
The ninth day

"And one and two and three and four, that's good, and now the same again!" Vera, in her 
exercise clothes, gives me a stern look, and I give an involuntary embarrassed grin. While 
the physical therapy exercises do help fend off boredom, I would much rather be allowed 
leave  my room today than  tomorrow for  my first  walk  outside.  Dr  Servant  promised  to 
accompany me personally, but I know that he is busy until late afternoon.
"No escape", says Vera strictly, and I submit to my fate, practising cycling and scissor kicks 
in my bed.
But fate, surprisingly, smiles on me today. Right after breakfast Dr Servant comes to see me 
in person, studies my charts at the foot of the bed, as if he hadn't already read them from his 
office, listens to an account of my progress and announces cheerfully, rubbing his hands:
"I've just got to look in on another patient. After that, I'll be expecting you in half an hour, 
ready to go out."
"But not in one of those tracksuits", I interject. I  had already regarded as an unwelcome 
esthetic  imposition  the  encounters  with  frail  pajama-  and  robe-clad  patients  hauling 
themselves along hospital corridors and tracksuited clients occupying the garden benches.
"Why, no, my dear Dr. Brandt. Your janitor, Shultz, isn't that the fellow? Well, Mr Shultz, at 
our request, has put together a bag with clothing and some personal items for you. Come, 
have a look!"With an expansive gesture he indicates a closet, pronounces an open sesame-
type command, and I can ascertain that he has not exaggerated.
I recognize underwear, two casual oufits, a synprene suit, sweaters for cool evenings on the 
balcony and my comfortable robe. Since this will be my first excursion outside, I decide on 
the  gray casual  outfit,  winding a  patterned  silk  scarf  around  my neck  and slip  into  the 
woollen robe. Every movement is still difficult, but when I command "Mirror!" and examine 
my appearance, I am satisfied. My face shows clearly the advancing healing process, and 
fine blond hair already covers my head.
Dr Servant applauds appreciatively when he comes to collect me, hands me a stick for my 
right hand and supports my left arm as we proceed slowly along the corridor.
We stop in front of  the elevator and he places a hand on the faintly shimmering sensor 
screen.
"No need for stair-climbing right on your first time out," he says, ushering me carefully into 
the  cabin.  We travel  up  one  floor,  walk  down  another  long  hallway  and  find  ourselves 
standing in front of a door with a narrow sign: Dr Henry Servant, Physician, and underneath 
another sensor screen.
He touches the screen lightly, there is a barely perceptible click, and the door glides to one 
side: "My personal realm, my dear Jason! Now there, you two, did you miss me?" He bends 
down, one hand outstretched. "You are about to meet the companions with whom l spend 
my leisure time." The companions of his leisure time offer themselves to be scratched by 
him,  wind  themselves,  purring,  around  us  with  high,  bushy  tails.  Two  blue-eyed  feline 
beauties: mid-length coats, white paws, dark faces and dark tails, one brownish-black, one 
blue-grey.
"They must be persians?", I surmise. "A couple?"
Servant  waves this off:  "Sita and Ashoka are siblings from one litter,  not  clones,  and of 
course neutered: They get on much better without a sex drive. And they are not Persians, 
but Birmans." He shakes his head indulgently. "You don't seem to know very much about 
cats," he observes, amused, as the darker one sniffs at my pants leg, looks up at me with 
deep blue eyes and elegantly stretches its body to rub its head against my right knee. "Don't 
worry, they are both non-allergenic and extremely human-friendly. Please have a seat and 
make yourself at home here with us. I will make us some tea." I sink into an oldfashioned, 
flowered easy chair and begin to relax, as Servant slips out of his white coat, with the words: 



"We're in private now." He takes off his glasses, too. He takes Japanese tea things from a 
shelf, fills the teapot with hot water and measures four spoonfuls of tea into the porcelain 
filter: "Not too strong since you are in recovery."
