
A NIGHT AT THE ER

––––––––
[image: ]


OTHER TALES AND MUSINGS

“A Night at the ER” and all other writings included in this book, are works of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places events and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead or actual events is purely coincidental.

All artwork, including the cover, are original works by the author/publisher.

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author/publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Copyright © 2024, Vince Savarin

All rights reserved.

ISBN: 978-976-97220-9-5 (E-book)

Vince Savarin       Roseau,             Dominica  

https://books2read.com/author/vince-arnold-savarin/subscribe/1/673295/

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedications


[image: ]


Thanks to my family and English literature teachers throughout the years; thanks for humouring all my wild stories. What follows is a brief collection of short stories and poems written over the course of several years.

Enjoy!

The skin was pealing, glistening in the moonlight, forming a regular pattern unnatural to humans, more reptilian, almost shedding like...

“A night at the E.R.”
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I feel my feet on asphalt through the thin soles of my shoes.

Sun shines on my shaved scalp so steely I stick to the shade.

My movement multiplies in meters, 

Dragging the distance desolately.

Swinging stethoscope, swishing scrubs.

As I pound persistently, to the policlinic.
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A Night at the E.R.
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Seated at a small desk beneath a flickering fluorescent bulb, was a man in a wrinkled lab coat. His short-cut hair was like a patchwork of zig-zagging lines, in some portions, remnants suggestive of the 360-degree wave style from earlier in the day. His mind wondered back to those lonesome daily trips he used to take to the hospitals during his training. The heat had been relentless in those days. Tonight however, the cold was equally as unforgiving.  The doctor tapped his pen on the desk and looked at his watch. It was 3 am.

“Only 5 more hours to go,” he thought to himself. He had taken the graveyard shift for the pay. It was much more than the day, or at least that’s the excuse to his wife that he would relay.

He looked up wearily through the transparent glass doors a few feet beyond his desk. A downpour of rain had started outside. The guard sat leisurely by. The ambulance bay was empty for now.

A young woman in nursing uniform walked up to him.

“I hope the rain keeps people in their beds Dr. Fergusson,” she said as she herself let go a yawn. Her white uniform hugged her slender frame, showing various pen marks and pale stains from the night’s work.

Dr Fergusson stood up and stretched, as he walked to the transparent doors of the entrance of the Accident and Emergency Department. He stretched out his hand and touched it lightly, the coldness of the night seeped through it, leaping into his fingers. Or maybe that was just his imagination. His limbic system running wild.

The guard looked up at him smiling and said, “That’s re-enforced now. Unless Billy literally drives the ambulance through there, ain’t nothing getting through this door. I got you covered, Doc.”

That was in reference to the gang related shooting that occurred a few weeks earlier. A man had come through with a shattered femur from a bullet wound. Then his “friends” showed up later that night to finish the job. The community wasn’t used to that level of violence, so at the time, the ambulance bay was fitted with normal glass doors, for aesthetic purposes. Administration had said it was to “build trust.”  However, the gunshots and fighting had made light work of those doors. 

Returning his mind back to the present, Dr. Fergusson nodded his head, acknowledging the guard’s reassurances.

The guard continued, “Poor girl, that young Doc. She wasn’t ready for that kind of action,” he lamented, referring to that fateful night.

“What was her name again, Alice?” Doctor Fergusson replied, in deep contemplation as he himself reflected on the incident. It had been all over the news. There were mandatory counselling sessions for the staff every day for an entire week. Fergusson thought it was a waste of time, but he went anyway.

However, as soon as the counselling sessions were done, the last A&E doctor still decided to resign the following week. Thus, Doctor Fergusson got the call asking him to fill the spot, but he had his own demons battling. After a few weeks of declining the offer, he finally decided to take the job. Of course, he negotiated for them to sweeten the deal to make it worth his while. It now had been a month since he took the job to work night shifts. He was looking forward to leaving at 8am and collecting his first paycheck, expecting a nice bump in his monthly earnings. 

The outer architecture of the hospital certainly had some interesting choices. Someone had thought it was a brilliant idea to place an owl-shaped figure on one of the storage buildings overlooking the A&E. In the darkness of the night however, with the nearest streetlamp on, the owl seemed to be looking straight at them. Dr Fergusson thought it was kind of creepy.

