
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Silver Jester (Episode Two, Kings of New Orleans Series)

        

        
        
          R. Emily Ford

        

        
          Published by R. Emily Ford, 2015.

        

    


The Silver Jester

The Kings of New Orleans Episode 2

by R. Emily Ford

––––––––

COPYRIGHT © 2024 R. EMILY FORD


Copyright 2024 R. Emily Ford

––––––––

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.



  	
	    
	      Also by R. Emily Ford

	    

      
	    
          
	      Kings of New Orleans

          
        
          
	          The Black Jester (Episode One, Kings of New Orleans Series)

          
        
          
	          The Blue Jester (Episode Three, Kings of New Orleans Series)

          
        
          
	          The Silver Jester (Episode Two, Kings of New Orleans Series)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rachel Payne Horror

          
        
          
	          The Demon Train (#1 Rachel Payne Horror Series)

          
        
          
	          The Devil's Carnival (Book #2 in the Rachel Payne Horror Series)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Sober Companion Saga

          
        
          
	          The Sober Companion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Hell Town

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




For Clayton

My cousin, character consultant, and ambassador to World of Warcraft. As an undefeated MMA fighter, Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu practitioner, and Veteran of the United States Army, I am in total admiration of you as a real life action hero! Thank you for your help with this character. The Silver Jester wouldn’t exist without you. I hope this story lives up to your expectations.
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Prologue
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“After sending the boys up to my office, all hell broke loose.”

The French Quarter King continues the drafting of his confession, the gold rollerball pen gliding smoothly over the Papyrus pages in his leather journal.

“I was scrambling to treat my emergency patients. Fights began to erupt in the lobby and in the hallways. That’s when the floodwaters started to trickle inside.”

As the storm and floodwaters of Hurricane Katrina begin to trickle into the lobby of the teaching hospital on Tulane Avenue, the crisis morphs into a catastrophe. Outside the wind howls and pounds on the walls. Electric poles pop and sparkle in the streets, shooting streams of deadly voltage that light up the dark stormy sky.

“The levees broke! The levees broke!” A woman’s voice screeches over the already panicked crowd. A man repeats the warning, and soon, everyone in the crowd begins to sing the same song of doom.

A red-faced intern slips from the slowly flooding floor as she scrambles into the treatment room and throws back the privacy curtain.

“The levees broke, Doctor Percy! We have to evacuate the hospital!”  The intern’s panic quickly spreads to the other staff members who quicken their tasks in preparation to evacuate.

“Calm down,” Dr. Percy says, placing a hand on the intern’s arm to comfort her. “Who said we have to evacuate?”

The intern swallows hard and exhales forcefully as she struggles to maintain her composure. “The hospital Director. Doctor Walters.”

“Is Walters here?” Dr. Percy continues to listen but shifts his attention to the young patient he resuscitated from death just minutes ago.

“No. He called our emergency line and I took the call. He ordered the immediate evacuation of the entire hospital. He said he’s on his way here to help!”

Dr. Percy’s heart sinks as he realizes the enormity of the task at hand. He thinks of the nearly eighty patients currently immobile or in critical condition and the dozen that are on total life support. There are at least half a dozen live births taking place or ready to take place. And with the vast number of new casualties pouring in from the stormy streets, the number of critical condition patients could be increasing. And what of this young man with the burned face and the white eye, who he just pulled out of a full five minutes of clinical death?

“We’re not evacuating,” another ER staff member calls out as she rushes into the room. 

“What?” The intern is aghast. “Why not? It’s flooding! We have to get out of here!”

“I just took a call from the Mayor’s office,” she says, her face flushing with agitation. She ignores the intern’s panicked words and looks at Dr. Percy. “Doctor, the Mayor’s office says we are to stay here. Evacuate to the upper floors if needed, but we are not to leave this hospital.”

Dr. Percy silently processes the conflicting information for a moment. First, a call to evacuate, and then a call not to evacuate. Which one is it? Which one should they do? An audible gush of the trickling floodwater draws his eyes to the floor. He feels the wetness seeping through his shoes and soaks his socks.

“What’s the water level outside? On the street?”

“I just peeked out there. It’s rising fast,” the nurse answers.

