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  About the Author


  Rosey Frost is an author of vision, and to some extent an optimist. Sometimes he is a philosopher. This is not the first book, and probably not the last that Frost has completed. He had worked before authoring news reports as a professional journalist in Western America and dealt with every daily reality imaginable.


  Obsessed with the struggle of man to survive in his modern environment and the lack of interest in solving the problems faced by future generations, Frost was quite disillusioned by a system that only talked about what faced mankind in the time ahead.


  He ended his career as a journalist and without any monetary means left, found himself in a struggle for his own self-survival. He joined the armed services where he faced the problem of involvement in nothing less than a war of beliefs.


  After his tenure as professional soldier, he realized the fruitless efforts of making war against his brothers was not the solution and again put pen to paper. This time not as a member of the free press, but as a writer of novels intended to be entertaining as well as delivering some message of hope for the future.


  SYNOPSIS


  International Space Station II Astronaut Timothy Grace is chosen from a field of volunteers as the perfect subject to test “Eternity 1.”


  Developed by the Mendz Laboratories, the drug is nothing more than a small blue pill with white lettering. After legal and proper experimentation, the government of the 22nd Century is convinced the program is safe and would be a “benefit to the human condition.” A formal test of the drug on a single human subject is granted.


  The world is drastically plagued by shortages and in need of technological advancements that would sustain life, but many of the critics are doubtful of the worth of the new project. Many are not sure that it will even work and with the expected results as outlined by its inventor Doctor Antonovich Mendz.


  Prior to Grace, all test subjects were animal and had no “soul.” Grace will be the first man to explore his “Fountain of Youth.”


  Mendz, however, finds a flaw in the “Eternity 1” formula shortly before the scheduled test and does not reveal the error to the public in an effort to keep the project “alive.” He later develops a more stable formula and takes it himself to prove his opponents wrong, but the fate of the first subject, Grace, is not known.


  It becomes a battle of life and death between the two, Grace and Mendz, in a confrontation that will change the course of mankind’s future.
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  Prologue


  Man has ventured into the vastness of space, breached the sound barrier and conquered the depths of the sea. He has always tried to go farther, faster and achieve more than he did the day before. It is human nature to want to achieve and man possesses an indefinable will to learn and an even more unsuppressed desire to know.


  It is strange that in the massive flow of what is termed modern civilization that man has all but ignored the one question that regulates his every physical reality...time. Perhaps while having a lack of it!


  Without time nothing would move forward and hypothetically backward either. But as the course of the day unfolds each is faced with the same problem, man struggles in his environment with the sad realization that he "comes up short" with this all important factor. Whether it be for the absence of a week to take off and go on vacation or simply to stop the day's hectic routine and drink that quiet, relaxing cup of coffee, the planet goes nowhere without time.


  Then it can be said that it is outstanding to look back and unbiased review the already accomplished accomplishments of modern man.


  Sometime in the near future man will stop and go ahead on a new horizon. He will breach the barrier of time. Many believe time travel not possible. Many say that this dimension in not tangible and therefore out of reach, but man will in the future someday sit down and take time to drink that all important coffee and discover his fountain of youth.


  He will stop time in the very real sense and the physical reality in which only he exists. He will overcome the process of growing old and learn the meaning of life eternal.


  This story, like all stories, does have a beginning and an end. The year of the breakthrough comes in 2127 AD. Through the gene encryption of the worm, man discovered the code to his own existence and later developed a age-halting formula that he quickly placed in the simple form of a pill.


  It was equally quickly decided that a volunteer would be necessary to test this idea, not without the danger of failure in mind, and also that this volunteer must completely understand and be prepared for the possibilities of his attempt to stay forever young.


  Naturally this was not just a weekend stay in the Comfort Inn or a trip in orbit around the earth.


  This was a forever question.


  The hero in this story came from the ranks of NASA and the ISS (International Space Station) II. Timothy Grace, veteran astronaut of numerous ISS II missions came out of the random computer generated as the most qualified to take the blue test pill...appropriately called Eternity 1. The 35-year-old was physically tested and retested, but the drug he took would prove to be his final test.


