The Josh Rein Series: Hospital Mayhem


Smoke. Thick, swirling black smoke as cold as death. It was smothering Josh, obscuring his vision. He suddenly found he couldn’t breath. The smoke infiltrated his system. It was going to suffocate him. 


But suddenly, the thick wisps of smoke turned to flames. He was surrounded by fire….and now it was devouring his insides. The pain was unbearable, but he must not give in. He tried to crawl away from this hell of smoke and fire, but he was only a shell of skin now. His body crumpled in a pile of ashes…


“Mr Rein? Mr Rein? Are you OK?”


The words cut through the roaring of the flames like a knife through water. His eyes fluttered open. 


For a moment, Josh thought he could still see smoke twisting before him. But it was just a white duvet. He sat up suddenly, but realised that it has all been a dream.


“Careful, Mr Rein. You don’t want to break any more ribs.”


Josh looked round and saw his nurse, Emma. She was extremely attractive and had a soft spot for Josh. Smiling, he slowly leant back on to his pillow.


After the disastrous attack in Cuba, the Humvee took his to a hovercraft. It had got off and taken Josh to an old airport surrounded by jungle. He had flown across the Atlantic ocean in a U.S. army plane and was being treated for trauma, poisoning and two broken ribs from the many explosions he had endured.  He was actually in St. Luke’s hospital, in Bradford, Yorkshire, the same one he was born in, in 1983. So he felt strangely at home, even though he was in a hospital. 

Josh was well built, with black hair, blue eyes and handsome features.

He was relieved to find out that his best friend, Matthew Coale, had survived the ordeal. Josh was eager to see him, but Emma had told him that that was out of the question. She had said he was undergoing massive amounts of surgery for several broken bones. He was going to be in hospital for a very long time. 

Josh himself was going to be there for a couple of months. But that didn’t worry him. He was well fed and kept entertained by visitors, a radio and a small television he could view easily from the bed. He missed playing football – his favourite activity – but at least he could continue with his second hobby – reading. He could ask for a book and it would be delivered to him in barely half an hour.
He had been allowed to wander around the hospital when he got up and just before he went to bed, so that was a mental map stored in his memory, just in case. But he would never need it would he? 

On the second day of his stay in the hospital, Josh was visited by the Head of Special Operations from MI6, Arthur Chasemore, for debriefing. Arthur has explained that the satellite that took the photographs of the terrorist plant had had a virus. It had caused the satellite to say that the factory was two miles south of where it really was.

The Commander of the squad had sent an emergency signal to the U.S.S. Kittyhawk, which was on standby nearby. It had immediately responded by sending an air strike of Raptors and two hovercrafts full of medical Humvees. The Raptors managed to destroy the factory. 

But two men had not made it back. One was literally cut in half by the gattling gun. The other had made the discovery of the explosive tankers. The commander had seen the incident and had radioed all the other units, saving Josh’s life. 

When Arthur had left, Josh had switched on the television. It was 6 o’clock and the BBC news was on. The newsreader said that a certain terrorist threat, based near Cuba, had been extinguished. The picture had switched to a reporter standing on the island in question, clutching a microphone. He was standing in a large clearing in the jungle, blackened by fire. Behind him was a fence made of yellow tape with black letters on it spelling DANGER: DO NOT CROSS. Behind this fence was a massive pile of rubble and twisted metal. Figures in bio-chemical protective suits were examining the wreckage.
“Just three days ago,” said the reporter, “this was a war zone. A British attack team tried to destroy what used to be behind me. A terrorist factory, in fact. But MI6’s plan was floored by a simple error in one of their spy satellites. Most of the squad managed to escape and survive. But two did not make it. Yes, two innocent, heroic lives were lost for nothing. Of course, MI6 is to blame –”
Josh had had enough. He turned off the television and scowled. It was just like the media to make out it was MI6’s fault. He took his sleeping pills, and, his mind still seething, drifted off to sleep.
But let us get back to the present. After Arthur’s visit, Josh had refrained from watching news programmes. However, the lack of information had an effect on him and he went back to the media. 

Josh had been at St. Luke’s for two weeks. He now knew the hospital very well and was settling in quite nicely.

He was watching the 6 o’clock news on BBC again. Most of it was the usual updates of kidnaps and police investigations. Soon, however, he heard something of interest. 

“It has been discovered,” said the newsreader, “that the terrorist cell destroyed a fortnight ago had an alliance with a more powerful group. The group in question is called ‘Mavet’, one of the most well-known terrorist organisations active today. ‘Mavet’ is sure to target who was involved in the attack in the Caribbean –”.
The signal was lost. The newsreader’s image faded in a cloud of snowy static. Josh suddenly felt fearful. They would come for him! But they couldn’t know where he was, could they? He kept thinking those thoughts all through the evening, until he took his sleeping pills and climbed into bed. 

