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Please note, anything between [Square Brackets] are locations, names and objects that are solely placeholders and will be changed in the near future.
Text:
I remember waking up. Squinting through barely-open eyes against the white-hot light bearing down on me. I tried to push myself up. But this only resulted in Unseen hands on my chest and forced me back down into cotton sheets. I twisted my head back and forth, attempting to break free from their clutches, but to no avail. All I could make out between the hurrying forms of the busy bodies around my bed was white walls, white ceiling and white floor.	Comment by Paul Wright: Example of the more active re-write also noted by Ros	Comment by Paul Wright: They could come into focus in some way then.
Brilliant. I was in a hospital. But where exactly?  With Monitors covered the wall facing me from ceiling to floor, and none of the people dressed in immaculate medical white overcoats looked familiar. Wherever I was, it wasn’t the normal hospital of [Cymru]. Trust me, being a part of the expedition guild and the ruthless training they put you through, you get used to waking up there.
Whatever this place was, it had purpose. The white overcoats walked with purpose, impressively-large tablets hung on straps round their necks and alerting its owner via various beeps and tics. And no visitors. No determined old men sidling down the corridors, asking for directions and then ignoring them and going off in the opposite direction. No excitable children, running past the door and pressing their faces against the glass. And no other patients?	Comment by Paul Wright: Show (later) rather than tell.	Comment by Paul Wright: How does your limited fp narrator have this perspective at this point?
The only thing that distinguished this place from some heinous laboratory, was the kind, round face of what turned out to be the facility’s receptionist. A sweet, always-smiling man who seemed to bounce off each step as he would come and go from my room. He only began turning up towards the end of my hellish stay, of what felt like years. Mostly, he would turn up and busy himself with mundane housekeeping chores, whilst asking about my state. He seemed to care more about the mental side of my recovery. Though he’d been almost distanced when I had asked on separate occasions, about what I was recovering from. He was even distant when he revealed I’d only been in that bed, rotting away it felt, for just over a week	Comment by Paul Wright: Estab passage of time thru show rather than tell?	Comment by Paul Wright: Show rather than tell?
“A week? You can’t be serious.” I had said to him as he sat a small pile of clothing down on a wheeled table by the window, that’s usually purpose was to hold drinks that accompanied my meals. 
“No, no. I believe it has been nine days since you came in,” he said pleasantly. “Now if you wouldn’t mind following me, I’ll take you to where you can get dressed. You’re being discharged.”	Comment by Paul Wright: Dialogue layout convention
“Finally!” I exclaimed, leaping out of bed and immediately flashing my exposed backside as my legs had failed under my weight. Luckily, the receptionist had said nothing.	Comment by Paul Wright: Why would he leap?
I would have collected my things but ,as I had been told towards the beginning of my stay, that my uniform had been set for repairs and would be returned to me in the near future. When exactly that was supposed to be, no one would tell me.	Comment by Paul Wright: Move this to earlier in shape then?
The changing room, more of a cupboard, wasn’t too far. We headed out my bedroom and immediately came to along a sterile corridor. More fluorescent whiteness beamed down from bright, fluid-filled pipes that protruded from the ceiling every few metres. The ceiling curved down to form the corridor into an archway, but the serious lack of windows made the impression of a bunker, rather than some important medical facility. The only thing keeping me from believing that humanity was going through another extinction event, was the masses of stern-looking personnel, fluttering as each hurrying off in their own direction. There weren't even signs or a building map, to decipher where each overcoat was speeding off to.
As soon as the door clicked behind me, I tore that embarrassing apron off. No more accidentally flashing my genitals because the stupid thing wasn’t invented to actually provide modesty, only the impression of it. And finally, it was back to the usual many buckles, latches and locks of familiar garments. Sure, it wasn’t my expeditioner’s uniform, but by steel, it felt good to be back in a mix of cloth, leather and metal.	Comment by Paul Wright: More detail on how this is done.
More people in this space?
A discharge ‘nurse’?
