Chapter 21: Thoughts
     Phoenix stepped out of the toilet. The sun had long set, covering the entire area in a sheet of darkness. There light in the room was barely enough to keep things in the place visible. Iris looked up at him as he exited the washroom, her eyes large, seemingly frightened. Rick and Vanessa were huddle by the corner, talking quietly. The young boy gave Phoenix a fleeting glance, and he wondered if he hated Phoenix’s decision to put Max out of commission. Dalton was fast asleep on the floor, spread out of the floor on his back in an awkward position that did not seem to bother him.

     He turned his head to the right, looking aside. Kimmy and Mercury were at the front door, most probably getting their gear ready before they left. Iris had earlier given them instructions on where to go. They were chatting, Mercury speaking mainly, but they were too far off for their conversation to be heard properly. Kimmy was not so violent with him now that he was going to help Max.
     Phoenix walked up to Max and stared at him, lying down straight with his back towards the floor. He had earlier removed his vest and bloodied shirt, rounds of bandages covering his now exposed body. He wondered if he should place some cover over Max’s body just in case he was cold, but he thought the better of it since the conditions of the place was already starting to make him sweat.
     He continued to stare at Max, wondering to himself whether he had done the right thing. There he was, injured and infected, soon to be a zombie in a matter of hours. He wondered what was becoming of him. 

     He sighed, shaking his head. He’s not even my friend, why am I giving a damn about him? But somehow, inside him, he knew he was lying.

     Iris just stared at him as he picked up his rifle and walked towards the front door, mouthing the words: “ Stay here…” quietly.

     Kimmy had said nothing ever since Mercury started packing some equipment before setting off. Kimmy felt very conflicted with herself: A person she had vowed to hate was helping her save someone important to her. No doubt, she reminded herself, that it was probably his fault this entire problem came up, but it did not help the fact that he was willing to help. Mercury seemed to have caught her thoughts, but decided to say nothing about it.

     “ Hey, Mercury…” she started.

     “ Yes?” he asked casually.

     “ Why are you doing this?” Kimmy asked.

     Mercury was unsure what to say. He felt a very primal feeling well up in him, something that crept up multiple times since working with Umbrella. He found it difficult to explain, so he chose his words wisely.

     “ There was this time when I was working in Umbrella when they brought in a specimen of an infected vector. This was right after the Raccoon city incident. A month after the bombing, several officers from Umbrella brought in a survivor of the incident. Nothing really special, except through thorough testing we later found out this person was carrying the G Virus, a rather mutative virus that is virulent and often changes humans to untold horrors one can only imagine. Strange thing was, the person who came in was unaffected by the virus, as if there was nothing in her,” Mercury said.

     Kimmy was not sure why Mercury was talking about his past with Umbrella, but she did not say a word and listened to him.

     “ She was just a young girl, twelve years of age. She had already lost both her parents by that time, probably due to the Raccoon city outbreak. She was supposed to be under the custody of the government, but somehow Umbrella managed to take her away. She was quiet, submissive, rarely talks much, but she was so much mature for her age, it was hard to imagine that she was just twelve years old. Even after the outbreak, she did not seemed disturbed, and talked to us casually. Most of the time she spoke of wanting to see her guardians, but Umbrella isn’t going to win any hospitality awards soon.”
     “ Her guardians?” Kimmy asked. 

     “ Yes, two actually. She did not say much, but they were two people who had taken care of her while escaping Raccoon city. They were separated for whatever reason I did not find out. But Umbrella’s people were scientists. They prefer to believe a microscope than human speech. They carried out extensive tests on her, prodding her with needles, taking samples from her body and keeping her under 24 hours surveillance to check on any changes on her body. In short, they were depriving this girl of a life, reduced to nothing more than a guinea pig.”

     Mercury continued after a sigh. “ After a year, they came up with little, save that her body’s system could withstand the virus. Being unable to continue any further tests, they decided to do one last one: to kill her off,” Mercury said. Kimmy felt a chill surrounding her body, even though the entire area was rather warm.

     “ It was the last ditch effort to see if the virus was indeed really redundant in her body, which they think was not if she died. One the body dies, the virus can easily take over, or so they thought. It was never really put up as a plan, but it was already fixed. They had taken enough samples from her for future study, so they had opted that she was of better use in this last experiment. Not being able to bear it, I talked to her privately one day, telling her what they had planned to do with her. You know what she said to me? She told me straight in the face that she was ready to die.”

