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7. Resürrection 

 
 

"The drops of the Aqua eterna made their way to my 

mother's lips with the ease of a bumblebee dipping its 

dancing wings into the calyx of a foxglove flower." 
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The Experiment 

 

n the pale, far too narrow hospital corridor, 

I thought I was going to suffocate. I felt like 

tearing open the windows, tearing down the 

walls, flooding the corridors with the sea of life. 

But there was nothing I could do. I was trapped 

– trapped in my despair, trapped in my stupidity, 

through which I had wasted my mother's last 

days with a childish scavenger hunt. 

  

I 
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Behind the cold umbilical cord of the infusion 

tubes, my mother looked strangely disfigured. 

She hardly appeared to be 

herself any more. She was 

only an object of the 

apparatus, a helpless 

piece of matter subjected 

to an external will. 

Involuntarily, I had to think of the piles of bones 

in the catacombs of Vienna. It wouldn't be long 

before my mother, too, would be such a heap of 

bones, lost indistinguishably among countless 

other debris of life. 

Mechanically, my mother's lungs inflated and 

collapsed again. Shortly after I had received the 

call from the hospital, she had fallen into a 

coma. And the way the doctors were talking to 

me, it was unlikely that she would come out of it 

again. 

So what did I have to lose? I groped for the 

bottle with the "Aqua eterna". Well packed, it 

was waiting in my jacket pocket for its grand 
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entrance. When I held the glass up to the light, 

the saleswoman's 

fingerprints were 

visible on it – large, 

circular arcs that 

converged towards the 

inside like a galactic 

spiral nebula. 

I unscrewed the bottle and held the dropper 

vertically over my mother's lips. I was well 

aware that this was a pure act of helplessness, 

an act of defiance to prove to myself that my 

stay in Vienna had not been in vain after all. Yet 

I did not pause in my actions, yet I did what I 

thought I had to do. 

I had expected that most of the drops would run 

down my mother's cheeks. But instead they 

nestled against her lips as if they were made of 

honey and then seeped into her very slowly. 
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A hint of spring 

emanated from the 

whole process, like 

when a bumblebee 

makes its way into the 

calyx of a foxglove 

flower. 

I stared so spellbound at my mother's lips that I 

didn't even pay attention to how much of the 

essence I was pouring into her. Only when the 

bottle was empty did I step back from the bed. 

To my great disappointment, the remedy did not 

have the slightest effect. My mother continued 

to lie impassively on her back, a mere 

appendage of the infusion tubes that mercilessly 

counted down the seconds with their regular 

drip. 

Basically, I hadn't expected anything else. It was 

clear to me that the "Aqua eterna" was a 

charlatanry, a mere marketing stunt to boost 

sales of quite ordinary water, perhaps mixed 

with a few fragrances. Nevertheless, I was 

disappointed that there was no effect. Secretly, I 
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had to admit to myself, I had still hoped for a 

miracle. 

 

Miraculous Transformation 

 

I rose from the chair I had moved next to my 

mother's bed and went to the door. The infusion 

solution had almost run out. The nurse would 

surely have changed the bottle soon, but I 

thought I'd better tell her, just to be on the safe 

side. In a situation like this, every second could 

count. 

I had already pushed down the door handle 

when the machines suddenly signalled that my 

mother's pulse was accelerating. For God's sake, 

I thought – had I poisoned her with the "Aqua 

eterna" in the end? After all, I didn't know what 

ingredients this devilish stuff contained! 

I rushed back to the bed. My mother was 

restless, a tremor ran over her body and made 

her fingers perform little dance steps as if pulled 

by marionette strings. Her lips quivered, her 
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eyelids twitched. My 

hand closed tightly 

around hers. 

At last she suddenly 

cleared her throat, 

which turned into a 

cough – and then she 

opened her eyes. For an endless moment she 

looked at me without saying anything, as if she 

had to feel her way back into this life she had 

almost left. 

"Oh, it's you, boy," she finally whispered in a 

weak voice. "How wonderful that you are here!" 

"Mum!" I exclaimed. "Are you all right? Are you 

in pain?" 

Instead of an answer, she reached out her hand 

for me and stroked my cheek. "I'm fine," she 

murmured. "Only my mouth ... it's a bit dry ... 

Could you perhaps give me ..." 

"Yes, of course – water," I stammered, "water 

..." I was completely beside myself. The words 

dripped out of my mouth without me being 

aware of their meaning. 
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Since apparently no one had expected my 

mother to drink anything herself again, there 

was no water bottle by her bed. So I rushed 

headlong into the corridor to get one. 

"My mother!" I shouted to the nurse who was 

the first to cross my path. "She wants something 

to drink! Water! I need water!" 

