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     Dedication





I dedicate this book to my parents who always encouraged me and my brother and sister who mean the world to me. You all inspire me everyday.


      

    


Patient X: The Mars Chronicles

22:30 hours Mars Standard Time ("MST")

The rain was heavy as the car sped down the road. The road slick, "60, 70" Celine counted.

Her eyes flicked left to the glowing blue speedometer on the windscreen. She was momentarily blinded by a flash of light. She felt herself being pushed up into the air as the vehicle flipped over driven higher up by the impact of the collision. The car flipped over three times before crashing to the ground in a mangle of flesh and metal. The oxygen supply truck sped on past the ruined car. The rain beat against the metal, tapping out a strange beat.
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"Where was she going?" Sam asked stepping down from the Med Vac copter. His words were drowned out by the sound of the copter's engines, as it pushed air down from the jets and hovered above the foliage.

"Towards the restricted zone," Dr Franz said. The sun's glare bounced off the environmental suits' visor momentarily obscuring Dr Franz's face. Dr Franz knelt by Celine, inspecting the wound; flicking open a silver box with a needle inside.

"She's gone into shock. I can stop the bleeding but the arm is.." the nurse said stopping at a look from Dr Franz.

"Get the stasis tube, there's nothing more to be done here. The arm was crushed on impact. She'll have to get used to life with her left now. Lieutenant?" He looked up questioningly but Sam was gone.

The nurse rushed over to the copter, "I'm sorry sir," she said bumping into Sam on the other side of the craft; their suits crackled, as they touched. "It's so horrible for a young woman to go through this," she said. "What was she doing out here?"

Sam moved away to  inspect the wreckage. He was looking out at the edges of the bio-dome as they placed Celine in the stasis tube.

The dome had been engineered to create, monitor and effectively disperse, oxygen, carbon dioxide and all other essential gases to replicate the conditions on earth, right down to the weather.To Sam the edges of the sphere where the huge hexagonal panes in the outer glass met the martian sky seemed as fragile as an egg being pressed, squeezed, by careless hands. The temperature, the gravitational pull all had been regulated as precise imitations of home conditions.
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"And patient X?"

"He's ready, colonel," Dr Djiik replied. 

"Lieutenant, tell me about Patient 949," the colonel asked as Sam strode into the hospital room. The colonel was surrounded by a team of doctors in silver stasis suits, like the first men on the moon might have looked, only shinier. The colonel a tall, muscular man with a prominent jaw turned from Sam to look on Celine. She was floating in a huge tank, full of blueish - green liquid. Her hair had been shorn off. Electrodes attached to her scalp pulsed with her vital signs as her breathing increased.

"Does she know we're here?" The colonel turned to one of the Medics before Sam could speak.

Celine floated in the liquid like a baby in the womb. The highly polished glass flashed with her vital signs, scrolling across the glass; like a breaking news report.

The medic flicked through the information on his visor, looking up at the vat of fluid that held Celine. "No, she's processing the change in environment."

Celine's closed eyes, flicked rapidly under her lids. What could be seen of her face, under the mask of the breathing apparatus securing her to the tank, was emotionless. 

Sam moved towards the vat, watching the vitals as they flashed; heart rate, blood pressure, oxygen levels, water content, nutritional information, all appeared at some point. 

He turned his back to her so that Celine loomed like a huge floating god of the sea over his shoulder poised to strike. "She hasn't shown any signs of regeneration since the embryonic stage. the cells were damaged and Dr Erholdt observed them repairing themselves, reproducing in some cases. At that stage she was chosen for implantation."

"And the host?" The colonel asked.

"Lab based."

"Who was the donor? The donors?" Dr Franz asked, getting ahead of himself.

The colonel surveyed him cooly. 

"That information is classified," the colonel said turning back to Dr Djiik. 

"It has been one hundred years, surely you can," Dr Franz began.

"What prompted the repairs?" The colonel asked edging towards the vat of liquid. "That arm was a nub just below the collar
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