While the tea is brewing I look around as discreetly as possible at the furnishings. The view 
from the window over grass and shrubbery, cliffs and ocean I know well enough, although it 
does  have  a  greater  impact  from  higher  up.  What  fascinates  me  rather  more  is  the 
enormous  wall  of  books,  that  takes  up  a  good  18  foot  wall  on  one  side  of  the  room, 
relegating other fixtures almost to meaninglessness. I recognize expensively-bound classic 
editions, some in the original languages.
"Visitors are always impressed by my library", says Dr Servant, pouring me a cup of tea: 
"Chinese Keemun, subtle and flowery, just as I like it in the afternoon."
"Which system do you use to organize your books? In my experience it is difficult to create 
order and keep an overview of a stack of traditional books."
"That may be so, but I regularly spend time reading and examining them. Books need to be 
handled."
"You need a ladder for those top shelves. What's kept up there?"
"Works from ancient civilizations, for example, ordered by their place and date of origin." He 
indicates several leather-bound, gold-embossed volumes and begins to read out their titles. I 
follow his gaze to the books on the top shelf: Letters and names, too small and too distant 
for me to make them out with the naked eye. Dr Servant is reading them, while his glasses 
lie untouched on the desk.
"What  happened  your  eyes?"  I  ask  in  amazement.  "Or  do  you  know  every  title  from 
memory?" For a split second he looks caught out, then segues into an explanation:
"In actual fact, my dear Dr Brandt, my visual acuity has been one hundred and fifty percent 
above average for some time now. I simply can't leave my glasses behind. They have their 
advantages, and in the end it comes down to human habits..."
I reach for the oldfahioned spectacle frame and look through the lenses: Plain glass or at 
least some glass-like material. Perhaps he likes to hide behind the mirrored glasses.
I need some time to process the unexpected information, and I change the subject:"I would 
have expected to see more medical texts here."
"I keep the complete medical literature on memory storage, instantly accessible. With very 
few exceptions, to which I am particularly attached, it has no place in this library. After all, I 
am a researcher  of  fundamental  principles,  not  a  vulture  picking  over  other  colleagues' 
spoils. I publish very little myself, for reasons of discretion."
"Secrecy, don't you mean?"
"If you like; in any event, I am a practitioner, and in my subject, one of the best. So anyway: 
Secondary literature of any sort is something you won't find here." He observes my skeptical 
glance:
"All right, with a couple of exceptions. Principles are there to be broken occasionally."
He laughs, and just as quicky becomes serious again: "You should understand me very well 
with your preference for the original in the visual arts. Your membership in the illustrious art 
leasing circles surely costs you quite a little sum. Am I right?" He is right.
"I ought to mention that I also studied literature in my college days. A mistake - I should have 
read the poets instead.  And why? One neglects literature and fails  to go to the source, 
instead reading interpretations from the self-appointed guardians of the well - oh, what am I 
saying? Poisoners of the well! False pre-tasters, dictating their own tastes, self-appointed 
guardians of the spirit, and far too often dependent on their patrons. Then it is not even their 
own  taste  that  they  dictate  to  us."But  surely  they  can  be  of  some  assistance  to  the 
inexperienced, or to the reader who is too busy to puzzle out the core message and sense."
Triumphantly he jabs with his right index finger in the air:
"You've said it! Too busy, that means too lazy to think about anything that's not directly to do 
with sorting out daily life, virtual reality, multimedia terminals, all this stuff to simplify life and 



relieve  us  of  the  task  of  thinking.These  people  think  they  are  scientists  living  in  the 
knowledge society? I should laugh! Dealers in information, following the changing demands 
of the market, is what they are: ingratiating themselves as leaders who can save us precious 
time  and  detours.  Seducers,  time  thieves,  they  are,  putting  on  a  knowledgeable  act, 
delivering us our culture at third-hand, one-sided judgments, complacent summaries, text 
fragments ripped out of all context. Just think of the highly coveted erotic anthologies. That's 
when eroticism turns into pornography." He leans back, inhales loudly through his nose. He 
gestures dismissively. "There's nothing more to say on the subject. Shall we talk about your 
recently leased artworks instead?"
