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         First act

          
   

         It’s a day that starts like all other days. The air is heavy, and everything seems tedious and purposeless. When he drags himself out of bed, he is greeted by an incomprehensible resistance that feels like a heavy pressure. This day seems immensely gray and gloomy. Nothing can make him feel even the slightest bit different. It’s an ordinary day.

         He is a mediocre man living a trivial life. Admittedly, young. At least relatively. But being a decent age isn’t much of an advantage when everything else feels meaningless and, especially, lonely. He does have a job. Something that should give him a sense of purpose and an inner drive. He has a roof over his head, and he pays his bills on time, too. He lives an ordinary and unremarkable life. Of course, he should straighten his back and be pleased with himself. That’s what society says – just enough is good enough. No more, no less. You should politely decline if you want more, because greed is an ugly trait. He is stuck in a spiral of insignificance, not really understanding why. He doesn’t have the energy to make a change. And his belief in change has escaped his body a long time ago to occupy someone more susceptible instead.

         He feels his morning wood push against the fabric of his underwear, which fits him too loosely around his waist. He wants to pull on it, stroke it and allow its presence. But out of habit, he dismisses these thoughts. Instead, he looks out of the window with a bent back and tired, squinting eyes. All he sees is concrete and empty stares as yet another day begins. He slowly gets dressed, putting on one neatly-folded garment from the chair at a time. He does his morning routine, locks the door and checks the handle one extra time just in case. A force of habit. To make sure it’s right. Not that it matters. Nothing does anymore. But still.

         Then he begins the morning stroll to work. He walks through blocks that look identical. He passes faces that seem to sleep behind thin veils that make them experience the world from his perspective. Nothing is the way he wants it to be, yet every day he accepts it. He lets himself follow the stream day after day, from morning until night. He lives every day without seeing a purpose, without feeling like he has done anything valuable. Has he lived? Technically. Breathed. Moved. Had thoughts and feelings, even though they weren’t on the positive side of the spectrum. He does do things, even though they don’t have any purpose or meaning. But what is a day really worth when it will be trivial at best? He knows life should be more than this, and that this is not fair to himself. He knows that, he’s not stupid. Still, he feels unable to act on it. Or think properly.

         As he walks, a longing hits him. A longing that he is quick to suppress. The longing whispers: men. He brushes it away before it can stick to him, afraid of what he can’t bring himself to do. He knows very well that once it sticks, it’s harder to conquer. He has been there before. Him. He needs to conquer his desire, there is no other option. If you don’t dare to do something, you simply can’t do it. So, he frees himself from the thought before it grabs a hold of him. Hurries to work with quicker steps. His workplace is a space contained within bleak walls and a low ceiling. He hurries without thinking, and the only thing he notices is how his feet work together with steady movements.

         This particular day isn’t like any other day. It’s a day that will surprise him in ways he could never have imagined. He could never have guessed it when he woke up this morning. He wouldn’t even have dreamed of something so far away from the normal probabilities of his everyday life.

         It all happens when he is about to clock in. In the changing room, he finds a see-through bottle with a liquid substance on the top shelf in his locker. The bottle isn’t very big, and probably holds about one deciliter liquid. The object shines so brightly, it fills the room with light. The liquid is glowing and catches his eyes as soon as he opens the locker. The elixir, the liquid in the bottle, is red. Mighty and strange. Like a fire burning, like ember. Everything else feels peripheral. But what is the bottle doing in his locker? Who put it there? 

         There is a note next to the elixir that says:

          
   

          “Take away the stone,” Jesus said. “But, Lord,” said Martha, the sister of the dead man, “by this time there is a bad odor, for he has been there four days.” Then Jesus said, “Did I not tell you that if you believe, you will see the glory of God?” So they took away the stone. Then Jesus looked up and said, “Father, I thank you that you have heard me. I knew that you always hear me, but I said this for the benefit of the people standing here, that they may believe that you sent me.” When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” The dead man came out, his hands and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth around his face.

          
   

         Gospel of John 11:39-43

          
   

         He looks at the time. He doesn’t understand, and there is no time to think. He needs to clock in, so that he doesn’t do anything out of the ordinary. He has never been late before. He has always done what’s expected of him. So, he does what he always does – he starts working. Doing without thinking. Thinking without paying attention. Feeling as if he has accepted the fact that he’s sinking in quicksand. Sinking without actually moving. When night falls, he is tired as usual, but he also has a sore throat. It scares him. He has never missed a single day of work. He can’t be sick. He knows that’s not how his job works. You need to work every single day – because that’s what you agreed on. And if you made an agreement, you need to stick to it.

         He remembers the elixir that was in his locker. Where did he put it? He searches his pockets. Yes, he brought it home with him. He carefully folds his clothes and puts them on the chair. Straight lines. First the heavier garments, and the lighter ones on top. He lays down in his bed and looks at the bottle with eyes too alert to go to sleep. Something is going on with his throat, he can feel it. Not a lot, but enough to feel risky. Perhaps he should try the elixir, he thinks. Maybe it’s dangerous, maybe not. Maybe it will have an effect, maybe it won’t. He takes a sip without thinking very much about the risks or possibilities. He lets the liquid fill his mouth and swallows it in one gulp. The red color looks exactly like blood – violent and grand. And what does it taste like? Does it taste like anything he ever tasted before?
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