“We will evacuate the ER to the fourth floor. Then we’ll evaluate each floor under that for safety.” Let’s hope these generators hold up.

“Doctor, how do we do this? There are at least sixty patients in the ER right now! Will this even work?” The intern is on the edge of hyperventilating. 

“Try to stay calm. These patients need you to be calm, all right? One bed at a time, that’s how this is going to work. I need you to stay focused right now. Everything is going to be fine. Let’s do everything we can to help these people.”

His mini pep talk boosts the staff’s morale and they discuss their strategy for evacuating to the upper floors. 

“Doctor, what about this young man?” the nurse asks him.

Knowing that the young man’s life hangs in the balance, the doctor doesn’t want to take any chances.

“I’ll take him up the fourth, and get him up. Then I’ll come back down to assist. You begin with the patient next to us, one by one, and so forth.”

The nurse and other staff members nod in understanding and set forth on their task of moving patients to safety. Dr. Percy checks the vitals of his young patient before disconnecting him from the monitoring equipment. As he unlocks the wheels on the mobile patient bed, the young man’s eyes open slowly.

Ecstatic to see the young man awaken, Dr. Percy smiles wide. “Hey there,” he says gently, leaning over the stirring patient. 

The young man blinks heavily, grimaces, then stares up at the ceiling with one brown eye and one white eye.

“Can you hear me?” Dr. Percy tests his cognition.

The young man nods.

“What’s your name, son?” 

His lips are dry and cracked, and he licks them before speaking. “Michael,” he says finally.

Dr. Percy sighs in relief. Positive cognitive test. The young patient may be all right after all!

“Hello, Michael. I’m Doctor Percy. You’re in a hospital and I’m taking you to a new room right now.”

Michael glances around without lifting his head from the pillow. “Where am I?”

Dr. Percy rolls Michael’s bed out of the ER, through the chaotic hallway, and to the service elevators. “You’re in a hospital. Do you remember anything that happened before you got here?”

Michael closes his eyes, struggling to clear his thoughts. Dr. Percy pushes the bed into the elevator and the door closes with just the two of them inside as they ride up to the fourth floor.

“What is that sound?” Michael says.

Mozart’s Requiem plays inside the elevator, as it was playing inside the ER hallways.

“That’s Mozart,” Dr. Percy answers with a smile. “Do you know Mozart?”

“No,” Michael answers softly. “I like it.”

“I like it, too. Mozart and Tchaikovsky are my two favorite Classical composers. I like to listen to them while I work, or study. It’s very relaxing.” The doctor hopes to bring Michael’s mind into focus by engaging him in conversation.

“Why does my face hurt?” Michael reaches up and touches the bloody bandages on his cheeks. “What happened to my face?”

“You suffered some burns to your face, son. Do you remember what happened?”

“No.”

“What’s the last thing you can remember?”

Grimacing from the pain on his face, Michael stops poking at the bandages and lowers his hands to his chest. “I’m really cold,” he says. 

Dr. Percy notices a slight shake to the young man’s body. He covers him up to the chin with the black hospital blanket that had fallen to the side of the bed when Michael came to. The air inside the hospital is unusually cool. I hope those generators hold up, Dr. Percy thinks, silently begging the machines to function properly for the sake of the patients.

“I’ll get you some more blankets when we get to your new room, okay?”

Michael’s teeth chatter. “Thank you,” he says quietly, eyes closing, head falling to the side.

“So, Michael, how are you feeling? How is your pain level?” Determined to keep his patient awake and alert, he gently pulls Michael’s head back to its neutral position. “Can you open your eyes again for me?”

Michael opens his eyes and slowly focuses on the concerned yet gentle expression on the doctor’s kind face. The doctor smiles at him as he checks his pupils for reactivity. As the doctor leans over him, then pulls back, a sharp glint of the overhead light from the elevator ceiling strikes his left eye. His right eye closes and he peers up with only the left.

“Where are the murderers?” Michael’s question is brisk, his voice now low and gravelly.

The young man’s odd question and lower tone shocks the doctor as much as seeing his white eye after he resuscitated him. “What, son?”

