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The door shuddered in its frame as it blocked out the light from the safety of the 
corridor. The raising panic was palpable as they all turned away from the door and 
the key rotated in the lock. This wasn't on the plan for today. The sun was shining, 
for once, so how did they end up here? They were all thinking along the same lines 
and for what seemed an age, no one dared speak, fearful of what they must face 
and not wanting to take responsibility for what they needed to do. Why was there 
never an adult around when you needed one?  
They needed to sort this out between the three of them or spend the next two weeks 
in quarantine. This wasn’t even normal for the abnormal. They hadn’t just put them in 
an Isolation Unit, they shut the whole hospital down. There was no one around who 
could help them and no way of proving that they weren’t infected unless they could 
prove it themselves. The question was ‘Had they been exposed to the deadly, highly 
infectious, newly identified EV virus or not?’  
Jenny, thinking that being the eldest of the three siblings meant that she was the 
natural leader, decided to take charge. This wasn’t a surprise to Ted and Nate. It 
wasn’t for nothing that their private nickname for Jenny was P3 - parent #3.  
59:00  
The ancient looking digital clock on the wall above the door ticked down to 59:00. A 
moment later an equally ancient looking printer started to whirl and out spooled a 
barely readable message. It was even harder to understand. 'Ra 223' what was that 
supposed to mean? ‘Let's split up’ said Jenny, not meaning to sound like one of 
Scooby Doo's gang, but that didn’t stop Ted and Nate rolling their eyes. ‘We know 
science don't we’ said Nate sounding a little unsure of himself. ‘Well a little’ said 
Jenny, whose favourite subject was history - which could be useful as everything in 
the room looked like it came from the dark ages of the 20th century.  
57:05  
'Isn't Ra 223 something to do with atoms and the periodic table?' piped up Ted, 
shrugging his shoulders. Looking around, he spotted a radiation warning symbol on 
the front of a locked metal cabinet 'Radium – isn’t that radioactive?' 'Sure is' affirmed 
Nate, who was the youngest, but the by far the most interested in science and tech. 
Grabbing the padlock just before Ted could, he started turning the dials around to 
223. 'We'll get out of here, don't you worry' Nate declared as the he felt the lock 
separate in his hand. 'Wait!' shouted Jenny 'Is it safe?’. 'Do we have a choice?' 
retorted Nate, swinging the door open before anyone had a chance to reply.  
52:47  
'It’s an X-ray or more like an MRI scan going by the amount of detail' blurted out 
Nate, 'but something isn’t quite right – look!' holding it out so the others could see. 
‘Let’s see if we can match it to something in here’ suggested Ted holding up a large, 
thick Radiology Reference book. It took them a while, but Ted eventually declared ‘It 
looks like it matches this one here – it says it could indicate an adverse local tissue 
reaction and inflammation with possible Peptostreptococcus infection’. ‘But an 
infection can cause a high temperature’ blurted out Jenny, ‘so it may not be you 
know what!’ They were getting somewhere.  
38:05  
They had been so focused that they hadn’t looked around the room properly. On a 
clip board, abandoned on the desk by the door there was a partially completed 
patient history ‘High temperature/Fever’, ‘Chest Pains’, ‘Right Hip Pain’, ‘Skin 
reddening’. ‘Diagnostic tests performed: Hip/Pelvic MRI, Blood sample taken, Full 



ECG.’ On the wall, the now familiar warning poster for symptoms of the EV virus 
‘Fever, Vomiting, Joint Pain, Skin Rash’ loomed over them. ‘This should help!’ 
declared Jenny. ‘And look at this, isn’t it a print out of the heart’s electrical activity?’ 
‘Somebody has written on it “myocardial ischemia”. Isn’t that what Grandad has? It 
causes chest pain’ remembered Jenny. The printer shuddered into life again.  
26:17  
The printout simply stated ‘AB negative’ but they were getting the hang of this. 
‘That’s a blood type’ Nate declared. He dashed over to the other side of the room 
and pulled at the handle of the door labelled ‘Haematology & Microbiology Lab – 
Staff only’ but it was locked and protected by a card swipe entry system. ‘Look 
around, there must be something that we can use to bust open the door’ ordered 
Jenny. Nate, being the smallest, was first to spot a discarded name tag on the floor, 
partly hidden under a desk. It was for a biomedical scientist who must had left in a 
hurry when the hospital was evacuated. They were in and immediately dazzled by an 
array of machines, test tubes, blood samples and a whole lot more kit than in their 
school’s chemistry lab. ‘Look, here are instructions on how to test blood for 
infections, but which one to test?’ pondered Ted. ‘What was the patient number on 
the MRI scan and the ECG? That might match one of the samples’ he suggested.  
17:18  
Working together, and with a few false starts, they found a Petri dish containing a 
blood culture with the matching patient number. All they had to do was carefully, 
very, very carefully, transfer a sample on to a slide and examine it under the 
microscope! What do you think?’ said Ted peering through the eye piece of the 
microscope, ‘Looks like it matches the third one?’ ‘It’s a bacterial infection that’s a 
common cause of sepsis.’ It slowly dawned on them that this meant that they hadn’t 
been exposed to a deadly, high-infectious air borne virus.  
00:48  
The lock on the door click open with less than a minute to spare. ‘Fancy doing 

another escape room anyone?’, they all said in unison. 