It is clear to me that he has no intention of discussing my health today, much less the cloning 
failures, and the cast-off white coat confirms this: the metamorphosis of the physician.
We sit  in  our  easy  chairs,  each  with  a  cup  of  tea  in  front  of  us  and  one  of  Servant's 
companions on our lap. "He likes you", is Servant's only comment, as the dark, bold Ashoka 
springs onto my knees, curls up and, with a great yawn, drops his head onto his front paws 
and closes his eyes. 'He likes you'. That sounds familiar...
"Magnificent animals," I say. "You ought to clone both of them, gift them the fabled cat's nine 
lives. Aren't you tempted at all? I mean, then you could enjoy the two of them for twice or 
three times as long, as long as you choose: always the same companions for your leisure 
time."
"Not the same ones! They would be similar, maybe even as similar as twins, but the same? 
Never."
"But cats get sick and die eventually too. How do you deal with that?"
"I treat their illnesses myself, but even I can't protect them from death, or myself from the 
pain of parting. Anything else would be pure illusion." Servant massages his cat's neck. He is 
silent.
Illness and death, heartache: perfectly sensible reasons for me never to tie my life up with a 
pet.
So I change the subject, question him about the esthetics and functions of the clinic complex 
and praise the flexible design of my room; we discuss contemporary architecture, various 
works of art, my dragonfly collection, and end up on the subject of the island's flora and 
fauna.
"A paradise where we work and research for a future paradise. You, my dear Jason, are one 
of the privileged beneficiaries of our program."
Ashoka sleeps on,  a warm, not unpleasant  weight  on my lap. Only as our conversation 
draws to a close do I cautiously wake him and send him on his way with a friendly pat. Dr 
Servant smiles again.
We are both standing at the door to the hall, I supporting myself with the stick, he still busy 
with the closing mechanism of his doctor's coat. Then he offers me his arm, and just as we 
came two hours ago, we proceed back to my room.
I  am churned up inside:  nearly  two hours we  were  chatting,  and never  touched on the 
question that has been eating me up since yesterday. Dr Servant accompanies me to the 
chair beside my bed, arranges the cushions for me, waits until I am sitting comfortably. Only 
as he is about to take his leave, it bursts out of me: "You know all about that clone's psycho-
terrorizing of  me yesterday morning;  why are you ignoring it? Why on earth is  he even 
staying here, or being held here?"
"My dear Jason, I will discuss anything you like, as soon as you are ready for it, and don't 
you see that  you have just  answered your own question? Just  like his archetype,  he is 
unstable  and threatens  to  get  out  of  control.  The bizarre self-destruction  of  your  imago 
destabilized him even more, and we must attempt to take him in hand, before we return him 
to society.  It  takes time." With secret satisfaction I observe that,  this time, Dr Servant is 
avoiding my gaze, otherwise his purported self-confidence would annoy me even more:
"Don't you think that recently rather too much has gotten out of your control?"



With a sigh he summons up an explanation: "Whether we like it or not, my dear Jason, you 
appear to be the only member of your family who has any respect for our efforts here - all of 
the others resist us. The time seems right now to explain some fundamentals to you:
By nature all imagos have an increased risk of instability. Not everybody embraces life and 
thanks his parents for it, and as far as imagos go: their very creation, still more their life's 
purpose  must  seem pure  despotism to  them.  All  the  same,  and  we  take  pride  in  this, 
generally  we  can  reconcile  them  with  their  mission,  and  thus  with  their  lives.  No  life, 
including that of a cloned being, may be defined solely by such purposes; the imagos have 
to freely find their personal meaning in life just like any other person." 
"That  may be,  but  how do  you  explain  such  an  outburst  of  aggression,  hate  even,  as 
yesterday's?"
