring justice to the scared boys in his hospital, and to the families of patients slain right under his nose. The urge to march into the New Orleans Police Department and begin a campaign to bring the murderers to justice burns within him. He won’t let any of this slip under the cracks. He won’t let this human travesty drown in the flood waters that now rage into the hospital. Someone must stand up for these innocent people. Even if it is just a young doctor.
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Chapter One
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“Who would bomb the city? Terrorists?” Rose shouts.

She and Johnny watch the orange flames shoot into the night sky and dissipate before turning their attention back to One Shell Square.

“I gotta get up there!” Johnny yells. “Stay here!”

Johnny sprints to the entrance and nearly bowls over the Black Jester and the Ranger as they burst out of the glass doors coughing. A trail of dark smoke hitches a ride on their clothing.

“Vengeance!” Johnny shouts. He grabs his friend’s arm. “Are you guys okay?”

“Peachy,” the Ranger says in a surprisingly chipper voice. He dusts off his camo and glances at Rose as she rushes up to them, his eyes fixating on her.

“My department is up there! Did you see any of them?”

“No,” the Black Jester says quietly. “We came down the service stairwell, chasing after Central City. Didn’t see any cops.”

Johnny’s heart sinks. “The Detective is up there, I need to find him.” He bolts through the doors and towards the stairwell.

“The top floors are burning, John! Don’t go up there!” the Black Jester shouts.

Johnny glances back at them. “I have to!”

“I’m coming with you!” the Ranger yells. He gives Rose a concerned look, then turns to the Black Jester. “Get her out of here,” he says.

“We can help you guys!” Rose says.

“The police can’t know I’m here,” the Black Jester says. “We need to go.”

The Ranger nods. “Rose, go with him.”

The Black Jester holds out his hand for her, and she takes it, glancing back at her brother before they run off. “Be careful, Clayton!”

“I will.”

Johnny and the Ranger sprint up the service stairwell, each floor bringing them closer to the fire consuming the top floors of the building. They stop at the second to last floor and watch heavy smoke roll out into the stairwell. Aware of the situation’s peril but determined to save any survivors, Johnny leads the way up the final set of stairs to the top floor.

“You serious about doing this?” the Ranger asks, tying a bandana around his nose.

“There are police officers in here, we have to check for survivors.” Johnny glances at his camouflaged accomplice. “You don’t have to do this. It could be...”

The Ranger shakes his head. “Never leave a man behind, Johnny. Let’s get your men,” he says.

Johnny feels the door knob for heat. It is cool to the touch, so he slowly opens it and ducks as a puff of dark smoke rolls out. He squints through the smoke and sees small fires burning office furniture, walls, papers, and the blackened carnage that was once a functioning office setting. They make their way around the charred obstacles left in the explosion’s wake. Choking on the smoke, they struggle not to breathe deeply while calling out for survivors.

“Hello? Is anyone here? Are there any survivors?” Johnny shouts.

They wait for a response, but hear nothing. The Ranger glances up at the ceiling and the roiling flames consuming it.

“Johnny, we need to make this quick!”

“Hello? Is anyone in here?” Johnny kicks a burning office chair out of their path and hears a muffled voice. “Did you hear that?”

“I heard something,” the Ranger answers.

“Hello?” Johnny yells.

“Here! Over here!” A faint voice calls to them from the elevator bank.

They carefully navigate the flames and find a heap of police officers huddled in front of the elevators. They all appear to be injured, some unconscious.

“John?” Detective Jenkins calls out from the mass of injured men.

“Detective!” Johnny hurries to him, relieved to find his mentor alive. “We gotta get you out of here, this place won’t hold up much longer.”

“We lost three men, John,” the Detective says, groaning as he helps another officer stand. The Detective suffered a gouge to his eyebrow and the entire side of his face shines with blood. 

“How badly are you hurt, Detective?” 

“Worry about these guys,” he says. He glances at the Ranger. “Captain Fury? What are you doing here? Was that chopper yours?”

“What chopper?” the Ranger replies with a grin.

“I’m gonna need a statement from you about this,” the Detective says, his voice cracking as he begins to cough from smoke inhalation.

“Come on, let’s get everyone out of here,” Johnny urges. 

Johnny, the Ranger, the Detective, and five police officers maneuver their way down the service stairwell and out of the building, barely escaping with their lives. Once outside, the police officers suffering from smoke inhalation collapse on the sidewalk. Emergency rescue vehicles begin to arrive and form a makeshift barrier around the building.

“Detective, let’s get you into one of these ambulances,” Johnny says.

The Detective waves him off. “I ain’t gettin’ in one of those, I’m fine.” He sits down on a short stone sitting wall and gazes up at the top of the building. “Who the hell could have done this?”

“And the other explosions,” Johnny says, pointing at the billowing stacks of smoke peppering the neighborhood.

“There were others?” The Detective jumps to his feet and stares out at the smoke stacks. “What the hell, John?” 

Johnny sees the Detective begin to sway on his feet and steadies him before he falls.

“You should sit down, Detective. You need some help. Medic!” He calls for a paramedic to tend to the Detective’s wounds.

“There were at least three other explosions that I heard. Relatively close, by the sound of it.”

“Car bombs, Sir,” a police officer says as he approaches the Detective. “There were dozens of calls reporting on three car bombs all within a six block radius of this building. This was a coordinated attack.”

“Do we have any leads yet, Officer?” the Detective asks.

“No Sir. The Fire Department is still putting out the flames. We’re looking for witnesses.”

