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Do you remember? We were handing this patient over to the nursing staff at A&E. That 
middle aged woman in the torn hospital nightgown started to approach us. She looked 
really drunk, all clumsy and distant looking. I was laughing so much; she looked in such a 
state. Very unprofessional really, nervous tension after such a bad night I expect. The 
nurse on the other side of our gurney was looking at me strangely, so I motioned her to 
look around, you know, so she could see the woman that was making me laugh so much. 
So the nurse looks round and the drunken woman is heading straight for her, like she’s on 
a mission or something. Well the nurse sees her now, and she looks back at me and I 
could see her trying really hard not to laugh as well. Her face was all red but she was 
somehow holding it all in. A better professional then me I suppose. 

 

So the drunken woman gets really close now and she kind of slowly turns, and then she 
lunged. She pounced on the nurse and pulled her to the ground and then she started 
trying to bite her. They were rolling around on the floor, underneath the gurney, 
knocking it back and forth. It was all I could do to stop it spilling our patient out. Phil, 
you ran round and tried to pull the drunken woman off, do you remember? I thought 
you were so brave then. As you crouched down she bit you on the leg and as you tried to 
pry her off, she twisted her head and bit you again on the hand, really bad, deep enough 
to draw blood. 

 

That was when the swing doors flew open further up the corridor; you know the type, the 
heavy plastic flaps that hang down and part to let the hospital trolleys through. You were 
getting to your feet after scrabbling backwards on your arse, trying to get away from that 
woman who was getting ready to pounce again. You didn’t see the dozen or so people 
come bursting through the flaps. Patients, visitors, a doctor even and some nurses, all 
clumsy and disorientated. All of them staggering down the corridor towards us. All of 
them looking at us with dead cold eyes and a look of, I don’t know, hunger? 

 

Phil, you managed to get back onto your feet, and I thought it best to run. “Run!” I 
screamed and thank goodness, you didn’t argue, you just followed me. We left our 
patient Phil. I feel really bad about that. It’s that lack of professionalism again. We had no 
choice really; there was nothing we could have done for... Shit, was it a he or a she? I can’t 
even remember what that patient looked like now. 



 

So anyway, we got back to the ambulance... Just about. By then there were loads of them 
all around us and we ended up surrounded, with them all banging on the sides, moaning 
and trying to get in at us. The noise, do you remember how scared I was, how I screamed 
too. I was so glad it was you with me then. 

We couldn’t move without running them over, so we waited to be rescued. The 
ambulance was rocking like crazy but as you said they’re heavy old vehicles and that I was 
safe, so we hunkered down, stayed quiet, and waited. After a while you started to look ill 
but most of the people outside had wondered off. When you passed out Phil, I thought it 
best we get moving; help was obviously not coming and we had to get out of there. I 
drove away. I’m sure I hit some people along the way; lots actually. They kept walking in 
front of me. Whack, Whack, Whack and all the time I just kept driving. I didn’t know 
what else to do. My god, what else could I do? Phil, you were dying, you looked really 
bad, so I drove and drove, until I didn’t know where I was anymore. I just drove until I 
couldn’t see anybody. By the time I stopped and checked you again, you were... gone. 

 

We weren’t alone for long, were we Phil. They’re back now and banging on the side of the 
ambulance again. It’s alright Phil, you rest your head in my lap, and I’ll stroke your hair. 
I’m sorry I couldn’t save you, the infection, it came on so fast. I’ve never seen anything 
like it. I wish those things outside will be quiet though but don’t worry; they can’t get in. 
These big old ambulances are made of sturdy stuff, do you remember? You told me that 
when I was frightened during the riot. You told me not to worry about it; you said 
nothing can tip these old busses. 

 

They’re only on one side Phil but I can’t carry you darling. Oops! I called you darling 
didn’t I? I didn’t mean to, I’m sorry. You must have known though, I had always hoped. 
In my mind that you had always loved me too but you were too shy to tell me. Was that 
true Phil? No don’t tell me, let me keep my fantasy. 

 

I should go. I can’t save you darling, like I couldn’t save that patient we left behind. If I 
don’t leave soon, more will come and I won’t be able to get out at all. Would that be so 
bad though? Anyway, I can’t bear to leave you, not like this. I’ll wait here with you for a 
little while longer. 

 

Well, for as long as I dare anyway. 
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