
After a while I was lifted onto a stretcher by two men wearing see-through plastic 
gloves, and I was carried off none too ceremoniously, down a slope through the 
bushes to a waiting ambulance.  
The man with the cigarette had plenty of time to finish it before the ambulance drove 
off – they weren’t in any kind of hurry, it seemed. This infuriated me! I was obviously 
alive (else how could I see all this, and how could I think so clearly) and yet nobody 
seemed to care! 
I was hovering above my body in the ambulance. Nobody had put an oxygen mask 
over my face or stuck any needles into me or whatever else they usually do to people 
in ambulances. Nobody was even looking at my body except me. The fucking 
shitters! 
After quite a drive the ambulance stopped at the rear entrance of a dark building, I 
was carried out on the stretcher by the same two men with the gloved hands, into the 
building, down a brightly-lit corridor towards a metallic door that looked like the 
entrance to a submarine or a space-capsule to me. The door was opened, I was carried 
inside and half dragged, half rolled from the stretcher onto a shiny metallic table 
inside a metallic chamber. I was left there and the submarine-door was shut behind 
me.  
It was pitch dark, but somehow this didn’t stop me from “feeling” the shapes nearby. 
There was another body on a similar table further off. Else the chamber was empty. 
I didn’t feel the cold, but I knew this was a fridge for dead people.  
So I was dead! 
 
Of course I didn’t believe this for too long. If I could think, I must have had a 
functioning brain to think with, thus I couldn’t be dead. Surely I was just dreaming. 
The man shaking his head after taking my pulse, the trip in the ambulance without an 
oxygen mask, the brightly-lit corridor and the cold chamber at the end, all this wasn’t 
real. In a minute I would wake up in a freshly made hospital bed in a sparklingly 
clean hospital room and be greeted by the anxious faces of some selected relatives 
sitting around my bed, waiting for me to open my eyes at last! And I would tell them: 
“Pooooh, what a dream I had!” 
Or maybe even the fall from the highway-bridge was part of the dream. Then of 
course the whole drive home from my girlfriend’s place had to be part of the dream 
too. Maybe I hadn’t left her that night, after all, and any minute now I would wake up 
to the agreeable sensation of getting my penis massaged! 
But somehow I knew it wasn’t so. 
A more ominous explanation came to my mind. Maybe everything was real, and it 
was taken for granted that I was dead, just I wasn’t! My brain was still working, and I 
would be dissected, then buried, alive!!! 
I didn’t believe in this for very long either. I’m too realistic for such a belief. If my 
brain could produce such complex thoughts, then it must be properly oxygenated, 
which means that my heart must be pumping blood at a suitable rate and that my body 
must be breathing properly. These sturdy outward signs of life just couldn’t have 
remained undetected by the team who brought me here. It might be possible that 
someone would seem dead while he isn’t, but not while being fully conscious. That’s 
just absurd! 
So it was all a dream. It had to be. In a minute I would wake up, either in a hospital 
bed or in the arms of my girlfriend! 
My thoughts were going back and forth like this when the door to the chamber was 
unlocked, then slowly, almost reluctantly, opened. Someone with a torch was coming 



in. He shone the beam of the torch around in the chamber, scratched his nose and was 
about to turn back when he suddenly hesitated.  
Ah, ah! Maybe he could hear someone breathing! Maybe he could sense that my body 
(which was still a meter or two below me, as if I was hovering above it) was still 
alive. Hey, this would be fodder for a horror-story – the night-watchman suddenly 
realizing that he was not alone in the morgue! 
He walked past me. He was a night-watchman alright, in a heavy, uncomfortable-
looking uniform, a bag full of keys and other equipment hanging at his waist. He 
didn’t pay the slightest attention to my body. I was quite offended! Where on earth 
was he going? 
Aha, he was going to look at the other body, the body of a young woman… 
That would be something if you suddenly found someone in the morgue whom you 
thought was still alive! Could be his sister, or his girlfriend, who got run-over and 
brought here while he was doing his rounds! 
No, his interest in that body was of a completely different nature. Inwardly I groaned. 
He couldn’t know that someone was watching his every move. He thought he was 
alone. Come on, he still wasn’t going to fuck that dead body, was he? I mean, what if 
they found some sperm-samples from him on it afterwards? 
I suddenly realized I could sense his thoughts, somehow, or perhaps just his moods. In 
any case I suddenly felt something of what he was probably feeling. It was indistinct, 
but it was there. Vague feelings about which I was sure that they weren’t my own… 
Admiration. There was something like admiration in him as he moved his torch up 
and down that naked body. Admiration and even something like awe. Was he awed 
because she was dead, by the mystery of death? No, he was awed because in his eyes 
she was beautiful, a beautiful young woman… 
For a split second there was something like pure innocence radiating from this bulky 
man in his bulky uniform with the bulky bags at his waist. Then his thoughts turned 
somewhat dirtier. 
 