  Ponce de Leon had attempted to find his eternal “Fountain of Youth,” but that was another time and another story. His voyage is just legend.  According to some accounts, Methuselah lived to an age of 969.


  Most skeptics had assumed the Eternity 1 project was a hoax, and not ready to perform its purpose or really just not feasible. The results were more than any of the experts had expected or even lived to tell about.
 

  Chapter 1 Holding on to the Past


  2142 Repair mission on ISS II (Second Series International Space Station)


  "Houston you are breaking up. Not reading you clearly. It seems to be a communications disturbance. Be advised I am deploying the gravity weld now to the panel. The panel seems to be again 100% operational. Will switch to solar power in next few minutes...Houston, do you copy?" said the astronaut gravely into his com-link. There was no response, not from the Houston tracking center or from his colleagues within the shuttle. Astronaut Timothy Grace felt that he was forsaken, all alone in the void of outer space as he clung to the side of the ISS II unit.


  "Can anyone read me," he said. Then suddenly a beam of white light struck his space suit and he was gone...vanished. Only a blue-white static was left in his place.


  Back on earth, Dorothy Grace and Rita Ulrich sat in the den and shared tea together. As Dorothy brought in the service, she explained to Rita that being married to a pair of space "addicts" was not easy. Both shared this fate, and began to laugh as they each raised their respective teacups. In the background ran the midday soap operas on the television. "Frankly, I am a bit worried about Timothy. Since he has enrolled and tested this Eternity 1 project, he has been a bit moody. I suppose everything will be fine when he gets back. He is up there (in space) on a repair mission, I suppose that was it. He hates maintenance flights," she said in confidence to her closest friend.


  Rita was aware that Timothy had tested the Eternity 1 drug. She did not want to disrupt the quaint atmosphere by asking Dorothy questions regarding her marriage status as she was bound in life to the earth's first potential immortal. But what was about to take place would more than disturb the two's tea drinking.


  They were not long engaged in extolling in their lives as astronaut's wives as a message came over the normal programming on the television: "We interrupt normal programming to bring you breaking news. Astronaut Timothy Grace disappeared with no trace today while working on the International Space Station II. NASA officials cannot explain his sudden vanishing, but they are not ruling out external forces. Grace, chosen as the forerunner in the Eternity 1 program, was on a standard repair mission when what the officials are terming an 'accident' occurred."


  As Dorothy heard the news, she went into an almost immediate state of shock. Rita was now hugging her as both were crying hysterically.


  Out on the streets large television monitors spread the news as pedestrians who were conducting business stopped in their tracks to listen to the report. The nation was shocked as well.


  1882 Somewhere in the mid-west of developing America.


  "Don't tell me I dealt five aces," said Jake, "That was a fair-and-square game. I have two pair, aces and queens." Tim just looked down at his cards. Tipping his buffalo hat back, he stared at the pot of three double-eagle gold $20 pieces and then he twitched his lips and said to Jake,


  "Nobody has a doubt that you are a fair man, because I have four-of-a-kind."


  With that Tim placed his cards on the table one at a time, counting all four kings as he laid them side by side and then reached to the center of the table and collected his winnings.


  An elderly, bearded man sat before his writing desk. Poised directly in front of him was an old-fashioned telephone with liftoff earpiece and built-in microphone directly over the dialer, standard 1850’s, and one of the first of its kind.


  The phone rang and he picked up the earpiece placing it over his ear. “Hello Bell here,” spoke the man into the microphone, “I am sorry. I do not understand a word you are saying. Please speak directly into the microphone.” The communicated message was garbled at best. “I am sorry but you are not on a good connection,” added the man as he replaced the earpiece to its holder on the phone. “My word, I wonder when they are going to get it right,” he added in a mental note to himself.


  Suddenly a white flash of light filled the hall where the poker game was being played and all was no more. The area looked like it had lain vacant for years, dust-covered and broken in time.


  The antique piano had that stood next to the bar adjacent to the playing table had vanished. And almost as fast as the white light appeared, was the memory of such a game forgotten...almost as fast, but this time it was no game.


