This tale has an ironic twist. It’s not a scene from “The Pitt”. Rather, it’s an odd set of circumstances that’s about to throw you a curveball in this particular hospital. This is what we call…
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A scream emanated from the quasi-healthy lungs of a middle-aged woman in a corner. An orderly calling for a nurse to assist a worrywart of a patient. And a drunken fool deciding it was time to flash his posterior to everyone. Just a typical night in a hospital emergency room. And unless you didn’t have the stomach for this cacophony of clamor nor the stench of rubbing alcohol and God knows what else, it might be best to stay away.
But not for the staff on hand. From the doctors to the nurses to the aides and to the security personnel, this may not be what they signed up for, but it was routine.
The lead doctor on call flipped through several pages attached to the clipboard. A raised eyebrow accompanied a frown, reviewing the guest list and their assorted maladies. With the chief nurse on duty standing next to him, he sighed a breath of resignation.
“Somehow, it’s always the same scenario night after night,” the doctor exhaled. “Only the names and faces change.”
“Yeah, well,” the chief nurse exhaled in a sign of resignation, “this is reality. Oh, did you see this patient? A bullet wound to the shoulder. Lucky for him, it missed his head.”
“I don’t know if you want to consider that lucky. Maybe he wanted to be put out of his misery. Too bad the bars will be closed by the time we get off shift.”
“Oh, we’re you planning on treating me to a drink?”
“Actually, I just want to drown in my lonesome.”
Just then, two metals doors swung open as if a jack-in-the-box was about to pop out. A frazzled paramedic with his curly locks flowing and his glasses fogged up, dashed in pulling a gurney in his wake. An aide was pushing from behind to hasten the arrival. Another unexpected visitor was about to make an addition to a sardine-clogged room full of the bedraggled infirmed. Even for the jaded medical professionals, the new check-in caught their attention.
“What’s going on here?” the lead doctor inquired.
“We found this guy alongside the road a quarter-mile from here, doc. I don’t know what to make of him?”
“Does he have any ID on him?”
“No,” the paramedic answered. “He is writhing in pain. And he’s yelling out what I believe to be words, but I just can’t make it them out.”
The lead doctor examined the injured man’s garment. A shiny silver suit with unfamiliar writing across his left breast and a strange patch over the top of his right arm. The doctor scrunched his face as if he had bitten into a lemon. He turned to his nurse for answers.
“What do you make of this?”
The chief nurse scrutinized the disabled party with twisted lips.
“I’ve never seen anything like this before.”
The paramedic cleared his throat to dispense of his own two cents.
“He looks like some guy from outer space.”
The lead doctor stared at the paramedic at first with his jaw dropped. But that was quickly morphed into a belly laugh. 
“Why? Because of the get-up?”
The paramedic’s frown told the doctor that he wasn’t amused. It was time to change the subject. He swerved to the nurse.
“I want X-rays done quickly. Let’s check to see if there are any broken bones or internal organs ruptured. And check for the vitals.”
“I’ll have the aides wheel him into radiology,” the chief nurse answered.
****

While evaluating the conditions of the other guests of the evening, the lead emergency room doctor’s device buzzed. If he wasn’t in the hospital, he probably would have ignored the message. But given his present locale, the doctor’s curiosity for a sudden alert provoked his attention. Good thing. The radiologist flashed a flare in capital letters. COME SEE ME! NOW!
The doctor twisted his lips as he wondered what all the kerfuffle was about. And then it dawned upon him. The stranger in the spacesuit.
The doctor meandered his way through the labyrinth of nurses, aides, other doctors, security personnel and two or three occupied gurneys. With a few gasps of air, he made it to x-ray room.
“Ah, good,” the radiologist smiled. “You made it.”
The doctor raised his device showing the urgent need to arrive quickly.
“Well, you made it pretty obvious. What’s all the hullabaloo?” 
“It’s about that guy in the silver get-up. Take a look at these x-rays.”
The radiologist summoned the lead doctor over to screens of white light. Over them were the findings of the alien.
“Notice that his heart is on the opposite side of where our hearts are supposed to be. Also, his liver and pancreas are in different places. And then there are his lungs. A little larger than ours.”
“Yeah, you’re right. Do you suppose he’s not from here?”
“What?”
“Oh, the chief paramedic made some whimsical observation that this guy is from another planet or something.”
“Do you believe that?”
The lead doctor took another glance at the x-rays.
“Frankly, I don’t know what to believe anymore. But one thing is for certain. Before we go off on a tangent and blab this to the authorities, let’s keep this to ourselves. We need to run some more tests on him. Where is he now?”
“Oh, the orderlies brought him back to the ER. I dare say, this fellow should be kept in isolation.”
“Right. I’ll also alert the staff to wear hazmat garb when handling him.”
The lead doctor then left the radiologist to his devices. It was time to check up on the stranger.

****

The lead doctor returned to the ER and spotted the chief nurse hovering over the alien. His presence startled the nurse who was thoroughly engrossed in overseeing the stranger.
“How are his vitals?” the lead doctor asked.
“His heart rate is very low as is his blood pressure,” the chief nurse responded. “Shall I administer anything to elevate them?”
“No! We don’t know how he would react to them. And another thing. I want the entire staff to wear full protective gear. Gowns, masks, gloves, shoe covers and head covers. Also, I want him wheeled upstairs to isolation right away.”
“Got it.”
“By the way, has he spoken any words?”
“No. Not yet. I’ll…”
Just then, the alien began to mumble what could be construed as words. The startling development caused the doctor and the nurse to freeze in their tracks.
“Sounds like he wants something,” the doctor surmised.
The stranger repeated the same line twice. Then, out of frustration, he maniacally flagged his arms. The stranger gestured to them to get something to write with and write on.
“Get him a pad and a pen, quick!”
The nurse wasted little time to grab what the doctor asked for. When she offered them to the doctor, the stranger quickly snatched them out of his hands before he had a chance to fully take hold of them. The stranger scribbled a message and passed the pad back to the doctor.
The doctor and the nurse examined the message carefully, still having difficulty deciphering what to make out of the bizarre collection of symbols.
“What do you make of it, nurse?”
“I’m as confused as you are. But take a look of these characters he wrote. Those are the same set on his uniform.”
“That has to be his name. Let’s get him upstairs in an Iso room.”

