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Tick. 
Tock. 
Tick. 
Tock.
It’s an old tactic, especially with the elderly. Turn the clock up real loud and 

don’t say a word. And the seconds pass by the prisoners couldn’t help but hear 
every single one. They can literally hear their life passing. With the old, they 
already know their time is running out. This makes it worse. 

Just sit there.
Tick.
Tock.
Tick.
Tock.
You can practically see them age with every beat. After mere minutes their 

face begins to sag. After ten maybe their eyes flutter. Soon it seems as if their 
wrinkles are getting deeper. Not even thirty minutes of pure silence, except for 
the steady rhythm of time, and they’ve practically excepted their doom.

Sit just a little longer.
Tick.
Tock.
Tick.
Tock.
Right as you see their face cave in, the total acceptance of death in their eyes, 

offer them a way out. 
Tick.
Tock.
Ti— They’re yours. Forever. You have become their savior. You can stop, not 

only the clock, but their death. They have been reborn and you are their father. 
Who cares if they need to tell just one little secret. It’s such a small secret and in 
return they become young again. The elderly are so easy to manipulate.
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The clock beat out its unwavering rhythm as Alexei Koshkin and Rabbi 
Kuschel  stared off over the cold steel table. Alexei was well trained in the arts of 
interrogation. He had been a rising star at the academy before an unfortunate 
accident brought him to the attention of the Internal Troops. He was lucky 
though, in his accident and his scores they saw promise. Instead of the 
reprimand (or worse) that he expected instead he was offered a job. One which 
suited him very much. 

And now he was locked in a staring contest, no different from all the others, 
with a withered old man. They hadn’t been in the cell long, maybe five minutes 
by Alexei’s calculation. The man had information on some minor thing, the 
location of some dissenters or something. Alexei was bored of jobs like these. He 
remembered when he first joined, each detainee was an adversary. It was a 
struggle of wills and Alexei had reveled in the challenge. As he grew though, he 
hadn’t found that the challenged grew with him. Occasionally he was called in 
for a real threat but more often it was more of the same. An old man, and it’s 
always the old men, think they can withstand anything. They expect the chains 
and torture, and Alexei had tried that early on, but he had quickly learned that 
the biggest torture to the old was time.

So there they sat. An old man listening to his life tick-tock away and a 
youngish man thinking about where supper would be coming from. 

Tick.
Tock.
Twenty minutes had passed and when Alexei shook himself out of his reverie 

he noticed the Rabbi staring at him. The man hadn’t moved a muscle. In twenty 
minutes Alexei wasn’t sure the man had even blinked. Alexei had done all of this 
without the slightest of movements. Over the years he had grown used to 
drifting off with the same stern expression on his face. And yet… The Rabbi 
seemed to shift he gaze, ever so slightly, as Alexei turned his full attention on the 
man. 

Tick.
Tock.
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Tick.
Tock. 
They were well passed the thirty minute mark now and Alexei still found 

himself locked in the Rabbi’s eyes. The room was freezing, even through Alexei’s 
seal skinned coat he was beginning to feel the chill. He could just imagine how 
the Rabbi was feeling in his thread bare smock. The old man’s joints much be 
swollen and achey but still the man didn’t so much as shiver. 

Tick.
Tock.
Alexei was seriously beginning to get mad now. This exam had taken two or 

three times as long as expected. Didn’t the Rabbi know that they were on a 
schedule? There were three more men Alexei was supposed to process today. 
How could this man have the nerve? 

Tick.
Tock.
Alexei had lost track. He had actually lost track of the time. How was that 

possible? After all these years spent in this room with that clock, he knew it’s 
ticks backward and forward. He new the subtle sound of the twenty minute 
mark. He knew the shift of the gears that heralded an hour. He knew everything 
there was to know about this room and this table and that clock. So how could 
he have lost the time? And those eyes! The non-blinking eyes of the Rabbi were 
driving him crazy. He swore he would have holes in his forehead where the man 
was staring. How long could this go? Alexei absentmindedly scratched at his 
elbow.

The Rabbi blinked.
“Aha!” Alexei cried in triumph before he could stop himself. And much to his 

surprise a small smile spread across the Rabbi’s lips.


