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Doświadczenie


I shook awake and was immediately met with the incredible stench of dried blood. I felt a sharp pain in my eyes. When I attempted to use them, I was met with nothing more than an empty void. I tried moving but I was bound to the chair I was sitting on. The cold steel, of what I thought might be shackles, scraped against the skin on my wrists as I pulled on them. I had no idea how long I had been held captive, but I was set on breaking free.


That horrible taste of cloth in my mouth disgusted me. I tried to see if there was anyone around, but was only able to produce a muffled bark. I sat still and listened for anyone else’s movement but silence quickly became the loudest sound I could hear. My cold solitude became quickly apparent. I started to restlessly probe my brain for how I might’ve gotten where I was and why. I couldn’t remember anything.


I suddenly heard the sound of scraping rust. It sounded like a metal latch had been moved in front of me. I was no longer alone, but was that a good thing? The creak of a heavy door being forced open filled the room and gave me a clue that I was in some kind of cell. I had no idea why I would be locked up, but I hoped I’d find out soon. I tried to let out another word, trying to question where I was, but again was prevented by my vocal restraint.


“Hello, Daniel,” a voice came through the creaking of the door. I remembered. My name is Daniel Symanski. The voice was speaking German, but I was able to understand it. “I hope my medicine is treating you well. I know the chair might be a bit uncomfortable, but you will have to bear with me, they don’t want rats sitting on real furniture,” the voice continued. I felt the urge to jump up and strangle him, but I was very methodically secured to my chair. I growled through the gag.


I heard the sound of heels clicking on the concrete floor and the squeaking of wheels as something rolled into the room. “Here are your tools, doctor,” a voice, distinctly female this time, spoke softly. She continued, “Is there anything else you need me to do?”


“Please check on number five down the hall. If he’s awake, administer serum nine. I will be here with number two. Once you get back, we can attempt the treatment again.” The numbers were making my head spin. Was I some kind of patient there? Who was number five? Did I agree to these treatments?


I felt the cloth get loosened, giving my lips a largely welcomed relief. It felt as if my mouth had been bound since the day I was born. I realized I would now be able to speak, “Where am I? Who-”

“Please Daniel, let’s be civilized. None of that rat speech.”


I realized that in my panic I had been speaking in my native tongue. I made an attempt at German, “Where am I?” The only response I received was the sound of pencil scribbling on paper. I kept asking, “Who are you? Why am I here?” The scribbling continued, making me a bit impatient, “Why can’t I see?” That incessant sound of the pencil started to drive me insane. “Speak!” I shouted, but the scribbling only continued. I pulled at my shackles, wanting desperately to grab the doctor to force words out of his mouth. The scribbling continued even more.


As I tried to break free, I heard the clicking of heels coming back into the room. “I applied the serum you requested, doctor,” she said as she came closer. “Would you like me to retie the muzzle on this patient?” she asked as the clicking came around behind me.


“Yes, please, I have all the data I need,” the doctor replied.


I once again felt the stinging pull of cloth against my mouth. That foul taste entered my mouth again making me wonder if they ever washed that rag. I continued trying to shout, but knew nothing would come of it. I then heard the sound of small metal tools tapping against each other. The heels behind me clicked their way to the sound of the tools. It seems the assistant was helping the doctor with something. I had no idea what it could be, nor did I want to find out.


“Daniel, you know exactly why you’re here. I don’t understand why you keep forgetting.” The doctor’s voice came from right over the tapping. “I’ve told you so many times now. You are a patient here, and we are trying to make you better.” The stench of his lies overpowered the essence of the blood that seemed to permeate the room. I came to realize the blood must’ve been my own.


The assistant’s heels started clicking toward me again, “Shall I hook him up again, doctor?”


“Yes, please. Also, once you’re done there, help me get this machine calibrated. I hate this blasted technology,” the doctor responded.

The clicking stopped right at my feet. I heard the ruffling of clothes as her sweet perfume filled my nose, masking the unpleasantness of the room. I now felt her warm breath on my face as the soft skin of her hands caressed my cheek. I caught the soft aroma of rubber and metal. It reminded me of working with my uncle in his toyshop. I would connect the little wires and pins that made the toys move. 

I suddenly felt a sharp puncture in my left eye, sending an excruciating pain that shook my entire body. I had never felt anything like it. I let out a muffled scream, trying to break free and end my misery. I felt a warm liquid trickle down my face. The torturous sting only became even greater when I felt the same jab in my right eye. My face became numb from the agony. I heard the clicking of the assistant’s heels go back toward the doctor.

“Now, Daniel, please be calm. This will only take a few minutes,” the doctor said, apparently trying to get me to relax. I shook violently in response, trying desperately to get whatever they had done off of me. “Ah, thank you, Ermelinda. I would never be able to get this silly machine working without you,” I heard the doctor say over my own muffled screaming. I was tired from pulling on my restraints for so long. I slowed my movement, panting loudly, waiting for whatever it was they were about to do. “I see you’ve tired yourself out, Daniel. That will help us immensely in treating you,” the doctor said in my direction.

That’s when I heard the sound of that lever being pulled. Slowly, a high-pitched noise started to emanate from where the doctor and assistant were standing. It started getting louder and more high-pitched. A dark terror filled me; I started frantically shouting. The energy I lost had immediately returned to me as I continued once again to try and break free. I felt a warm liquid trickle down my wrists as the wear and tear of the shackles started to take their toll on my skin.

