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It is the same dream. Again and again. Nothing more, nothing less.
But everything feels so real. Like it really happens. People, who
shoot on other people. No humans. Difficult to describe, but the
look was only partly human. The clothes also look strange. They
run. Shooting at each other. His hands are hold by a man and a
woman. This difference is visible. They look around with
frightening faces, passing by some people, who are also afraid and
run away, or lying dead on the ground. Covered in blood and partly
with open eyes, where he gets the feeling that they look at him.
Everywhere are destroyed or damaged buildings, which structure are
unknown for him. Little, flying machines are shooting with laser
weapons on everything what move. Without mercy. The destination is
unknown. But the two people are familiar to him. Like they are his
parents. Both are taking him with them. Sometimes, they say
something to him, but he cannot understand one single word. The
noises of the surroundings are too loud for his ears.





A loud buzz behind him. When he turns around, he sees a ship, which
flies to them. It only takes a short time, until it begins to
shoot. The target is another ship, which is going to start. After
some hits, it begins to burn on the side. Then it explodes. Flames
spread out in all directions. Also in theirs. It comes to him and
his parents like a big, hot, burning wave. On it’s way, it catches
some people. Screaming and burning, they run around, get
unimaginable pain. Until they are lying on the ground. Dead. It
comes closer to him and his parents. He wants to scream, but no
sound comes out of his mouth. And then...










At one go, he opened the eyes and looked on a white ceiling. Beads
of sweat were on his forehead and ran down on his cheeks. With a
sound, the man soaked up the air through his mouth and breathed
out. Nothing new for him. Always the same dream, which he had so
often. Since his childhood. So real. But how did it go on? He
always woke up at the same point. He didn’t know, how often he had
this dream. After some time, he had stopped counting. First, it had
no meaning for him. But the more it repeated the more it became
real for him and brought a question: Why always the same dream?





He wanted to lift up his head and then got up slowly, but dizziness
stopped him. Everything began to turn around. When he wanted to
move his arm, it didn’t react. It was also the same with the other
one. What was going on with him? He tried it again after a short
time. Finally, he was able to lift up his head. But shortly after,
he sank down again. His body didn’t react like usual, and he became
uneasy. He soaked up the air long and deep. First slowly. Then
faster. No easing. He tried it again. This time, his arms react,
but only slowly. It felt like to raise a steel beam. But it worked,
and the man threw away the sweat from his forehead. Also the
dizziness became more less. Suddenly, he was scared. His hand. Why
did it look so different? Several bright lines went through his
hand and up to his arm. He shook the head a little bit to get it
free. After that, the man regret it, because he became dizzy again.





A hallucination. Yes, that will it be. Nothing more.





But another look and he realized, that it was no hallucination. His
other hand looked the same. Preferably, he wanted to scream.
Instead of this, the man snapped for air and tried not to get an
attack. Finally, he sank his hand and looked around. A bright room,
mostly white, but with a few dark walls. Like metal. There were
more beds around him. Some monitors were above them. No one was on.
Only the one above him. Nothing more was to be seen. Even some
chairs weren’t there. He couldn’t see them from his point of view.
Damn, where was he? Was this another dream? No, the pain felt too
real.





He tried to remember. What happened? Slowly, his memories came
back. It was in the evening. End of the workday. He left the
building of the company with some colleagues. Another hard day in
the firm. His boss had the ability to bring his employees to the
point, that the pressure became too high. Many fought with the
tears or quit the job. It was a miracle that the firm still found
new employees. Outside, they split, and he walked alone. Some
people came to his way. Cars drove on the street, until it became
more quiet. Not long anymore, and he would be at home. Then he
would lay down and forget this awful day. Suddenly, he noticed
something in the sky. A light. First, he thought it was a star, who
shined more than the others. But it became bigger and bigger.
Before he could see what it was, something came down to him. And
that’s it. His last thought, before he woke up here. What happened?
He was sure about one thing: If he would stay lying here, there
would be no answers to his questions. With a little dizziness, he
got up and used the bed for help. The clothes he wore were the
same. Shoes, Jeans, blue shirt. Even he wore his jacket. One grab
into the pocket of his pants and he felt his wallet. He put it out.
Everything was still there. Money, shopping list, ID card. Jason
Herkinster. All was correct. He looked at his picture. Brown, short
hair, blue eyes, which his ex-girlfriend liked a lot. Then he
looked to his hands, which still shined partly. A really scary, but
also fascinating look. What happened to him? Did he still looked
like in the picture? Jason’s heart hammered in his chest. He became
nervous and mixed with excitement. A mirror, He needed a mirror.
But there was no one in this room. Why was there no damn mirror?
Instead, he saw something other. A door opposite to him. After he
put his wallet back into the pocket of his pants, he moved slowly
and tried to get a feeling back into his legs. First, they refused,
but one by one, the feeling came back. Jason could move out from
the bed. One step by another. Every step was difficult for him. His
legs were too weak. But Jason made it to the door. No door knob.
Great. Angry, he looked to both sides and found a button. The door
opened and seemed to disappear in the wall completely after he used
it. For a short moment, he felt an enjoyable breeze. But Jason
pulled himself together. He put out his head carefully. First,
there was only darkness. Only the light of the room, where Jason
was. It helped to see a little bit. A wall of metal. Wonderful.
Seemed that no one cared about some variety. Carefully, he made a
step forward, as a light above him went on. There were more and
created a line to both sides. And there was no end to see. Cold
like the room. Where their led to was unclear.