****

The stranger observed the doctor and the nurse stepped away, but he had an inclination that either they or others would return soon. Frightened at the thought of becoming a guinea pig of some sort, the stranger had to act quickly while he had the chance to escape. He bolted from his gurney and immediately broadsided two unsuspecting individuals. 
With only a frail nurse standing in his way, the stranger tossed her aside like a rag doll and escaped out of the hospital.
He was out on the street, but it wouldn’t be long before the hospital staff would alert the authorities to search for him. The stranger gasped for air, his head on a swivel in the event to avoid being caught again. But in his panic, he was still able to reach out for a device tucked away under his right sleeve. A simple activation gave the stranger a tracker to locate where his spaceship crashed. He stared in the direction where the signal was leading him to. Only a mile and a half away. Not too far, but the stranger knew he couldn’t rest on his laurels. He had to move swiftly.

****

The lead doctor was going over a chart with a neurologist on an admitted patient that evening suffering from severe head trauma after an accident. But no sooner had he begun to review the findings when the lead doctor heard the chief nurse screaming for him. Whatever importance that had to be discussed with the neurologist was suddenly placed on hold.
“Doctor! Doctor!” the nurse yelled, almost out of breath.
“What seems to be the problem?”
The chief nurse had to compose herself before she was able to move on. With a gulp of air as she stretched the palm of her right hand over her forehead, she went on to describe the issue.
“That stranger! He’s gone!”
“What! How did it happen?”
“From what I’ve been told, he jumped off the gurney, knocked down two orderlies plus a nurse, and ran out through the emergency exit.”
The lead doctor stared at the neurologist. Without saying a word, each knew they couldn’t continue their discussion. He turned to the nurse with explicit instructions.
“Get the chart on that guy. I want to see where the paramedics picked him up from. No doubt that’s where he’s heading to.”
“Shall we send for an ambulance after him?”
“Yeah. And maybe the police. Plus, it wouldn’t hurt to get someone from the military involved. Let’s go!”

****

Running on fumes, the stranger hobbled to return to his damaged spacecraft, which lied behind a line of bushes. Despite the height of the shrubbery, the stranger’s suspicious nature compelled him to peer left and right like a radar-tracking station. Not a soul around. But the stranger didn’t waste any time. For deep down, he knew the hospital staff would be searching for him high and low.
It took a herculean effort, but the stranger was able to pry open the damaged door to the craft. Time was of the essence. Every second that ticked by was one second quicker for the interlopers to react. In what way? The stranger dared not to dream up some of the godawful schemes that the inhabitants had in mind.
The stranger’s only hope was that his radio was still operative. With a quick flick of a few toggles, the stranger’s lips curled upward as all channels were open. But he couldn’t rest on his laurels for that moment in the sun. Time to act!
“Aquarius Two,” the stranger blabbed into a nearby microphone. “Aquarius Two. This is Centauri Four Probe One, over.”
No answer. Although he couldn’t hear them, the stranger felt the vigilantes were about to swoop in any moment. A second effort was necessary.
“Aquarius Two! This is Centauri Four Probe One! Do you read me? Over!”
Again, the stranger’s plea fell on deaf ears. Or did it?
“Centauri Four Probe, this is Aquarius Two. We read you. Over.”
The stranger smiled as he released a sigh of relief.
“This is Major Brady Ashford, who would love more than anything else but to be back home in Mechanicsville, Virginia. Over.”
“We read you, Major. What do you have to report? Over.”
“I landed on Centauri Four. It’s a planet similar to ours, perhaps a few decades backwards. They appear very much human like us, but they have a weird set of characters in their language. And speaking of which, I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but I do know they brought me to what appeared to be a medical emergency room of some kind, similar to what we have back on Earth in hospitals. I was able to escape before they were able to put a scalpel to me to see how I tick. Over.”
“Are you safe where you are, Major? Over?”
“I am for now. But I can’t say for how long. I tell you, they are after me. They are after me! I need you to get me out of here! My craft is badly damaged! Over!”
“Major Ashford. We read you loud and clear. But it would take a little time to send down another craft to rescue you. Perhaps a few hours. Over.”
“That won’t cut it!”
Brady’s voice went silent as he suddenly heard the muffled sounds of others talking from the outside of his vehicle.
“They’re coming for me! Over!”
“Major. Try to remain calm. We have your craft marked on our screens. Try to hang tight. Over.”
The voices grew louder. Brady broke out into a cold sweat. There was no way out. Suddenly, the banging of something metallic against the escape door resonated like a piercing echo. There was no other place to turn.
“Get back! Get back!”
But it was only a matter of time before Brady would be returned to the hospital for further scrutiny.
We have sent probes on Mars. In light of the science fiction movies of years past, we suddenly have become the Martians. 
It won’t be too far in the distant future that we’ll able to explore new worlds firsthand. The question remains. How will we be perceived? Will we become welcomed guests, or will be the invaders striking fear and paranoia?










 



