
We're all better now
a short story by Jonathan Semple

I roll my head until I can see where Jill's lying beside me. It's like someone's playing with the 
focus when I try to see her face. My vision starts swimming, then it dives. I feel weak all over. Trying 
to lift my hand doesn't seem to be working out and instead I just sort of drag it over to her cheek. She's 
trembling. Or I'm trembling. Or we're both trembling.

'I know dying together's romantic and all.' I say. My voice is raspy. I falter as I speak. 'But the 
poison in the tea?'

'I did not want to stay.' she says.
'It was a little uncalled for.'

I wake up in the hospital.
'Why am I naked and why am I not wearing any clothes?' Jill says to no one in particular.
I look to where she's sitting up in her bed. The covers are askew around her. She looks around 

the room, confused.
'You are. You have a very lovely hospital gown.' I sound about as puzzled as she does.
I sit up in my bed, turn to face her. She's facing the foot of her bed and she stares for a while at 

nothing.
The room is a barren off white. It's far too clean.
Jill slides off the side of her bed and stands. I climb out of mine, smooth my hospital gown and 

then smooth Jill's gown. I lay my hands gently on her shoulders.
'Are you feeling better now?' I say, trying to look her in the eyes. She cranes her neck to see past 

me, out the door of the room. She's bobbing lightly on her feet, restless.
I hug her close. 'We should stay here. They don't like it when we wander.'
She wriggles out of my arms and goes to the door. Holding the frame, she leans out. She looks 

one way, then the other, and then leaves the room.

I follow Jill through the hospital. She walks through the brightly lit halls ahead 
of me.

She stops in the middle of the hallway 
and looks around in childlike wonder. Sunlight 
glares too radiantly through the window at the end of the hall. The bars on the window 
look like they're being engulfed by the light. Jill turns to me and smiles. I smile 
wistfully back at her. I don't see her smile 
enough.

Jill dances down the hallway, 
spinning and twirling, until a nurse steps into the end of the hallway.

'You shouldn't be out of your room, dear.' the nurse says.
Timid as ever, Jill shies back from the 

nurse. The nurse reaches for Jill, to guide her back 
to our room. Jill flails, knocking away the nurses 
arms, and then Jill bolts, running back down the 
hall.

'Jill...' I start. I look apologetically at the 
nurse, who looks quite irritated.

Following the quiet patter of her bare feet I run after Jill.

I find the hallway, the one lit by the faerie lights that rise slowly upward 
from floor to ceiling and flick this way and that, it is the only good place.

I turn to Jack and smile at him and he smiles back, but I do not think 
he has ever really understood the lights.

The faerie lights dance around me and I spin and 
twirl down the murky hallway, the lights passing 
through my fingers and hair, letting me feel their 
magic and their warmth and I giggle and laugh 
and enjoy this fleeting sense of solace.

I dash through the dank hallways and the lumbering brute does not even try to follow me, they 
are far to slow to ever catch you if you run, but the problem is there is nowhere to run to.



I catch up with Jill when she stops in front of a plain door. It's a chemical room, 
says a sign next to the door. Jill opens the door and goes inside.

'Jill, I don't think you should go in there.'
She doesn't respond. After a moment I hear a 

clatter of things falling inside. I wait outside the room 
for a moment. Once there's no sign of Jill coming out, I go inside.

Bottles and pills from the counter are scattered onto 
the floor. I accidentally kick one bottle and it rattles as it 
rolls away. Jill holds a pill vial, fidgeting with it, turning it 
around in her hands.

'Do you not dislike being trapped here?' 
she says.

'We're not...'
'They do not worry about us getting 

out because there is no way for us to leave.'
'We can leave when we're better.'

The nurse clears her throat behind us. She stands silhouetted in the doorway to 
the chemical room and motions for Jill and me to come out.

I wait for Jill to go first. She stares nervously at the nurse for a moment, still 
fidgeting with the pill bottle.

'Come on, Jill.' I say. 'Let's go back to our room.'
Jill reluctantly walks to the door. The nurse 

holds out her hand and Jill hands over the empty 
vial.

With her hands on Jill's shoulders the nurse 
guides Jill back to our room. I follow them.

'There are no windows here.' Jill says.
'Well, we might be able to see about 

moving you to another room.' the nurse says.
'There are not any.'
The nurse guides Jill to a chair at the small table in our room and sits her down. 

Jill stays docile where she's put. I sit down next to her and reach for her hand. Her hand 
is balled up in a loose fist, and she keeps it that way, so I hold her fist.

'Is there anything I can get you?' the nurse asks.
I look to Jill. She sits staring at the table in front of her. Her brow furrows.
'We would like some tea.' she says.

The faerie lights dance ahead of me and I follow them and I glance over my shoulder to make sure Jack is 
behind me because he did not follow right away (sometimes I think he might be a little dim).

I am led by the lights to a door, which is ajar, just by 
a crack, so I push it open and enter the room.

I root through the bottles and jars on the counter 
and shelves, peering at their contents, throwing 
them on the floor until I find one I recognise.

I roll the vial around in my hands, the tablets 
rattling around inside, and enough of these would 
kill even one of the brutish guards here, so I open 
the vial and empty it into my hand.

Jack watches me as I continue to turn the vial in my hands, the 
tablets held in my palm, and I sometimes get the impression 
that Jack doesn't really understand this whole place at all.

The slow brute I had run from finally finds us and I 
hold the drugs in my fist and hand it the empty vial 
(it's not very hard to fool them, they are rather dumb).

I let it lead me back to my room, with poor Jack following 
behind us because he doesn't know what else to do.