“Damn, where am I?”





Like somebody heard him, a picture suddenly appeared on the wall
with a blinking point. Curiously, Herkinster went to it. It looked
like a map and showed him some different lines, which seemed to be
the corridors. A big room with something in it that looked like
letters of the alphabet. In front of it was a bright point, which
seemed to be him. He tried to read the words, but gave up after a
short time. It wasn’t possible for him to read it. No letters of
the alphabet. What kind of language was it? Jason couldn’t
recognize if it was a building, or something different. But what
surprised him more was the fact, that the picture appeared after he
had spoken his thought out loud. Did somebody hear him? If yes,
who? And where was these person or the persons? More important was
the question, what somebody wanted from him. So many questions, but
no answers.





“Hello, can somebody hear me?”





Except from an echo of his voice, there was only silence. Nothing
but silence. A pin would be heard, if someone would dropped it to
the floor.





“Anybody here?” he tried again.





No answer.





Then he got an idea.





“Where is the exit?”





Several points appeared and spread out on the map. One was a little
bit far away from his position. Jason memorized the way and
started. The more he moved, the more he became the feelings back in
his legs and could move faster. Did they look like his hands? Now
he had this thought, but at the moment for Jason was more important
where he was and how he could get away from it.





The more he moved through the corridor, more lights began to shine
and showed him the way. It seemed like there were some motion
sensors. His surrounding didn’t change. Everything looked cold and
sterile. Nothing that it made look friendly. The feeling came that
someone shouldn’t be here for a longer time. Jason Herkinster
wasn’t interested in that. He was no decorator and not here to make
it more comfortable. Why was he here? Again and again, he asked
this himself, while he went through the corridor. At one point, he
reached a fork and moved to the left. Like it was shown on the map.
Sometimes he saw some doors, but he couldn’t read the writings on
them. As long as he didn’t know where he was, he didn’t want to
take a risk. Who knows, what was behind them. At the moment, for
Jason was more important to leave this place. His heart hammered in
his chest. Nervousness and fear became stronger. Just only a few
yards. Then he had reached the target point. Right behind the next
corner. The exit. Not far away anymore. Within one’s reach.





When he bent off, Jason saw a door and stopped. Something was
written in the middle and marked in red. Jason Herkinster reached
his target. He was sure about it. His memory never left him alone.
Almost never. Slowly, he went to the door and pushed the button.





Nothing happened.





He did it again, but the door didn’t open.





“Shit!”





This couldn’t be true. So close to the finish. And then this.





He saw something. There was another one under the button, only
smaller. Curiously, he pushed it. Suddenly, the door disappeared
and showed him something he never expected.





In front of him was the outer space. Stars were to be seen in the
darkness of it. It seemed that they passed by. Nothing more. Only
black space, no planets.





He walked a few steps back, because of fear. But there was no
undertow, which tried to pull him outside. Nothing like that
happened. Like it wasn’t in front of him what he saw. He moved
forward carefully and stretched his hand. Jason breathed faster. He
didn’t know if it was a wise decision. But there was no other
possibility. His heart beat faster and faster. Until there was
resistance. It felt cold, like if the door was still there. Small,
short lightnings appeared. And when he looked closely, he could see
some parts of the door, like the label in the middle. Was this all
a projection from the outside? Didn’t the door open because of
protection?
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