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GATEWAY 

 

 “This one’s going to wake up soon. Go get Jo!” 

The man grumbled and stirred a bit. As he opened his eyes, he was blinded by a bright light 

hanging above his bed. 

 “Aaahhhh,” he croaked, shielding his eyes with his hands.  

“So sorry about that, Mister McConnel,” a feminine voice said. The woman angled the light 

away from his face. “Is it alright if I call you Jack?”  

 “Uh-huh,” he grunted.  

 “Good. Now Jack, my name is Jo. I’m your realignment specialist.” The woman’s voice 

sounded comforting. Jack tried to place her accent. It was from nowhere specific he could identify, 

yet she sounded like she was from everywhere. 

 “Alright, Jack. Let’s get you up. Slowly now.”  

Jack sat up on the edge of his bed, which was perfectly white. His eyes began to focus, and 

he could see a long hall of beds, all perfectly made. The floors and walls were pristinely white, too. 

He saw Jo now, fair skin, not a single flaw, flowing, light, wavy hair pulled back in a low ponytail. As 

unreadable as the environment around them. 

Jo held out her hands and Jack took them. She helped him get to his feet. Jack was a little 

weak, but Jo, though svelte, was solid and didn’t let him fall.  

 He took a few assisted steps to the center of the aisle. Around the beds, stretching out in 

rows, were white curtains. Only a few curtains were drawn, like his, and those beds were empty. 

Jack’s mind was racing. 

 “There was rain, a loud noise…,” he remembered. 

 “That’s right.” Jo’s tone was calm and even. 

 “What is this place? Am I in a hospital? This doesn’t look like any hospital I’ve ever been 

in,” he said. 

Jack started to hyperventilate, his mind racing. What’s going on? Where am I? We weren’t that far 

from the county hospital. Oh, God, what is happening!? So much rain… It was coming down so hard, I 

hydroplaned… Couldn’t stop… We spun… 

Jo placed her hands on either side of his face and bore her eyes into his. Jack began to feel a 

warmth engulf him. “Jack, calm down. I can’t help you if you aren’t calm.”   
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 The smell of damp concrete… And blood… Metallic…  

“Yes, there was rain. That loud noise was a truck. You are in a hospital.” Her voice was 

soothing, and the warmth relaxed all of Jack’s muscles.  

 “Whe… where is my family? Are they here, too?” Jack’s voice had less panic in it now.  

 “No, your family is fine. The only side that was hit was yours. Now come with me; you need 

to answer some questions.” 

 Jo turned on her heel and walked down the long, white corridor. Jack, still a little sore, had 

to practically run to keep up with her. After a few sharp turns the came to a door. 

 Jo’s office was the exact opposite of the hallway with all the beds. It was lit with candles, 

warm and filled with color, mostly jewel tones.  

 “Sit,” Jo said, as she took a seat at her large, oak desk. 

 “Are you a cop or an insurance agent or something?” Jack asked 

 “No,” Jo stated with a little smile. “I’m your realignment specialist.”  

 “Realignment? Is there something wrong with my back? It feels fine.”  

Jo let out the tiniest of laughs. “That’s funny Jack. I haven’t heard that one in many years. 

Now that you have passed your pre-assessment, you can move on.”  

Jo brought out a file with his name on it in all caps. The file had an iridescent stamp on it in 

the shape of a key. The key glimmered in the light as she opened the file. 

 “Pre-assessment, like bloodwork and internal organs?” he asked. 

 Jo looked at him blankly. “Sure. What is your full name?” 

 Jack rattled it off. 

 “Address?” Check. 

“Social security number?” Check. 

“Date of birth?” Check. 

“Are you an organ donor?” Check. 

“Allergies?” Check. 

“Now tell me about your first memory,” she said. 

Huh? Jack was confused. “First memory? What does that have to do with anything?” 

 “I need to test your cognition, make sure there is no swelling to the brain.” 

 “How will you know if what I say is right?” Jack asked. 

 “I’ll know.” Jo tilted her head towards him, indicating he should start talking. 
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 Jack sighed. “OK… my first memory… Well, let’s see here. I guess it would be my first 

stitches. I was probably 3 years old? Somewhere around there… Anyway, I was jumping on the 

couch, fell off, and my bottom teeth went right through my bottom lip. Wow, I cried!” 

 “Very good, Jack. Now tell me about a time you were happiest.” 

Jack looked at her with heavy skepticism. What kind of question was that? She was out of 

this world! Jo didn’t flinch. It was like she had seen this all before. They stared at each other, 

unblinking, for a long time. Jack gave first.  

 “Alright, ummmm, a time at my happiest… Ahhh, yes. Got it! I was hiking in the forest with 

my wife and kids a couple years ago. The wife and I were always big hikers, but now the kids were 

both finally old enough to walk on their own and carry their own packs and were excited to help set 

up camp. We spent the whole weekend sharing a tent, farts and all.” Jack laughed at his memory, 

and looked off into the distance. 

 Jo saw it in that moment; the purity he exuded lost in his memory. For some people, it took 

a long time to get there, but not Jack. 

 “When can I go? When can I see them?” Jack asked.  

There was a long silence. Then Jo smiled. It was bright and beautiful.  

 “I think you’re ready.” Jo got up from her desk and walked by him and out her office door.  

 “Ready? Ready for what? Can I go home? Are they in the waiting room?” Jack asked her 

back. 

Jack got up, joints still stiff, and followed her. This time, as he passed through the hallway, 

he noticed the strangeness of his surroundings. Hospitals were usually bustling, nurses and doctors 

and patients everywhere. Here, there was no one.  

Jo kept walking, and walking, and walking. As he followed, Jack could feel all his muscles, 

bones, and general insides getting stronger. He began to keep up with Jo’s long gait without issue.  

After passing countless beds and curtains, they stopped at a set of large, white French doors.  

 “Here we are, Jack.” Jo said, looking at him happily.  

 “What? We’re where… What are you talking about? Where are all the other people? Where 

is my family?” Jack was pacing in front of Jo. He began to tear up. “Jo, please. I just want to see my 

family.”  

 “You will see them. You will always see them.” She gently stroked his cheek. “Open the 

doors.” 

 Jack looked confused. Tears rolled down his face. Just a couple at first, the fresh ones 

catching up to the old ones, and together, they tumbled faster towards his chin.  

Jo placed her hand on his shoulder and she guided him to the doors. They opened outward. 

All he could see was a pure white haze.  
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 “Who are you?” Jack asked her. 

 “My name is Jophiel.” She looked into the haze. “Peter, you can let him in!” she called out.  

 In the distance, something began to take shape. It was a gate set in the middle of a long, 

beautiful wall. Jack looked to his left and to his right; the wall continued as far as he could see. The 

gate in the middle came undone and opened.  

 “Go on,” Jo whispered. Jack walked forward. Through the gates. As he did, he felt the light 

wrap around him. He felt warmth, and joy, and the faintest smell of the forest. 
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