
The first day

A chill. As if fanned by a gentle hand, a breeze wafts over my face. It is cold, a damp cold – 
not even unpleasant, were it not for its pulling me from my sleep, and now the light is 
knocking at my closed eyelids, letting the day shine through. But no, it is not the light beating 
a steady rhythm, tapping over and over on my left cheek, or is it the right – and what is left 
anyway, or right? 

Incomprehensible noise clamours at my ear, sounds lose their meaning before they reach 
me. I understand nothing. Why won’t they let me sleep?

The tapping intensifies, as if someone is losing patience: Short, sharp taps on my face, and I 
cannot defend myself. My tongue lies heavy and dull in my mouth, impossible to press it 
against my cheek and answer the tapping.

The incomprehensible sounds arrange themselves now into words: 

“Jason, Dr Jason Brandt, wake up!”, and again: “Wake up!”

I want to sleep, sleep on and on and dream, if only they would let me. My head is a limp 
balloon, so light, and would float away, following unknown dreams, had they not sewn it 
firmly, joined and riveted it to my body. My body?

My eyelids quiver and flutter at these strange words.  In the empty space behind them lurks 
unease, my tongue tastes metal and bitterness. When did I last eat? And who is this Dr. 
Brandt?

I want to know who is speaking. I open my eyes.

Towering, leaning in over me, a form peels off from the brightness, claps its hands, and says 
in a familiar, friendly voice:

“Ah, finally! There you are, my dear Jason, happily returned to life,” and as I try to sink back 
into my dreams: “Stay with us, Dr. Brandt!” This is spoken as an order, and I obey, since it 
seems that Dr. Jason Brandt must mean me.

The form crystallizes into the figure of a man dressed in white, who takes two steps back 
from me and looks down on me from above with an expectant expression. A physician, more 
precisely, my physician. We know each other. Is he worried that I might resent his slapping 
my cheek?

“You've given us quite some trouble.”

A long, demonstrative sigh.

“But it looks like we’re over the worst of it!” A relieved exhalation.

“We’ve really put in some work. You’ve been completely renewed.”His left hand pushes 
forward, the index and middle fingers spread, while the right hand feels for the door handle, 
out of my sight – this must be the hand he tapped with – and all the while his gaze through 
the oldfashioned spectacles never leaves my face. I am exhausted, I have difficulty keeping 



my eyes open. Nonetheless, just like before, what wouldn't I give to know what lies behind 
that expression - and like before, I sense that behind the oval, reflective lenses something 
more is hidden than merely his early acquired shortsightedness, the pale blue irises, short 
blond lashes, the eyebrows grown bushier with the years and even paler than ever. It is not 
a look that would appeal to our youth accustomed to genestyling, or that would lend weight 
to one’s own words in an argument. It seems unlikely that he could hold an auditorium rapt, 
needing no aid, when it comes to setting oneself a goal, pursuing it against all resistance.

All the same: I see the fingers splayed in the victory sign and I know that, once again, he has 
gained a victory over resistant forces of matter, of mind, yes, of life itself: the laws bent to his 
will, stretched on the rack and subjected to his inquisition. This time, though, I am the 
material, the clay formed by his hand, and I can do nothing, I want nothing but to allow him, 
for I am driven by the same addiction to success and self-assertion, self-preservation.

“Don’t speak! It will strain you too much. But let me assure you, we will have time for many 
interesting talks. Perhaps tomorrow, even.” He withdraws his left hand and takes the arm of 
his spectacles between thumb and index finger, slowly drawing the glasses right down his 
nose, the pale blue gaze bared and still fixed on me. Grey, rather, grey-blue. He pushes the 
frame back up in front of his eyes, as if he had inadvertently granted me a view of his 
innermost self. He smoothes his thin hair and bare forehead. My thoughts flow heavily, 
sluggishly, uncontrolled. Why hasn't he had the implants done? His face is so smooth, 
almost ageless. They would make him look younger.

“For today, rest yourself. I want to make you healthy, after all, healthier than ever before!” He 
smiles broadly, takes another step back, his upper body still leaning towards me. The door 
slides open, he straightens up, and beyond him I glimpse a brightly lit corridor, the facing 
wall surfaced with the nanosealed matt tones of exotic wood.

“I’ve put on a little background music for you, nothing strenuous, you’ll sleep better and have 
pleasant dreams. And above all, don’t think too much, no brooding! And if you can’t help it, 
then think about this: We are giving you youth without age. It is a great goal, worth every 
effort!”

And as the door closes soundlessly, I see him frozen, leaning slightly, his right hand resting 
on his breast, fingers slightly spread.

“Sleep well”. And: “Don’t forget: youth without age.”

What had he said, a few moments ago? Healthy, he wants to make me healthy, healthier 
than ever before! He seemed to be serious, even if he smiled as he said it. That was Dr. 
Servant, my physician for over thirty years.

Who else did he serve?

The door clicks shut, I see sensors blinking briefly and hear the faint clunk of an automatic 
lock. I am locked in. A wave of annoyance begins to surface in me, pours away just as 
quickly, is smothered. Don’t think…

The instruction amuses me, almost. It seems unnecessary.



Sleep. Falling asleep to music - soft, barely audible sounds, as if from a great distance... At 
some time, singing: forever young, a young man’s voice, that seems to sing against its own 
impermanence, a meltingly smooth melody, an unassuming song – and yet...

Forever young. I am dozing, too tired for words and their meanings, scattered messages 
from another, long-gone time, heard and quickly forgotten, later heard once more and gone 
again: Forget. Forget what?

I don’t remember. Heavily and sluggishly the thoughts roll, adrift, aimless, free. Free? Words 
entrenched behind walls, chained to buried, wounded feelings. What wounds?

What happened to me? An accident? Illness? Images fade from my mind, senseless scraps 
of words, and I am sinking, sinking deeper, deep into time, through years and years – I find 
myself again in a land beyond time.

Youth without age – the keywords! Opening, uncovering what was concealed since 
childhood days, buried under dozens of years.

'Youth without age' - words of desire. Words of myth. I myself am the prince, son of the 
emperor, who claims it of his parents. The promise they gave him in his mother’s womb, they 
must now keep: Youth without age, life without death. The enchanted horse bears me 
through three dangers, three trials to the land of eternal spring, to the ageless, immortal 
fairy. In union with her I find a youth that does not pass, a life that must not die, I feel nothing 
of the march of time. I dream and know that I am dreaming. The justice of the fairytale 
cannot be satisfied with this conclusion. The same desire that once led the prince to timeless 
happiness, finally brings him restlessness and death. The child sees: There is no happy 
childhood, no happy youth outside of time, only moments, unconscious childish states, then 
later, time fragments of confused feelings; both happiness and passion are transient, only 
the longing for them is everlasting.

My dream-desire snatches a slivered second of happiness: Two beaming boy’s faces, slim 
figures, hand in hand.

‘As alike as two eggs' - a voice.

‘Inseparable', another voice. Both faces look at me. Both? One pales, disappears 
completely. I am alone. A great sorrow.

But I feel nothing, no grief. There is no pain. Only a dense wall of fog, a darkness, that 
absorbs my thoughts, my words, myself.