The nurse was as surprised as I was at the 

unforeseen turn of events. Obviously, my 

mother had long since been given up. But now, 

when against all medical prognosis and 

empirical probability she was getting better 

again, she suddenly became an object of 

scientific interest. 

The immediately initiated examinations not only 

showed that the thrombus had completely 

dissolved. Furthermore, the tumour on the 

pancreas had become noticeably smaller. A 

complete surgical removal suddenly seemed 

possible again. Even the head physician became 

involved, as the case offered material for a 

scientific publication that was sure to attract the 

attention of experts. 
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The doctors suspected that the reason for the 

patient's miraculous recovery was a new type of 

medicine against thrombosis that they had 

administered to my mother. If – as they 

assumed – it could also effectively cure 

pancreatic cancer, that would of course be like 

winning the lottery – which the pharmaceutical 

industry would reward accordingly. 

As for the aqua eterna, I preferred not to 

mention it. The doctors wouldn't have listened 

to me anyway – and I myself could hardly 

believe that my mother's resurrection had 

anything to do with it. 

 

The Lord of the Fire 

 

A few days later, it was foreseeable that my 

mother would leave the hospital practically 

cured. At this point, a tremendous exhaustion 

suddenly spread through me. Only now did I feel 

the constant tension of the past days, the 

permanent fear for my mother, combined with 
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the restless endeavour to find a rescue for the 

seemingly lost one. 

In the morning, I had spent some time with my 

mother in the clinic. She had recovered well 

from the operation and was even able to stand 

up again. 

During a walk 

through the green 

area next to the 

hospital, we had 

made plans for the 

future. Next spring, 

my mother wanted 

to finally fulfill her 

dream of a cruise to the North Cape, for which 

she had been saving for so long. Before that, I 

was supposed to help her wallpaper the living 

room. 

When I got home at noon, I could hardly stand 

on my feet. Such a leaden tiredness weighed 

down my limbs that I had no choice but to lie 

down. I had arranged to meet my mother again 

in the afternoon, so I just wanted to rest a little. 



12 
 

When I woke up again, it was already pitch dark 

in the flat – I had slept through until evening. 

Startled, I called my mother – but she seemed to 

be coping quite well without me. 

"Don't worry about me," she reassured me. "I'm 

feeling much better – I never thought that a 

hospital could be such a fountain of youth. 

Besides, my room neighbour invited me to the 

cafeteria. He's a real old-school gentleman, even 

though he's a few years younger than me. Just 

imagine – he's a restorer and lived in Vienna for 

a long time!" 

When the conversation ended, there was a 

peculiar emptiness inside me. At the same time, 

I felt hunger gnawing at me. No wonder, I hadn't 

eaten anything all day. 

I decided to get my favourite food at the Asian 

snack bar around the corner. Outside the door, 

however, the smell of barbecue from the new 

sausage stand hit my nose. Hungry as I was, I 

spontaneously decided to change my mind. 

"A portion of fries with mayo, please!" I called 

out to the grill master. 
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The man turned around and gazed at me with 

his imposing belly hump, a sort of pantry 

attached to the body. Apparently, he was 

himself his best customer. He eyed me as if I had 

just submitted an application to be his assistant. 

"You know what?" he suggested to me with a 

kind of rough caring. "I'll give you a double 

portion! I'm about to close anyway, and you are 

skinny enough to put it to good use." 

His face reflected the 

glow of the grill, and 

his eyes shone like 

the tip of a lance that 

a blacksmith had just 

hardened in his fire. 

 

Alpha and Omega 

 

Strange – why do I think I remember a 

mischievous glare in the man's gaze now, after I 

have eaten the fries with great appetite? Why 

do I feel as if the corners of his mouth twitched 

insidiously when he handed me the food? After 
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all, it was nice of him to give me the second 

portion for free! 

Admittedly, the frying fat had already gone a bit 

rancid. It probably hadn't been changed since 

the morning. So I was indeed abused a bit as a 

garbage disposal – and that's exactly how I feel 

now. 

Indisposition as a result of a meal that is not 

quite digestible is nothing new for me, of 

course.  Like everyone else, I have experienced 

this kind of thing many times. But the symptoms 

I am suffering from now feel somehow different. 

They remind me more of the symptoms my 

mother told me about at the first signs of her 

cancer. 

This feeling of pressure in the upper abdomen 

that radiates into the back has nothing to do 

with the usual stomach upsets. Moreover, I have 

the impression that my eyes show a slight 

yellowish tint. But of course, that could also be 

due to the dim lighting in the bathroom. 

All this is probably just a consequence of the 

mental stress I have been experiencing over the 
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last few days. Something like that can easily 

cause you to perceive things that actually only 

exist in your imagination. 

The best thing for me will be to go to bed as 

usual. Surely everything will be back to normal 

in the morning. 

Like in the fairy tales: And then all will be well … 
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