     Mercury kept quiet all of a sudden. Kimmy wanted him to continue and was about to prompt him to when he took a deep breath and said “ Can you believe it? A girl barely passing her puberty age telling me that she was already ready for death. She was in fact more worried about me getting into trouble that I was against this…”
     “ I’m sorry, but what does this girl have to do with your decision to save Max?” Kimmy asked.

     Mercury started to frown. “ Seeing Max in this state reminds me of her, and her fate…” he replied.

     “ Max is not a 12 year old kid…” Kimmy retorted, though she started to feel conflicted with herself. Why am I defending this person?
     “ No, Kimmy, but they have so much in common: they are people who had barely gone through their lives, having experienced nothing, innocent people who are suffering at something that should not have existed. They are victims, and frankly that is all that matters,” Mercury said. 

     Kimmy kept quiet.

     “ Anyway, we aren’t going to achieve anything by standing idly here doing nothing. Shall we go?” Mercury asked, picking up his shotgun.

     “ One more question: What happened to that girl in the end?”

     He paused for a while. “ Well, I just hope I can save another life tonight,” he sighed. Kimmy noticed that he was staring to her back at something, although it became clear what had gotten his attention. Footsteps could be heard approaching them, and Kimmy turned around to see Phoenix walking up to them, armed with his rifle.

     “ What’s this? A change of heart?” Kimmy scoffed, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

     “ Not really…I wonder who was the asshole who said Max couldn’t be helped…” Phoenix replied, staring hard at Mercury. Kimmy felt that he was somehow shifting the blame on Mercury, which was no doubt rude. Mercury also felt it as well, but he decided not to say anything.
     “ Both of us will do fine,” Mercury replied.

     “ Nonsense! You expect this kid to guard your back with a puny handgun when there are hunters crawling about the place? Please, you sound like you are suicidal or something,” Phoenix rebutted.

     “ So what? You gonna do the guarding?” Kimmy scoffed.

     “ As  matter of fact, yes…” Phoenix replied, cocking his rifle.

     “ That’s fine with me. Let’s just move,” Mercury said with some sense of urgency in his voice.

***

     A lone figure was looking through his night-vision binoculars, observing the front entrance of the apartment block. It had been sometime, but now he noticed three figures exiting the building, one female and two males. Moreover, this observer noticed that one of the males was none other than Mercury Cross, one of his primary targets. He did not know who the other two were, but the other male was wearing an armoured vest similar to his. These people were survivors, and his orders stand.
     Taking up his radio, he said “ Team one, enter the building. Team two, follow me. Regroup at point alpha 3.”

     Picking up his weapon, he slowly but carefully started moving towards the direction where the three people were heading. Four other people followed him closely as five others moved towards the building in which the people he saw just exited.

***

     Iris tried to stifle a yawn as she tried her best to stay awake. She had to keep watch on their surrounding area now that Dalton had fallen helplessly asleep. She could not count on the kids to keep watch. Max was unconscious and there was nothing he could do. 

     She checked on Max’s condition. He was taking very slow, shallow breaths, as if it was a pain for him to breathe. His vest and shirt had been ripped beyond repair, so the only things covering his exposed body were bandages that Phoenix had applied earlier. At least the hunters did not rip his long, cargo pants apart or he would be forced to move around in his underwear. Iris giggled at the thought.
     She suddenly noticed something that made her heart skip a beat. Max was getting rather pale, his skins showing tones of purple. Iris wondered if this was a sign he was turning into a zombie. Mercury had better hurry.

     “ Hmm…yuck…” she groaned. She had pressed her hands on her shirt, and it was only now when she realized that her body was still covered in a layer of grease. She then realized that she could take a bath here.

     She turned around to inform the rest of them when she noticed that Rick and Vanessa were missing. She started to panic, her eyes looking around the area for them. They were nowhere around.

     “ Rick? Vanessa?” Iris cried.

     “ Here!” came a cheerful reply. Rick popped his head out of the corridor where the male toilet was situated. “ My sis had to take a leak…” he replied, before disappearing back into the toilet. Iris wanted to point out that his sister was female, but then realized there was no point in following procedure in such a situation.