"The  consequence  of  a  personal  crisis.  We are  constantly  working  on  channelling  and 
defusing aggression. Regular sport and exercise is a part of that. We promote even exotic, 
expensive sports, as long as they don't carry a high risk of injury. Incidentally: other than 
sport and games, which aren't everybody's thing, cybergaming delivers much more here, 
and our world is saturated with it anyway. The games are well-received here, and some of 
our protégés are members of well-known clans."
Servant  pulls  up  the  second  chair,  laboriously  seats  himself,  and  I  think  of  the 
cybermatadors, who are celebrated like conventional elite athletes and earn their living as 
pros. I still have no enthusiasm for the activity, preferring even traditional chess; though I 
don't rule out that in retirement some complex game of strategy might yet reel me in.
At the beginning of the century the shooter games were blamed for killing sprees - in my 
opinion a cheap excuse for socio-political failures; I recall one case in Germany that was 
discussed with ludicrous ignorance, where a youth felt robbed of all life perspectives by a 
misguided schooling policy, and caused a bloodbath among teachers and fellow students. I 
hold  that  the  causes of  such  shooting  sprees  are  always  multifactorial.  That  is  why,  to 
prevent similar  catastrophes,  it  has been compulsory for decades now to supplement the 
highly realistic scenarios with certain unreal elements, coupled with subliminal suggestion 
that  points  out  the  unreal  status  of  the  game  characters.  Excesses  such  as  abuse  of 
cybercorpses are now frowned upon."I hope I am not disturbing your train of thought, but I 
would like to conclude my explanation." Dr Servant, of course!
He  has  stretched  out  his  legs,  folded  his  hands across  his  belly  and  is  waiting  for  my 
undivided attention.
"Since the players want to be active within the game, and not outside it, they have need of 
cyberhoods, or even better, multisensory suits. Their use enables the collection of a whole 
range of physiological and neurological data, and concerning profiles are promptly reported. 
At  which  point  the  state  mental  health  authorities  take  on  those  potentially  dangerous 
players. In fact we have in gaming an excellent diagnostic and preventative tool, and now, 
adequate treatment options too.
As an attorney I don't  need the benefits for our society explained to me, after all,  I  was 
involved during its development.
Sanctimoniously I  agree with him: "How right  you are.  At  least  here in the States youth 
violence has decreased sharply, and the gang culture that was so feared is also in decline: 
all  thanks  to  technologically  controlled  mental  hygiene."  Pause.  Then  my well-prepared 
question: "Why don't you completely eradicate human aggression?"
He smiles gently, speaks didactically, as if to a dim-witted child: "Why Jason, you know well 
that a certain degree of natural aggression is necessary and inextricably linked to evolution. 
What would become of our self-preservation and survival strategies? Yours and mine, too. 
It's just about preventing excess and misdirection. Take the modern shooters. They demand 
not only fine motor skills, rapid reactions and teamwork, like before, but now much more in 
the way of tactics and strategy, the intelligence to plan ahead; after all, the players are thrust 
into an unfamiliar landscape full of concealed hazards and traps, and they have to solve 



complex tasks like freeing hostages in rounds that take much longer now. The prototype, 
Counterstrike, looked terribly unsophisticated in comparison.
These days protection of minors is built in, as the equipment takes a precise biometric age 
reading, and is even programmed to prevent excessive gaming. And researchers have not 
been idle, either.
Where  the  challenges  I  just  mentioned  are  insufficient,  we  are  testing  modified  military 
simulators. They offer higher stress factors as a result of their realism, for example heat, 
cold, the strict order of command - they even inflict pain when you get hit. They allow us to 
reach very detailed conclusions about human nature.
Granted, no human invention is perfect, and that brings us round to the problem of your 
imago again. Despite all our precautionary measures he managed to mislead us. An using 
his mental wiles, at  that,  while we were absorbed with our trusted technical possibilities, 
perhaps our american heritage coming to the fore." He grins apologetically. "Regrettably we 
still do not fully understand the situation, but my impression is that he acted rather like a 
hero of German idealism: He threw away his own life and, in so thumbing his nose at us and 
at you, considered himself the moral victor. We were unable to prevent it. Just as in society 
at large we can greatly reduce the incidence of suicide, but never completely eradicate it, 
unless we kept the whole population under the influence of psychiatric medication.