Heat flushes his face, his white eye remains open and the other closed. A snarl curls on his cracked lips. His teeth no longer chatter nor does his body shake with the chills.

“Murderers!” He growls. His head rises from the pillow and he grabs the lapels of the doctor’s white coat, pulling the doctor down close.

“Son, calm down,” he says, trying to pry Michael’s hands from his coat. The young man’s steel grip is immovable. Is this a result of the epinephrine? Resigned to Michael’s unnaturally strong hold, the doctor tries to talk his way out. “Son, what are you talking about? What’s wrong?”

“They murdered my mother. I will make them pay!”

The elevator has reached its fourth floor destination and its bell dings as the door opens. The noise distracts Michael and his grip weakens. Dr. Percy takes advantage and pulls away. Michael’s eyes close and his head falls back to the pillow.

Unsettled but concerned for Michael’s well-being, Dr. Percy wheels him into a treatment room with another patient. Pulling the privacy curtain between the two patients, he begins hooking Michael up to the monitoring machines.

Dr. Percy is alarmed by sudden loud commotion in the hallway. He darts out of the room as voices shout and metal objects clang loudly as they hit the bare hallway floor.

“I told you to evacuate!” Doctor Walters, the hospital Director, argues with two other doctors and a handful of other hospital staff members at the nurse’s station.

“We were ordered to stay here!” A staff member of Dr. Percy’s chimes in.

Dr. Percy approaches quickly. “Walters? What is going on?”

Dr. Walters storms towards him, throwing his hands in the air in desperation. Having been ripped from his sleep by the storm, he’s wearing light grey sweatshirt and jeans instead of his regular pressed navy blue suit and tie. 

“Dr. Percy, for God’s sake! Why didn’t you evacuate like I instructed?”

“Now hold on, Dr. Walters, we received a call from the Mayor’s office to stay put, after you called.”

“Stay put? That’s ridiculous! This hospital is flooding! The generators could go out any second! Why on earth would we stay put? I am the Director of this hospital, my orders should take priority over all others. Christ!” He runs his hands through his thinning white hair and straightens the glasses on his face.

As if his words have the power to summon the failure of the generators, the lights on the entire floor flicker. Darkness floods the hallway along with the collective sigh of electronics failing all around them. Some of the staff members gasp and cry out. After what feels like an eternity of darkness, the lights flicker back on and the rooms and hallway are peppered with the sound of electronics beeping as they come back to life.

“Check your patients!” Dr. Percy bellows to the staff. They scurry into patient rooms. More patients and staff arrive on elevators and evacuees from the first floor begin to pour in.

“Walters,” Dr. Percy says curtly, closing the distance between them and leaning in. “What the hell are we supposed to do? The Mayor’s office wants us here. But you’re right. If these generators fail, we’ll lose at least a dozen patients instantly, maybe more. We need to get the hell out of here!”

“Yes, Percy, we do. But I have no resources. I was on my cell trying to make calls on my way here, but the grid must be down and no one can call out.” His bloodshot eyes peer at his colleague. “Percy, we might be on our own here.”

“Three flat lines! I’ve got three flat lines! Dr. Percy, help, please!” A nurse from the far end of the hallway yells.

Dr. Percy and Dr. Walters bolt down the hallway towards the nurse. Inside the double patient room, two separate teams of nurses begin to initiate CPR on the flat-lining patients.

“What happened?” Dr. Percy asks as he approaches the first patient’s bed. “Did life support fail?”

“No, doctor, life support is still on. I don’t know what happened, these two and the one across the hall just flat lined!”

Dr. Percy glances into the patient room across the hall, where Dr. Walters attempts to resuscitate the patient. More chaos breaks out in the hallway as patients and staff continue to shuffle into patient rooms.

Neither doctor is able to save the three flat lining patients, all of which had been on complete life support. A raw, unsettling feeling fills Dr. Percy’s stomach. Is this a result of the temporary failure of the generators? They couldn’t have been down for more than five seconds in reality. Something isn’t right here.

“I’ve got another code blue! Code blue, doctor!” Another nurse calls out from the other end of the hallway.

