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I watched this pathetic wretch lay in the
hospital bed, terrified, remorseful. I listened to his sad and
shocking tale. I recorded everything he said with my handheld. He
had been the victim of a wish come true. When I was at the
University, my Psych 201 professor sent everyone in my class to the
hospital. We each had to study a patient and write a paper. I was
assigned to this guy that, allegedly, had not slept for like a
year. He was difficult to understand, at times, but I was still
amazed by his story.

 


 


“It all started when I was working on this
side project.” He began. “‘I’ve got to get this done!’ I remember
saying that, repeatedly, out loud. I remember thinking that I would
finish this project at any cost. One night I worked an extra hour,
and I only lost an hour of sleep. The next night it became two,
then three, and it went on from there.

 


‘I’ve got to get this done! I’ve got to get
this done! I’ve got to get this done!’

 


This was the thought running through my head
as I looked at the clock. It was 2:00am and I had to go to work the
next day. I am a systems administrator for Intergalactic Systems
during the day, but I’ve been doing web sites for small businesses
at night. I was working on a side-project, and the woman I was
working for was pressuring me to finish. I had been working on this
cosmetics site called Moon Glow for weeks and it was really
starting to wear me down. I thought to myself that I would finish
this site tonight, email the woman and tell her that it’s done.
Then, I would have an easy day at work tomorrow. Then it will be
the weekend, and I can catch up on sleep and maybe even go out! I
closed my eyes, just for a second, and thought about what I was
going to do on Saturday night. When I opened my eyes, the Solar
Lamp was shining in my window. I was still sitting in front of my
computer. I looked at the clock and it was 9:30am!

 


A long, weary grunt was the first thing that
came out of my mouth that day. I had missed the 8:00am Green Cheese
Express (my train) and I was late for work...again! I called my
boss. She was an easy-going woman. She had been a manager with the
Lunar Government for almost ten years. I had worked with her for
almost as long as Intergalactic Systems had a contract on the moon.
She was divorced and loved to party. She was always trying to get
people from the office to go to the Lunar Lounge with her. This
made it easy for me, because all I had to do with flirt with her,
just a little, and she would go easy on me for being late.

I rushed out the door of my apartment. I
didn’t eat anything. I ran down the hallway unit and took the
elevator to the first floor. I ran through the Main Hall, passed
the Food Court and Neil Armstrong Memorial Park, and finally to the
Train Station. The air in the building always smelled funny after I
had been running to catch the train. The Green Cheese Express only
ran every two hours after 8:00am so I had to wait for the 10:00am
train. It finally slid into the station. Just the whine of the
engine made me feel stressed out because I had been associating
that sound with the train that would take me to my office.

 


Once on the train, I sank down into a seat. I
tried to relax as the train accelerated. I leaned back and looked
out the window. I could see tourists bouncing on the moon walk
tours. The tour guides would let them leap and bounce at certain
points during the walk. They were all chained together so nobody
would accidentally float off. I always thought about how fun it
would be to go on one of those tours. I promised myself I would do
it after I had finished my free-lance project and I caught up on my
sleep. But that never happened. That turned out to be a typical day
on the moon for me. I dozed off in my cube, as usual, but I always
managed to catch the last Green Cheese Express train home.

 


The next night, after I got home from work, I
began working on Moon Glow again. It seemed as if I was home for
only a few minutes. I looked over at the clock.

 


‘Crap....2:00am...again! I can’t be doing
this!’ I knew I was losing sleep, but I was intent on finishing
this project. I just get so busy, you see, I lose track of time.
Since the day I signed up for the Lunar Project, I never got used
to Moon Time. I’d forget to eat, shower, sleep. When you sleep, you
might miss something important.

 


Then, one night, I was at a party. I was
looking out the window and watching the Earth. White clouds were
floating around the little blue ball. It seemed as if the clouds
were taking their time…as if they had a lifetime to clear.
Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata was going through my head. I had a
recording of that music on my MPZParticle Player when I was a
teenager. It only held a trillion songs, but I thought it was the
coolest thing back then. I played it over and over. I just thought
it sounded cool. I always thought the moon was fascinating. That
seems so long ago! Once I got to the moon, it just seemed like one
long day. I never really got used to designated sleep times. I
wished that I never had to sleep, or eat, so that I could work
continuously. Then I could go to all the parties during the
recreation hours. I would never miss the Green Cheese Express
again! I had heard rumors of moon fairies that could grant wishes.
I didn’t believe it myself until I actually met one at that party.
People think the moon is just a rock, but it’s really a mysterious
place.”

 


“And so you have been awake since that
party?” I asked the miserable fellow as he lay in the hospital bed.
“You know the reason you are back on Earth is because your heart
stopped. Medication has no effect on you. Your brain just refuses
to go unconscious.”

 


“I don’t care anymore.” The patient said in
his ghostly whisper.

 


“Sir, your story is like something out of the
comics. Are you going to look for a phone booth so you can change
into your costume?” I could not resist being a little sarcastic. At
this point, I felt he was not entirely truthful.

 


“I should only be so lucky.” He replied. Then
he went into some delusion that he was a superhero. He had mood
swings. He laughed at unpredictable intervals. His eyes were dry,
like stones. His face was blue. He had difficulty breathing. He
could not carry a conversation for long.

 


“You may have broken a world record!” I said
in an attempt to spur some positive reaction.

 


“Guinness no longer records sleep
deprivation. It is not condoned because of health risks. Go
figure.”

 


“How long has it been since you slept? Weeks,
months, years?” I asked.

 


“I don’t know.” He said.