In the end,  the option of  freely chosen suicide is  the final,  perhaps even life-preserving 
element of human freedom and individual responsibility. At least when the deed is not the 
result of a mental short circuit; ideally it should be preceded by intensive deliberation, as with 
the  ancient  philosophers.  That  contemplation  may  conclude  in  world-weariness,  the 
conviction of having lived long enough, like Zeno, or then again to the pride of Sisyphus in 
not giving up in an absurd world."
"And him? Which motive do you ascribe to him?" I  avoid the word imago, without  quite 
knowing why.
"I can't imagine it was either world-weariness or a snap decision. He was always friendly and 
relaxed  with  his  comrades,  it  was  only  towards  us,  the  authority  figures,  that  a  slight 
rebelliousness was sometimes observed. As a matter of principle we try to avoid infantilizing 
our wards insofar as possible, and we did not suspect anything when he abruptly dropped 
out of cybergaming. Unfortunately we focussed too much on his outward aggression and it 
taught us a lesson."
Servant had released his hands and turned the palms upwards, as if expecting absolution 
from the heavens for the recent failures and catastrophes.
A priestly gesture,  I  muse,  let  him wait,  since I  know well  that  it  is  merely the helpless 
gesture of an agnostic. And I? I am struck, contrary to expectation, by the pain of the second 
loss of my son, as it were, a pain that is followed immediately by the comforting thought that 
we could still get in touch again, after all this is over, and be reconciled.
Of course, the psychoformer. Before I can wonder any longer about my new extravagant 
willingness  for  reconciliation,  Dr  Servant  pushes  himself  out  of  his  chair  with  a  heavy 
exhalation and closes the subject optimistically: "In any event, we shall refine our methods 
further: today's puzzles are tomorrow's certainties."
"Please do me the honour again soon", he says in farewell, his eyes concealed behind the 
mirrored lenses.
"Most certainly, Dr Servant", I say, thinking: who has really given whom the honour here?
I return to my bed, stretch out in the clean sheets and think some more on the matter, how 
cyberspace provides  a much greater  audience for  youthful  attention-seeking than a  few 
street fights ever did...
I soon tire of the pointless thoughts. I think of Ann. Where is she, and why hasn't she called? 
They allowed Glenn to speak to me, so why not Ann? Does she not know where I am and 
that I miss her, that I cannot find her anywhere but in my dreams - and I start to dream 
again...



... I am dancing. With great steps I bisect the circle, step around the sacred thirteen, the fifty-
two years of the calendar round, I, Xochipilli, God of love and of dance. Flowers garland my 
dress, and as I spin faster, whirling with outstretched arms across the stone of time, bright 
birds fly to me, their leader a quetzal with magnificently billowing feathers, a messenger from 
Tlaloc's paradise. Blossom petals swirl around me, shaken down from blooming trees and 
spring bushes in colourful spirals.
Through the petals Ann's face appears, her hand touches mine, and we dance together 
across time. We dance, wrapped close and closer together, behind us temples and palaces 
sink into the jungle, the end of the fifth age nears. She embraces me more tightly, and I 
struggle for air in her grasp: and suddenly she is gone, and I dance alone. No longer alone, 
as I first thought. She is with me again: her clear forehead above my forehead, her soft 
brown cheek on my cheek, her wide open mouth with the still full, curve of her lips above my 
mouth,  and I  peer  through the chiselled cavities,  through which the eyes,  still  her  eyes, 
looked out at me. Her throat, her pale body, her breasts and small light-brown nipples and 
my body: one at last! I dance in the holy communion of our bodies, preserved forever in her - 
and held high in both hands I hold her heart, offer it in sacrifice to the weary sun.
And then I am the sun, I accept the lifegiving sacrifice, feel my declining strength return: A 
new beginning, and eternity. Yes, forever the fifth age will endure...