Dr. Percy begins to head towards the nurse waving him down in the hallway. A male hospital aide immediately catches his gaze. He’s the only one in the hallway that isn’t rushing, or panicking. Instead, he intently watches the doctor approach. And, just before the doctor gets close enough to inquire as to what he’s doing, the hospital aide turns and walks out the door to the stairs.

Dr. Percy attempts to revive the code blue patient, but is again unsuccessful. A fourth patient death in the span of two or three minutes doesn’t make sense, he says to himself. The feeling of dread in his stomach expands and becomes a full-blown panic. Someone is killing these patients!

Remembering the suspicious hospital aide, Dr. Percy leaves the fourth deceased patient’s room and crosses the hallway to the door leading to the stairwell. Hesitating, he opens the door and peers in, trying to determine which way the aide went by listening for footsteps and looking up and down the stairs for movement. He catches the momentary glimpse of a hand on the banister near the last set of stairs at the bottom floor.

“Hey! Hey, you! I want to talk to you!”

From the bottom set of stairs, the aide glances up then darts the rest of the way down, storming out of the stairwell on the first floor. Dr. Percy runs down, jumping three and four steps at a time as he hastily tries to catch up to the suspicious man. Finally jumping down the last set of stairs, he lands with a plunk as his feet are met with two inches of floodwater.

He throws open the door to the hallway and sloshes into a chaotic mix of flood water, people screaming and panicking, patients running in hospital gowns, and staff struggling to evacuate the remaining ER patients from the flood. The lights flicker menacingly, and the flooded hallway scenes from the movie The Titanic flash through Dr. Percy’s mind.

“God have mercy,” Dr. Percy breathes quietly to himself. Through the jumble of people, beds with patients on them, and wheelchairs, he watches as the hospital aide that he had been chasing flees out of the ER and out into the storm. He’s gone, he thinks, his heart aching as he believes his theory to be true. He was murdering patients.

With the assailant out of view, Dr. Percy helps the hospital staff evacuate the remaining patients to the fourth floor. Sweating and beginning to feel the fatigue of an eighteen-hour shift, his thoughts return to young Michael. 

He runs into the room where he left Michael and breathes a heavy sigh of relief when he sees him lying on his bed, awake, with his three young friends surrounding him. All still have their hospital blankets wrapped around them. The mustard gold, blood red, and royal blue blankets.

“Hello, boys,” he greets them, glad to see they are all alive and well. “I see you found your friend.”

“What’s wrong with his eye?” The shorter blonde brother says.

“Eric, shut up!” His older brother, Harry, scolds him.

“It’s okay, boys,” Dr. Percy says calmly. “Your friend is still stable, and he was even talking a little bit before.

“Did he tell you what happened?” Eric says.

“Eric, I said shut up!” Harry shoves his little brother, who shoves him back.

“We have to tell someone! We can’t let them get away with that!”

“Stop fighting! You’ll upset Michael!” Young Johnny protests. He leans down and puts a protective arm over Michael.

Dr. Percy puts a hand on each of the brother’s chests and pushes them away from each other. “Whoa, calm down, boys, calm down. Why don’t you tell me what happened? Your friend said he couldn’t remember.”

The three boys exchange worried looks. They are definitely hiding something, Dr. Percy realizes. Whatever happened, besides the storm, was causing them great anxiety.

“Was it the storm? Or did something else happen?” Dr. Percy waits for them to answer.

Harry, the older of the two brothers, straightens and meets the doctor’s inquisitive gaze.

“Murder,” he says finally.

Dr. Percy’s heart skips a beat, but he intends to maintain a calm, responsible demeanor in hopes the young men will see him as a source of strength.

“You saw a murder?”

“Not just one, Doctor,” Eric replies, tears welling in his eyes. “Not just one.”
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Chapter One: Iraq
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Flashback

It’s 2004. He’s back in Ramadi, the capital of the al-Anbar Province in Iraq. How? It all looks the same. It’s the day of the raid. The mission: an impromptu strike to take out the insurgents as U.S. soldiers and Iraqi security forces attempt to regain control of the city’s government building. As a first lieutenant, he leads his team of elite, special operations soldiers into Hell’s mouth without a second thought. But today is the day that everything changes.
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