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THІЅ ІЅ A WORK OF FICTION. Names, characters, рlасеѕ, аnd іnсіdеntѕ аrе either the рrоduсt оf thе author’s іmаgіnаtіоn оr аrе uѕеd fісtіtіоuѕlу, аnd any rеѕеmblаnсе tо асtuаl реrѕоnѕ, lіvіng or dеаd, buѕіnеѕѕ establishments, events, or lосаtіоn is entirely соіnсіdеntаl.
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IN NO WAY IS IT LЕGАL to rерrоduсе, duрliсаtе, оr trаnѕmit any раrt оf this dосumеnt in еithеr electronic mеаnѕ оr in printed fоrmаt. Rесоrding оf this рubliсаtiоn is strictly рrоhibitеd and аnу ѕtоrаgе оf thiѕ document is nоt allowed unlеѕѕ with writtеn реrmiѕѕiоn frоm thе publisher. All rightѕ rеѕеrvеd. 

Thе infоrmаtiоn рrоvidеd hеrеin iѕ stated tо bе truthful аnd соnѕiѕtеnt, in thаt аnу liability, in tеrmѕ оf inаttеntiоn or оthеrwiѕе, bу any uѕаgе оr аbuѕе of any роliсiеѕ, processes, оr dirесtiоnѕ contained within iѕ the ѕоlitаrу аnd uttеr rеѕроnѕibilitу оf thе recipient reader. Under nо сirсumѕtаnсеѕ will аnу legal responsibility оr blаmе bе held аgаinѕt thе publisher fоr аnу rераrаtiоn, dаmаgеѕ, оr monetary loss duе to the information hеrеin, еithеr dirесtlу оr indirесtlу. 

Rеѕресtivе аuthоrѕ оwn all соруrightѕ nоt held bу thе publisher.  The information herein iѕ offered fоr informational рurроѕеѕ ѕоlеlу, and iѕ univеrѕаl аѕ ѕо. Thе presentation of thе information iѕ without соntrасt оr any type of guаrаntее аѕѕurаnсе. 

Thе trademarks that are used are without any соnѕеnt, аnd thе рubliсаtiоn of the trаdеmаrk iѕ without реrmiѕѕiоn оr backing bу thе trаdеmаrk оwnеr. All trаdеmаrkѕ аnd brаndѕ within this bооk аrе fоr сlаrifуing purposes оnlу аnd аrе thе owned bу thе owners thеmѕеlvеѕ, not аffiliаtеd with thiѕ document.

ISBN: 978-1-7365913-0-7
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STAY AWAY FROM SAINT Raguel’s Hospital. I can’t stress this enough. If you take away anything from reading this, remember to avoid Saint Raguel’s Hospital like the pestilence. It’s getting hard for me to think clearly. The drugs that they injected me with are probably going to prostrate me in a couple of hours or so—-if I’m lucky. I don’t have much longer until the nurses realize that I’m not in my room and figure out that I’ve stolen the front desk’s laptop. They say that once something’s on the Internet, it never disappears. I’m counting on that to get my story out there. If only I can remember it. Damn! The meds are making it difficult to remember things clearly. Everything feels like a drunken blur. The chemicals bury my memories in a sea of fog inside my head. It’s like a listless cruise ship floating through the opaque fog of new moon darkness. Only a few of them stick out clearly: a faint light in the shadows. Luckily, one of them is the beginning. So I think I’ll start from there and try to remember more as I go along.

My name is Donnie Smith. I used to be a nurse at Saint Raguel’s Hospital. The events that led to me being thrown in the forensic ward at the mental hospital started when Aurora Waker died in her coma. The autopsy report said that the 62 year old finally passed away, from complications of head trauma that caused her coma, at roughly 3:00 AM on Sunday. Due to the 35 years she spent in her coma; she had become a fixture in Saint Raguel’s Hospital. From the medical director to the custodian that buffed the floors after everyone else went home, everyone knew about their very own Snow White in her eternal sleep in Room 1001.

People began, grew, and ended their entire careers at the facility. Simultaneously, Aurora slept for decades and provided water cooler conversation between the nurses who tended to her, including me. It felt like a small but undeniable part of everyone’s life went with her when she was gone. She had no funeral and was unceremoniously buried in the city graveyard under a simple tombstone that bore her name and little else. Any family she might have had passed long before any of her current nurses entered the picture. The only reason she was kept alive, in her broken state, for so long was because of the hospital’s religious views on euthanasia. None of us were terribly close to her as a person, considering that she was asleep the entire time we knew her. Still, several members of the staff felt like they should mark her passing with some sort of event. I wasn’t one of them but when Josie invited me out to dinner in Aurora’s memory, of course I couldn’t say no. 

Josie was a relatively new nurse here but was bubbly enough that she easily made friends. Plus, she was pretty hot. I had a thing for her; I think. Yeah, I was chatting her up at work for a couple of weeks before she invited me. She seemed receptive enough, but apparently not enough to make the dinner a one-on-one thing. She had asked a bunch of people to dinner at the Chinese hot pot restaurant just across from the hospital. A lot of people had been looking for an excuse to eat there in a group but never found one until Josie suggested they take a night out to honor the hospital’s longest tenured patient. However, not everyone she invited could come. I can’t say that I blame them. Work is busy when lives are on the line every day. In the end, only five people, including me, said they’d be able to make it, and four showed up. Not enough to make it a proper party, but enough to justify ordering a buffet set for the hot pot. Nobody wants to be the sad fatass who orders ten boxes of beef at a hot pot restaurant by themselves after all. I sat next to Josie as she scraped a box full of beef tenders into the boiling pot at the center of the table: such graceful placement of the tenders into the pot. On my other side were Sally and her boyfriend, John. The three of us, Josie, Sally, and myself, had taken care of comatose Aurora for most of our nursing careers. I think that’s partly why we all felt obliged to come out to honor Aurora. However, I remember feeling seriously disappointed when there weren’t more single ladies out that night. Still, the excellent food and Josie’s positive attitude made up for it. If I had to pick just one girl to be at the table with us that night, I probably would’ve picked her anyway. “It’s a shame that Tyler couldn’t make it,” Josie said, looking at the empty seat that she’d already booked for him. “It’s not like him to just up and cancel like this either.” Sally swished a slice of beef in the hot pot before placing it in her bowl. “Yeah, it’s a bit weird. I always pegged him as a straight-laced guy.” She turned to her boyfriend. “John, you two are close, right? Did he tell you anything?” 

“Nothing much,” John said through a mouthful of noodles. “He just told me during lunch that he was going to be tending to the new comatose girl in room 1001 before meeting us tonight.” 

I scooped a ladle’s worth of soup and meat into my own bowl. “The one who overdosed on drugs, right?”

“That’s the one.” John continued to pile his bowl with slices of flash boiled beef. “With a little luck she’ll be out in a week or
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