Josh was awoken by a strange noise. He sat up, and heard a series of loud thumps. Someone must be knocking at his door. However, the sound was getting louder and seemed to be getting closer. And now, Josh could hear a different sound after each bang. It reminded him of sand being thrown up and crashing down again. Suddenly, a roar of engines mingled with the bangs.

The penny dropped. Josh understood. Those bangs must be explosions. He would recognise them anywhere after the attack in the Caribbean. The war of engines must come from a plane. He was being carpet bombed! 

Josh thought back to the news. It seemed ‘Marvet’ did know where he was. He knew what to do. Get out of here. Josh knew he must get out of the hospital area as son as possible, but he was still in his pyjamas. He rolled out of bed and threw open his cupboard. He selected suitable clothes and climbed into them. 

As he dressed, Josh could hear explosions, crumbling buildings and gunfire. It was just like the experience in the Caribbean, but this time he had no preparation, no weapons….and no help. 

Josh sprinted out of his room and down the corridor outside. It was still softly lit by halogen lights. He hurried down countless flights of stairs until he burst into reception. A man was jabbing numbers into a telephone on the desk at the centre of the room. Josh sprinted through the automatic doors and saw something that made his heart stand still.

The whole of the left wing of St. Luke’s hospital was destroyed. A huge pile of broken concrete and twisted metal girders was now in place of eleven wards and two operating theatres. Josh thought the carpet bomber had done it, but then he heard a bang and saw a flash of light through the trees. Then came an earth-shaking explosion. A tank. 

The tank burst out of the forest, and Josh saw that it was a Merkava. His heart sank. He was now facing a 120mm gun and three 7.62mm machines guns, capable of travelling at 32mph. It was a mk 4, with a suspension system and a new 1500hp diesel engine. It also had rear doors in the hull, so it could transport extra ammunition or a small infantry squad.
Josh’s plan was to run to the entrance of accident and emergency and hijack the ambulance parked outside. Unfortunately, he now found his path blocked by two more Merkavas, which had appeared out of nowhere. 

Then Josh remembered he wasn’t the only one at the hospital. What about Matthew? Emma had told him he was in a bad condition. Had someone taken care of him? Josh decided to go to his room to make sure. At least it was something to do until the Merkavas cleared off and maybe he would find another way to A & E.

Josh sprinted back through reception. The man was now sprawled on the floor, several bullet holes in his head and chest, a pool of blood forming around him. 

Josh knew where Matthew’s room was; it turned out his wanderings around the hospital really had paid off. He got to Matthew’s room and found that it was empty. Well, at least meant that he didn’t have to lug a body around with him. He turned around to go back to reception but found his path blocked again. Four figures were standing in the corridor. They were dressed in combat clothes and black balaclavas, and were cradling sub-machine guns in their arms. Josh reacted instinctively. He grabbed a fire extinguisher and let it off at the men.
They were caught by surprise and fired blindly into the mist of carbon dioxide, but failed to hit Josh. A terrified nurse ran out of the ward to his right and was caught in the crossfire. She fell and moved no more. 

Josh exited the scene, careful to leave his weapon pointed at the enemy. He ran out of the reception area and met Dave; another colleague of Josh’s who got injured in the Caribbean. Josh informed his of his plan, and they both hurried towards the ambulance. When they were a quarter of the way there, Josh saw a glint of moonlight through the trees. A scope? A sniper? 
He stopped Dave. “There’s a sniper in the trees!”  he shouted over the chatter of machine guns. They turned and sprinted back to reception. The more unpredictably they moved, the harder it would be for the sniper to pick them out. Josh decided to go round the other side of the hospital to get to A & E. It would take longer, but at least they wouldn’t have to compete with hidden snipers.

They set off back past reception, passing the destroyed left wing. From the moment they sprinted past the back wall of the right wing, they were under fire. As he ran along the wall, dodging bullets and shells, Josh thought back to the Caribbean. He had thought that was bad; this was pure hell. 

Shell after shell was blasted from the Merkavas. They exploded by him, just in front, just behind, over his head; ever showering him with earth and broken concrete. The chatter of machine guns was driven into his head. It was getting harder to run. Craters covered the ground, making Josh stumble at least twice. 

After what seemed an eternity, they made it to the ambulance. He was very glad to see it was still there and undamaged. He didn’t think he could stand going through all that for nothing. Josh and Dave clambered into the front. Josh started the engine, turned towards the road and floored the accelerator. As they sped away from the hospital of horror, Josh switched the siren and the blue flashing lights. Suddenly, a voice crackled through the radio on the dashboard. It was made plain by the reception, but Josh heard a hint of anger.
“You escaped this time….but we’ll be back.”

To Be Continued…