The Detective looks at Johnny. “John, this could be our Jesters. What if they’re moving into bombs and terrorism now?”

“Uh, I don’t know, Detective, but we’re going to find whoever did this, so help me God!”

“If this is them, John, I don’t care what it takes, I’ll hang them all myself. And why the hell is Captain Fury here? What’s with the chopper? What - ”

Johnny is relieved when the paramedic places an oxygen mask over the Detective’s mouth and nose, preventing him from talking.

“Try to relax. Take some deep breaths, Detective,” Johnny says.

“What now?” the Ranger asks from behind him.

Johnny motions for him to step away, glancing at the Detective who is preoccupied and grumping at the paramedic.

“Who the hell did all this?” the Ranger asks.

“I have no idea. It doesn’t make sense that this is the Central City King’s doing. You couldn’t catch him?”

“No. He and two others got away. But they were the only ones.”

“I don’t understand,” Johnny says, eyes skimming the borage of emergency vehicles parked in front of the still-burning building. “Bombs are something completely new. We’ve never dealt with this before. But it doesn’t fit either of the Kings’ MO. It’s way too blatant, too risky. They work behind the scenes, either politically, or at 3AM in a dark alley when there are no witnesses. Bombings are bold. Arrogant. Who would...?”

The Ranger squints at him. “You know who it is, don’t you?”

Johnny hides his revelation and feigns innocence. “No, I’m just... thinking out loud.”

But in the pit of his stomach, Johnny realizes the answer to his own question. He knows of only one man with the audacity to make such a brazen move.

While Johnny’s thoughts threaten to lead him to an undesired conclusion, a man standing a distance away from the emergency vehicles catches his eye. It’s his stillness that is out of place. Everyone else acts visibly nervous and agitated. Residents from nearby buildings have poured into the street to watch the top floors of One Shell Square burn. They all display normal reactions to such a traumatic event. But this man doesn’t. He simply stands off to the side. Watching. Motionless.

“Uh, give me a minute, Clayton,” Johnny says to the Ranger.

Clayton sees the man that has captured Johnny’s attention but shrugs. “No problem.”

Johnny glances at the Detective as he passes, glad to see him still preoccupied by the medics. He jogs across the street, approaching the man with caution in his step.

The familiar man awaits him with his customary expressionless face and cold dark eyes. Somewhere in his 60’s, he’s of Latin descent with a slender build, medium height, and his full head of dark hair is heavily saturated with silver streaks. He wears a dark hooded sweatshirt and the black pants from his Kimono, and stands rigid with his arms crossed.

Johnny feels conflicted to see him. He’s always glad to see his old master, but his mere presence suggests something dangerous is afoot.

“Grand Master,” Johnny says, nodding in respect.

The Grand Master responds with a deep nod. “John.”

“What are you doing here?” 

“I could ask you the same thing,” the Grand Master responds, his voice thick with a Brazilian accent. He nods towards the burning building. “Are you responsible?”

Johnny lets out a husky chuckle and instantly feels guilty for it. He clears his throat. “No.” He looks over his shoulder at the chaos. “But I had people up there that were lucky to escape with their lives. We lost three police officers in the blast.”

“These are dangerous times, John.”

“Yes, Grand Master, I know.”

“I’m not sure you do.”

Johnny’s heart skips a beat. “What do you mean?”

“John, we must talk. But not here. Meet me tomorrow at the Hotel Monteleone.”

Johnny nods. “All right.”

“Go. Tend to your injured. Tomorrow you will know.”

“Johnny!” The Detective calls for him.

Johnny turns to see the Detective, who is waving him to come back. 

“Coming, Detective!” He turns back around expecting to conclude his conversation with the Grand Master, but he is already gone.

“What will I know?” He mumbles to himself.
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Chapter Two
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Rose sits on the hotel bed, anxious as she gazes out the sliding glass door into the dark night. From One Shell Square, she and the Black Jester ran to the Krav Maga dojo, where he removed his jester attire to become Michael again. Without saying much, he led her to a hotel farthest away from the chaos of the night.

She hears the key card slide into the door’s lock and turns around to watch Michael enter the room and deadbolt the locks behind him.

“I booked the adjacent rooms, just in case. I don’t want anyone around us right now,” he says. 

Relaxing, Rose studies his handsome features. The short ponytail of light brown hair rests at the back of his neck. His warm brown eyes fall upon her lovingly, and a small smile tugs at the corners of his mouth. He and the Black Jester both seem to like wearing black, and to Rose it just makes Michael even more appealing.

Rose rises from the bed, admiring him as she walks towards him with open arms. They both smile and exchange a long, grateful embrace.

“I was afraid you weren’t coming out of that building,” she says.

Michael’s left eye twitches. “He always comes out,” he says. “I don’t think anything could kill him.”

Rose pulls back and looks up at him. She knows his identity disorder muddies his ability to talk about himself as the Black Jester, so she doesn’t push the issue. 

“All the same, I am happy to see you.”

“I’m the one that was worried sick, about you! I can’t believe they put a bomb around your ankle. And the Goddamn Central City King got away.” He grits his teeth.

“The important thing is, the bomb is off.”

“But he and Vincent Strong are still out there.”

Rose chuckles. “Do you ever stop to think how insane all of this is?”

They sit down on the bed.

“I only regret that you are involved in it. I feel responsible for everything that has happened to you.”

“If the Black Jester hadn’t helped me when Antonio’s guys threw me in that van, I’d be dead right now. I’m sure of it.”
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