   


  In the very distant future in a secret laboratory


  A tall obtrusive dark figure sat with both hands busily at work on a computer keyboard.


  Surrounded by a large hall with works of art, sculptures and paintings from every imaginable epoch, the figure typed hastily into the computer, "RUN MESSIAH PROGRAM." The response was equally fast..."NO known location of MESSIAH at the present."


   


  Approximately 600 years later, 2494, Security Containment and Holding Area of WSAS (World Scientific Associated Society).


  WSAS was a facility like none other before, created by man to serve mankind. It was modern technology at its best. The halls led through a maze of laboratories for every imaginable implementation. The computer links were state of the art and the best brain center produced…ever. The center could, quite feasibly, think on its own if need be. Even the silverware in the cafeteria was of the most modern design. There was no expense spared to provide quality.


  Outside a cleanup team was policing the WSAS grounds making sure all was in order.


  Suddenly one of the two workers heard a stirring noise in the bush at the base of one of the old shuttle launch pads.


  “Hey Earl, there is someone or something over at the shuttle pad. I heard it and I think I saw it move,” said the one to the other. Earl turned the maintenance cart they were riding on in the direction of the place his partner had pointed out.


  The launch pad was overgrown with thick plants that almost consumed the entire metallic structure. It had not been used for years. When the two arrived, they found a naked man lying in the fetal position on the cement surface. He was cold in his nakedness and not in his right mind.


  The two men carried him into the cart and covered him with a makeshift blanket as they transported him to the center.


  The water spigot dripped endlessly and seemed to fill the room throughout as it reverberated with a throbbing pulse. It was the only sign of life that Timothy Grace had noticed for at least six hours and reminded him of some archaic form of torture. He did not know where he was, but noticed rather obviously that he could not just leave as he wanted. Much more than that was the problem of where to go if he could freely move from one place to another.


  The room was dim and dark except for a single light that illuminated a very unusual table. He sat quietly at the end of an oval table that did not seem to be supported by any legs. He remembered sitting at a table but also was certain that this was not the one he had in mind. "Poker," he thought.


  Probing for the conference table's supports he looked under and then went to his knees moving his hand blindly over the underside of the oval surface in an effort to ascertain how the table was standing. In the middle of his investigation, he heard a door open and close as a streak of white light pierced the room from the door and was quickly shadowed by the figure that walked through.


  Somewhat embarrassed by the turn of events, Grace rose to his chair and clutched the extended hand that awaited him in greeting. "Umm, hello Mr. Grace," said the voice behind the hand, "I... I am surprised to find you are so interested in the floor." He placed a briefcase on the table with his free hand.


  "It's not the floor, it is the table," responded Grace, "I don't see any legs on the table and that faucet has been leaking for quite some time. I tried to stop it but it leaks and that is the only thing I find normal about all of this." Grace was both relieved and dismayed to make such a confession to his as yet still unknown visitor. "At least you have water here. Wherever here is," he added looking around the room he had been in for more than six hours.


  "Would you like a glass of water Mr. Grace?" asked the mystery person, "I am sure you have a lot of questions, and I must say I have some as well. So let's have a little conversation to better get acquainted." The tall interrogator reached in his lapel and pulled out what appeared to be a pack of cigarettes. Placing one in his mouth, he then inserted it in a small round ring wall plug.


  Grace noticed this but it really did not register in his thinking process.


  Then the visitor filled a glass of water from the still dripping faucet and placed it on the table taking a puff of his trick cigarette. "Now, where should we begin? Should I start or would you like to Mr. Grace," asked the man quite nonchalantly.


  "Would you like a cigarette?" he asked Grace, "I saw you staring at me as I took them out of my suit jacket."


  "Damn, yes...yes I would," responded Grace, who probably in his entire life smoked less than a full pack of cigarettes. The man handed him a cigarette over the legless table.


  Grace took it abruptly and reached into his orange jumpsuit pocket remembering he had a pack of wooden matches. Striking the match on the table he aroused an
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