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A long ray of sunlight pierces through the open door, the silence broken only by a quiet conversation between the two men.

"Doctor, I feel completely helpless. I don't know what else to do to make it better?" a deep male voice complains.

"Since Luisa's death, everything has gone downhill! Tell me what to do?", the man continued.

A soft sigh sounded from the hall, but the boy did not say a word.

"First of all, keep calm and support him as you have been already doing. His body is young and strong, he will cope with the mental shock he has experienced. Sooner or later, something will bring him the zest for life that will help him return to the old way. Mental wounds usually take longer to heal than physical ones.", the doctor replied, looking at him through his glasses. The boy blinked once and stared at the millions of tiny dust particles floating in the beam of light. Sitting in his wheelchair in the dimly lit office, he didn't seem particularly interested in what they were saying to each other. "Now that Luise is gone, I have to work even harder to pay the bills, so I have even less time for Patrick. He's too lonely in this whole situation.", Frank said.
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"And your parents can't help you until it's all over?", the doctor asked him.

Frank nodded: "Unfortunately not! They moved to Lake Constance a few years ago and bought a house there. It was their lifelong dream and they always planned on it once they retired. I can't spoil it all for them now and don't want to burden them too much. Patrick and I have to manage on our own somehow. Even though it's been almost a year, nothing has changed for the better! "

"You see, as I've repeated a thousand times, there are no physical obstacles that make Patrick unable to walk. It's all a matter of his psyche. When he gets better, the problem with running will be solved. He has simply lost his will for everything and has built up emotional blockage in front of him, which, like any barricade, he has to overcome on his own. Unfortunately, neither you as a father nor I as a doctor can do anything. It's a battle he has to win on his own. So if that is all, come and see me in a month for another examination. ", the doctor said, standing up and extending his hand to Frank.

The two entered the examination room and found the twelve-year-old boy sitting in a wheelchair.

"Well, young man? I'll see you in a month and then I want to see you walk in that door alone!", the doctor said, shaking his hand and ruffling his thick hair. The boy just shrugged mutely and spun the wheels of his wheelchair with his hands.

"Good-bye, Mr. Grahl, until the next appointment!", said the doctor, escorting them both to the door.
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Frank opened the car door and the built-in threshold lowered to the asphalt with the push of a button. Patrick pressed the button on the left side of the wheelchair and they slowly began to climb into the car. Two girls took one look at him and his strange wheelchair then started giggling and whispering softly to each other.

Patrick didn't give them a single glance. He was already used to drawing curious glances from people to himself and his unusual wheelchair.  Not everyone can brag about a Steam Punk style wheelchair that his father personally designed for him.

After Luise's death, Frank spent countless hours building these special wheelchairs because he knew how much the boy loved steampunk. His whole room was full of decorations and posters with different wheels that were the trademark of this style.

It was also a good excuse for him to distract himself from Luise's death and besides he hoped Patrick would be happy about it.

But since the day he was in a car accident with his mother, joy never once flickered on his face. Though everyone around him tried over and over again to cheer him up, it meant nothing to him. The boy hid behind the wall of silence and showed no interest in anything. 

[image: ]Still, everyone acted as if they didn't notice anything and as if everything was the same as before.

But nothing was like it used to be. Nothing brought the boy joy or put a smile on his face.

Patrick just functioned, nothing more, nothing less. He got up every morning, had breakfast with his father and then his father drove him to school.

Even though the high school in Brunswick was not far from their house, barely a few blocks away, Frank insisted on driving him personally. Those were the rare moments he could spend with his son. And right now, his company had gotten special projects and thus much more work than usual. Because of this, he had to work overtime for months. The job helped him get through his personal grief for Luise and somehow survive but it kept him further and further away from his son. At some point it seemed to him that he was going crazy but he just couldn't find a better solution at that time.

"Don't worry about it!", his mother would say when she called him from the other end of Germany. 

"Everything is ephemeral, everything will work out somehow! You just have to wait and see!"

They hadn't even walked in the door when the phone rang.

"Hi, Mom! We just came from the doctor. No, everything's as usual. How's Dad? Aha! Good. ", then he took the phone from his ear and whispered to Patrick: " Grandma wants to talk to you! ", and put the phone in his son's hand.

Patrick sighed, for he knew in advance that his grandmother would overwhelm him with questions but he answered out of politeness.

"Hello, Grandma Grete! I'm fine, thank you!" he said and then fell silent to listen to their endless conversation.

He rolled his eyes and his father crossed his arms as if angry at his attitude.

