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The hallways inside of the hospital are silent. There was a time when this place was full of patients. That time has gone.  The only part of the hospital that’s still open is the east wing, run by a skeleton crew. They take care of one patient they call “John Doe.”

After the phenomenon occurred, all of the patients started to wake up and heal themselves, except John Doe. He’s been in a comatose state for the last five years. His body is frail with a distinguishable scar on his forehead that never healed properly.

That’s why John’s case baffled doctors and scientists. He was examined by the top experts in their fields, yet no one was able to come up with an answer to why he was different. The government decided it was best to keep John connected to a life support machine in case he awakened one day, keeping him under constant watch. 

John lies in bed, motionless in a dim lit room like a corpse hooked up to various machines keeping him alive. The only sign of life is a small plant on top of the dresser beside him.

Lisa, his nurse, walks in the room, full of energy, with a glass of water in her hand. He can feel her presence, which brings a smile behind his lifeless face. This is more than a job for her. She took this assignment when most people thought it was a lost cause. Deep down, she believes there’s hope for him and he can recover like the rest of the patients. She knows what it feels like to be counted out. Before everything changed, doctors gave her one year to live. Every day since then has been a miracle.

“Good morning, John! How are you today?” she says, in an upbeat voice, as if he were going to respond back. She continues talking. “I’m glad to hear that. I’m great, thanks for asking.” She checks his vitals and does a quick diagnostic on his condition to make sure he’s okay. “Everything checks out,” she says. It’s a daily routine for both of them. Even though he’s in a coma, somehow, her voice reaches him through the void, comforting him in his current state.

She pours the glass of water into the plant and makes her way to the window to open the blinds. “That’s better,” she says, as the sunlight shines in. She turns on the television mounted on the wall in front of him. There’s a talk show on with a couple yelling back and forth about infidelity. “You want to watch something else? Me, too,” she says. As she turns the channel to the news, she says, “I know how you like to stay up-to-date with current events.”

John lays there like a hollow shell. “I’ll come back later to check on you in a little bit,” she says, before she leaves to go back to the nurse’s station.

Brooke is the night shift nurse in the hospital. Unlike Lisa, this is just a gig for her, as she flips through pages of a magazine without a care in the world. Brooke looks at her watch to see how much time she has left on her shift. She enjoys the fact that John’s the only patient they have to care for, even though he gives her the creeps. She worked at this hospital before he arrived and being around John has always made her feel uneasy.

Lisa returns to the nurse’s station and takes a seat next to Brooke. “Why do you bother? He’s never waking up,” Brooke says.

“It’s our job!” Lisa replies with a look of disgust from the question. They have an uneasy alliance. Every day, they have to tolerate each other for a few hours in the morning when their shifts overlap.

“It’s not like he’s going to die. Do you know how many experts have examined him already? Face it, he’s screwed! I don’t understand why they keep him on life support. I just say cremate him and get it over with,” Brooke says in a humorous tone.

“We should just give up on him?” Lisa responds, visibly upset.

“Don’t be so uptight. I was just kidding.”

“I’m not uptight.”

“Well, you’re acting like it. Besides, you know the government wouldn’t allow us to do that in the first place. It’ll be considered cruel to burn someone alive even though he’s a vegetable.”

“He’s the reason we still get a paycheck. And what else am I going to do all day? Sit around you and gossip about men all day?” she says with a straight face. There’s an awkward pause as Lisa wonders if she went too far, before Brooke laughs and Lisa joins in.

Brooke gets up from her seat. “I had enough serious talk for one day. I need some coffee. Do you want anything?”

“No, thanks. I still have some tea that I need to finish.” Lisa replies.

Brooke makes her way to the cafeteria. It’s a large, dark room. She turns on the lights to see the janitor hanging from the ceiling. The rope is tight around his neck as he dangles in the air, with his eyes closed. Without a flinch, she continues to head towards the coffee machine.

She reaches into her pocket to grab some change and puts the coins into the machine, then selects decaf. Without looking back, she says, “Knock it off, Harold,” in a calm voice.

Suddenly, Harold's eyes open and he says, “What? I’m just trying to have some fun around here. Working in this place gets boring, you know.”

“It was scary the first few times you did it when I thought you could die. But we all know that’s not possible. So what’s the point? If you keep doing things like that, one of these days, you’re going to break something that will never heal.”

“One day, but in the meantime, can I get a little help?” he says, as he hangs from the ceiling, trying to take the rope off his neck. She ignores him as she takes her coffee cup from the machine. “Come on, I don’t want to be stuck here all day,” he says.

“You should have thought about that before you decided to hang yourself.”

“Don’t be like that,” he says as she walks off. He yells, “Come on!” It’s too late; she’s gone. “This sucks,” he says, as he tugs at the rope around his neck to break lose, which makes him swirl around in circles.

Inside of John’s room, a leaf breaks off of the plant next to him and gradually falls to the floor. Once the leaf hits the ground, his eyes twitch. Little by little, the leaves gradually fall to the ground and John’s eyes begin to open slowly. His vision is blurry as he squints to see for the first time in years. He looks around to figure out where he is, when he realizes he’s in a hospital. He wonders how he got here. The sound of the television catches his ear as he looks up to see the news on the television. He strains to see the news anchor on the television. Focusing on the news reporter, as his vision begins to become clearer.

As John continues to watch the news, his focus shifts to the door just before Lisa enters. Even though he never saw her before, he knows it’s her, the voice he heard in his dreams motivating him to keep going. This is the woman he dreamed about in his sleep. Seeing her for the first time made him feel like a kid with a school crush.

Lisa is excited to see him awake after all this time as well. She has a smile that’s a mile wide. “I’m glad to see you’re finally awake,” she says joyfully. She checks his heart rate and blood pressure. “Everything looks great. My name is Lisa.”

He tries to speak but his voice is hoarse as he says, “I know.”

“How do you know that?”

“I don’t know,” he says with a garbled tone. “I just do.”

“That doesn’t matter. Try not to speak too much. You’ve been sleep for a while and you’re not used to talking yet. Let me get you some water. I’ll be right back.”

Brooke is on her cellular phone playing games when Lisa returns to the nurse’s station, thrilled. “He’s up!” Lisa says.

“Who’s up?” Brooke said with a confused look.

“John Doe!” Lisa replies.

“Really?” Brooke responds, stunned. “You have to be kidding.”

“Nope. He’s up right now,” Lisa answers, pouring a glass of water
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