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Jakob was only four when we had found him. It was late at night, past his bedtime, when 

Jakob wandered into my room. He frowned at me, eyes searching for something in the 

darkness. ‘Mama, there’s something in the water,’ he whispered, his eyes meeting mine. 

It was odd, the way he said it, as though he knew what he was stating was wrong. 

There was never anything much in the water; aquatic plant-life and miniscule creatures would 

float past, but nothing more. From the tone of his voice, it sounded as if Jakob had found 

something different. 

I blinked at him, trying to figure out what he had meant. ‘Something in the water?’ I 

asked. My tone of voice must have made him think I didn’t believe him, which, at the time, I 

didn’t. 

He raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips. ‘Yes, mama! C’mon, we have to see what 

it is.’  

Jakob dragged me through the hallways and stopped at a window. Pointing upward, 

desperate to prove he had seen something. What I saw was not plant life, nor was it a sea 

creature. What I saw was a man. Limp and unconscious, encased in what was best described 

as a pod; ovaloid in shape, made of a shiny metal, with a window running down its length at 

the front and the back. It was hard to tell through the murky ocean, but I could see the pod 

was filled with a liquid; bright blue, almost luminescent.  

I gasped and Jakob stiffened beside me. 

‘What is it?’ he asked, looking up at me.  

I pulled Jakob in front of me, making eye contact with him. ‘Jakob, I want you to go 

to bed,’ I replied, a sickening feeling in my stomach. 

‘But why? What’s out there?’ 

‘Go to bed, now,’ I snapped, tone harsh enough for him to slink away from me. He 

left, leaving me alone in the dimly lit hallway. 

I stepped back, observing once again the scene before me. The man was, I believed, 

from the famed Kautishka’s Experiment, a widely documented experiment performed by 

Russian doctor and scientist, Petyr Kautishka. Petyr claimed to have discovered a method of 

cryogenic freezing, which resulted in the successful resurrection of test subjects. 



Kautishka claimed he had tested his methods on himself and awoken five years later. 

He wasn’t lying either; there was solid evidence he had done so, which led to corporations 

investigating his inventions, eager to know how they could profit from his work. 

With the support from the market and media, Kautishka was authorised to perform an 

experiment where people would be frozen for ten years and then monitored and tested. Yet, 

things took a dark turn when the first four died two weeks into the experiment. 

News of the experiment’s failure spread through the media; people were shocked and 

outraged; most of all, they were disappointed. The cryogenic freezing process turned out to 

be a result of ‘luck’; it worked with some and resulted in the deaths of others. Scientists tried 

to find a link between the deaths: race, gender, age, health, genetics, but there wasn’t a 

connection. Kautishka’s cryogenic freezing methods were deemed dangerous, and Kautishka 

was deemed a disgrace to the scientific community. 

 The nuclear war changed everything. People were desperate to survive what seemed 

like the end of the world and, amid everything, Kautishka’s failed experiment was resurrected 

as a last resort. Many opposed the idea of bringing back such a dangerous method, but there 

was a large population in support of it; people in the thousands, who knew it was better to 

take the risks of cryogenic freezing, than it was to face the certain death the war guaranteed 

them. 

People called this resurrection the sequel to Kautishka’s Experiment. Bunkers were 

built around the world and installed with pods to contain those who would be going ahead 

with the process. Thousands disappeared into the bunkers and never came out.  

What I had heard about the experiment came from the people on the base when I was 

a girl. I had no way to distinguish if these were rumors or not, but I had been told everyone of 

those bunkers was exposed to radiation, which leaked into the pods and tainted the liquid 

inside, turning it toxic. Everyone in those bunkers died. 

I looked through the glass of the hallway, surveying the pod as it drifted downwards 

in the ocean. I had once been told about underwater bunkers; it was likely, after all these 

years, that the man’s bunker had eroded and his pod floated to the surface. I squinted. 

Something didn’t seem right. The pod was descending too quickly for something meant to 

float and, as I looked closer, I realised the hatch was open.  

I felt my stomach drop, and I spun around trying to catch a glimpse of the man. Below 

me, a soft tap started. It echoed through the hallway, making it louder than it was. The 

tapping became an insistent knocking, then a pounding. I was too scared to look down to 



confirm that what I was hearing wasn’t just my imagination. Instead, I looked at the end of 

the hallway and thought about Jakob. He was sleeping and had no idea what was happening.  

I heard the glass beneath me begin to crack.  

I ran. 

 

 

  

 