Just them a jumble of audio static sounded, and a cacophony of muffled sounds ensued in a nearby room. To their left, a door opened to a tiny room about the size of a broom closet and out stepped Billy the ambulance driver, walkie-talkie clipped to his ear with one hand, as he stumbled out of the room fixing his clothes. Doctor Fergusson could hear him saying “uhuh” several times.

As Billy approached the door, heading to the ambulance he said to Doctor Fergusson and the guard, “Someone called dispatch and said there is an unresponsive elderly woman in her house. It shouldn’t take me more than 5 minutes.” He stepped outside and a loud gush of wind and rain filled the hallway. He jammed the communication device back into its holster on his waist, like it was a gun.

“I hate driving in this rain,” Billy muttered as he zipped up his raincoat and jammed a cap on his head. He swiped his keycard again, reopened the door and went out into the night. The cold breeze blew right through Doctor Fergusson’s clothes. The harsh red lights of the ambulance pierced through the night as it screamed through the night. As it drove past it reflected on the owl statue, almost giving its eyes a red glow.

Just then, Fergusson got an alert on his phone, relaying the same information. He turned to the nurse who stood behind him, and he spoke. “Ok let’s look alive people!”

Billy had heard them the others talking about him. He knew everybody gossiped about him having a drinking problem. In his opinion those folks had nothing better to do than look down their noses at the common folks. Whilst he hated driving out in the downpour, he was also sort of glad to give the doctor some work to do. Good riddance.

“Give the lazy fool something to do so that he would stop gossiping!” Billy thought angrily as he gripped tighter on the steering wheel. The other officer besides him on the passenger side, shrugged as they sped off, passing over a pothole and the ambulance shuddered violently splashing rainwater, almost wetting the inside of their vehicle, startling his companion.

“Take it easy man,” said his second in command, an older firefighter than him, who was nearing retirement and too slow to drive anymore but the older timer held on for a sense of purpose. Better than sitting alone in an empty house. He liked the excitement.

The buildings seemed to curve over the ambulance as they approached the house where the call came from. It was like going through a tunnel. The closer they got to the house though, the less streetlamps seemed to work. They finally reached a small clearing where a bunch of people were gathered. The two fire officers, Billy and Joseph stepped out of the ambulance as they pulled up onto the sidewalk. Their boots splashed in the ground. The rain had slowed down to a drizzle now. The crowd though modest in size, didn’t make a sound. All they could hear was the roar of the idling engine, and the sound of their boots.

Joseph the older fire officer spoke up, “Where’s the fire, folks?” he gestured. A middle-aged woman clutching to her nightgown pointed to the house ahead. 

“She’s in there,” the woman said, in a hushed voice.

Billy already annoyed, asked the question again; “Come on folks, we got an unconscious elderly woman here. We need details. Which room is she in? We got to move quickly!” 

A young boy came up from the crowd, tall for his age, a woman, presumably his mother, tried grabbing his hand, but the boy persisted saying, “I’ll be fine,” as he whisked his hand away and took a slight jog toward the ambulance. 

“She’s in the kitchen, it’s not far from the front door, I will show you,” the boy said leading the way. The officers nodded.

Officer Billy and Joseph grabbed their stretcher, and the boy took them to the old wooden house. It seemed at odds with the more modern concrete structures around it. The moisture of the weather outside made the round doorknob a bit hard to grasp, but after a few tries they got it opened. The boy winced as he let go of it quickly, shaking his hand, muttering something about static cling.

Immediately, Billy was hit with the smell. It was unbearable, like sulphur. Clearly the lady didn’t get out much. He felt a crunch as he stepped into the house, he couldn’t tell what it was in the dark, it felt like loose gravel. He flicked on his flashlight and looked down. What was that? Salt?  

The officers took a left turn in the darkness with the boy ahead and surely enough, they found an old woman sprawled out on the floor, the kitchen window broken, and the moonlight lit her face. She appeared pale and frail. Many items were scattered on the floor, and the
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