 


“If only there were more hours in a day.”
We’ve all said that to ourselves. I am guilty of that myself.

 


“If only I didn’t have to sleep at night, I
could get more done.” Yes, I’m guilty of thinking that thought too.
But this man actually achieved it. He traded his sweetest dreams
for the harshest dose of reality a man could possibly endure.

 


 


This is the story of a workaholic --- a
workaholic who went beyond caffeine, beyond the amphetamines,
beyond mind control, beyond the boundaries of physical endurance.
This is the story of a man whose extreme desire to be successful
drove him to work around the clock at any cost. With the
advancement of the Web and cell phones, things that used to be high
in value such as information and human interaction are now
accessible, literally, every minute of the day or night. We have
become so engulfed in immediate gratification and, overwhelmed by
the inflow of information that technology provides, we find it
addictive. It is a modern drug, in an unconventional sense. Thus,
our personal lives and sleep cycles suffer. This phenomenon is
twice as hazardous on the moon. There is no night and day there as
we know it on Earth. He showed symptoms of Fatal Familial Insomnia
- a prion disease with a mutation in codon 178 of the PrP gene, but
his anecdotes led me to believe that his condition was not
inherited. It was no accident or freak of nature. He seemed to have
created his own method of perpetual CONSCIOUSNESS. That was the
basis of my paper. I couldn’t use his real name in my paper so I
dubbed him Mr. Insomnia.

 


After he had exhausted all the theories of
the human mind, he resorted to the supernatural. At least that is
what he claimed in one of his delusions. After hours of patient
interrogation I pieced together a conclusion. There was no genie,
or moon fairy, involved. Mr. Insomnia had volunteered for a sleep
deprivation experiment held by a private clinic. I suspect that he
was treated with some form of concoction that attacks the thalamus,
suppressing the neurotransmitters that regulate sleep, and thus
induces some form of chronic insomnia.

 


 


He has become almost totally blind. His eyes
are dry to the point of blindness. He is experiencing multiple
organ dysfunction. Lack of sleep has weakened his liver,
intestines, heart, and lungs. They cannot regenerate or heal. He is
developing ulcers, because his stomach acid eats through his
organs.

He can only whisper. He has intense
involuntary yawns. He feels cold all the time. He has
hallucinations, hears voices, he is irritable, and has delusions of
being a super hero. Nightmares while awake. His bones have become
hollow. The marrow has turned to dust from malnutrition and sleep
deprivation. He has finally collapsed. His heart gave out from
exhaustion, but his brain goes on. He is now doomed to lay in a
bed, unable to move. He just stares at the ceiling all day...and
all night.

 


“If only I could sleep for just one hour!” He
kept going on and on.

 


“God, I wish I could sleep at night like
normal people do! When everyone else is sleeping at night, I’m
awake, staring at the ceiling, watching TV, writing in my journal,
anything I can think of doing to keep from going crazy. I used to
take long walks, but I can’t even do that anymore. Sometimes I
can’t remember doing things. I’ll argue with myself, trying to
remember what I did and what I didn’t do. I want to remember what
it’s like to dream. I used to dread waking up and going to work.
Now, I long for it! At first, it was a dream come true. I could
finish projects with no break. I could party all night cycle and go
to work the next day cycle. People wondered how I did it. What was
my secret? But soon, it got old…very, very old. I got bored easily.
I tried to sleep, but jumped out of bed after an hour of staring at
the ceiling. I wished I could sleep just to have a break from being
awake day cycle after day cycle. I compared myself to the myth
where the three women were trying to fill urns with water day after
day, only to have the water spill out. Yes, in the beginning it was
‘I’ve got to get this done!’ and that soon became ‘I’ve got to
sleep!’ I could not imagine what has happened to me. My body is
beyond repair. I feel so cold and numb.”

 


I listened to him struggling to talk. He
could only whisper.

 


“You cannot fight nature. You will lose.
Someday you will become nothing more than a pile of dust. But until
that day, you fight every moment to do everything that is humanly
possible before you are unable to do anything. Why are we as humans
driven to accomplish the impossible? Savor every second of sleep
you get man!”

 


He lay still for a while, like he was trying
to sleep, but he couldn’t. When he realised it was a useless
attempt, it seemed he had gotten another surge of adrenaline and he
was lucid enough to talk, at least for a few minutes.

 


“You don’t know how precious sleep is. Most
people have never gone twenty-four hours with no sleep. They are so
caught up in conformity with the norm, with the 9-5 schedule of
society, they will never know what it’s like to remember yesterday
as being a few hours ago. Sleep is a gift from God. Sleep comes to
you like the music of the angels floating down from Heaven. When
you sleep, you are in a world of your own. You are in a state of
blissful regeneration. When you have an amazing dream, it’s a
wonderful world. When you have a nightmare, you face your own
fears, and you remain in your private space until you wake up.”

 


He began to fade out again. His words became
slurred. He babbled on until his speech was nothing more than a
mere hum. I watch him a while longer and said to myself, “With all
this modern technology, we can cure cancer and live on the moon,
but we cannot make a man sleep for an hour.”

 


That night, I went home and took a shower as
usual. Checked my email. Then I began to do some extensive online
research about sleep disorders. I found an interesting article
about a radio personality who participated in a sleep deprivation
experiment as part of his radio show, back when radio was popular.
He had a crew of people watching him around the clock to make sure
he did not sleep. He managed to do his show and stay awake for
fourteen days. His stunt raised a good amount of money for cancer
research, after which he slept for twenty-four hours and went on
with normal







































































































The Hole in the Ceiling




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Reunited with Friends and Family
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