From the changing room, the receptionist led me back up the corridor, past my room that seemingly kept me hostage, and up a grand set of stairs that led to the reception.
”Well, this is where I leave you,” he said, with a familiar smile mounted onto his face as we stepped up and into the foyer of the facility, and He slid himself back behind what I figured to be his desk.
”Oh, erm, right,” was all I managed to mumble before he held up up a hand and gestured to the blank wall opposite, before becoming absorbed in his day job. I wasn’t completely sure what he was expecting me to do, but I slowly made my way closer to it, all the time waiting for some kind of signal to show me where the exit to this blasted place was. I glanced back to the reception desk for any explanation, but he’d immediately resumed matters on the oversized computing system between us.
I turned back to face the wall, just in time to see A line appear from the floor, sliding up the wall until it reached the ceiling. The wall separated at the line and began to slide apart, the edges that met conjoining walls seem to slip under them and out of sight. I watched the motion of the entrance appearing with an open mouth. Beyond the now-gapping wall, harsh sunlight obstructed all details of what lay ahead. 
As soon as my body was engulfed in the warm rays, it felt as if the light had planted newfound strength and resilience in the core of my being. My fingertips tingled slightly, rejoicing at the sensation of breathing open air, rather than the stagnant air that hung in the facility behind me. It was the first time since waking up that I actually felt recovered. Even whilst the ailment still remained a mystery.	Comment by Paul Wright: Unpack sentence:
Fingers can’t breath 
 Before long, the glare of the sun wore off and my surroundings came into focus. Solid, chrome, rectangular buildings appeared left, right and center, each coated and caked in the familiar disco of green fauna. Thick, grey chimneys sat on roofs, or jutted out of walls, as wisping smoke curled out from within. Everywhere I looked was alive with movement and noise, familiar and almost-homely clanks and hisses rang out in tune with the calls of the birds in the trees. And a sense of comfort washed over me. Closing eyes and breathing in deeply, for the first time in the recent past, I felt I was safe. I was in [Cymru] after all. 	Comment by Paul Wright: What kind of landscape are you seeking to suggest here?
I had my eyes closed for such a time, embracing the feeling of ecstasy of being back in home territory, that I didn’t notice the young man approaching. He was dressed down in casual clothes, but still proudfully clad in the short white, leather overcoat that all junior-medics wore. It would only be when they passed their final exams that they would get upgraded to the full-length version, like those that haunted me whilst I lay in that bed.	Comment by Paul Wright: How does he know if overcoat?
”Erm, hello?” 
I yelped, snapped my eyes open, and jumped back. My hand went straight to my right hip, as was drilled into us at expeditioner’s training, to where my [Weapon] would usually hang. But only gripped air, as my [Weapon] must have been sent away with the rest of my uniform.	Comment by Paul Wright: Leave reader to infer?
“Woah, woah, woah! It’s okay, Trahern! It’s me!” 
“Oh, shit, sorry!” My form relaxed, and I finally took in the young man in front of me.
It took me a moment to realise who he was.
Einion had grown since we’d been in school together, and a lot. Now standing at least a head taller than me, he leaned back and shook his brunette curls off his shoulder. His body flexed under his shirt, a lean but fit build that would enable medical practicing to continue effectively without the clumsiness of a bulky build. That kind of build was left for those working in forges, or working on the border. 
“Dim problem, mate! After the first caretaker duty I took, I kind of expect my patients to be a little cautious or confused. Damn, “You should’ve seen how Meredith’s father acted after he was discharged,” he said.  for losing his hand down at the docks. “Kept greeting people by holding out his stump for my whole observation, forgetting that his dominant hand was… you know.”
“Wait, what?” 
“Yeah, he leant back which the evening load was being pulled in, put his hand into the mecha-arm’s joint and…” Einion then proceeded to make a tearing sound.
“No, not that part. I’m your patient? The receptionist said I was being discharged.” I thumbed my right hand over my shoulder.
Einion immediately looked more confused than I felt.
“You what? Who discharged you, the bin?”
I snapped my body around, only to find a few grotty and graffitied skips.