“Experiment four-five-one, test subject two, attempt number one,” the doctor said. Again, I heard that tormenting sound of pencil scribbling on paper. Then the doctor shouted, “Clear!” For a moment, for the first time since I awoke in this forsaken place, I saw something other than black. The image of a beautiful bluish white filled my mind. For a moment, I was profoundly amazed at how glorious the color of it was. Sadly, when that moment was over, my entire body went numb as it shook against my will. I felt my muscles vibrate with the pulse of a humming bird. I lost consciousness not long after that.

I later awoke to the smell of burned flesh, a relentlessly throbbing pain in my eyes, and an unbearable soreness in my wrists. I once again saw only black. I made some gibberish sounds through the cloth in my mouth, trying to see if there was anyone still in the room, but I seemed to be hopelessly alone. Sitting there, quietly, gave me some time to think, to try and remember who I was. People’s faces came to my mind, but who they were I couldn’t figure out. Whoever they were, I was certainly hoping they were faring better than I was.

I was lost in thought for some time before I was jolted by the sound of shouting coming from somewhere in the distance. I distinctly heard a Polish man screaming at the top of his lungs, obviously wanting to get out. His voice was met with the sound of Germans screaming, trying to get him back into his room. The shouting started to quickly come toward me. Suddenly, a loud blast went off, followed by a thud on the floor outside of my door. I feared what would happen if I ever managed to finally get out of this chair. I didn’t really know where I’d go if I managed to escape, and if they were killing patients, I didn’t think attempting to escape would be any safer than staying right here.

I heard a slightly muffled voice in front of me. I was pretty sure it was the doctor, “Get rid of this filth, we don’t want number five interfering with the other experiments!” I remembered the doctor mentioning number five before. What did the serum do to cause him to go crazy like this? I heard burley grunts outside the door followed by the sound of something sliding down the hall away from the door. The rusty latch slid open again, allowing the door to loudly rumble open.

“Hello, Daniel,” the doctor’s voice came through the door, “sorry about the noise. It’s nothing to be worried about. One of the patients was just a little bit too antsy; we had to calm him down. He won’t be bothering us anymore. Have you been resting well?”

I responded with a deep groan.

“Excellent. Well, we will be back to check up on you tomorrow. Until then, sleep well.” The heavy door’s hinges cracked as it was pulled closed. I heard the latch clap into place, locking me in again.

I didn’t even know what the word “tomorrow” meant. A day might as well have been an eternity for me, sitting in that horrid chair, seeing nothing but darkness. How did they expect me to sleep at all while I was sitting there? What was the point of keeping me there like that? They were monsters. Was it for science? How could a scientist possibly be so cruel? This was no experiment; it was merely torture.

There was a long period of silence after that. I figured it must have been night and people were trying to sleep. If they were, however, that sleep was broken very abruptly by the deafening buzz of alarms all over the place. I heard a German voice shouting over a loud speaker that echoed throughout the hallway into my room. He was saying things that filled my heart with beautiful a feeling of joy, along with the horrid feeling of terror, “All available guards, we are under attack! We cannot let them find the patients! Exterminate all experiments and evacuate the facility! I repeat! Exterminate the filth and evacuate the facility!” The message played on loop, every word driving even more fear into my very core. I knew, then, that it was my time to die.

I had never really been a religious man, but at that time, I prayed every prayer I had learned from my parents. I wasn’t ready to die. I remember thinking that I would rather live a long and blind life than die. Every hopeful thought, though, was immediately smashed by another repetition of the message over the loudspeaker.

It wasn’t long after I first heard the loudspeaker that I started hearing gunfire in the distance. It wasn’t the same gun that I heard the day before. These guns were different. Rather than only unleashing one blast, it unleashed a flurry of noise. They were going through the hallway, one room after another. I could feel the bodies hitting the floor in each room as the sounds of boots thumping on the ground and heavy doors bursting open came closer. I could feel my heart racing, almost jumping out of my chest. I knew I would soon be killed, just as my fellow prisoners were being killed. 

I heard a rusty latch come open in front of me. Was it mine? Was I about to die? I heard the sound of a door bursting open and the shouting of a poor Polish soul. The loud burst of gunfire filled the area, followed by the soft thud of a body. I was shaking uncontrollably. I could taste the kiss of death on my lips. I couldn’t wait any longer. If I was going to die, then let me die. I heard another latch, this time I knew it was my door. I remember thinking nothing other than the love I felt for all of those faces I could see but never name. I hoped they would all enjoy long lives of happiness, never experiencing what I went through.

I heard shouting in the hallway, followed by a long sequence of gunfire. The shouting got louder as a large amount of footsteps came charging toward my door from the opposite direction. I tried making out the voices, but was having trouble telling what they were saying. I heard my door burst open, allowing the smell of smoke to fill the room. Was I about to die?

A voice came through, “Holy! Get a medic in here, on the double!” At the time, I only understood one or two of the words I heard because I hadn’t studied English since I was a young boy. He came closer, undoing the cloth in my mouth, and continued, “Hey, what happened to you?” I heard the smashing of metal as I felt the chains of my shackles break, finally freeing my arms.

I couldn’t make out what he was saying, but I tried to get him to understand with whatever I could muster, “No English. Polish. Help.” I took the opportunity to fall forward a bit so that I could lie down.

The man, helping me to the floor, responded, “Smith! Get Corporal James up here! Now!” Moments later, more boots thumped into the room. The man continued, “Doc, start patching this guy up. James, this guy says he’s Polish. Ask him what’s going on here.”

As I felt a bandage come around my head, I heard another man speak in Polish, “What happened here?”

I only managed to say, “Experiments…” before passing out.