     Dalton was still snoring even after Iris called them. “ Humph, let him sleep. I’ll just take a bath,” she said, walking towards the female toilet.
***

     There was just enough light from nearby buildings and streetlamps to guild Mercury, Kimmy and Phoenix along the streets of Specter Island. Mercury was leading the way, following the directions Iris had given him. 

     They arrived in front of a small hospital. The lights in the hospital were still on, leaving a white glow all over the place. Thankfully, they had encountered no resistance from zombies on their way here. Phoenix raised his rifle and went up to the door. It slid open, the automatic door’s machinery still functioning well. 

     The lobby was a mess. Chairs were all toppled over and paper covering the floor. A lot of blood had spilled all over the place, staining the floors, walls and even the ceiling. There were no visible corpses or bodies of humans around, save for bits and pieces of what looked like pieces of flesh strewn all over the place. The only thing left untouched in the place was the magazine rack that stood by the side.

     “ Perfect, this is the place. I just hope we can find the suitable items,” Mercury said. He tore towards the dispensary, leaping over the desk where the glass plane had broken and ran inside to the back where they stored all the medicine. Phoenix and Kimmy quickly followed.

     As they entered, they saw Mercury already scanning the rows and rows of shelves where bottles of medicine of various kinds were stored. There was just too many for Kimmy to see and understand. There were hundreds of types of bottles containing liquids and capsules, not to mention coming in various colours. It did not seem to faze Mercury as he looked through the area, a smile suddenly breaking out from his lips.
     “ Excellent,” he said.

     “ You can save Max?” Kimmy exclaimed, wanting to jump in joy.

     “ Yes, and much more,” Mercury said, immediately taking out bottles and containers containing pills and capsules and started placing them on the floor. Kimmy was not sure what Mercury meant by that, but she did not dwell on it long as Mercury was asking for her assistance.

     “ Kimmy, go to the back and get me some water. Bring them in cups or anything you can hold them with. I need about 500mls. And while you are at it, try to find me some bandages, will you?” Mercury asked, arranging his stuff on the floor as he rolled up his sleeves to get ready to go to work. Kimmy tore towards the back trying to find what Mercury asked her to.

     “ Well, you just keep watch…” Mercury said, seeing Phoenix eyeing him rather intensely.

     Phoenix was about to say something when a familiar sound stopped him. It was the sound of the automatic door opening.

***

     Dalton was having difficulty sleeping. Try as he might, he could not sleep. It was not like he had insomnia or anything, but the days events were had wore him out to the point where sleep would be of no use. The rest of them though he was, but he was actually wide awake.
     Which would explain the reason why he suddenly sat upright when he heard the sound of the front door closing.

     He wanted to call out to see whether Mercury had come back, but he knew it was too soon for that. Besides, he could not hear their footsteps, their voices or anything. He just did not feel right. Living in the streets during his younger years had some how honed his senses to a level where he would trust his instincts. And right now, his instincts said that there was danger and he trusted it.

     He cursed under his breath as Rick, Vanessa and Iris was nowhere to be seen. He heard the sound of splattering water coming from the female restroom, and he guessed that Iris was taking a bath. He jumped up and was about to run into the female restroom when something else stopped him.

     It was the sound of people approaching, fast. He could hear very faint footsteps coming from the entrance of the pool. Immediately, he leaped up and jumped towards the door, hiding himself just behind the wall of the entrance. Within a second later, a figure leaped in.
     Dalton had a good look of this person from his behind. He was obviously a Navy Seal. He was dressed exactly like the two dead Navy Seals they had encountered earlier today. He was wearing the same vest Phoenix and Max had after taking it from the dead people. He was armed with a M16 rifle, minus the grenade launcher Phoenix and Max had. 

     The armed man looked around. Dalton was nicely hidden behind a small recess behind the wall, so the man skipped him as he scanned the area. He suddenly perked up to another sound. Dalton realized he had heard the sound of water coming from the toilet. 

     “ One of the targets is in the toilet,” the man said, probably into his radio.

     “ Very well, exterminate target,” came a cold, robotic reply. Dalton felt his body tense up immensely as the man started to move towards the restroom. They were obviously here with hostile purposes.