"Bye!", he said, then put the phone down on the table and pushed off towards his room.

Before he reached for the door handle, his father said, "Tomorrow you're going to Wolfsburg to the Phaeno Science Center. You've been waiting for this trip for over a year. Are you looking forward to finally going? All the technology itself, just like you...", but he didn't manage to finish the sentence because Patrick slipped into his room and slammed the door loudly behind him.

At the sound of the door slamming shut, Frank jumped, just as his heart leapt with grief. Tears welled up in his eyes but he quickly wiped them away and continued to put the dishes in the dishwasher.
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Patrick's cell phone began to light up incessantly. He looked lethargically at the display and saw the name "Danny" written on it, but let the phone keep ringing.

The light stopped flashing but instead the sound of a message could be heard.

The boy pressed his finger to the message and it read, "Hey Patty! Do you want me to pick you up tomorrow so we can ride together?"

Patrick pressed his hand on the phone without answering his friend's message. His empty gaze was directed out the window and he rested somewhere in the distance where the church tower stood.

A soft knock sounded at the door, "May I come in?", his father asked, entering without waiting for his answer.

He held his cell phone in his hand and asked, "Daniel called and asked if you wanted him to come pick you up before the field trip so we could go together? He tried to reach you on your cell but you didn't answer."
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Patrick looked at him seriously and replied, "No, I'm going alone. I don't need help or pity from others."

Franck's face again reflected his infinite sadness and with a soft sigh he brought the phone to his ear, "Danny, Patrick's not in the best of moods. I'd best take him to the station in the morning. Thanks for the offer!", he said and said goodbye to the boy.

The father walked up to his son and knelt before him on one knee.

"Patty, I'm sure Daniel didn't mean any harm. He just wants you to do something together. Like it used to be!", he stared deep into his eyes as if he wanted to look into his soul.

Patrick averted his eyes from the window and fixed them on his father's face.

"Like it used to be? Nothing will ever be the same!", he said, pointing to himself with both hands as he sat in the wheelchair.

He looked at his son wordlessly for a few seconds, then patted his thigh and said, "Daniel feels neglected. Is it so bad that he wants to pick up where you left off?"

"Where did we leave off? Can you imagine me playing football or basketball like that, traveling around town, or doing anything else I did before? I'd just be a hindrance to him living a normal, relaxed life. I would just be a burden to him and a shame!" Then I'd rather stay in the house alone! ", the boy replied convincingly and full of self-pity.

"Do you think this will change anything in your life? If you sit in the house all day by yourself and feel sorry for yourself and your life? How many people sit in wheelchairs and play sports or go out on the town and go to the Olympics? They haven't given up. They are sad but they have not sunk into self pity, they have tackled their problem. Everyone has a problem, but that's not the right way. After all, there is no physical obstacle to you running agai n, it's all in your head! "

He took one deep breath and said in a calm voice: "If a person firmly believes in miracles, they are always possible! Everything comes from the heart!", with that he stood up and quietly left the room.

There he leaned against the door and tears came to his eyes.

Patrick was left alone in the room and his eyes fell on the picture of him, Mum and Dad happily somewhere on the beach on the French Riviera.

He took the frame in his hands and gently ran his finger over his mother's face.
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As the last student got off the bus, teacher, Mrs. Piepenstock began counting with her understanding look.

"Before we go inside, let me remind you once again to be quiet and not make a mess. For the slightest little thing, I will have you removed from exhibitions and severely punished at that!" said the slender woman with curly blonde hair and glasses.

"Oooh, Mrs. Piepenstock is so strict!" whispered one boy to another. 

"Yes, Mrs. Broomstick is always strict anyway! Tall and stiff as a broom! Whoever gave her that last name, it suits her very well!" the other replied.

"Line up in twos and move slowly!" urged Mrs. Piepenstock to the children, leading the way first.

Two restless boys followed the others so among the last were Patrick and his friend Daniel. An imposing white futuristic-style building loomed before them, its numerous geometric windows and architecture more reminiscent of a spaceship than a building.
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When they arrived in front of a large trapezoidal glass door, it automatically opened by itself.

"Oh, this is so cool! It's like getting on a spaceship!", Daniel whispered enthusiastically but Patrick didn't say a word.

Mrs. Piepenstock stopped in front of a long white table, behind which sat two young ladies from the reception. One of them pressed a group ticket into Mrs. Piepenstock's hand, which the school had already reserved, and wished everyone a good time at the technical museum.

The teacher chose the left escalator that led to the first floor and Daniel pushed Patrick to the elevator.