     The instinct for survival took over so quickly it even surprised Dalton. He leaped out of his hiding place and before the man could completely turn around to see what had popped out from the corner, Dalton fired. The shot hit the man squarely in the chest, but his armoured vest absorbed most of the damage. He groaned in pain, clutching his chest as he started to bleed profoundly. Dalton pumped his shotgun for another shot, but it was empty, so he aimed a kick at the man’s face, sending him reeling backwards and into the pool. 
     There was the chatter of bullets being fired and Dalton felt something whiz past his ear, nearly hitting his head. He buckled his knees and dived out of the way as more bullets were fired from the entrance by two other Navy Seals. Dalton tossed his gun aside, knowing that it was useless now that he had not spare ammunition with him and the ammunition they had was left in the bags, which Rick was ironically carrying.

     With adrenaline surging through his body, he was rejuvenated instantly. He found the strength to leap to his feet and run as fast as he could. He knew he had to find cover soon. The pool was an open area and he would be a juicy target to a trained Navy Seal. His brain searched for the nearest cover he could find, which was a small niche at the corner of the wall of the pool area. Skidding slightly over the wet pool surface, he reached the corner the instant the Navy Seals entered the area. 

     Dalton barely had the time to ponder about why these people were here and how they had tracked them here. But Mercury’s sentiments about the government being hostile were ringing in his mind now. Questions will have to be left for later, survival came first.

     Dalton heard the roar of fire. The walls around him started breaking apart as it got riddled with bullet holes, blowing the plaster to bits. He leaped for cover as he felt a dull thud behind his back, knowing that he was slightly too late and he had been hit, although he could not feel any pain.
     Dalton grunted as he fell on the floor with a crash. Rolling over, he grabbed his arm which had had extended to break his fall as it was throbbing painfully for absorbing too much damage. He was just glad that it had not decided to snap in two. His senses were numbed slightly from the impact, but other than the throbbing pain that he was experiencing now, he was still alright.

     The niche of the wall actually was a small corridor which led to the emergency exit. Dalton got up and tried to open the door, but the knob was jammed shut, sealing the door. He decided to bang his fists hard on the door, but stopped as he started to hurt his fists. Totally ironic: the emergency exit being his death trap.

     He felt strange. He remembered being hit, but he didn’t seem to be bleeding or in any pain from a bullet wound. He fingered his back and felt an object he forgot was there. He took out his sawed shotgun which he had brought along to save Mercury. It was empty, but he could see a bullet lodged at the side of the barrel. He had forgotten that he tucked it at the back of his trousers and it had served him as a bullet plate. However, his troubles were far from over.

     He slowly peered out of the wall. He jerked his back as shots were fired at him, chipping the wall away. The Navy Seals were still on him, and he was out of ammunition. He doubted that Iris could help him, since she was bad with weapons. Rick had their supply of ammo, but he would not count on him to save him anytime soon.
     His heart was now beating rapidly as the danger approached. He checked himself to find anything useful to use. He had nothing with him, save his clothing now. There was a fire extinguisher next to him, a mirror that hung on the wall and bits and pieces of what the Navy Seals had chipped off the wall. 

     Dalton saw the shadows of the Navy Seals approaching, and he felt his time was up. He felt images of his past fly by him, things he had done in the past. Wait, I thought you were supposed to have these flashbacks AFTER you die? It did not matter much. As he slumped on the wall, his mind reeled back to the time where he had set a fire on a kitchen stove at Mercury’s home and Mercury had to extinguish it using a fire extinguisher. The whole place was cover in white foam as Mercury place the ire out of commission. Strange thing was, this memory kept repeating itself in his mind.

     He looked at his right, at the fire extinguisher that lay by his side. 
     You want me to use this as a weapon?
***

     Jason Lands stared from afar as he saw several armoured and armed people enter the apartment building. He was about to go closer for a look when he heard gunshots being fired from the inside. He decided that he did not want to mix with this crowd as he slowly scampered away.
Writer's note: I don't need to tell you who the girl Mercury saved was. You can figure that by yourself. I just wanted to add her here just for fun, since I'm not sure what really happened to her later after RE2.
Jason Lands has become something of a defunct character. I had initially wanted to get him to meet up with the rest of the survivors, but somehow I messed up the story a bit. Now, I just have to show that he is still hanging around. My bad.