When they got out of the elevator at the top of the first floor, a huge room appeared in front of them, crowded with many children and adults.

Perhaps other schools had organised a visit to the museum at the same time.

Just as the two restless boys were about to go on, Frau Piepenstock stopped them in a stern voice: "I have said it clearly! Do not separate, stay in your group!"

"Like we'd get lost here!" said Daniel to his friend.

"Daniel, I heard you!" the teacher admonished him personally.

As soon as he turned around, Daniel did the same and started walking like a stiff broom. 

The kids started laughing out loud and the moment the teacher turned around, Daniel got all serious and pretended to look at an exhibit.

A crowd of children stood in front of something interesting. Almost all the girls immediately set off and lined up one by one. When it was their turn first and they were given the all clear by the museum staff, they placed their palm on the metal sphere. The sphere began to hum and their hair rose into the sky.

"Oh, look how great that is!", Daniel said to Patrick, pointing to the girl whose hair was electrified and sticking up in the air.

Patrick continued to watch the electromagnetic reaction of the ball, but it all left him cold and he didn't say a word.

Daniel had already gotten used to the fact that he hadn't shown any reactions in the last year but somewhere deep in his soul he hoped that he would still enjoy everything.

As soon as they approached the next exhibit, Daniel grabbed the wheelchair and pushed his friend in front of the "Magic Mirror" and he walked to the opposite side. He turned the wheel attached to the table with his hand and two faces alternated in the mirror. Then all the children started laughing, because they first saw the smiling and restless Daniel with all his grimaces and then the over-serious and calm Patrick.

From there, everyone went to the wall with the different mirrors where you were either fat and short or tall and skinny, so the whole group lined up to see what they looked like.

So many miracles happened over the next few hours. Patrick watched in horror from his wheelchair as a friend pushed him across the glass floor, from which they could see the entire ground floor as if the floor wasn't even there. It seemed like everything was about to collapse and fall into the depths that were more than seven meters below them.

Everything was so interesting, so many new and unusual things. The children ran from where they could watch the waves and clouds forming and then jumped to catch up with their shadow.

Afterwards, everyone went to the place where various robots of newer and older generations were standing. A larger group of visitors surrounded something visibly amused.

Patrick tilted his head a little to see who was talking and Daniel for the first time realized that he was interested in something, so he pushed his way through the crowd with him.

In front of them stood a robot about meters and seventy tall, all white with bright blue eyes. Its limbs were made of metal and creaked with every movement.

"Hello dear friends! I am Robo! I'm sure I'm your favorite exhibit here at Phaeno!" he said.

A woman sat in front of him and the robot told her to look deep into his eyes. She did so and then he said to her, "Your face says you are happy! You are a woman and you are twenty-five years old!"

The assembled audience laughed and the woman, who was already over forty, stood up and smiled happily.

The children began to persuade Mrs. Piepenstock to try this too, so that she could hardly resist and agreed.

Robo stared into her eyes and said, "You're a happy person and you're seventeen years old!"

The children started laughing and the teacher stood up and waved her hand, "Ah, you digital flatterer!" and she moved on with the 

[image: ]group to the next exhibit. This was a wooden house that spun and turned upside down.

The music played and Robo began to sing Sinatra's song, "Singing in the rain."

All hands clapped as the robot spun and waved its arms as if it were dancing.

After that performance, Robo fell silent for a few seconds and then began a new song, "I am not a robot."

Although the song was beautiful and it seemed as if the robot came to life and sang from its heart, the visitors found the song boring, so everyone left quickly.

All the kids were gone, even Daniel, who left his friend standing there alone. Only Patrick remained alone with the robot. 

The boy looked at him from his wheelchair, but remained silent.

Robo is confused and starts blinking while looking at him with his bright blue eyes.

"You're human! You're ten years old. There's no sign of happiness on your face!", said Robo, blinking and waiting for his answer.

Patrick looked at him and suddenly replied, "I'm twelve years old and yes, I'm human."

The movement of Robo's hands sounded so mechanical. 

He asked him, "Then why aren't you happy being human?"

Patrick noticed that he used simple words. He used the same words for questions and for answers as needed.

"Is that reason enough for me to be happy that I'm human?", the boy asked him now, not understanding what he was getting at.

The robot crossed his arms and sighed deeply. His large white eyelids covered his blue eyes.

"Robo would give anything in the world to be human!", he replied, his expression suddenly turning sad.

A few of the robots near him laughed loudly and mocked him. When he wouldn't be present, they started talking about him, "Ah, our little
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